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			Prologue

			

			

			‘Don’t ever speak of this to anyone.’ 

			He rolled over, and I saw who was under him.

			My body began to shake. I opened my mouth to speak but words would not form as I watched her pull on her clothes. He remained in the bed with a sheet covering his nakedness. My brain wouldn’t lose the image of what I’d seen. It was stuck on repeat as she walked past me without a word or a glance. The last thing I saw was the friendship bracelet on her ankle.

			

			

		

	
		
			

			

			

			

			

			

			

			

			

			PART ONE

			

		

	
		
			

			

			

			

			One

			Hebe

			June 2015

			The beach below is empty and we begin down the path. Your excitement about your new project proposal explodes into your words and it catches me. 

			‘You need to expose them to the power of the metaphor. No one does this better than Donne.’ I turn to you and your smile is radiant. ‘Yet nothing can to nothing fall.’ I take a breath. ‘Nor any place be empty quite …’ I can’t recall the rest and I stumble. You take my hand and give it a squeeze, not releasing it. Doubt fills me again. 

			The sound of a bell carries on the breeze. A church nestles in the sand just out of sight. In front of us the water flashes turquoise, which startles me. My steps falter yet we go forward, openly hand in hand, down to the sea. I have not been here with you before. For nine years I have kept you separate from something that is so much a part of me. Maybe the decision to come was reckless, but I hope here in this remote part of the Lizard we can be invisible. That we can simply be us … before it is gone.

			The path ends. Sunlight bounces off the damp stones. The clarity of the water hurts my eyes as the blues and greens glisten jewel-like while a breeze stirs the surface. You’ve never been to Cornwall before and I can see the wonder on your face.

			‘I told you it was lovely.’

			You turn to me. ‘You did, but you were lying.’

			I tilt my head and study you. ‘I haven’t lied to you.’ But I know I haven’t told you everything either. I glance away. How much longer will I know what I have and haven’t told you?

			‘You have.’

			I shiver and look away. Your hand waving as if caressing the beach catches my eye, drawing me back to you. ‘This isn’t lovely … it is so far beyond that. It is almost too beautiful.’

			I laugh and pull you into my arms. We are alone with only a seagull for company. The freedom of being away with you is intoxicating. June sunshine beats down on our heads and I allow myself to forget that this is all wrong. I kiss you, then pull free, running along the sand like a child. The sea laps at the bottom of my jeans and you begin to race with me until we reach the rocks that mark the end of the beach. You swing me into your arms and we spin around until we fall onto the damp sand.

			‘I love you, Hebe Courtenay.’

			I open my mouth to speak, to silence you, but you place a finger on my lips.

			‘I know you don’t want to hear it, but I’m going to shout it anyway. I want the world to know.’ You stare into my eyes, and all the love you have for me is reflected there. ‘I, Rory Crown, love you!’ You pull me to my feet. ‘I love you.’ You shout it to the cliff, and then turn to the sea and do it again. 

			I look around, ready to run. No one else is here and I am safe in your arms. We have time here away from the world, just me and you. No one cares who we are, or why we are together. For this moment, I can pretend that we are normal. 

			

			I am sleepy from the wine and the heat of the log fire. Despite the strength of the sun during the day, the evening is cold. I shudder and you look up from the computer. I should be working too, but I can’t focus. The doctor said this would happen more and more. Right now I am too tired to fight it, but I must. Do you see the difference in me, I wonder, or is it just that now that I know … everything fits?

			‘Can you take a look through this passage?’ You stand and bring your laptop to me. ‘I’m not sure it’s concise enough, or maybe the wine is affecting the words.’ 

			Smiling, I pick up my reading glasses. You’ve highlighted the text in orange so that I know what to review. I glance up at you but you are staring into the fire. The flames are mesmerising, but I force myself to read your words. Yet no matter how many times I read them, their meaning evades me. I tighten my grip on the laptop, trying to force my brain to work, but it won’t pull sense from your sentences. It must be the wine. It has to be the wine.

			You yawn and I do as well. ‘Are you struggling with it too?’ You take the computer from me. ‘Let’s both look at it with fresh eyes in the morning.’ Closing the laptop, you hold out your hand. ‘Come.’ I take it, remembering the day you came into my life almost nine years ago.

			

			*

			Come, madam, come, all rest my powers defy

			Just then the door opened and you walked in. ‘Sorry.’

			My breath caught. Your dark hair fell in curls on your neck. Your shoulders were broad but not yet fully fleshed out as a man. It was as though Thomas Grylls had stepped out of the portrait on my wall and into my classroom wearing jeans and a grey T-shirt. I closed my eyes for a moment. I shouldn’t turn into a puddle of lust because of you. I had seen more than my fair share of handsome young men and none had ever tempted me to cross that line. 

			But you.

			‘Sorry. I was locked out of my room and had to wait for the porter to let me in.’ Your voice softly Scottish.

			‘We were just beginning.’ 

			You nodded and took a seat in the front.

			‘As I was saying.’ I glanced at you, leaving the sentence unfinished, then started to hand out sheets of paper. ‘Before we begin, here’s the reading list and the next assignment.’ Your hand touched mine as you took the pages from me. I froze. I could barely look into your eyes. My glance fell to your mouth. Your full lips lifted as if you knew what I was feeling.

			Turning from you, I picked up the book and opened it. ‘Who would like to read Donne’s Elegy XIX, “To His Mistress Going to Bed”?’

			Silence. Worried glances travelled from student to student, then you raised your hand, looking at your peers. ‘I’d be happy to.’ You smiled. 

			‘Come, madam, come, all rest my powers defy, 

			Until I labour, I in labour lie.’

			The words rolled from your tongue and I clung to the edge of the desk. The women of the group were as enraptured as I was. You continued. 

			‘The foe oft-times having the foe in sight,

			Is tir’d with standing though he never fight.

			Off with that girdle, like heaven’s zone glistering,

			But a far fairer world encompassing.

			Unpin that spangled breastplate which you wear,

			That th’eyes of busy fools may be stopped there.

			Unlace yourself, for that harmonious chime

			Tells me from you that now it is bed time.’

			Audible sighs brought me out of the trance I was in. Dear God, listening to you was as if Thomas Grylls had appeared in the flesh. In fact I’d written such a scene just days before, where Thomas was alone with his fiancée Lucia and he undressed her slowly, worshipping her with kisses. My face flushed and I turned from the class, looking out of the window at the September morning. Sunflowers had rotated upwards, burning in the heat of the sun.

			‘Those set our hairs on end, but these our flesh upright.

			License my roving hands, and let them go

			Before, behind, between, above, below.

			O my America! my new-found-land,

			My kingdom, safeliest when with one man manned.’

			Your performance of the lines was as skilled as an actor’s. Your burr caressed each word. Flesh tingled back to life. I longed for you to stop, and yet I didn’t.

			‘There is no penance due to innocence.

			To teach thee, I am naked first; why then,

			What needst thou have more covering than a man?’

			‘Thank you …’ The words stuttered from me. As I looked at you, the room disappeared. Your glance met mine; you gave me an apologetic half-smile then shook your head.

			‘Sorry.’ I cleared my throat. ‘Time to leave the magic of Donne’s words behind and delve into the gritty reality of the seventeenth century.’

			

			*

			You sneeze, and suddenly I am back in this isolated old cottage and not standing at the front of a dusty classroom with twenty students waiting. I crawl into bed beside you, remembering while I still can. I pull you close and fall asleep to the sound of your heart beating.

			

		

	
		
			

			

			

			

			Two

			Lucy

			26 September 2016

			‘Hello.’ A voice whispered from behind Lucy and a hand brushed the base of her spine. She shivered. Ed. She raised the camera to her face, covering the rush of colour to her cheeks. Lucy had to play this cool. She couldn’t let him distract her from her job. 

			Through the viewfinder she saw a Member of Parliament chatting to one of the teenage volunteers for the literacy charity. The camera shutter sound was muted and Lucy captured the images leaving them all unaware. That was best. She saw the real but created an illusion. Not fake, but certainly an altered reality. The discussion between the two was heated, but looking through the twenty images she’d taken in quick succession, she’d caught what looked like a beaming smile. The teen had made a winning point in the argument, but taken out of context it was charming, not victorious. 

			All the young volunteers attending had signed release forms before the guests had arrived. They were keen to help raise awareness, and so was Lucy. Today she was working for no fee. She knew what it was like to struggle to read being dyslexic, but she’d had the benefit of the best schooling available. The girl she had photographed was eighteen and angry. For years she had been written off as stupid, but she was far from it; Lucy had seen that in their chat earlier. The teen wore her emotion like a tattoo across her unlined forehead. Yet in the photo she appeared sweet. But Lucy knew the truth. The girl would soon acquire the skill that all women learned at some point in their lives: hiding their emotions from the world. Another year or two and she would have buried the anger. It would still be there – if invisible – and it would drive every move she made, but she would forget it was the anger navigating her choices. Lucy sighed.

			By the window stood Daisy, an old school friend. Her face was the picture of concern as she listened to an older man. Lucy framed the image, making sure Daisy looked her best. The goal was to encourage others to want to donate and to be a part of something good. Although this was similar to much of the work she did for magazines – capturing in pixels the great, the good and in some cases the far from good – the kids in attendance gave the event an interesting edge. The challenge of telling this story was that it was important and not just people launching a new product or simply having a good time. For once it was a story Lucy wanted to tell.

			She slipped unnoticed through the guests, not being drawn into conversation. It would have been so easy to stop and talk. She knew these people and they knew her. Hell, she’d attended enough of these events as one of them, without a camera in her hand. But she much preferred it with one.

			Over the past nine years as a professional, she’d become a master of the flattering shot, even if for some subjects this was challenging. They relied on her to take the perfect picture, or at least one that wouldn’t make them appear worse. She understood how the world worked. It didn’t have to be real these days, it just had to look good.

			By the window she saw Mrs Talworth with the princess and composed the shot. That photo with the afternoon sun shining on Mrs Talworth’s highlighted hair would make the centrepiece for the society pages and might even hit tomorrow’s papers. With the golden tone of the light she had dropped a good ten years off the woman, and the princess looked as unchanging as ever.

			‘Lucy, darling.’ 

			She lowered the camera as the editor of a glossy magazine appeared. 

			‘Surely you’ve got what you need and can knock off and enjoy yourself now?’ The woman smiled. ‘We haven’t had a proper gossip in ages. Who are you with these days?’ 

			‘No time for gossip if you want the pics first thing in the morning.’ Lucy looked at her watch. She’d need to edit these and send the best off tonight.

			‘True.’ The editor sipped her champagne. ‘I’ll see you at the weekend.’

			Lucy frowned, reviewing her schedule in her mind. Was she shooting a wedding? It wasn’t like her to forget a job.

			‘At your parents’.’

			Lucy rolled her eyes then nodded. A weekend in the Cotswolds with her family was exactly what she didn’t want. Why had she agreed to this? Emotional blackmail. It was her brother Michael’s birthday. ‘Forgot.’ 

			Ed brushed past and slipped a piece of paper into her hand. He despised most of this crowd but knew it was important to be seen supporting the charity. 

			The editor wandered away in the direction of the princess and Lucy fled to the ladies. Locking the door, she opened the note. She hadn’t seen Ed since last week. Most of the time this was exactly what she wanted, a man with limited access. No emotional demands, just mental and physical stimulation – hers but not hers. In short, Lucy wanted the impossible and had found it with a married man. The irony wasn’t lost on her.

			Sheila’s gone to her mother’s. Meet me at mine at eight. Use the rear entrance. X

			She flushed the note down the loo, knowing she could never be too careful. It was now 5 p.m. She had work to do, then he would be a reward for good behaviour. 

			

			Lucy’s stomach rumbled. The problem with working these events was that she never had a chance to eat. Glancing at her watch, she thought about stopping and picking up a sandwich, but she was late getting to Ed’s already. She hoped there was some food in the flat, but she doubted it. The last time she’d visited there had been a mouldy loaf of bread and a bottle of champagne. His wife didn’t do domestics – or marriage, for that matter, from what he’d told her.

			Reaching the back of the building, she sent him a text. The pong from the bins reacted with her empty stomach. She loved the no-ties relationship they had, but the subterfuge had begun to pall. Just as her gut rolled uncomfortably, Ed met her at the rear entrance and they climbed the stairs in silence. Once through the door, he reached for her and Lucy allowed the passion to rise, trying to ignore her hunger pangs. While Ed was pulling at her shirt, she was scanning the counter for a piece of fruit, anything she could eat. It was devoid of anything but a bottle of wine. The only thing that marred the bare room was a calendar with the days circled in red taped to the fridge.

			Her stomach growled.

			‘Hungry?’ He ran a hand over her backside.

			‘Yes.’

			‘Hopefully for me.’

			She laughed. His ego knew no bounds. ‘Food.’

			‘A takeaway later.’ He nibbled her neck.

			‘Yes.’ She’d heard that before but he had never followed through. Maybe it was too intimate to sit and eat in front of the television. Her skirt dropped to the floor and she brought his face up to meet hers and kissed him. His lips stilled, and he pulled away and led her to the bedroom. 

			He was focused on one thing and Lucy wouldn’t complain. He wanted her. That was clear. As she fell onto the bed, she spotted a copy of Enid Blyton’s Five Go Off to Camp on the bedside table. What the hell was he reading that for? As her body began to respond, her mind was in a damp tent in Devon, or was it Wales? She couldn’t remember.

			Ed rolled over and lit a cigarette, then checked his phone. His smoking didn’t fit with the pristine state of the flat. Nothing was out of place except for their clothes on the bedroom floor. On the chest of drawers there was a black-and-white picture of Ed and Sheila at the register office. They’d been married ten years. What did they have to show for it? 

			‘You wouldn’t believe what Sheila texted me as she stormed off to her mother’s.’

			‘Probably not, but tell me anyway.’ Lucy stretched out her legs, trying not to think that she was currently naked in Sheila’s bed.

			‘That she was only staying with me for the benefit of my career.’

			Lucy frowned. ‘Well that’s what you told me when we met.’

			He turned to her. ‘Did I?’

			She nodded. ‘Yes, you said the marriage was all but finished except that it was politically expedient.’

			He grinned. ‘It is.’ He stubbed out his cigarette. ‘That’s why I need you. You’re clever, beautiful and ask nothing of me … and you are great in bed.’

			‘Not sure about the first three, or even the last …’ She ran her hand along his chest.

			‘But you are.’ He kissed her. ‘That’s another thing she just doesn’t understand.’

			Her hand slipped lower. ‘Really?’

			‘We haven’t had sex in years.’

			Lucy couldn’t imagine that. ‘Poor you.’

			‘I know.’ He nuzzled her. ‘Pity me. I’m neglected by my wife, who doesn’t love me.’

			‘I don’t love you.’

			‘But you at least want me.’

			Lucy kissed him and showed him that was true.

			

		

	
		
			

			

			

			

			Three

			Hebe

			26 September 2016

			The waiting room was empty. Hebe crossed her ankles, then uncrossed them. She checked that she had her notebook in her handbag, then settled the bag beside her feet and crossed her ankles again. Pulling at the hem on her dress so that it reached her knees, she saw Country Life on the table beside her. She picked it up and flipped through the pages, looking at the properties. Her hand stilled. Helwyn House. She ran her fingers down the page. For sale by auction. The north front with its distinctive loggia stared at her. She knew it so well. Desire. She looked up. The receptionist wasn’t there. She ripped the page out of the magazine and slipped it into her bag.

			‘Dr Courtenay, Mr Phelps will see you now.’

			She stood and straightened her dress. This wasn’t going to be fun even if she wanted to pretend otherwise. As she entered the room, the consultant was standing by the window. He turned and smiled. Was that a good sign?

			‘Take a seat.’ He came back to his desk and she wished he would sit down too, but he walked back to the window holding a clutch of papers. This wasn’t OK. Some things had gone already, but her ability to read body language hadn’t disappeared.

			‘Your test results show a marked deterioration.’

			Hebe pulled her notebook out and wrote down deterioration. 

			‘I know this doesn’t surprise you, since you mentioned you had felt it yourself.’

			She nodded.

			‘We’ve spoken in the past about your plans as the disease progresses.’

			She wrote down disease progresses.

			‘What care arrangements do you have in place?’ 

			Looking up at him, she frowned. Surely they were not at that stage yet.

			‘You never bring anyone with you and yet I recommended this right from our first appointment.’

			‘I don’t want to.’

			He cleared his throat. ‘Hebe, this shows clearly that your decision-making process is impaired and has been for some time.’

			She flattened her lips. 

			‘You will need help.’

			She let the words sink in as she wrote it down. Need help.

			‘If not today, then in the very near future.’ He came back to the desk and sat down. ‘Promise me you will bring someone to your next appointment?’

			She nodded and continued to write down everything he said, but she wasn’t thinking about it. Helwyn House was being auctioned in a few days’ time. She would buy it. There were things she needed to do. 

			‘Hebe, have you written down what I said?’

			She looked down at her notebook.

			Buy Helwyn House.

			‘Yes.’

			‘Good.’ He pushed some papers across the desk. ‘As you can see, there has been a marked decline in the cognitive area.’

			The lines went down sharply. She had felt this. ‘How long?’

			‘How long what?’

			‘How long until I don’t know who I am, let alone anyone else.’

			He raised his hands. ‘If we look at the time since your first appointment …’ He pointed to the starting point on the graph. ‘If your ability declines at that rate, you may have six months of good cognitive ability, but it might not even be that long.’

			Hebe looked at her notebook.

			Buy Helwyn House.

			‘You have been in decline for years.’

			‘Years? How many?’

			‘At a guess, based on where you are now, ten. But you have developed coping mechanisms. Those will begin to fail. You need support.’

			‘Yes, thank you.’

			‘Your next appointment is in a month.’ He tapped the papers so they all came together and slipped them into a file, then closed it.

			‘Yes.’

			‘Please remember to bring someone with you.’ He stood. ‘This is important, Hebe.’

			‘I know.’ She smiled. ‘Thank you.’ 

			Walking out of the door, she stopped at the receptionist’s desk. Lying on the table beside the chair was the magazine she’d torn the page from. She knew what she was going to do.

			‘Can I help you, Dr Courtenay?’

			‘Yes, I can’t make my appointment next month. Can you cancel it and I’ll give you a call when I have my diary with me.’

			‘Certainly. Should I ring to remind you?’

			Hebe’s mouth flirted with a smile. ‘No, I’ve written myself a note. Thanks.’ She strode out of the door, down the steps and into the September sunshine, trying to remember what was next on her list of things to do today.

			

			Hebe looked at her wrist. Her watch wasn’t there and she couldn’t remember where she’d left it. She didn’t know this restaurant, with its white tablecloths and flickering candles. The chair opposite her was empty. Rory. Was he late or was she early? Today was special but she couldn’t recall why. It was the feast of St Colman Elo, Irish. But he wouldn’t know that.

			He’d made a fuss on the phone and he’d left three notes on Post-its stuck to the fridge, the door and the bathroom mirror. He’d also emailed. She guessed she must have forgotten to meet him last time. That would explain it.

			He could arrive any minute. Pulling out her lipstick, she reapplied it then checked her phone for messages. It was exactly seven o’clock. She was early. He wasn’t late. She took her notebook out of the bag. 

			Doctor’s appointment notes.

			Deterioration.

			Which she knew … 

			Prognosis bleak.

			Why had she bothered going? Wouldn’t it be better to live in ignorance? Though she wasn’t ignorant; she had been in … in something. The word would come later, much later when she didn’t know why she’d wanted it in the first place. Denial. That was it. She must do something but wasn’t sure what. The picture of the end she faced was so bleak she was glad she wouldn’t be aware it was happening. But what of the others who would witness it?

			She closed the notebook and put it back in her bag. In there she found a folded page from Country Life. The last time she’d read the magazine was when her sister was the frontispiece thirty years ago … or was it less, or maybe more? She closed her eyes, trying to remember her sister’s name, but at this moment it was gone, just out of reach like so much else.

			Laying the page flat, she pressed the creases out. The loggia. There was only one house with that architecture in Cornwall. Helwyn House, Thomas Grylls’s home. He was a lover, a hero, a royalist, a model Cavalier. 

			Her phone lit up announcing a message. 

			On my way. X

			That was good. She would hate to have to leave the restaurant without eating. That was what they were for after all. Glancing at the paper again, she traced it with her fingers. She knew the details so well. She had written so much about this house and visited it many times trying to capture it in words … those elusive things, and more so now than ever before. Before, they had been friends and tools. Now they were things to lose and stumble over.

			Helwyn House to be auctioned on 30 September 2016.

			She should buy it. Then she could take the portrait of Thomas Grylls and return it to where it belonged. That would be perfect, in fact the perfect end. Almost as good as her mother’s. Cornwall.

			Looking up, she noted a handsome man chatting with the maître d’. He was holding flowers. Red roses. She knew him. She frowned. Today was the twenty-sixth of September. Tucking a stray hair behind her ear, she wondered whether there was something special about that date. The notes, the flowers, they meant something. Did she have time to pull out her diary? That would tell her the significance of the day … but he was already walking towards her with a smile. Rory. Her heart raced.

			‘Hebe.’ He kissed her, then presented her with the bouquet. ‘Happy anniversary, darling.’

			She blinked and a memory ran swiftly, too swiftly, through her mind. It was gone before she could capture it. She coughed, willing her brain to give up on its game of hiding key facts from her.

			They had been together for a while. But she had no idea how long this handsome man opposite her had been her lover. The waiter came over with a bottle of Prosecco. She jumped when the cork popped; her mind had wandered to Rory’s neat hands. Linen shirt, blue. Jacket, tan. 

			She looked down at her own hands. There was an age spot just south of her ring finger knuckle, but she wore no rings.

			‘How did it go today?’ He studied her.

			‘Boring.’ She smiled and raised her glass to him. ‘Happy anniversary.’

			‘Yes, cheers.’ Their glasses touched and another memory raced by and disappeared. She was becoming weary of chasing these fleeting things. Why wouldn’t they stop? 

			‘Your day?’

			His phone flashed and she watched him read the words. Who was texting him? Her breath caught as jealousy soured the wine in her mouth. 

			‘Nothing new, just another round of first years and a meeting with a promising student in her final year.’

			She sat up straight. Why did that off-hand comment niggle?

			His attention returned to her. ‘You start tomorrow, yes?’ 

			She swallowed. Did she? She hadn’t taught today, from what she could remember. She nodded and took another sip. Maybe the bubbles would clear the clouds in her mind.

			‘What do you want to eat?’ He reached across the table and touched her hand. ‘You haven’t been eating much lately.’

			This was true. If he wasn’t with her she didn’t bother, and of late he hadn’t been with her much. Her clothes were all too loose. ‘You choose for me.’ She smiled.

			‘Fine.’ He let out a long breath. 

			Was he cross? It didn’t matter. The wine was going to her head. She wasn’t sure if she had eaten today. Moving her foot under the table, she rubbed his ankle. He looked up. There were crows’ feet around his eyes. She didn’t remember them, but she itched to touch them.

			‘Not tonight, of course, but I was wondering if you could have a read through my latest paper before I submit it?’ He smiled at her.

			She looked down. Why not tonight? Of course. It was their anniversary. They would eat dinner, go to his and have sex. No time for reading.

			

		

	
		
			

			

			

			

			Four

			Lucy

			27 September 2016

			The phone on the bedside table beeped. Lucy opened her eyes. Ed stirred and reached for it. 

			‘Shit. She’s on her way back.’ He sat up and pushed the hair out of his eyes.

			‘Great.’ She frowned as she watched his glance dart about the room. The empty wine bottles were on the chest of drawers but the glasses were nowhere in sight. It had been quite a night. It was still a few hours before he was due in Parliament and it would take Sheila some time to reach London from Surrey. She stretched and ran her fingers down his spine.

			‘You’d better leave.’ Ed looked at his phone again.

			She stopped. There was a note in his voice that was new. Impatience. ‘Is something wrong?’

			He turned to her with a smile. ‘Nothing.’

			Lucy climbed out of bed and collected her clothes on the way to the bathroom. He was lying. She was positive. Maybe it was the smile. After dressing, she did her best to repair her face. The dark smudges of yesterday’s mascara wouldn’t shift, so she grabbed a bit of loo roll and wetted it. When she opened the bin to drop it in, there lying on top was a pregnancy test. She stood, staring at it, trying to register what it meant.

			Returning to the bedroom, she wanted to scream at him, but he was now on the phone. So much for a dead marriage. That positive test told her it was alive and kicking. Bastard. She cursed herself for believing his lies, then laughed, looking down at herself in yesterday’s clothes. There was no sense in dwelling on it. What didn’t kill you made you stronger. 

			She stormed off to the kitchen, where she’d dropped her bag last night. As if for the first time, she looked around, seeing what was actually there. The calendar on the fridge made sense. Those circled days weren’t key debates in Parliament, but the days Sheila was ovulating. Bloody fool. Lucy didn’t love him, so what did it matter? But it still hurt. She grabbed a stale croissant from the bread bin, then pulled out her phone and texted him.

			It’s over. Didn’t anyone ever tell you not to lie? Congrats on the news of your wife’s pregnancy.

			Before she could leave the building, he was beside her. ‘What are you doing?’

			‘I would think that was blatantly obvious. I’m leaving.’

			‘Don’t say a word to anyone.’

			Lucy stopped and stared at him, then began to laugh. Don’t say a word to anyone? No one knew about this affair. No one except the two of them. She had been the ideal mistress, and the key to that was being totally and utterly stupid. She’d believed everything he’d said.

			Turning away, she walked out to the lobby with Ed hot on her heels. She moved faster until she was out of the front door, where he grabbed her arm. She turned to him. ‘You lying bastard.’

			‘You’ve got me wrong.’

			‘No I haven’t. You’re an asshole with a big sex drive and I’m an idiot for believing your lies.’

			‘No, the marriage is broken.’

			As Lucy turned away, she clocked a stranger and the reporter for the Daily Mail who lived in the same building holding up their phones. Her stomach dropped. They were both recording the whole thing. She turned to Ed. ‘You’ve just dug your own grave.’ Walking away with her head held high, she said, ‘Morning, Tom.’

			‘Morning, Lucy. Up to your old antics, I see.’

			‘Not quite.’

			She flagged down a passing cab. Ed had fled back inside the building. He was going to have a fine time explaining this to Sheila. Poor woman. Poor child. And what a bloody mess Lucy had landed herself in. 

			

			By the time the taxi reached Lucy’s flat in Pimlico, there was a photographer waiting. Word had spread fast. No doubt the footage was online and would make the breakfast news. She clenched her jaw. This was not good. She tapped on the dividing glass. ‘Change of plan. Can you take me to Cheyne Walk, please.’

			‘Sure.’

			‘Thanks.’ Lucy sank back into the seat. She could only hope that reporters weren’t camped out in front of her parents’ house. It was now 7 a.m. She tried to repair her hair before arriving, hoping her mother might not assume the worst. She always looked for the positives even if there were none. Lucy’s father was a case in point.

			As the taxi neared the house, she saw a sole photographer leaning against a lamp post and her mother opening the door to pick up the paper. At least the affair wouldn’t be in there. That joy would be saved for tomorrow morning, unless the world imploded. She had to hope that the Telegraph had something better than her name to splash across the front page, or her father would never let her forget it. Who was she kidding: he wouldn’t let her forget it no matter what. She was a constant reminder to him of what an absolute shit he was. Some things could never be forgotten or forgiven.

			‘Keep driving and take the next left,’ she said. The driver gave her a funny look as they went past the address she’d given him.

			‘Here will do.’ She jumped out and paid before dashing through Mrs Hill’s gate and into her garden. There was no light on in the kitchen, so no one would witness her unusual behaviour. Her father, Giles, would say that it was always questionable, but she would reply that she’d learned it from him. This time, though, she’d better think of something quickly. Explanations would be asked for, but they wouldn’t make any difference. She knew her father asked only to see her squirm. But she’d refused to squirm for years. 

			As gracefully as she could in a pencil skirt, she climbed the back wall. She hoped no one was watching, because by the time she’d finished, her skirt was around her waist. Things were descending from bad to worse. Her mind raced but it wasn’t getting anywhere without coffee. The aroma of a fresh brew came from her parents’ kitchen. It would be just how her father liked it, and she could only hope he wouldn’t be there waiting.

			She slipped in through the open garden door. The television was on and Kate Trevillion, her mother, stood pressing down the cafetière and reading the paper. The cat jumped down and came to weave through Lucy’s legs. Her mother looked up. Sadness deepened the lines round her eyes and the ones from her mouth to her chin. In that moment she looked not forty-nine but eighty-nine.

			‘Dear God, Lucia Anne Trevillion.’ Her glance went to the television and back to Lucy. Then she reached into the cupboard for the white china cups that Lucy’s father preferred. Lucy thought the plain old mugs did a far better job. 

			Scooping up the cat, Lucy nuzzled her nose into his ginger fur. He purred. At least someone was pleased to see her.

			‘A married man.’ Kate set a cup and saucer down with a thud. ‘Do you still take your coffee black, or has that changed along with becoming a home-wrecker?’ 

			Ouch. Her mother wasn’t putting a positive spin on this one. Lucy caught her own reflection in the glass of the French windows. She looked guilty. But at least she had dumped him before they had been caught. His marriage was broken, he’d said … but now she knew differently. He was simply a typical man, a lying bastard. Her fingers clenched. She should have known better. She was an idiot and she didn’t feel sorry for him. He was getting what he deserved for lying to her, though she felt terrible for poor Sheila. 

			‘So how do you plan to get out of this mess?’ Her mother sighed onto the surface of her coffee before leaning back against the spotless white counter. Unlike Lucy’s, her coffee was laced with cream. The rich glossy surface rippled with her breath.

			‘I don’t know.’ In the taxi, Lucy had considered her options and hadn’t found any that worked. She put the lack of choice down to the hangover and caffeine deprivation.

			‘Nothing new in that.’ Kate pursed her lips. 

			Lucy stared back at her mother. Kate was loyal, blind to her husband’s serial infidelity. Maybe Lucy was more like her father. Her mouth twisted into a scowl. That was nothing to be proud of, but given the choice, she would rather be like him than the saintly doormat her mother was.

			‘By the look of you, you haven’t been home.’

			‘No.’ That sounded like an admission of guilt. ‘Look, Mum, it’s not what it seems.’ As soon as the words were out of her mouth she regretted them. 

			In the corner of the room, her father’s parakeet plucked out a feather, which fell to the bottom of the cage. The cat circled below. Kate tapped the bars and the bird looked at her with blank eyes. 

			‘It never is with you.’

			‘Mum …’ Lucy’s phone rang. It was Samantha, her agent. ‘I have to take this.’ She walked into the dining room but kept away from the front windows. 

			‘What the hell were you thinking?’ Samantha asked. 

			‘I don’t know.’ Running her finger along the gleaming surface of the table, Lucy pictured the years of elbow grease that had created that sheen and protected the wood’s beautiful surface. 

			‘Where are you?’ Samantha’s voice was quiet, which Lucy knew from the nine years they had been working together meant that things were bad. She paced the room, then stopped dead when she heard a key in the front door. Her day was about to get worse. Her father was back. Then the landline rang. She could hear her mother’s voice rising in tone.

			‘I’m at my parents’.’ She rubbed her temples. 

			‘You’re an idiot.’

			‘I know.’ She picked up a bowl from the sideboard. It was a delicate thing of bone china covered in spring flowers. It had belonged to her great-grandmother. It looked so fragile, but here it was without a chip or hairline fracture some two hundred years after it had been fired.

			‘We’ve already had two cancellations and it’s not nine o’clock yet.’

			Lucy winced. ‘Ouch.’

			‘There will be more.’

			‘I know.’ Lucy pressed her lips together, thinking what a fool she’d been.

			‘Will you make a statement?’ 

			She frowned. Face the press? ‘Not sure.’

			Samantha sighed. ‘Why did you do it when you could have had any man? It’s not even as if Ed is good-looking.’ She paused. ‘Earnest, I’ll give you.’

			Lucy’s mouth twisted into a half-smile. ‘It’s best not to comment.’

			‘You know what this means, don’t you?’

			Lucy drew in a deep breath, then forced herself to speak. ‘Yes.’

			‘I hate to do it. You’re brilliant, but this isn’t going to work.’

			‘I know.’ She bit her lip. ‘Sorry.’

			‘Next time, think. No man is worth risking your career for, believe me.’

			‘True.’ An awkward laugh died on Lucy’s lips. ‘Should have thought of that sooner.’ She rolled her eyes.

			Samantha sighed. ‘Talk later.’

			‘Yes.’ But both of them knew it would be a long time before anyone would consider using Lucy again. She was tainted goods.

			She hesitated in the hallway, listening to her father’s voice. Escape through the front door was impossible, and now the back door was blocked too. She would have to face the music sooner rather than later – which was her preferred option. 

			Walking into the kitchen, she saw her mother step away from her father and put down her coffee cup. ‘I thought you would have grown up by now.’ 

			‘You’ve had enough time to do so.’ He was a fine one to talk. Clearly he’d seen the early news and come to discuss the situation. She stared at them both. They hadn’t a clue. Unable to see what their dysfunctional life looked like from the outside. Maybe she should have photographed it for them so they would have no choice. 

			The phone rang again and Kate answered, walking out of the room as she spoke. 

			Shaking his head, her father said, ‘And really, a Labour minister, what were you thinking? The best you can hope for at this moment is a war, otherwise I’d say you’ll be a top news item for days.’ He glanced back down at the paper, then turned the page. Lucy glared at him. No one deserved to die for her sexual misdemeanours. She wasn’t that needy; in fact she wasn’t needy at all, which was why she had turned to a lover who offered only limited access. 

			Her father seemed to work on the same premise, though occasionally he appeared in the middle of the family he had created. Pontificating was his speciality. Lucy had ceased answering back long ago. It was a waste of her breath and time. Speaking of time, she glanced at her phone. A text from Ed appeared. 

			Call me asap.

			She walked into the utility room, leaving her father in full flow. She debated whether to reply to Ed or not. Nothing she could say would help. 

			I don’t think that’s wise, she texted.

			It was seconds before the reply arrived.

			Bugger wise. 

			She laughed. He was good at making her laugh. She would miss that.

			If you must.

			She waited for the response.

			I need you.

			Lucy held her breath. Everything inside her was curled into a tight ball. She tapped in her reply with more force than was needed.

			No you don’t. You need to apologise to your wife, then the public. Eat humble pie. Save your marriage and your career. Think of your child. Think of someone other than yourself. You do not need me.

			She didn’t write that he was a lying toad. Maybe she should have.

			I do.

			She looked at the neatly lined-up shirts hanging on the rail. Why was her mother still with her father? Was she nothing more than a laundry service? She shuddered. As beautiful and kind as her mother was, Lucy would never become like her. 

			Her phone beeped again. She replied.

			You want me. You do not need me. 

			The laundry room was pristine. Not an odd sock in sight. 

			I love you.

			She closed her eyes. Ha. Love. Bet he said the same thing to Sheila. 

			Enough. Goodbye.

			She shut off her phone. What was that about? She and Ed had been about sex and conversation but never about love. Love buggered everything, to use Ed’s expression. It made the world unbalanced, unfair even. Love made prisons, even if they were comfortable ones. The neatly starched shirts flicked in a gust of air. The front door had opened again. Leaning against the wall, Lucy took several deep breaths, thinking about his wife and the positive pregnancy test. At least that was something she’d never have to worry about. Her body had made sure of that. 

			It had been quite a morning so far, but things couldn’t get any worse. She stood up straight and walked back into the kitchen, searching her mind for a plan.

			

		

	
		
			

			

			

			

			Five

			Hebe

			June 2015

			The Milky Way fills the sky above us as we walk from the pub. Once out of sight of the village, I tuck my arm through yours. Soon we are in darkness and you reach for the torch in your pocket.

			‘Don’t.’ I touch your hand. ‘The stars will be dimmed by it.’ 

			You pull me close and our pace slows as we look heavenward.

			‘There are so many stars.’

			I nod and rest my head on your shoulder, looking up. You point, and we both hold our breath as a star shoots across the sky.

			‘Go and catch a falling star,’ you begin.

			‘Get with child a mandrake root …’ I pause.

			‘Tell me where all the past years are.’ Your voice rumbles in my heart. I catch my breath and can’t remember the next line. Where are the past years? 

			‘Or who cleft the Devil’s foot.’ You chuckle, and it reassures me. ‘I love the imagery.’

			‘Yes.’ Donne captures … captures the unexplainable, making it clear … somehow. I should know that. I should know many things, but right now I can only think of you and your warmth beside me. I must hold onto the here and now and not worry about the past or the future. Live. That’s what I should do for now.

			‘Did you make a wish?’ you ask, scanning the dark mass above.

			I laugh, trying to remember why I would make a wish. Looking up at the swathe of stars, I remember the shooting star. ‘Yes, that I were at least twenty years younger.’

			‘You wouldn’t be you if you were younger.’

			I frown. ‘I was still me twenty years ago.’

			‘But the things that have happened in those twenty years have made you into the woman I love.’ You pull me closer. ‘Look, there’s another shooting star.’

			My heart sinks. I do not believe in wishes or even prayers. It is too late for all of that.

			‘I made another wish.’

			I take a deep breath. So did I, but I cannot tell you. I wished for you to find love, love from someone worthy of you. 

			We walk along the lane in silence until the cottage comes into view. I was wrong to have let you into my life all those years ago. At first I was worried about my job if someone found out. But now I know that what I have done is far worse. Having an affair with you is stopping you from living. But am I strong enough to let you go?

			‘Thanks for your notes on the article.’ You kiss my hair as you unlock the door. ‘They made perfect sense, and you are right, of course. Donne’s use of love in the poem is multi-layered, even ambiguous, but I hadn’t looked at it in that way before.’

			I frown, trying to remember what I said or even what poem we were discussing. You stare at me, expecting a response, and I turn away. 

			‘You know, even after all this time, I still struggle to accept that God and the devil were so present in people’s lives. I remember how you tried to immerse us in the reality of that fact.’

			‘Yes.’ I take a deep breath. That I can remember. Those facts have not disappeared. God and the devil were in almost every breath they took and every word they uttered. Devil. Your eyes are smiling. 

			‘Love, any devil else but you,’ you say.

			‘Would for a given soul give something too.’ My heart trips, thinking of when we crossed the line. I close my eyes and I am back in my flat in London, opening the door and trying not to stare.

			

			*

			You stood with a bottle of wine in your hand.

			‘I wanted to say thank you.’

			I frowned, still keeping the door partially closed, half hiding me from you. But I saw all of you, especially your bright eyes inviting me to say yes. The question wasn’t spoken, but it was there on your lips. I hesitated. ‘For what?’ 

			‘The extension on this week’s assignment.’ You held out the bottle, wrapped in white tissue. 

			‘Not necessary. The research material you needed wasn’t available until next week.’

			‘You didn’t have to.’ Turning your head, you revealed a strong profile with defined chin and straight nose. My neighbour looked at you appraisingly as she headed for the stairs. Her glance accused me, but I’m not sure of what. We were just assessing each other. 

			I swallowed, then pulled the door open, revealing my jeans and man’s white dress shirt. Your glance missed nothing. I was so different here from in the classroom, where I wore my uniform of wrap dress and modest heels. 

			‘I wondered if I might ask you a few questions that we didn’t have time for earlier,’ you said, stepping across the threshold, holding the bottle out to me. If I accepted it, things would change. It was seven o’clock on a warm evening. I took the bottle. I was forty-four and I should have known better. But I was about to take a lover less than half my age, a boy who looked exactly like the one in the portrait hanging above my bed. 

			

			By our first strange and fatal interview,

			By all desire which thereof did ensue.

			*

			I wake. Panic. Lists. What must be done? Where am I? Dawn. Birds. You. I sigh and roll closer, staring at the beams on the ceiling. My mind chases round and round. I must finish the book but I don’t know how. You. I must leave you and I must leave work. But then what? I will be alone. My breathing slows and panic subsides. Alone is good.

			Crawling out of bed, I try not to disturb you, but then smile at myself. Nothing wakes you, not even your alarm most of the time. Throwing your sweater over my nightgown, I walk to the kitchen and pull out my notebook. The doctor said lists would help. I knew they wouldn’t hurt.

			Write outline for last Thomas Grylls book, then begin research.

			I stand then go and put the kettle on before I flip the notebook over. You mustn’t see what I am writing. Somehow I have kept that secret from you just as I have kept you as my secret. I turn my notes over again once I’ve made my coffee. Underlining Thomas, I think of the portrait. I miss it. The final book is something I must finish while I’m still able. But of course I’m missing something … I tap the pencil on the paper, hoping the repeated activity will let my mind catch up and remember what it is. Nothing. 

			I sip the coffee, dark and bitter. I don’t know what happened to Thomas after the restoration of Charles II. Despite my research, this has remained a mystery. My temples throb at the thought. It isn’t a secret. No one is withholding the information from me. It is lost and probably never to be found. I will have to trust myself and make up the end. Isn’t that the joy of writing fiction? I can write the end the way I want it to happen. I am God in the world I have created and I only have to abide by the historical fact where it is known.

			I hear footsteps and turn over the notes. You appear shirtless and barefoot. Lost, not quite awake. You hold out a hand and I can’t resist.

			‘Come back to bed. It’s too early.’

			I smile, taking your hand. ‘The birds are up.’

			‘Good for them, but I want you beside me.’ 

			We fall under the still warm duvet and you mumble Donne’s words. ‘Dear love, for nothing less than thee, would I have broke this happy dream.’ Your need for me is more awake than you are. 

			And as you settle back into sleep, I recall the final lines of ‘The Dream’. 

			Thou cam’st to kindle, goest to come; then I

			Will dream that hope again, but else would die.

			The sea stretches before us and the sun is beginning its descent. It was your idea to come and watch the sunset on the longest day of the year. You mentioned holding onto every moment. I study your profile and wonder if you know.

			‘The landscape is so stunning, yet so industrial.’ You point to an engine house in the distance. I nod, looking down to the waves crashing below. Deep in the earth, the minerals still linger. Their rising and falling value shaped Cornwall and her people. The Grylls family owned mines here on the north coast, yet their home, Helwyn, was in the gentle valleys of the east.

			You pour mint tea from the thermos. The steam rises in the evening air. Because of my sleeplessness, you have taken me off caffeine after ten in the morning. You have seen the changes in me. Although my body isn’t showing it, the signs that my brain is ageing appear by the hour. I feel it. A few moments ago, you were talking about Cadgwith and our visit there. I looked at you blankly, I know I did. My face coloured when you mentioned mermaids. Only then did yesterday come back to me.

			

			*

			Teach me to hear mermaids singing

			Or to keep off envy’s stinging

			And find

			What wind

			Serves to advance an honest mind.

			Her eyes followed you to the bar. I knew what she was thinking. She saw your beauty and wondered why you were with me. I wondered the same. Yet you returned with my wine and your pint and you didn’t see her, only me. I still couldn’t believe that this was happening. I couldn’t trust my own thoughts, because when you weren’t with me, I lived with fear embedded in the pit of my belly. Looking at her, I envied her youth, her beauty. 

			

			*

			Wiping the tears from my cheek, you say, ‘The beauty of the sunset makes you cry?’ 

			The corners of my mouth lift. I wish it were so simple and I could tell you the truth, but what scares me most is that if I did tell you, would I remember it tomorrow?

			

			I open my eyes and I’m on the ground. As I focus, I see you running towards me. Your face is white. My head hurts. I reach up and touch my temple. Blood covers my fingers. 

			‘Are you OK?’ Your glance tries to encompass all of me. 

			I shift. 

			‘Don’t move.’

			I frown. ‘Why not?’

			‘You might have broken something.’

			I shake my head and it throbs. I close my eyes again. I don’t know how or why I’m here on the ground. 

			‘I tripped,’ I say. I glance at you, then look away so that you can’t see I’m lying. 

			‘Does anything hurt?’ You brush my hair out of my eyes.

			‘My head.’ Behind you flowers are blooming and I can smell their fragrance but can’t recall their name. You give me a lopsided smile and my heart tilts. 

			‘I can see that,’ you say. Taking my hand, you help me up, then lead me into the cottage. You sit me down, then you clean the cut, kiss my head and hand me a glass of water. Our roles have reversed. A chill covers my skin despite the bright sunshine streaming through the window.

			‘Yesterday you mentioned going to Pendennis Castle.’

			I take a deep breath. I might well have done so, but right now I struggle to remember where Pendennis Castle is. Something inside me stirs. Thomas Grylls. The Prince of Wales. My shoulders slide down to a more comfortable position. ‘Yes. Interesting.’

			‘Yes, you wrote extensively about it.’

			My head flicks up. How do you know?

			‘Several chapters in your book on Cornwall and the Civil War.’ You put the kettle on. ‘Have you thought about updating it and producing a new edition?’

			I open my mouth. How can I? I’ve thought about it, but I’m having enough trouble writing articles, let alone tackling a book. You watch me as you hand me a cup of tea. It is milky and sweet. It tastes odd. I don’t take sugar. My mouth puckers.

			‘I felt you needed a little energy. You’re looking pale.’

			‘Am I?’

			‘Yes, you haven’t been yourself.’

			‘No?’ My stomach turns.

			‘I think you haven’t been yourself for a bit.’ You blow on the surface of your own tea, frowning. I hold my breath. ‘Not since April.’

			‘April?’

			‘Yes, when you came back from your cousin’s funeral.’

			I draw in a deep breath. My cousin. She was thirty-nine. Tragic. Alzheimer’s. Early onset. Genetic. I stand, spilling my tea. 

			‘Yes, I caught a virus while I was there. Maybe I haven’t shaken it.’

			Your eyes narrow. I don’t like the way you are looking at me, assessing me. I have assessed you many times, but you have always just loved me. A sob escapes me and I dash to the loo and lock the door. As I lean against it, I can hear you waiting on the other side. I am lucky, I tell myself. It has waited until I’m over fifty to manifest in me.

			‘Hebe?’ Your voice is pleading. I must resist until I can control my emotions. The consultant said this might be harder as the disease progresses. He couldn’t tell me how long, only that with my family history I have done well. Well. It is a slippery word.

			‘Hebe?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘Are you OK?’

			No. I am far from OK. ‘Yes, fine. I’ll be out in a moment.’

			

		

	
		
			

			

			

			Six

			Hebe

			27 September 2016

			The bell of St Mary-le-Bow chimed the hour, and the words of John Donne floated through Hebe’s mind as if they were being whispered to her.

			No man is an island, entire of itself …

			She thought of Cornwall. Cut off yet part of the whole.

			… every man is a piece of the continent, a part of the main.

			Were we all really connected? Couldn’t she disconnect, step away?

			Any man’s death diminishes me, because I am involved in mankind. And therefore never send to know for whom the bell tolls; it tolls for thee.

			It was three in the morning. Sound carried further in the darkest moments of the night. Everything was amplified, most especially fears. Hebe had taken to recording everything in detail, as well as attempting crossword puzzles to keep her brain working. But neither activity had helped her hold on to words. They were leaving her in droves, and nothing seemed to stem the tide. 

			

			The feast of St Mark, martyr of Antioch

			I spent much of the day in the library, avoiding colleagues. I printed out my notes for tomorrow’s lessons. Today went badly and I lost my place too frequently … something to do with TIA, transient ischaemic attack. It sounds like something from out of space, not from within my body. The stroke and TIAs are all signs of 

			She hesitated; she would not write that down. 

			

			I can’t ignore this any more. I forget your name and your face when you’re not with me. What happens if I do this when you are beside me? I’m scared.

			

			She had delivered her notice of immediate resignation to the chair of the history department yesterday, or she thought it was yesterday. Reaching into her bag, she searched for the printout she had made, but instead her hand fell on the page she had torn out of Country Life. Helwyn House was to be auctioned on Friday. A smile spread across her face as a plan began to develop. She had wanted this house for as long as she could remember. Now it could be hers. There was no time to waste.

			She sighed and looked at the bed where her lover turned in his sleep. They had celebrated ten years together yesterday. The duvet slipped down, revealing his naked form. The night was muggy. She closed her eyes as an image from the past, her past, came to her – his chest the first time she had touched it. No hair had marked its surface. He had been young then, so very young. 

			Rolling her shoulders, she flipped back a few pages in her journal. Whatever it was that she was seeking, she couldn’t find it. Turning back to what she’d written, she knew with her whole being that she must protect him from what lay ahead. She owed him that and so much more. 

			Opening the desk drawer, she found a sheet of paper and an envelope. She would write to him to explain her actions. The pen hovered over the page. What should she say; what could she say? She pulled out another sheet. On the first she would write everything in her heart, then on the other she would write what needed to be said. 

			Her pen at last moved swiftly across the page, not hesitating as everything poured out of her. Things she’d never had the courage to utter were now set down in bright blue ink. She blew on the paper to dry the marks of her own tears. The bells announced four in morning. She folded that sheet and began the second.

			

			I am leaving. This is for the best. Where I am going, you cannot follow. Do not try. If you love me as you say you do, then please just let me go. We’ve had ten good years. Hold onto that and then step forward to something new. 

			

			Hx

			

			She placed the note into the envelope and propped it on his desk, then slipped the other sheet into her handbag and switched off the lamp. Dawn would soon come, and not long after that she would leave, but for now she couldn’t face the darkness on her own. Her lover slept on. With a sense of watching the whole thing as if she weren’t really there – and recently she often wondered if she was – she crawled back into bed beside him for the last time. Her hand moved across his abdomen, pulling him into her arms. He murmured, ‘Come, madam, come,’ and nestled close to her. Words. Troublesome things. He should have walked out last night when she’d called him Thomas. It would have made what was ahead easier. 

			

			Hebe opened her eyes and pulled her hand out from under the warm body beside her. She had pins and needles. In the dim light, she looked at her hand as she shook it to bring it back to life. He groaned and turned over. Where was she? This wasn’t her bedroom. Closing her eyes, she tried to find what she was looking for, but nothing was there. Nothing familiar except the man next to her. She loved him. Everything in her called out to him. Her heart was full of him – from the contours of his arms to the way the shadows carved his features. She must remember his face. 

			Getting out of bed carefully so as not to wake him, she saw the note. Yes, that was what she was doing. He would forget her quickly, she hoped. But she wouldn’t worry about that now. Picking up her knickers, she put them on. Her dress was over by the bookcase. She slipped it over her head and only then found her bra on top of a chair. She shoved it in her bag, then pulled out her lipstick. If he woke, she wanted to make sure that his last glimpse of her was when she looked her best. 
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