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The child hid behind a small bush. It was the rainy season, and the leaves, lush and green, were covered with insects. The child, his small frame shaking with fear, crouched on the red soil. The jeep and the men had come out of nowhere. Violent, brutal men, pouring out of the car, shouting, creating clouds of ruddy dust. The boy could only stare at the unfolding scene. The angry men had guns. They were waving them and yelling at the woman. And then they took her.


She fought, because she was a strong woman, but she had no chance against them. She screamed when they threw her into the car. It took off in a big cloud of dust and sand. Then there was silence. Not even the insects made a sound.


The boy stayed behind the bush for a long time.


He had nowhere to go. The woman had been the only one who cared for him.


Now there was no one.




Chapter 1


As Alexander De la Grip, Swedish count, international playboy, most eligible man under thirty (according to gossip rags), and no-good lazy-ass (according to his father), slowly came to life, he had absolutely no idea where he was.


He blinked, trying to assess his surroundings. It was early morning, at least judging by the light that came through a window at the other side of the room. He was naked and in a strange bed, which in itself was nothing out of the ordinary. But where he was—on which continent, in which country or city—well, that was all a blur.


Not that this was unusual either.


He made a quick assessment of his state of being.


He was hungover, obviously, but not brutally so. He seemed to have all his limbs and nothing ached. Splendid.


He reached for his cell on the unfamiliar nightstand. It was only eight in the morning; he usually slept much longer. But he felt okay despite the early hour. That was the plus side of regular drinking and partying—you built up a tolerance. Even though, as the previous night started to come back to him, he did remember a lot of drinking before winding up here.


Wherever here was.


Alexander racked his brain, vaguely recalling champagne, vodka, music, women—plenty of it all. He scratched his stubble. At some point there had also been a cab drive through Stockholm. Yes! Stockholm. Sweden. Home.


He turned his head. A young woman was sleeping soundly beside him. Her long hair was spread out on the pillow, her smooth skin lightly tanned. Alexander’s gaze lingered on her bare back. Yes, her he remembered, he thought with a grin. She’d been pretty last night, when they’d started to flirt at the fourth or maybe fifth bar he visited. Sexy and energetic. Impressively determined, almost missile-like when she had spotted him. She had a lisp, too, and in his drunken state he’d found that sexy as hell. In all honesty, she was a bit too young for him, if he’d had those kinds of scruples, which he didn’t. Twentyish, wide-eyed and giggly. The occasional flash of ruthlessness in her pretty eyes. He had been too drunk to care about that yesterday, when they were flirting, and later fucking, but he remembered it now. Not that ruthlessness bothered him too much.


Few things did.


He climbed out of bed.


Her name was something super Swedish. Linda, or Jenny maybe, and she was … Alexander frowned as he searched for his scattered clothes. A journalist? No. He pulled on his underwear and his pants, and started to look for his shirt, leather jacket, and shoes. Student? Model? Nope, that wasn’t it either. Something that involved more than long legs and an eating disorder.


He shoved his cell into his pocket, pulled the blanket up over her back, and headed for the door. He opened it soundlessly and was soon out on the street, getting his bearings. Right, she lived in Södermalm, the hipster, boho part of Stockholm. He put on his sunglasses. Young men with beards and MacBooks crowded the streets. Parents with children in brightly colored clothes, and pale, young women with skinny dogs. He kind of liked Södermalm. He bought a coffee at a deli, then hailed a cab. As he hopped into it his cell phone rang.


Looking at the screen, he felt the familiar sense of unease when he saw the caller: his mother. He rejected the call. They would meet soon enough; no need to suffer more than necessary.


The next time his phone rang, Romeo Rozzi’s name flashed on the display. Alexander answered the call from his best friend with a cheerful “Talk to me, baby,” while the capitol passed outside the window. Spring had arrived in Stockholm, the morning traffic wasn’t too bad, and Alexander could feel the last of the previous night’s indulgences being driven out by the coffee.


“I just wanted to check if you were okay,” said Romeo. If it was eight in the morning in Sweden, it was two a.m. in New York. But Romeo, hard-working, world-renowned chef, never went to bed before dawn.


“And why wouldn’t I be okay?” Alexander asked, then finished the last of the strong black coffee. You couldn’t get coffee like this in New York.


Deep sigh. Clattering in the background. “Don’t you remember?” Romeo asked, his voice that of a man with the weight of the world on his shoulders.


“That’s right. I called you, didn’t I?” He didn’t remember why, though. It was a double-edged sword, this drinking-to-forget business.


“You were pretty wasted,” Romeo said, his voice filled with disapproval.


“But being drunk is one of my best states.”


Romeo sighed loudly on the other end of the line. “I Googled the girl.”


“Why on earth would you do that?” asked Alexander.


“She’s a blogger and Instagrammer,” Romeo said, ignoring his question. “I checked her out. She has a huge following, publishes gossip and vulgar pictures. You said you were going to give her something to write about. Did you? Did you sleep with her?”


Linda. That was her name. Lusty Linda. Alexander pieced together the remaining fragments of a rather uninhibited night, remembering Linda’s probing questions, wincing a little when some of the things they had tried out flashed before his eyes.


“I guess I did,” he replied, forcing cheer into his voice and at the same time trying to work out whether he really cared if he was hung out to dry by yet another fame-hungry Instagram account, or anywhere else for that matter. He was used to it. He was prey, no matter what he did.


Another deep sigh from Romeo. “Do you take anything seriously?”


“Don’t be stupid. I’m dead serious about my partying.”


“You know what I mean.”


Alexander fell silent, because he did know what Romeo meant.


The past six months he’d partied harder than ever. Sometimes it actually felt like he was trying to gift the tabloids and social media with gossip. Not that he would ever admit to it.


“Alessandro. I worry about you,” Romeo continued.


“I’m a grown man and you worry too much,” he said lightly. Alexander considered that maybe this time he really was headed off the rails with the drinking and the partying and the women. But staying sober probably meant going crazy. He didn’t care much for going crazy. He glanced outside the car. Taxicabs, people, bikes passed by. Street after street after street. Alexander caught sight of glittering water.


“I’m almost home. Can I give you a call later?” he said, not sure he could keep up his show of bravado too much longer. Romeo was a nag and a mother hen. But he was Alexander’s best friend and he cared. Stupid thing that. Caring.


“Just tell me how it feels to be back in Sweden,” said Romeo.


Alexander looked at his watch. Almost nine. “I think I’m still drunk, I need a shave, I have a meeting with my bankers today, and I’m jet-lagged as hell, so it feels like I need a drink.” Not to mention he was going to have to meet his mom this weekend. He almost groaned.


“Yes, well, be careful with that. Being a drunk is not a good look on anyone.”


“Fuck off.”


“Yeah, yeah. By the way, that Swedish prince of yours, Carl Philip. Do you know him?”


“I’ve met him,” Alexander said dispassionately.


“He’s hot. I’d love to cook for him. Among other things.”


Alexander snorted. “If I see His Royal Highness, I’ll let him know,” he said. He disconnected at the same time that the taxi pulled up outside Hotel Diplomat, where he always stayed when he was in town. He looked up at the pristine white façade. No matter how hard he tried, and he did try, he couldn’t drink away the fact that he was back in Stockholm to do the one thing he hated most of all. To face his demons. Or, at least, to meet his family.


Fuck.




Chapter 2


Isobel Sørensen chained her bike, unclipped her helmet, pulled the heavy doors open, and hurried up the old marble stairs. Wiping sweat off her forehead she opened the door with the brass sign that read MEDPAX. In the reception area, with its dark mahogany furniture, framed prizes, and twenty-year-old magazine clippings on the walls, she was greeted by two oil paintings in golden frames: one of Isobel’s mother, the other of her grandfather, the founders of Medpax.


A door at the back opened, and Leila Dibah, the general secretary of the foundation, stuck her head out.


“Sorry I’m late,” Isobel said, lifting her hand in a greeting. “Work was chaos.”


“You’re not late,” Leila said with that slight accent that betrayed her Persian origins. Fifty-two-year old Leila was a clinical psychologist, and Isobel had always thought that she had the perfect eyes for her profession. Focused, unreadable, unwavering. Leila opened the door to Medpax’s only conference room. “Let’s sit here,” she said, and let Isobel in. They sat at the table, Leila in front of stacks of papers and binders. Isobel reached for a decanter with water and a glass. She hadn’t drunk anything since lunch.


“How’s work?” asked Leila as Isobel poured a second glass of water.


“At the clinic?” Isobel shrugged and downed the water. She’d seen twenty-two patients today. That was nothing. When she was out in the field she could treat over a hundred patients a day. Malnourished, wounded, dying patients. Nobody starved to death before her eyes at the clinic. No one died from simple treatable diseases or infections. Nothing unbearable happened. “It’s hectic but okay,” she said.


Leila searched her face. “You work too much,” she stated.


“No, I don’t.” Isobel worked at the clinic, and here at Medpax when she had time, and she was a fully committed field doctor for Doctors Without Borders. But life wasn’t supposed to be easy; she just did what she had to do to pull her weight.


Leila sighed. “I just got a phone call. Sven can’t go to Chad.”


“Shit.”


“Yeah.”


During its golden years, Medpax, a small but renowned humanitarian aid organization, had run three pediatric hospitals in Africa. One in Chad, one in the Congo, and one in Cameroon. As the years went by, two of the hospitals were taken over by the authorities in their respective countries, and now they had only the hospital in Chad left. Day to day, it was run by medical personnel from Chad, assorted volunteers, and field-workers from other aid organizations, but Medpax was the driving force behind it. Sven was a surgeon and had been scheduled to go there at the end of the month.


“But why?” Isobel asked. No one from Medpax had been in Chad since the previous fall; the plan was for Sven to head down there, assess what changes needed to be implemented in the future, and create a formal course of action. This was a huge setback. Someone from Medpax had to go there. Sven would have been perfect.


“His wife doesn’t want him to,” Leila said.


“You’re kidding.”


“She gave him an ultimatum. Sven says he has got to give his marriage priority.”


“I see.” The cynical side of Isobel wondered why Sven—infamous for having slept with virtually every female nurse he’d ever met—suddenly thought he needed to give his marriage priority, but she said nothing. Going out into the field had to be an individual’s own choice.


Leila nodded. “But it was actually because of something else I asked you here.” She took out one of the binders, opened it, and placed it in front of Isobel. “I wanted to show you this. We have a problem with one of our donors. A serious financial problem.”


Isobel looked at the neat rows, trying to decipher them. “It seems to be a foundation of some kind,” she said after a while.


Leila bowed her head affirmatively. “They’ve given loads of money in the past, but the donations suddenly stopped.”


Medpax lived off its donors.


“But are we really so dependent on them? One single donor?” Isobel asked.


“We are now. We lost quite a few of our donors before I started, as you know.”


Isobel nodded. It was an understatement. They had bled.


“And since then, several of our applications have been rejected, and we haven’t managed to make up the shortfall yet.”


Leila had joined Medpax a couple of years ago. Medpax finances had been in bad shape at that time. With the force of a Persian conqueror she had managed to salvage what she could when she joined the organization, but the fact was that her predecessor, Blanche Sørensen, had become increasingly less successful at maintaining the important relationships with the organization’s donors.


Isobel knew, of course, that none of this was her fault, but she still squirmed at Leila’s words. Blanche was, after all, her mother.


“We can’t afford to lose them. I don’t really know why the donations have stopped. No one at the foundation has bothered to return my calls, though I’ve left several messages.”


Isobel studied the documents. The name of the foundation told her nothing, but the address was one of Stockholm’s most exclusive streets, so maybe the trustees simply didn’t think it was worth their while to return calls from anyone at a tiny humanitarian organization.


“When exactly did they stop?” Isobel asked, still trying to understand the figures.


“Just before Christmas.”


Isobel had been in Liberia then. She’d gone there with Doctors Without Borders to fight an Ebola outbreak. Seen more dead bodies, ravaged communities, and traumatized medical staff than she could bear to think about. She had worked in refugee camps, war zones, and the aftermath of natural disasters since she was in her teens. Her first summer job had been as a volunteer. She had seen it all. But still. Liberia … It had been weeks before she managed to get past the worst of the nightmares.


“You should have said something. Maybe I could have helped.”


“Asking for help really isn’t my strong suit.”


Isobel snorted at the understatement. “What’s his or her name?”


“Who?”


Isobel nodded at the binder. “Whoever’s behind the foundation?”


“Here,” said Leila, pointing at a name. “A man. Alexander De la Grip.”


The name went through her like a jolt. She sat up. “You’re joking,” she said.


Leila looked up. “You know him?”


Isobel had lost count of how many lists she’d seen Alexander De la Grip’s name on.


Best-Dressed Bachelors in the World.


Richest Swedes under Thirty.


World’s Most Handsome Men.


Or how many gossip rags he had appeared in. Not because she actively looked for his name, but because Alexander De la Grip and his escapades were like an ongoing, everlasting, disgusting serial in the media.


“We’ve met,” she said calmly, but was shocked to her core.


She and Alexander De la Grip had met, by chance, last summer. He had flirted with her, and she had told him to go to hell.


Literally.


Several times.


She wanted to smack her forehead on the table. Every time Alexander De la Grip had ever spoken to her, in that deep aristocratic voice of his, she had been nothing but rude in return. She wasn’t proud of it; she usually was much smoother than that. She was a field doctor, for Christ’s sake—she could take annoying men in stride. But it was as though Alexander’s entire being had irritated her back then. The drunken eyes, the diva-like existence, the way women fawned over him. Was he really that easily insulted, that petty? Stupid question; of course he was. Alexander De la Grip’s ego was probably more fragile than a compromised immune system. She had snubbed him, and in revenge he had cut off the money to Medpax. It was the simplest and therefore most plausible explanation.


Leila studied her with piercing black eyes over the rim of her glasses. “Could we talk to him? Get him to change his mind? Maybe over a lunch?”


Isobel toyed with the papers. “I guess we could try,” she reluctantly replied. There was nothing unusual about meeting potential donors over lunch, dinner, or sometimes even breakfast. She had done it many times before, knew she was good at it and that people were impressed by her and her heritage. That was one of her roles at Medpax. But the thought of sucking up to that spoiled, privileged jet-setter … Well, it was all her own fault. Pride goeth before a fall, and so on.


“Could you take care of it?” Leila asked.


Isobel regained her composure, gave Leila an unruffled look, and simply said, “Sure.”


“Good. Because if we don’t find more money soon, we’re done. We’ll have to close Medpax down before summer.”


“You’re exaggerating.” Leila did have a tendency toward the melodramatic; surely things couldn’t be that bad.


But Leila gestured at the papers before them. “Feel free to double-check, though I’ve already done it. Without money, there won’t be any more aid work. It’s simple math.”


Isobel groaned.


They sat in silence.


“You look tired,” Leila finally said. “How are you sleeping?”


Isobel gave her a dubious look. “I hope you’re not doing a psychological assessment.”


Leila didn’t miss a beat. “Do you need one?”


Isobel looked out the windows. There were smells and images from Liberia she still couldn’t shut out. But she had been back for three months now. It was getting better and life was, on the whole, back to normal.


“I stopped taking the sleeping pills. I bicycle a lot; I’m fine,” she said evasively. It was basically the truth.


“We really need someone down at the pediatric hospital right now—you know that as well as I do,” Leila eventually said.


“I’m not a pediatrician,” she protested, but without too much conviction. It was a ludicrous objection, and they both knew it. With what Isobel could do, the experience she had, there wasn’t a field hospital on earth that wouldn’t benefit from having her on staff. And she had been there before. She knew the hospital, knew the staff. Even knew some of the young patients who turned up over and over. For a moment she pictured solemn, dark eyes in a small, hungry face. Was he still alive?


“I hate to ask. I know you have a lot on your plate, and I know you need to recharge, but could you at least think about it?”


“Okay.”


“And while you’re thinking about Chad, you may as well think about Skåne, too.”


Crap. Isobel had managed to forget all about that spectacle. Medpax was involved in a big charity event somewhere in the southern Swedish countryside. Rich people, business representatives, politicians, and assorted members of the upper class would gather there in a beautiful castle. They would mingle, drink too much wine, eat stupidly expensive food, and with any luck, be convinced to donate lots of money.


“Isn’t it enough that I butter up De la Grip?”


“But everyone likes you, Isobel. Third-generation Medpax, dazzling conscience of the world and all that. Plus, you’re a young woman. That always sells. Just think how much money we can bring in if you go.”


“Isn’t this emotional blackmail?”


“Absolutely,” Leila agreed. She tapped a column of figures with her index finger. “But if you don’t sort things out with Alexander De la Grip, it’ll just be like putting a Band-Aid on an open wound anyway. We need to build up a buffer, bring in regular amounts.”


In other words, she was expected to fawn over one of the world’s most immoral men before she traveled down to Skåne to suck up to even more rich people. Now she really did feel ill.


“Can you handle it, Isobel?”


“Yes.”


She could, because, for the most part, she could manage almost anything. Though it did cross her mind that she might have preferred to stay in Liberia, battling Ebola, after all.




Chapter 3


Alexander hid a huge yawn behind his hand.


He was brain-numbingly hungover.


Well, technically, he might still be drunk.


He took a deep breath. The last days and nights of vodka, cocktails, and champagne combined with jet lag had, eventually, overcome him. Jesus. He hadn’t felt like this since he was thirteen and an older friend had shown him the best way to empty his parents’ liquor cabinet.


He shifted uneasily in his desk chair. He was dressed in a suit, but he hadn’t managed to find a tie, never mind do up shirt buttons; he’d opted for a T-shirt beneath his jacket instead. The faces of the four middle-aged men watching him from the other side of the conference table were filled with distaste.


He laid a hand on the desktop, hoping the cool surface would help stabilize him.


“Should we start?” he asked, swallowing down a wave of nausea.


One of the men took out a folder and the others followed suit. Soon, the table in front of Alexander was covered in Important Papers. These were his bankers and lawyers, the men who took care of the Swedish side of his considerable fortune. They were important, highly respected members of the Old Guard, and judging by their expressions, they didn’t appreciate Alexander’s having demanded they come to his foundation’s spacious offices. An hour earlier he had sent a text ordering them to gather here, rather than his visiting them individually as they had originally planned. In his current condition, Alexander wouldn’t have made it. Christ, he had barely even made it this far, and the foundation was practically within crawling distance of his hotel.


Now they were here, looking as if they had swallowed anything from lemons to flies. But Alexander couldn’t have cared less if he disrupted their schedules.


“Correct me if I’m wrong, but the fees I pay you are somewhere between scandalous and astronomical, right?” he said coolly.


“I beg your pardon?” said the one to the left. Alexander didn’t remember his name.


“I just thought we might dial down the hostility a little. Maybe fake a smile or two even?”


The men shifted nervously in their seats, and he decided to fire them all if they didn’t comply. After all, bankers were a dime a dozen.


The men exchanged uncertain glances. Then lips relaxed, brows smoothed out, teeth shone.


Alexander shook his head, couldn’t bring himself to care when it really came down to it. “Let’s just get this over with.”


There was a knock at the door, and a woman brought a tray into the room. Coffee, thank God. She poured the contents of the silver pot into delicate cups and set down a plate of round mint chocolates in colorful foil wrappers—Alexander hated them. Did anyone actually ever eat them? He picked up a cup while the men took out their pens and started to arrange the piles of paper into some kind of order. Alexander drank his coffee and looked gloomily at the stacks of documents he was clearly expected to sign. The tallest of the piles was almost four inches.


“We need your signature on these,” one of the men said, with a gesture toward the Important Papers. “I’m afraid I have to insist,” he added, as though he knew that Alexander was on the verge of getting up, going out through the doorway, and never coming back.


He didn’t really know why he hated this so much. Back in New York he was in complete control of his affairs. Maybe it was because these men, with their accusing looks, reminded him of his father. Maybe he just couldn’t bear anything relating to Swedish finance. He’d needed to get some distance from Sweden after what had happened last summer—and he’d done it by burying his head in the sand and ignoring his duties. Now he was paying the price.


“Give them here, then,” he muttered.


Grimly, he started to work his way through the piles. Sheet after sheet after sheet.


The words “Sign here, here and here” went on repeat.


Investments. Payments. Authorizations.


As the clock neared lunchtime, they were still barely halfway through the piles, and Alexander decided he needed something other than coffee to drink, needed to breathe something other than the stale air in the meeting room.


“Let’s take ten,” he said, quickly leaving the room. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He wished he could say that it felt good, dealing with all of this, that the coffee had helped with his hangover, but … He opened his eyes when he heard voices and caught sight of a tall, red-haired woman standing with her back to him. She was making gestures to the woman behind the reception counter.


“I can’t just give out his number,” he heard the receptionist say as he approached them. She sounded annoyed, as though she was repeating something she had already said a number of times.


“But is he in Stockholm? Can you at least tell me that? I sent him an e-mail, but he didn’t reply. Is he coming to Sweden? If so, do you know how I can get in touch with him? There has to be some way I can get hold of Mr. De la Grip.”


Alexander’s eyes narrowed in recognition. He had heard that voice before.


The receptionist glanced up, caught sight of Alexander, and gave him a warning look. But the redhead must have noticed, because she turned around and he recognized her instantly.


Isobel Sørensen.


Well, well. A smile tilted his lips. This was much more fun than signing papers. He sauntered toward the reception desk. Even from a distance, Isobel was as pretty as Alexander remembered. Although pretty wasn’t the right word. Isobel Sørensen was beautiful. Beautiful in the way that wildfires and explosions and catastrophes are beautiful. He flashed her a wide grin, and after a moment she smiled back—a polite smile that came nowhere close to reaching her eyes.


“I’ve been trying to contact you,” she said, extending her hand to him. He received a firm handshake before she took a step back and pinned him with a searching look. He resisted the urge to run his hand over his stubble. He was almost regretting his decision not to shave.


“I e-mailed you. I just came by to try to get a phone number. You’re impossible to get ahold of.”


“And yet here we are.”


It was no surprise that she hadn’t managed to get through to him. Any e-mails from the foundation went straight from his in-box to a folder that he hadn’t opened in … He didn’t even know how long. There had to be hundreds of unopened messages in there by now.


“It’s okay,” he reassured the receptionist before turning back to Isobel. He turned up the charm, gave her a lazy smile. “I had no idea you were so eager to see me. What can I do for you?”


Something flashed in her eyes. Was it anger?


The door to the meeting room opened. “Alexander?”


Damn, he’d already forgotten about the gloomy bank people.


“Let’s break for lunch,” he called dismissively to the man who had looked out. “I need to take this.”


He was genuinely curious about what Isobel Sørensen might want with him. He remembered her very clearly, not that he’d given her a single thought these past six months. If someone had asked him what he thought Isobel made of him, he would have replied, She’s one of the few women who hasn’t fallen for my charm; it’s inconceivable. Whenever they’d met, Isobel had been dismissive, hostile, or downright rude. He found that, naturally, completely irresistible. He raised an eyebrow at the receptionist. “Is there a room we can use?” He turned to Isobel. “Coffee?”


“No, thanks.”


The receptionist tottered past, and Alexander gestured for Isobel to precede him. It was his upbringing, in his very bones; he couldn’t be impolite to a woman even if he tried. But the courtesy also gave him an excellent opportunity to study Isobel from behind. He took in her Windbreaker, her ponytail, and her long legs. There were flecks of dirt on her shapeless pants, and it took a moment before Alexander realized they must be from cycling. When was the last time he’d been on a bike? And such flat, practical shoes. They were among the least sexy things he had ever seen, and he wondered whether he hadn’t just imagined how attractive she was. Isobel sat down. No, he hadn’t imagined it at all. He couldn’t remember when, if ever, he had seen a more beautiful woman. He would give anything to see her in a tight-fitting dress. Or, even better, naked. Under the layers of practical cotton and sensible colors, he suspected there were plenty of interesting curves and exciting secrets to explore. He sat down. The day that had started so abysmally had just taken a dramatic turn for the better.


Isobel crossed her legs, and he couldn’t help but wonder what they looked like. They had to be strong, if she rode her bike everywhere. She gave him a demanding look. What on earth did she want? A thought struck him. He hadn’t slept with her, had he? Christ, he surely wouldn’t have forgotten if he had. He racked his memory and, as a result, didn’t realize that she had already started talking.


“Sorry,” he said. “Could you repeat that?”


She blinked. Her face remained calm, but he caught a flicker in her eyes. It vanished as quickly as it had appeared, as though a feeling had managed to come loose within her but had been resolutely pushed back. She started again, slowly and exaggeratedly this time around, as though she was talking to a child.


“You have every right to do as you please. It’s your money, I get that. But I really want to apologize. And I’m still hoping you’ll be able to see the bigger picture here, too, that your actions affect so many more people than just me. That this is about people, real flesh-and-blood people.”


Alexander scratched his forehead. Isobel may as well have been speaking a dead language, he understood so little of what she was saying.


He opened his mouth to speak but closed it again as she continued.


“It’s nothing short of a catastrophe for the people affected. What happened between us … like I said, I wish I could undo it. But this is serious, especially for the children. I’m not exaggerating when I say we’re talking about life and death here.” She picked up a folder and started to lay out pictures of undernourished children and what looked like hospital beds, as well as sheets of paper filled with columns.


“Isobel …” Alexander began. He had to stop to clear his throat. “You’ll have to forgive me. I’ve had a tough morning, but I don’t quite follow.”


She placed her hands in her lap and gave him a long look. Two faint, pink patches had flared up on her cheeks. A furrow had appeared between her eyebrows, which were utterly fascinating in themselves. Fiery red against her pale forehead. She was such a beauty, he could just imagine it: arriving at one of the nightclubs in New York with her on his arm. Or, even more appealing, Isobel beneath him, in his bed, naked.


Damn it, she’d said something he hadn’t heard again. He forced himself to focus.


“We’re completely dependent on our donors.”


“Okay,” he said, without understanding what the hell that had to do with him. He really wished the caffeine he’d poured into himself would somehow disperse the fog in his head. “So if I’ve understood this correctly,” he tried to summarize, “there’s a lack of money somewhere?” But even as he uttered the words, he knew he had misunderstood something vital.


Isobel blinked several times. Her mouth was taut, causing the last of her professional composure to vanish. “Let me repeat the most important things,” she replied tersely, launching into a new, quite forceful monologue about famine, children, and money.


This time Alexander made a serious attempt to keep up. Regardless of what Isobel thought of him, he wasn’t actually an idiot. And finally he managed to decipher what she was saying.


“We gave your organization money. Then we stopped. And you’re … uh … upset.”


“I know you did it to get revenge, but I …”


“Revenge?” he interrupted. This really wasn’t very easy to follow.


“Yeah, well, you know. Because I …”


She actually blushed a little at this point. Was it wrong that a blushing woman turned him on? Normally, she looked like a damned Amazon, and that small weakness just made her extra sexy.


“Because I was rude.”


“Rude? Aha, you mean when you told me to go fuck myself?” he asked helpfully. “Or do you mean that time when you turned your back on me at Arlanda Airport? Or maybe it was when you pretended not to understand Swedish? Sorry, it’s just there were so many times, I don’t know which one you mean.”


More red streaks had appeared on her throat. Her skin was almost translucent, white like silk or cream, dotted with golden freckles.


“So the reason you’re here now, yelling at me—”


“I’m not yelling,” she interrupted.


“The reason for this conversation is, you said something mean, I got offended, cut off the donations to your life-saving organization, and thus caused mass mortality among children in Africa?” he summarized.


“Not Africa. Chad.”


“Is that where you were headed when we ran into each other at the airport?”


“Yes.”


“You said Africa then,” he pointed out.


“I didn’t think you would know where Chad was,” she replied sullenly.


“Hmm.”


Most of what she was saying sounded completely unfamiliar, but what did he know? He’d been drunk pretty much 24/7 for a long time. Many things from the past six months were hazy.


“Medpax does such incredibly important work in Chad. But we’re a small organization, and that means we’re vulnerable. I’m really sorry if I offended you. I’d love to show you the work we do.” She started pulling more files from her canvas bag, and Alexander held up his hand to stop her.


“Please,” he groaned. “No more papers.”


She stopped what she was doing and gave him a stiff smile.


“Will you at least think about what I said?”


“Absolutely.”


She gave him a distrustful look. “It’s really important.”


“I said I would,” he snapped.


Maybe it was because he had spent the morning being held in contempt by four men whose families he probably bankrolled. Maybe it was just that he wasn’t used to women like Isobel. But his head was spinning, and he was starting to get sick of all this hostility.


He hadn’t come back to Stockholm to be insulted by people he hadn’t mistreated. At least not intentionally, anyway.


“Medpax has started a number of vaccination programs. We’re doing incredibly important work—with malaria, with undernourishment. We’ve—”


“Isobel, I will,” he interrupted. If he had to listen to another word about dying children and heroic doctors, he was going to explode.


“Because this isn’t just some little hobby project. Our doctors make a real difference. You have to realize that …”


Alexander straightened in his seat. He laid a hand on the table and looked at Isobel. “The thing is, I don’t have to do anything.”


He still wasn’t quite sure what all this was about. He was still drunk, for Christ’s sake, but he understood enough to know that this artificially polite doctor probably wanted a shitload of money from him. “I’ll look into it, as I’ve already said several times.” He wanted to add something about how fund-raisers generally didn’t show such clear contempt for people they were trying to get money from, but he didn’t have the energy.


“All the same, I think that—” she started.


“Enough,” he said curtly, getting to his feet and blinking with dizziness. He probably should eat something. “I’ll call you,” he told her as firmly as he could.


She looked as if she wanted to say something else, but she started to gather her papers together instead. She put them into her faded bag and got up.


“Thanks for your time,” she said, holding out her hand again.


Alexander took it and gave it a firm shake, but then had the most bizarre impulse to pull her hand to his mouth and kiss it. He made do just looking down at their joined hands. She had long fingers, trimmed nails, no jewelry. Competent doctor’s hands.


“I’ll call you,” he repeated.


She withdrew and headed for the door with the threadbare bag slung over her shoulder. Her Windbreaker rustled faintly.


He hurried over to open the door for her.


She gave him a long look, and even though she said nothing, he could tell from her gray eyes, the same color as a sunless November day, that her already low impression of him had sunk even further after their meeting. For some reason, this bothered him.


“Bye, Isobel,” he said softly.


She disappeared without a word, and his gaze lingered on the door for a long while.




Chapter 4


As Isobel met with patients and wrote up case histories the next day, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she had completely mishandled the meeting with Alexander De la Grip. No matter how hard she worked, she couldn’t escape the fact she had blown it with the foundation. Big time.


How was that even possible, she asked herself as she took blood pressures and wrote out prescriptions for stomach ulcers. She, who was known for her adaptability and her cool-headedness. She, the doctor whom the most hysterical and demanding patients were sent to. The one who calmed down agitated nurses and frantic field workers. Who gave lectures on the importance of social skills to medical students. She had marched up to Alexander De la Grip and acted like an overwrought teenager. In his office. In the exclusive headquarters of the foundation Medpax relied on for its survival.


What was the word she was looking for?


Right. Stupid.


But she had become unexpectedly nervous. Alexander was so striking it was virtually impossible to take in. No man had the right to look that good; it was verging on unnatural. Despite the messy blond hair, scruffy stubble, and crumpled clothes, he had been so attractive that she’d had trouble looking at him without blushing. In addition to that, Alexander De la Grip was both aristocratic and rich. And not just ordinary rich, but rich rich. Not that she had ever believed life was fair, but come on. How could it be that unfair? The final straw had been his bloodshot eyes and the fact that he reeked of alcohol. He’d had the nerve to stand there in his office, people swarming around him, and look as though he hadn’t done anything but party this past week—all while she was fighting for Medpax’s survival. It was just too much. And so she had allowed herself to be affected by things she shouldn’t have cared about, let petty feelings shape her reaction, and it had been a disaster. Isobel closed the door, picked up the phone, and called Leila.


“Has Alexander De la Grip called you?” she asked when Leila answered.


“No. Should he have?”


Isobel leaned back and put her feet up on the desk. She had at least eight, maybe more, patients still to see, but she decided she had time for one quick call. “I had a go at him yesterday. I probably insulted him. Again. So no, I don’t think so.”


“I see. How are you today, then?”


“I’m a nutcase. What’s wrong with me? Feel free to analyze me.”


Leila snorted. “I don’t need to analyze you, because it’s not hard to figure you out. You were probably an overachiever while you were still in the womb. You’re always worried about being a fake. Everyone you meet admires you, but you don’t realize that yourself because you’re constantly trying to work out how to get your self-centered mother and dead father to be proud of you. Did I forget anything?”


Isobel closed her eyes, unsure of whether it had been a really good or a really bad idea to call Leila. “Nope, that was pretty … exhaustive,” she replied meekly.


“You’re the one everyone wants on their team, Isobel.” Leila’s voice was kind.


“But I made a fool of myself.”


“Yes. Welcome to the real world, where people sometimes make fools of themselves. Let it go.”


“What kind of psychobabble is that? It’s not that freaking easy to just let it go.”


“No, but you don’t want things to be easy. There you go, that one’s on me.”


Isobel brought in her next patient, a PR consultant she saw regularly for insomnia and a slipped disk. She refrained from telling him that he might sleep better if he stopped cheating on his wife, just gave him a prescription for painkillers and a follow-up appointment as far in the future as she could. After that, she listened to a stressed journalist who complained about a “kinda sore throat,” but who also had a sky-high temperature. Isobel knew it was scarlet fever even before the lab results came back and confirmed it. When she finally looked up at the clock, it was already three, and she decided to skip the staff coffee break and shut herself in her room instead. She ate crackers with orange marmalade in front of her computer, Googling “Alexander De la Grip + images.” He had seemed more muscular now than when she had last seen him, this past summer, and he had been big even then. Tall, much taller than she, and she was used to looking down at most men she met; during her youth, she always had to fight the urge to stoop.


“Stand up straight, Isobel.”


“You’re so tall. Do you play basketball?”


“Why are your pants always too short, Isobel?”


What did it matter if he was tall? But it mattered. Big, tall men were attractive. She was used to judging a person’s measurements without asking any direct questions; with a glance she could determine what they weighed and how tall they were. Alexander had to be at least six foot five and weigh somewhere between two hundred thirty and two hundred forty pounds—wide shoulders, a muscular neck, tight abs. She scrolled through the pictures, spotted the famous one in which he was half-naked and covered in oil, with two naked women at his feet, and compared it with the most recent one she could find, as well as with her own memory. He must have done something. Joined a gym, maybe? She brushed the crumbs into the trash basket, closed the browser, and called her next patient in.


Once Isobel had dealt with the last of her patients, she put on her helmet and cycled home. A group of field workers were meeting for a beer in Södermalm that evening, but she had mixed feelings about going. She should probably join them. It wasn’t good for her to isolate herself, she knew that. Tomorrow, she told herself. I’ll deal with things tomorrow.


She ate a microwaved meal in front of the TV, read an article on malaria in a medical journal, and drank red tea.


Tomorrow, she thought again as she lay in bed, exhausted but still sleepless. Tomorrow I’ll fix it all, become a better person. She closed her eyes, but it was no use. Sleep would not come, no matter how tired she felt. She stared into the darkness. That small, hungry face came to her again, as it so often did. Marius. She missed him. A street urchin who had no one. A starving, lonely child, trying to survive on his own in one of the poorest countries in the world. When he had arrived at the hospital last fall he had been lifeless. Hovering between life and death for a week. Weighing too little, coughing too much. Was he still alive? Well?


Ah, but this dithering was madness; she knew what she should do. What she wanted. She glanced at the clock, picked up her cell, and sent a message to Leila.


Made up my mind. Going to Chad.


The psychologist didn’t reply.


Probably because she had a life.


Isobel lay on her side, looking out the window. Several hours passed before she fell into a restless sleep.




Chapter 5


Gina Adan tied a white apron around her waist as she silently counted the glasses on the silver tray—tall, crystal flutes filled with champagne on top of solid antique silver. It would be heavy. She was strong but knew she couldn’t take too many at once.


She glanced out the window. Spring sunshine was beaming down on Gyllgarn Castle. The daffodils were in full bloom along its yellow walls, and the lawn was covered with small groups of guests here for the christening—men in suits and women in high heels and silky dresses. Inside the castle, vases and pots were filled with flowers, and every surface had been cleaned and polished. Gina smoothed the apron. She loved this castle and its ancient history, its furniture, knickknacks, and not least its paintings of stern noblemen and velvet-clad women from the past three hundred years, peering down at her wherever she went. It was Swedish, exotic, and as far from where she had grown up as you could get. There were very few castles in Somalia.


Gina had worked jobs like this since she was sixteen. That meant that for the past six years, she had worked on the fringes of the Swedish upper class, serving them at christenings, graduations, and weddings, cleaning their enormous villas in posh Djursholm and their grand apartments in even posher Östermalm in the city. She didn’t mind. For the most part, they paid well, and she liked the flexible hours. Sure, men sometimes accosted her, made slimy propositions or comments about her skin color, and some of the women could be really nasty, but that was her life, and it wasn’t any worse among the elite than anywhere else.


Gina rubbed at a mark on the silver and then picked up the tray. But she had seriously misjudged the weight, and when one of the filled glasses started to slide, her heart leaped into her throat. The crystal glasses were heirlooms and the champagne was very expensive.


She cursed, picturing the entire tray falling to the floor before her, but a pair of strong hands reached out and saved her at the last moment.


“Thanks,” she said, relieved. A lazy smile met her gaze, and it was as though the sun had just started to shine straight into the kitchen.


“Hi there,” said Alexander De la Grip. He held the heavy tray steady for her. “That was about to end badly. Lucky I turned up.”


“Hi,” Gina said, returning the smile because it was impossible to do anything else when Alexander beamed at you.


“It’s been a while,” she continued, taking the tray back from him. She hadn’t seen Alexander since the summer before. He looked well. Though he always did.


“No, I haven’t been in Sweden since last fall.”


His words were distinct and his appearance immaculate, but she couldn’t help noting that he already looked quite inebriated.


“Too busy partying?” She tried to remember how many newspapers she had seen him in over the past six months but gave up at ten.


“It’s a hard job, but someone’s gotta be the black sheep of the family,” he said, holding the door open for her. When she looked closer, there was a haunted look on his beautiful face, a familiar sight at family gatherings, even if he mostly managed to hide it.


“And how is Sweden’s most beautiful champagne waitress?” he asked, the haunted look gone and in its stead another million-dollar smile.


“I’m pretty good.”


“Let me know if there’s anything else I can help with,” he said. “Hold open more doors, catch more trays.” He winked. “I have endless suggestions.”


“Mmm,” she said with a suspicious look. Alexander always flirted with her. But he did the same with everyone, which was actually quite egalitarian.


She snuck past him and went out to work, leaving him to his own devices.


The thirsty guests quickly cleared the tray, and Gina began to pick up empty glasses while she took quick peeks at the glamorous partygoers before heading back to the kitchen to swap the used glasses for fresh ones, pour out more champagne, and restart the service.


When she stepped outside again, Alexander’s older brother, Count Peter De la Grip, approached alone across the grass. Gina hesitated. She didn’t like Peter and would have preferred to avoid him altogether, but since he was headed straight toward her, she forced herself to hold out the tray and give him a polite smile.


“Hello,” he said as he took a glass. He thanked her and then stood silently beside her. Gina didn’t know what to do; it felt impolite to just leave. But to her, Peter De la Grip was the archetypal aristocrat: arrogant, convinced of his own superiority and others’ inferiority. She glanced at him, standing next to her with a glass in his hand and his gaze fixed in the air. None of the other guests came over to him. He looked different, she realized. He had lost weight since she’d last seen him, which must have been that morning last year, the morning of the infamous shareholders’ meeting where the De la Grips lost their controlling ownership of Investum, the family firm. That had been surreal, even for her, and she wasn’t affected personally. Peter probably hadn’t had an easy time of it this past year, she would give him that. And this castle, she suddenly realized, it had been his. Peter and his nasty wife had lived here at Gyllgarn like a king and queen. But then he had lost it in the same takeover, his wife had filed for a divorce, and now … Gina realized that she had no idea what Peter De la Grip did these days. He had completely disappeared from her radar. She stood silently next to him, her weight on one foot, and wondered whether he would notice if she snuck away.


Peter sighed loudly and turned to her. He looked tired. He put the glass back on the tray.


“Thanks,” he said. “That was good.” As he walked away across the grass, it seemed as though people averted their eyes and turned their backs. Gina glanced at the flute he had set back on the tray. It was still full.


Alexander studied Gina’s progress from the corner of his eye as he talked to a countess with whom he had attended boarding school. The countess was pretty, but Gina was incredibly beautiful. Long, slim limbs. Cheekbones any model would kill for. If Gina didn’t work for his family, then … Automatically he flashed the countess a bedroom smile and continued to let his thoughts wander. Gina had been talking to Peter, and that troubled him. It was one thing to flirt with Gina himself, because he would never actually cross the line with someone in a dependent position. But with Peter you never knew. Alexander exhaled only after Peter left Gina’s side.


The countess looked puzzled, and Alexander gave her an apologetic look. He hadn’t realized how ready he was to throw himself at his big brother if he set a foot even slightly wrong. They hadn’t seen one another since the board meeting when Peter unexpectedly—no, shockingly—had voted against their father and sealed the deal on the De la Grip family finally losing control of Investum. They hadn’t spoken since, which suited Alexander fine. There were a lot of people he disliked or despised, but Peter had his own special position in the People I Despise category. The countess moved on, and Alexander watched as Peter was swallowed up by the crowd. With a bit of luck, he could avoid his big brother today, and ideally for the rest of his life.


“Alexander!”


He turned toward the familiar, Russian-accented voice.


“Uncle Eugene,” he said warmly. Eugene was one of the few members of his family, other than his sister, Natalia, whom he truly loved.


His uncle gave him one of his typical bear-like hugs, noisy Russian kisses on his cheeks and all. Eugene looked well. Dressed in bright colors, clean-shaven, smelling of aftershave.


“Now that you’re in Sweden, you must come down to see me in Skåne,” Eugene insisted. He waved his glass in the air. “I’m hosting a charity ball. People who want to raise money for something or other are coming. The environment, I think. You know how much I love the environment.”


Alexander raised an eyebrow.


Eugene seemed to be thinking.


“Or was it world peace? Something like that. Either way, it’ll be an entire weekend of performance and business and mingling. Lots of people like you.”


“Like me?”


“Yes, you know. Beautiful people with too little sense and too much money. Jet set. Together we’ll contribute to making the world a better place.”


“I’ll try to come,” Alexander lied. He liked his uncle, and he really should visit the estate—he did own it, after all. But a charity ball in the countryside? It wasn’t exactly his idea of a fun weekend.


Eugene shook his head as though he knew precisely what was going through Alexander’s mind. “It would be good if you came down. It’s been too long since we spent any time together,” was all he said.


Alexander made a noncommittal sound and then was saved by his big sister, Natalia. She held the day’s guest of honor in her arms. Alexander gave his sister a hug with one arm before noticing that his baby niece was enthusiastically blowing bubbles from her own spit. He studied the child. “She must’ve gotten that from David’s side.”


“Molly’s unusually advanced, I have to say,” Natalia replied loyally. She looked down at her daughter’s sticky chin. “Even if it’s not always obvious.”


Alexander laughed. “So why aren’t I godfather to this little miracle?”


He saw a flash of regret in Natalia’s golden eyes, but her voice was steady when she answered: “I need someone reliable, Alexander.”


He froze for a moment before he pulled himself together again. “You’re right. I’m not exactly the right person to keep someone on the straight and narrow.” He smiled to cover up the fact that he was unexpectedly hurt by the way his beloved sister had so obviously weighed him up and found him wanting.


Natalia squeezed his arm. “David and I are so happy you came to the christening,” she said in a conciliatory tone.


Alexander raised a skeptical eyebrow. “Really? David is happy? Why do I find that hard to believe?” Natalia’s husband and he weren’t exactly loving brothers-in-law.


“Yes,” said Natalia firmly. “At least he’s not unhappy,” she added, and Alexander gave her a wink. Sweet Natalia, she couldn’t tell a lie if her life depended upon it.


“Well, he’d better not be unhappy since he has you.” Natalia and David had married last fall, just weeks after David had crushed the De la Grip family empire. And weeks after he had impregnated Natalia. And caused her to lose pretty much everything that had made her who she was. As courtships went, it had been pretty lousy.


Yeah, it had been a crazy year, but not all of the craziness had been David Hammar’s fault, Alexander admitted to himself. Not that he would ever disclose that to Natalia. He enjoyed despising David too much for that.


“So how’s married life with the family’s archenemy?” he asked instead.


Eugene gave him a disapproving look.


“He’s not the archenemy,” protested Natalia. She bit her lip and kissed Molly on the head, closing her eyes briefly as she inhaled the baby’s scent. “Not anymore, at least. And certainly not mine. Oh, please, don’t bring all that up when you meet him. It’s all in the past.”


“Of course, dear,” Eugene said.


“If you say so,” Alexander murmured.


But David Hammar’s ruthless vendetta had rocked the entire foundation of the De la Grip family, and things had changed forever. Not that Alexander really cared that much for the family empire. To be honest he mostly disliked David on principle. The man was too full of himself, too damn capable. But since Natalia’s eyes implored him to behave, and since he loved her too much to cause her pain on purpose, he decided to play nice. Well, as nice as he could. He gulped down the last of his champagne, ignoring Eugene’s censorious frown.


“So, how does it feel to be back here?” he asked instead, waving toward the yellow castle.


“Honestly I’m just glad we could squeeze in the christening. Gyllgarn has a fully booked schedule the whole spring.” She smiled at Molly and made a cooing sound. Molly blew a happy bubble of spit in return. “We’re going to run activities for kids and teenagers in need here. Soccer tournaments. Riding.”


Alexander couldn’t help but pull a face at the enthusiasm in his big sister’s voice. But in his family, Natalia had always been the one with the most heart. Not that there had ever been much competition. They were a rather fucked-up group.


“That seems to be in these days, saving the world,” he said, looking meaningfully at Eugene. He took another glass of champagne from a passing tray. He had planned to stay relatively sober, but really, why bother? “I suppose your democratizing the castle like that isn’t too popular?”


“There’s nothing I care about less than what people say. I’m trying to do something good.”


And then Alexander spotted a familiar figure out of the corner of his eye. He braced himself, swallowing down the champagne.


“And just when it looked like good would triumph, evil turned up to restore the balance,” he mumbled as their mother, Ebba De la Grip, approached them.


“Mom’s not evil,” Natalia protested.


Alexander gave her an ironic look.


“Did we have the same childhood?” he asked. It was a joke, but in actual fact they hadn’t. Not by a long shot.


“Fine, okay, but she tries the best she can from her point of view.” Natalia shifted Molly in her arms and looked pleadingly at both Alexander and Eugene. “Don’t cause a scene.”


“Would never cross my mind,” said Alexander. “So what convinced the devil, sorry, Mom, to leave her beloved vineyard?”


Ebba and his dad, Gustaf De la Grip, had moved, or fled, depending on how you looked at it, to France after the mayhem last year. What little Alexander had felt for his father had disappeared after those weeks; so many unforgivable things had been said, done, and revealed. As far as Alexander was concerned, his father might as well be dead.


But with his mom, things were more complicated. Largely because Natalia stubbornly insisted on trying to maintain a relationship with their less-than-good-enough mother. And Alexander knew that he loved Natalia more than he despised their mother, which meant he was effectively caught in the middle. It was a near impossible equation.


“Mom came back to Sweden for Molly’s christening,” Natalia said. “She’ll be in town for a few weeks. Please, could you try? She was really upset when you didn’t get in touch at Christmas. Or at Easter. It’s a huge step for her, to leave Dad in France and come here alone.” Alexander rolled his eyes.


Ebba had stopped to greet a friend, and Alexander tried to study her as objectively as he could. Her pale blue dress and the matching hat perched on her blond hair; her smooth skin, and cool perfection. She looked like any other aristocrat. Beautiful and well-kept but nothing more. An ordinary woman. Alexander could still remember the way he had longed for her and her love as a child. Remembered the way she would leave him to go see one of her “friends” while Nat and Peter were in school.


“You mustn’t tell anyone,” she would say while putting on coral lipstick. “If Daddy finds out, he won’t love us anymore. Mommy will cry and we’ll have to move and it will all be your fault. You don’t want that, do you?”


He had shaken his head.


“Good boy. Just sit here—Mommy will be back soon,” she’d said, and disappeared in a cloud of silk and perfume.


He had been just a child, only four or maybe five and he’d loved her with such desperation. Disobeying her, he’d snuck out of the house as she left, hid behind a small bush. It was summer and the leaves had been covered with insects. He could still remember the sounds of their humming. The car seemed to come out of nowhere. The man who stepped out was a stranger, but he kissed Alexander’s mother, took her arm, put her in the car, slammed the door. Alexander could only stare at the unfolding scene.


The car took off, creating a small cloud of dust over the long gravel drive. Then there was silence. Not even the insects made a sound. She had gone so eagerly, without giving her young son a second thought.


Alexander remembered he’d stayed behind that bush for a long time, waiting, waiting for her to come back.


He had nowhere to go. His mother was the person he trusted most in the world, the person who should have cared for him. And she abandoned him so easily.


At that moment, he felt he had no one.


Alexander shoved his hands into his pockets, embarrassed by how they were trembling. He fought the urge to leave, looked around for more alcohol. Funny how he had loved her then. Well, that certainly was over.


“Hi, Mom,” Natalia said.


Ebba looked as though she was about to give Natalia a hug but made do with an awkward pat on the shoulder instead. She gave Molly, who was happily gurgling away, a smile that actually looked genuine, nodded a greeting to her brother, Eugene, and then looked straight at Alexander.


He steeled himself as her blue eyes brimmed with tears. “Alexander. So wonderful to see you.”


He could feel the usual wave of unease approaching, the one he always felt when she hinted at an emotional closeness he no longer wanted. He held his breath, getting used to the familiar scent of her perfume—always White Linen, which he hated.


Things would be so much easier if there hadn’t been a period when he’d loved her, he thought, bowing slightly.


“Wonderful to see you too, dear Mother.”


If Ebba noticed the mockery in his voice, she showed no sign of it. She simply took another step toward him, entering his personal space. He went rigid. Ebba rarely cared about what other people needed, but today she seemed to realize that she had crossed a line. She paused, blinked uncertainly, and turned back to Molly instead.


Alexander let out his breath.


As the bells in the old Gyllgarn chapel rang, the christening guests gathered in the pews. A female priest led the ceremony, and Alexander was proud that in everything she did, his big sister challenged the prejudices that still held such sway in their class. The music rose toward the ceiling, and for some reason he shuddered. He had enjoyed playing in the chapel as a child, been fascinated at how the sunlight found its way in through the uneven glass, but had also been scared of the way the acoustics caused even the smallest of sounds to echo throughout the entire room. They had spent the majority of their summers at Gyllgarn when they were small, and he had memories of Natalia’s long brown hair swaying in a ponytail, the horses she loved to ride, and the children from the nearby village they played with. Some of them were here today—adults now, of course, with their own families. He remembered many of the things they had done as children, but he couldn’t remember the feeling. Had he been happy? No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t remember, and that bothered him.


The music fell silent, and Natalia and David carried Molly up to the antique christening basin. The godparents, Natalia’s best and oldest friend, Åsa Bjelke, and David’s business partner, Michel Chamoun, stood ceremoniously alongside. Molly protested loudly at the water on her head, and her parents hurried to comfort her.


Ebba’s eyes glistened, and she dabbed a handkerchief at the corners. Alexander didn’t know what to think. Had their mother finally forgiven Natalia for marrying David, the man who’d taken the thing Ebba loved most of all away from her: her position in society? And then Alexander caught a rather nasty smile in one of the pews. A woman in her midthirties had looked over her shoulder and was eyeing him, quite openly. Christ. He hadn’t seen that she was here. She was one of them. He knew her but suddenly couldn’t remember her name. Maybe he had suppressed it. She gave him a raised eyebrow and then started whispering to the woman sitting next to her. Alexander couldn’t hear what they were saying, but it wasn’t too difficult to imagine, to remember. They both turned around and looked him over, winked at him. He fought against the wave of repugnance that washed over him, tried to focus on the ceremony.


After the christening, Alexander shook David Hammar’s hand and congratulated him, grateful for the distraction.


“Good that you came, Alexander,” said David curtly. He said nothing more, but there was judgment in that uncompromising look, wasn’t there?


Alexander mumbled something about the ceremony being fantastic, but then withdrew; he needed some breathing room, away from his family and the things he imagined he could read on their faces, away from people that made him feel dirty. He snuck out the back, onto the terrace at the other side of the castle, and leaned against a stone pillar, looking out at the water.


“Are you okay?”


He turned. Gina again.


“Just a bit of family overdose. I’ll need something stronger than champagne after this,” he said, trying to keep his tone light.


He let his gaze wander over her. She wore a simple dress beneath her apron. Soft canvas shoes. “Feel like going out once you’re done here?” he asked.


Gina smiled. “No, thanks. I’m flattered. At least I think I am. But I like my job, and it would make things too complicated.”


“We don’t need to make it complicated,” he said flippantly. But it was a halfhearted protest. He didn’t want to ruin the relationship he and Gina had, he realized. And besides, she deserved much more than a cynical, disillusioned man like him.


“Plus, I have to study tonight,” she added.


“Ah. Sorry, I had no idea you were studying. Which subject?”


“Medicine. My second semester.” She said it proudly, but also slightly defiantly, as though she expected to be questioned.


Evidently he was surrounded by doctors these days.


“So you’ll be a doctor, then?”


“Yes, eventually.”


“Helping people and stuff like that?” He gave her a slight smile.


Gina’s eyes narrowed, and suddenly she reminded him of Isobel Sørensen. The same integrity shone in her gaze.


“I need to get back.”


“Good luck, Gina,” he said. He truly meant it.


She hesitated, bit her lip. “I just think it’s everyone’s duty to do the best they can. It’s never too late for that.” With those words, she turned and left.


Alexander stayed out on the terrace. He fished his cigarettes from his jacket pocket, shook one out and lit it, then blew smoke into the clear spring air.


Finally this bloody ordeal was over.




Chapter 6


“What are you doing here?” Leila asked, studying Isobel over the top of her tortoiseshell glasses.


“I worked at the clinic the whole weekend,” Isobel replied. “And I’ve got a load of comp time I need to take. This is my day off.”


Leila crossed her arms. “That’s exactly what I mean. Why are you here, at Medpax? Shouldn’t you not be working? Sleeping or reading like a normal person? Doing yoga?”


“I hate yoga. And I hate people who do yoga.”


“Yeah, they are rather annoying,” Leila agreed. “So what are you doing?”


Isobel showed her the folder she had been leafing through. “Old memories. Did you know I practically grew up here? I used to come after school.”


“Is that why you’re here today? Nostalgia?”


“I don’t know,” Isobel said slowly. She had come on a whim, but now she was in a strange mood she couldn’t shake. Maybe it hadn’t been so wise to come here after all. As a girl she had been so desperately lonely. She couldn’t tell Leila that, but she had always come here hoping to feel closer to her mom, hoping that Blanche would notice her. Which she never did. It was rather pathetic that she, as a grown woman, still couldn’t get over this need to seek love and attention from her mother.


Isobel wondered whether maybe that was one of the reasons she enjoyed being in the field so much. It was almost unbearable at times, but in some strange way things were much simpler when everything but life and death was taken out of the equation.


“I really am feeling better now,” she said, as if to convince herself. “Liberia was tough—the Ebola outbreak was the worst I’ve ever seen. But I’m fully recovered, I want you to know that.”


“I know, you look it. I was worried for a while, but I would never let you go to Chad if I wasn’t sure you could handle it. Your well-being is my number one priority.”


“Thanks. I spoke to Idris over the weekend,” she said.


Idris Toko was the local doctor in charge of the pediatric hospital in Chad. They Skyped from time to time. Idris was glad she was coming back; they made a good team.


“I’m assuming you still have all the visas and vaccinations you need?” Leila asked.


“Yup, so it’s actually a pretty perfect solution that I go again.”


Isobel spoke French; was used to fieldwork; and had all the necessary stamps, visas, and vaccinations. She would stay for a month while Leila looked for another doctor willing to head out there for longer. And she would get to spend time with Marius again. Was he hoping for her to return? She wanted him to feel that he was important to her, that there was one person who truly cared. It felt important. Not disappointing him.


“It’ll be rainy season,” Leila said.


“Yes, but that just means it’ll be a little muddier.”


“One thing I was curious about … When did you last have any kind of safety training?” Leila asked, giving her a piercing look. Isobel scoffed.


She had been a volunteer since she was sixteen, for a number of more or less organized groups. Before she’d gone to Iraq to work in a refugee camp on her first mission for Doctors Without Borders, she’d taken a comprehensive preparatory course in safety, among other things. After that, straight after her medical degree, she traveled to Haiti to work amid the chaos following the earthquake there. And working with Ebola had required a whole new level of caution. There was, in other words, very little she didn’t already know about safety in the field. And besides, she wasn’t some kind of cowboy doctor. She knew that evolution dealt rapidly with careless field-workers.


“It was a while ago,” she said cautiously, not liking where this was going.


“I signed Sven up for one—you can take his place,” Leila said, confirming her suspicions.


Isobel started to protest, that she was much too experienced, much too senior, much too not interested in going to stupid security courses, but she was interrupted by Leila’s cell phone. “It’s not up for discussion,” Leila said curtly before she disappeared to answer the call.


When Leila came back, Isobel was deep in inventory lists and field reports from Chad. Her grandfather, Henri, who’d died in Chad, had left behind reams of notes in his dry, archaic French. Idris Toko, and all the doctors who had preceded Idris, had also sent regular reports back to Medpax over the years. All this meant three decades’ worth of fascinating reading on malaria treatments, cholera outbreaks, and the constant battle against undernourishment. Isobel couldn’t help but feel proud. This was her family’s legacy, after all.


“Guess who that was on the phone,” Leila said from the doorway.


“The pope? The king? I don’t know,” Isobel replied absentmindedly. She had found an old newspaper clipping. Her mother and grandfather outside the hospital in Chad. Simple buildings. A jeep. A vast, sandy landscape.


“Alexander De la Grip. He wants to meet you.”


Isobel looked up from the folder. “Is that a joke? Why?”


“He wants you to tell him about Medpax and explain why his foundation should give us money.”


Isobel had been so sure she had blown it. Had actually been relieved not to have to see him again.


“Can’t you do it?” she pleaded. “Considering how I acted last time.”


Leila leaned against the door frame again. “But he wants to meet you.”


“I don’t know why.”


“You must have made an impression on him.”


“That’s one way of looking at it. It’s just that he annoys me.”


“This isn’t like you, Isobel.”


“Fine, I’ll go see him. But I just want to say, on record, that I hate this, having to suck up to someone like him just to get money,” she said, knowing she had already lost.


Leila snorted. “I just don’t understand the issue here. I’ve seen you fawn over people before. What’s the problem?”


“Nothing. Aside from the fact that I’m used to dealing with older men. He’s so young,” she said, knowing even as she spoke that it was a ridiculous excuse.


Leila gave her an incredulous look. “Alexander De la Grip is rich and he’s hot,” she said slowly, with emphasis on each syllable. “He turned twenty-nine this past January, so that makes him twenty-two months younger than you.”


Isobel didn’t ask why Leila had memorized that fact. Leila stored masses of information in her super-brain. She was like a data bank on the people she met, their qualities and weak points.


“I’ll give him a call then.” Isobel sighed. She wasn’t looking forward to that conversation. He would probably be drunk, was no doubt planning to humiliate her in any number of ways.


“No need.” Leila turned her wrist and looked at her watch. “He’ll be here any minute.”


“Here?”


“Now you’re just playing dumb. Count Alexander De la Grip, Sweden’s most coveted bachelor, according to verified sources, is on his way here. And you, Doctor Sørensen, need to be on your very best sucking-up behavior.” Leila looked her up and down. “You should know that if you didn’t dress like a pious social secretary and didn’t criticize people the moment they turn out to be less moral than yourself, you could bring in a lot of donations.”


Isobel drew for breath. “I don’t criticize people, do I?” she asked, offended. She decided to ignore the comment about her dress sense for the moment. “You make me sound like some anal psych case.”


Was Leila right? Was that what she was like? No, criticizing Alexander De la Grip was practically a civil duty, but otherwise she wasn’t a moral snob. Was she?


“Isobel, you’re the best doctor I have ever known. No one is as good with their patients as you. You’re warm, empathetic. If someone is dying or ill, you’re the one they want at their side. But even the people who won life’s lottery can actually be okay. You can’t judge someone just because he was born rich. Alexander De la Grip is a person. More important, he’s one we need.”


Isobel hadn’t realized how obvious it was that she tended to—occasionally—look down on people who sailed through life. It was embarrassing. Her entire identity rested on the notion that she didn’t distinguish between people, but here was Leila, poking at her most vulnerable spot. Though that was Leila in a nutshell. She lived to push people’s hot buttons


“Okay,” Isobel mumbled.


“Don’t be so hard on him.” Leila came into the room and put a hand on Isobel’s shoulder. “And don’t be so tough on yourself. He looks good, you’re single. Try to have a bit of fun.”


“You’re not telling me I should use some kind of female charm?” If there was one thing Isobel despised, it was women who batted their eyelashes to get what they wanted. “If I start to act like an idiot, you’ve got carte blanche to analyze me to death.”


Leila rolled her eyes. “I mean that if you listen within, you’ll realize it might even be fun.”


Listen within. It was Isobel’s turn to roll her eyes.


“Sometimes I think that psychologists are the worst occupational group in the world.”


“Not at all,” Leila replied, unfazed. “There are much worse. Politicians. PR types. Passport police. And those are just the ones starting with p.”


“Thanks for your input,” Isobel said. She was petty enough to make sure she sounded cool and collected. “I’ll bear it in mind.”


“Isobel …” Leila began, but then she shook her head and sighed. “I’ll send him in when he gets here.”


“No,” said Isobel, getting to her feet. “I’ll wait in the lobby.”


She wanted to take back control of the situation. Leila could be a pain in the ass when she decided to root around in your psyche, but she was right about one thing. Isobel was driven by a desire to do what was right, what was important, and she didn’t want to be fumbling about on the edges of morality. It was important to see the bigger picture, and in this instance, that was the future of Medpax. So. She would put on some lipstick and do what she was good at when she really put her mind to it. She would charm that rich good-for-nothing into giving them what they so badly needed. Money.


Alexander wouldn’t know what had hit him.




Chapter 7


Alexander looked up at the building on Sibyllegatan, one of the city’s most expensive and exclusive streets. A flag bearing the Medpax logo hung from the façade. Fancy address, he thought as he studied himself in the elevator mirror. He hadn’t partied the past few days, hadn’t even gotten drunk, and he looked refreshed. It felt odd.


Instead of drinking, flirting, and fucking, he had kept to his hotel room and gone to bed early each night. This morning he had taken a long shower, eaten a light breakfast, and dressed in one of his best tailor-made Italian suits.


He ran a hand over his freshly shaved chin and tried to remember when something similar had last happened.


He had literally hundreds of contacts in his phone, some of the world’s most sought-after women. They were supermodels, film stars, a couple of countesses, and a princess or two. Lovely, sexy women who appreciated the glamor and the notoriety that the infamous Alexander De la Grip brought with him. Several of them were in Stockholm at the moment. All he had to do was call any one of them, or simply walk down to Stureplan, and he would be set. But he hadn’t felt like it. Not since he’d met with Isobel, when he thought about it. That in itself was worth investigating more closely.


Rather than indulging in his usual vices, he had spent the past few days reading up on humanitarian organizations in general, and Medpax in particular. What he didn’t know now could hardly be worth knowing. Because that was how his brain worked. He focused on a subject, learned everything, and then quickly got bored of it again.


He straightened his jacket and put a hand on the elevator handle. Over the past few days, he had gone through all of his mail, come to grips with his finances, delved into aid work, and called a real estate agent. It was profoundly unlike him.


Maybe he was getting sick?


He smiled to himself and opened the door. Well, as luck would have it, he was about to meet a doctor.…


The lobby was dark and somber despite the sunshine outside. A young woman with a boyish haircut and a green lace jacket caught sight of him. Alexander walked over to the polished wooden desk. He went all in and turned on the charm.


“Hi there,” he said, giving her a brilliant smile.


Her eyes gleamed eagerly. “Hello. My name is Asta. What can I help you with?”


“I spoke to Leila Dibah,” he started, because he wanted to meet the woman with the husky voice and the impressive efficiency. Leila had sent to his hotel all the documentation and paperwork he had asked for. No fuss, no excuses, just a straight question about what he wanted, and then he had received it. “But I’m here to see Isobel Sørensen.”


Before Asta had time to reply, a black-clad woman with thick, gold jewelry and high heels came out of a wide doorway.


“I’m Leila.” She greeted him with a firm handshake. Sensual in a sophisticated way, but also commanding respect, with her piercing gaze and that voice, which made her sound as if she drank whisky for breakfast and chain-smoked the rest of her days away. Words like flint hard, no nonsense, and I eat people like you for breakfast came to Alexander’s mind. He remembered that this general secretary wasn’t a doctor, or a bureaucrat, but a trained psychologist. She didn’t look like any psychologist he had met before, though.


A moment later Isobel appeared. In contrast to Leila’s refinement, Isobel was wearing virtually identical clothes to the ones she’d had on last time they met. Practical and hideous. And yet there was something about her. It was so amorphous that Alexander had trouble putting his finger on it. But Isobel had a presence. Everyone else disappeared into the background when she was around. Maybe it was her height, maybe her flaming red hair. He had never seen a color like it.


“Hi,” she said.


And then something unprecedented happened.


Isobel Sørensen favored him with a smile.


A thrill coursed through Alexander’s entire body. It began in his chest, moving backward and outward, up his spine, to his hair and arms. It was unreal. The woman had a movie star smile.


“Hello again.” Alexander held out a hand, enclosing hers in a firm grip. Isobel’s skin was cool, her fingers almost cold, but when he fixed his gaze on her gray eyes, he saw something glittering. Isobel continued to smile, he continued to hold her hand, and they stood like that for a second or two too long.


“Isobel will look after you,” said Leila. “Right, Isobel?”


“Of course.” She withdrew her hand. She seemed completely unfazed by what had, for Alexander, been a handshake verging on the erotic. “This way.”


Alexander waited politely for Isobel to sit down before he did the same. When she caught him looking at her, she flashed him another smile. Her mouth was fantastic, wide and sensuous, pale pink lips dotted with faint freckles.


“Is this where you work?” he asked, leaning forward slightly and giving her his full attention. He looked her only in the eyes, didn’t make the mistake of allowing his gaze to fix on her mouth or move down over her body. Plus, he already knew: long, lithe legs, luscious curves. And then those freckles.


“No, not primarily. I work in a private health clinic. On Valhallavägen.”


Private? That was unexpected. Private health care was still rare in Sweden, still somewhat of a delicate issue in a country that prided itself on equal health care for all.


She leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs. She was wearing flat, canvas shoes, and he wondered if she was one of those women who always wore flats so as not to be too tall. If so, it was a shame. She would be shit hot in high heels.


“I have a special arrangement there,” she said, and Alexander dragged himself out of his fantasies. “So I can leave at short notice.”


“Leave?”


“I also work for MSF—Médecins Sans Frontières, or Doctors Without Borders.”


Three jobs. He barely had one. “But it’s Medpax you’re passionate about?”


She furrowed her smooth brow. “I don’t like that phrase, passionate about. I’m involved in Medpax in my spare time.”


“But how do you manage? With all the work. And being out in the field?”


He had spent the weekend reading about the endless needs out there. She must have seen so much suffering, so many people die. It sounded unbearable.


“I make sure to remember the times things went well for my patients. The sunshine stories. That’s the reward, and that’s how I cope. Also, you have to have reasonable expectations of yourself.”


“And you do?”


She gave him a wry look. One of her feet bobbed. “That depends on who you ask.”


Alexander crossed his legs and smoothed his perfectly tailored suit, which had cost so much it could probably support more refugees than he wanted to think about. “It all seems so hopeless.”


“Helping people?” Her tone was mild, but he caught the steel beneath it.


“It’s so obviously never ending,” he said. “Do you never just feel like you want to give up, go home, and have a drink?”


“Often, yes. But each of us has to do what we can.”


That was almost word for word what Gina had said to him. It sounded equally naïve coming from Isobel’s lips. But it was clear she was serious, that helping people was, perhaps, the most important thing in her life.


Alexander had wondered why Isobel thought so badly of him from the first time they met. It had been last summer. He hadn’t been able to understand her hostility when he was trying to come on to her. But now, it was as though he could suddenly see himself through Isobel’s eyes. She gave up her comfort and her time to help other people. He was a superficial rich man with no interest in anything other than his own pleasure. She was practically genetically predisposed to dislike him.
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