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			In memory of Granny Murphy. 

			You were so, so loved.  

		

	
		
			

			‘I dream of moor, and misty hill,

			Where evening closes dark and chill;

			For, lone, among the mountains cold,

			Lie those that I have loved of old.’

			Emily Brontë
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			Prologue

			There were three of them, in the beginning, and we called them the Crowley Girls.

			They were born of this island, as we were; sister-children, brethren, kin. Soil and bone. A common blood running through our veins, for our ancestors had been family, once, if you went back far enough. We tell you this for you must understand the ways of Inisrún before we begin our story – we were all connected here.

			But those girls were not like us.

			Since they were children, we had whispered to one another of their other-worldly beauty. Their golden waves of hair, their eyes so green, their long legs in short skirts or tight jeans. We watched them but they watched each other. They had no need of anyone else.

			Three is a magic number, of course. Three wishes granted. The Wayward Sisters. The Moirai. The Holy Trinity – the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit. Those girls were protected when they were still three. They were blessed, they were charmed. Born under a blood moon, made of stardust, shimmering bright.

			But then the island was swallowed whole by the night and one of the Crowley Girls was taken from us, breaking the spell. Death came to this land and we were never the same after that.

			Which one of the girls, you might ask? Which one of the sisters lost her life on that terrible day?

			Oh, but the best one.

			The best one of all.

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Keelin Kinsella

			‘Everyone on the island knew the Kinsellas. Even before Misty Hill was set up—’

			‘Can you briefly explain to us what Misty Hill is, Keelin?’ the young man interrupted, looking up from the camera monitor in front of him. She wondered what she must look like, her body trapped in that small square of glass. An echo of herself, a reflection on water. A shadow. ‘Sorry,’ he said, screwing his face up in apology. ‘It’s just that some of the viewers in the UK might not be familiar with the place.’

			Henry wouldn’t like that, she thought. The only name that gets mentioned more than Misty Hill in award speeches is God, was his oft-repeated line at parties, the fifth glass of champagne slurring his voice. The women would gaze at him in a way that made Keelin take a step closer to her husband, call him ‘darling’, remind them that Henry Kinsella was not for the taking, not without a fight anyway. He’s mine, Keelin would think fiercely, taking Henry’s hand in hers. This man belongs to me.

			‘Misty Hill was the artists’ retreat centre that the Kinsella family built on the island of Inisrún,’ she said, reaching for the bottle of water that was by her feet. If Evie was here, she would scold her mother for continuing to use single-use plastic. Why aren’t you using that BPA-free container I bought you for Christmas? she would ask, with all the affront a sixteen-year-old girl could muster. Climate change! Marine pollution! The end of the world as we know it, Mum, not that you seem to care. Evie always waited until Henry was in the room before she began the lecture on how her mother was destroying planet earth, and though her eyes never left Keelin’s, it was clear for whom the performance was really intended. Her daughter would pause ever so slightly, giving Henry the opportunity to interject, lavishing praise upon the girl for her sense of civic responsibility. Evie would smile at her mother then, slowly, as if to say, See? I win. Daddy loves me the most.

			But Evie rarely came home to the island now. Too difficult, she said. After everything that had happened with the Crowley Girl.

			‘Keelin?’ the man behind the camera said. Noah, that’s his name. Noah Wilson. These two men had arrived to Inisrún yesterday, and they’d asked if they could interview Keelin first, before anyone else. Your voice is going to be integral to the whole documentary, Noah Wilson had said, and she tried to pretend that was a good thing. ‘Are you all right, mate?’

			‘Yes,’ she said, taking a sip of water. ‘Sorry. The Kinsellas built the artist retreat in the nineties.’ Build it and they will come – that’s the Kinsella way. ‘And the main centre, the place where the residents had dinner and shared their day’s work – that was part of the deal, you see; they had to eat together every night. The Kinsellas wanted to foster a sense of community here, a creative hub where artists could take inspiration from one another – that site was what we would have called Cnoc an Cheo in Irish. There’s mist on the hill, you know.’

			Emily Brontë was his favourite writer in school, Henry’s father always said. ‘I dream of moor, and misty hill,’ he recited aloud every time he took the ferry from Baltimore and the island began to emerge on the horizon, rising from the sea like Atlantis. Jonathan Kinsella claimed he had wanted to create something special here, something that would benefit everyone on Inisrún, islanders and artists alike, but he was a businessman too. He had a bottom line to think about. There were always going to be people who would be upset, those who would find fault with his efforts, he said later, but he had done his best. That was some comfort to him, he said.

			Jonathan Kinsella refused to return to the island after Misty Hill was razed to the ground and the islanders stood and watched it burn. For days, he would think he smelled smoke; he would wake in the dead of night choking on ashes. And then he’d remember what had happened on the island of Inisrún.

			‘Where was I?’ Keelin asked. She often had moments like this, as if her brain had short-circuited, and she lost her train of thought midway through her sentence. It’s just the medication, Henry reassured her when she turned to him, waiting for him to fill in the blanks and guide her home. I’ll take care of you, darling.

			‘You were telling us how everyone on the island knew the Kinsellas,’ Noah said, and the man beside him nodded in agreement. Jake, that was the other young man’s name. Jake, with his closed mouth and his doubting eyes. Keelin had a feeling she would need to be careful around Jake.

			‘They did,’ Keelin said, crossing her legs and instantly regretting it. Did her skirt ride up, showing too much thigh? Henry had suggested she wear the cream bouclé Chanel suit today; he said it would look respectable. It was important they made the right impression, he reminded her. They wouldn’t get a second chance at this. ‘Obviously.’

			‘Why “obviously”? Because it’s such a small island?’

			‘Well, yes. But also . . . Look, you have to understand what life was like on Inisrún in the eighties,’ she said. ‘There was no money here. I mean, you could argue that no one on the mainland had money then either, but things were even worse on the islands. We were a problem, most of the time, as much as the politicians liked to rhapsodise about how “precious” the islands were, how we were the “last bastions of Irish culture”.’ She snorted. ‘Being a bastion of culture wasn’t going to feed us, was it? We had to depend on ourselves. The people here tried to lean into the tourism angle and the Irish colleges had only just started up—’

			‘Sorry, Keelin,’ Noah said, his hand in the air to slow her down. ‘And the Irish colleges were . . . ?’

			‘Schools set up in the Gaeltachts, areas where Irish was still the native tongue,’ she said, trying not to sound impatient. She needed these men to like her, Henry had warned her. ‘Parents would send their children here during the summer holidays so they could immerse themselves in the language. The college on Inisrún had only started in ’86, my mother was a Bean an Tí, one of the first, and—’ Noah winced, sorry, sorry, and Keelin backtracked quickly. ‘Bean an Tí means woman of the house,’ she said. ‘We would have students stay and Mam would cook for them and make sure they spoke in Irish all the time.’

			Her mother had been strict with the lodgers, she remembered. There were tears from the teenagers who had been caught speaking in English, threats to send them home to their parents or, worse, have their ketchup privileges revoked at dinner time, nothing to temper the plates of lamb chops and floury potatoes thrown in front of them. That’ll soften their cough, Mam would say. Keelin didn’t like it when her mother yelled, particularly not when it was at the girls from Dublin. Those girls were wild: singing Madonna songs as they danced around the spare bedroom, fixing their tight miniskirts before they left for the céilí, chattering loudly about which one of the local boys they would shift behind the old dance hall that night. Keelin felt self-conscious for the entire summer the Irish-college students were in the house, especially when her mother chatted to her in Irish about the errands she needed Keelin to do, the shifts Keelin had to cover in An Siopa Beag that week, the freshly baked soda bread she wanted Keelin to drop over to Mrs Ní Ghríofa, who was still recovering from the flu; there was talk of bringing the doctor in from the mainland the old lady was so bad. The Dublin girls would stare at them open-mouthed when they spoke, as if they were time travellers from a different era, half stifling giggles whenever Keelin called her mother ‘Mammy’. Mum, she practised in the bathroom mirror afterwards, enunciating the word carefully. Mum.

			‘When did the Kinsellas arrive on Inisrún?’ Jake asked, and when their eyes met, Keelin had the strangest sensation of recognition. He knew, she felt. Somehow, this young man knew what had happened to her. What she had done.

			‘Henry would be the best person to ask about that,’ she tried.

			‘We want to hear it from you, Keelin.’

			‘It was a year or so before I was born,’ she said, beads of sweat forming beneath her breasts, dripping slowly onto her stomach. ‘1970, 1971 maybe. They didn’t actually stay here, mind, it was just day trips at first. Henry’s mother was born on Rún, you see. She still had second cousins on the island, and both she and Jonathan, that’s Henry’s father, became very involved in life here. It used to be the priest who would lobby on our behalf, writing letters to the newspaper about how poor the living conditions were, complaining we were being ignored by the government. But before we knew it, Jonathan had somehow become that person for Inisrún, our ambassador, I suppose you could call it. He and Olivia were even here the day electricity was brought to the island.’ An early beacon of hope, they had thought. Let there be light. ‘They bought the old house soon afterwards. Spent a small fortune doing it up was the story around the place.’

			‘And what did the islanders think of them?’ Noah asked, still staring at the camera monitor.

			‘Oh,’ Keelin said, hoping she sounded suitably vague. Henry could be sensitive about his status as a blow-in; he liked to see himself as half-native at this point, fond of pointing out his mother’s birthright to anyone who asked how he ended up here. She didn’t want to say anything stupid and hurt his feelings. ‘They were different to us, I suppose. Impossibly glamorous, particularly the Kinsella brothers. All of the girls were in love with Henry, and his brother, Charlie, too.’

			The islanders would know well in advance when the Kinsellas were on their way. In the early days, Mrs Breathnach, the caretaker’s wife, would have received a letter, which then became a phone call, asking her to have the house ready for their arrival. All the bedrooms have their own toilets! she would tell Keelin’s mother as she picked up milk and butter from the siopa. You’ve never seen the like, Cáit, you’d swear you were in America. The delivery boys picked up the extra messages from the ferry, things that couldn’t be bought in Keelin’s mother’s shop, cardboard boxes with names like Fortnum & Mason and Marks & Spencer stamped across the top. Then, finally, that day in mid-July would be upon them, everyone watching out of the corners of their eyes as the four Kinsellas disembarked from their specially chartered ferry. Jonathan holding Olivia’s hand as she stepped onto the pier, a silk Pucci headscarf covering her ash-blonde hair. The boys followed, Charlie and Henry in Ray-Ban sunglasses, looking like film stars with their thick, auburn hair and blindingly white teeth. Every girl on Inisrún took a collective inhale at the sight of them, but the brothers didn’t seem to notice, barely looking up from their Walkmans as they made their way through the village.

			‘Were you in love with the Kinsella brothers?’ Jake asked her, tilting his head to the side.

			‘No,’ Keelin said, and she was glad it was true. Somehow, she felt that Jake would be able to tell if she was lying. ‘I thought they were both gorgeous, like, everyone did, but I had a boyfriend, sure. Seán and I—’ She stopped.

			‘Seán?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘Seán Crowley?’

			‘Yes,’ she said again.

			‘Nessa Crowley’s uncle?’

			Keelin shifted in her chair. She didn’t want to talk about Nessa, she didn’t want to even think about her ever again. But all anyone wanted to talk about was the Crowley Girl and what had happened to her that night in the dark.

			‘Keelin?’ one of them asked, and she didn’t bother checking to see whether it was Noah or Jake, their Australian accents blending into one. She looked straight down the lens of the camera, allowing herself a rare moment of defiance.

			‘Are we done here?’ she asked.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Keelin wasn’t sure how she was supposed to react when Henry told her that he had agreed to participate in the docu­mentary. ‘It’ll be on Channel Three in the UK,’ he said, cracking his knuckles one by one. He always did that when he was excited, the snap-snap noise making Keelin grit her teeth. ‘It’s a huge opportunity for us, darling.’

			‘An opportunity for us to do what, exactly?’ she asked.

			Could Henry truly believe that by agreeing to this – this documentary meant questions, it meant people in their home, riffling through their belongings in search of clues – that Misty Hill could somehow be resurrected to its former glory? The mere thought of more interviews gave Keelin an unpleasant swoop in her chest. What on earth was her husband doing?

			‘It’s the ten-year anniversary next March,’ Henry said as if she might have forgotten about it, the date simply slipping her mind. ‘And with the success of all these true-crime podcasts and what not – people are rather keen on them, aren’t they? – there’s an appetite for this kind of story, it seems.’

			It was two Australian men who would be here filming, he explained. One of the men had family in west Cork; he’d heard the story about Misty Hill from his Irish cousins. Henry showed Keelin the email they’d sent, waiting for her to find her reading glasses so she could see the phone screen clearly.

			 

			We don’t have an agenda, Mr Kinsella, and we don’t have any theories about what happened that night either. We just want to give you and your wife a chance to tell your side of the story.

			 

			It was blatantly untrue; everyone had theories about the Crowley Girl and who, exactly, was responsible for her death. Keelin very much doubted that these men would be any different. She handed Henry back his phone in silence. ‘Marvellous,’ he said. ‘I’m glad we’re in agreement, darling.’

			Later that evening, she picked up her husband’s iPad and crept into her dressing room. It was at least three times the size of her childhood bedroom: a cream carpet in deep pile, delicate wallpaper in swirls of vanilla and pearl. Two of the walls had silver racks lined with heavy wooden hangers, another had glass shelves for shoes and accessories, everything perfectly lined up in its correct place. Sitting at the marble-top vanity table, she googled the two documentary makers. She left the door slightly ajar so she would have time to hide the device if she heard Henry approaching, but all she could make out was the sound of his feet slapping against the belt of the treadmill in the gym downstairs. Noah Wilson, film-maker, Australia, she typed, finding an article in the Sydney Morning Herald the man had written about the role of St Patrick’s Day in Coogee, the suburb he’d grown up in. His pale, freckled skin and blue eyes betrayed his Irish heritage; even without the article she would have guessed he was the one whose mother hailed from west Cork. The Herald piece linked to his Twitter account, which was mostly retweets of praise their previous documentary, Closed Doors, had received, but his Instagram account was a more enlightening illustration of his life in Sydney. She scrolled through photos of Noah surfing, his hair tied in a high man-bun, poached eggs and avocado for brunch at beachside cafes, hikes taken up the Blue Mountains, but rather than the blonde girl Keelin had pictured by his side, Noah was holding hands with an attractive black man, smiling shyly at the camera.

			Jake, that’s what Henry had said the other film-maker was called. He’s Chinese or something, he added, waving away the unfamiliar surname. I can’t remember exactly.

			Jake Nguyen wasn’t Chinese, as it turned out, but of Vietnamese descent, as he explained to a chat-show host when he and Noah were on morning television to promote Closed Doors. Keelin had found the clip on YouTube, and she was struck by how handsome Jake was, his dark eyes deep set in perfect, smooth skin, a small cleft in his stubbled chin. He and Noah were the same age, she’d read, both in their late twenties, but Jake seemed the older of the pair. Noah nodded at every question eagerly, tapping his fingers off his knees; he was one second away from turning to the camera and waving to his friends watching at home. Jake, however, gave increasingly short answers; his mother was born in Hanoi, he said, but she’d moved to Sydney in her twenties to work as a nanny for a family there. ‘Your reasons for wanting to make this particular documentary are understandable, Jake.’ The host smoothed back an errant strand of hair as she looked at him with sympathy. ‘Jake’s mother was married to the infamous Lucas Taylor,’ she said, her voice hushed, ‘the man who slaughtered his wife and his daughters while they were sleeping before taking his own life in a tragic murder–suicide. It’s a story that shocked all of Australia, and one I’m sure many of our viewers will remember.’ A photo of a petite Asian woman flashed on screen, flanked by two grinning pre-teen girls, miniature versions of Jake in Day-Glo T-shirts and shorts. ‘Lucas Taylor,’ the presenter continued, ‘was said to be suffering from undiagnosed depression at the time of the incident. Coupled with the loss of his job at a local factory, he snapped under the tremendous pressure. Such a terrible story – that poor, poor woman.’ The camera on Jake’s face then, his jaw tight. ‘That woman was my mother,’ he said. ‘And her name was My Nguyen.’

			‘What do you think?’

			Keelin froze, jabbing at the off button. ‘I didn’t hear you come in, Henry.’

			He reached down to take the iPad from her. ‘They’re good, aren’t they?’ he said, squinting at the screen, holding it out at arm’s length so he could see.

			‘They’re on the bed stand,’ she said, but her husband ignored her. He hated his reading glasses and refused to wear them in public, as if no one would notice he was almost fifty as long as he pretended his eyesight was still perfect. You’re getting older, Henry, she wanted to say. We both are.

			‘You really should watch Closed Doors, darling,’ he said. ‘It’s beautifully shot, and a rather damning indictment of the manner in which society deals with domestic violence. It’s had a huge impact in Australia, or so I’m told.’ He shook his head. ‘The things these women have to endure, Keelin. It would break your heart.’

			‘Hmm.’ Keelin resisted the urge to remind her husband that she had seen plenty of things that had broken her heart all the years she’d worked in the women’s shelter in Cork city. She reached for the bottle of cleanser on her desk, pumping some into her palms and massaging it into her skin. ‘I thought you were in the gym,’ she said, wiping the mascara off with a cotton pad. She usually preferred to remove her make-up in private, staring at the mirror while Keelin Kinsella disappeared and her old face returned to her. She was still Keelin Ní Mhordha then, she would think, underneath all the artifice. Still the island girl, born and bred. ‘I heard the treadmill.’

			‘Couldn’t have been me,’ he said, gesturing at his shirt and pressed chinos. ‘Not exactly dressed for working out, am I?’

			‘But I heard th—’ She stopped. There was no point in having this conversation, she knew. ‘Have you talked to Alex about the documentary?’ she asked, changing the subject.

			‘I thought you should probably do it. He’ll take it better coming from you.’

			‘Henry,’ she said, struggling to keep her voice level, ‘he’s not going to be happy about this, especially if they’re staying in his cottage. You know how particular Alex gets about his things. I don’t know if—’

			‘He’ll understand how important this doc is, for all of us. Alex is smart.’

			‘Alex is fragile.’

			‘And that’s my fault, I suppose,’ he said. ‘Really, why must the parents be blamed for everything these days? It hardly seems fair.’

			He’s not your son, she thought, dropping her head in case he would see the flash of anger spiking through her. He was never your son.

			‘Keelin.’ Henry crouched down, resting his hands on her knees for balance. ‘I know you’re not happy about this. I’m not exactly thrilled either.’ She could feel a smile twisting on her mouth, and she pressed her lips together to suppress it. She loved her husband, but she wasn’t blind to his faults, not least of which was his insatiable need to be the centre of attention. Henry had been born searching for a stage, a spotlight in which to shine. He was withering away on this island without it. ‘But these men are coming to Inisrún whether we like it or not,’ he continued. ‘This film is going to happen, even if we don’t take part. But I think we should, all three of us.’ He took her hands in his. ‘It will look bad if we refuse to cooperate with them. It’ll look suspicious. We can’t afford for anything to look suspicious, can we?’

			‘No,’ she replied, for what else could she say? ‘You’re right, Henry. Email the Australians back and say we’ll do it.’

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			‘This is, like, batshit insane. You know that, right?’ Evie said, staring at her mother from the screen of her iPhone. Keelin had thought someone had died when she’d answered her daughter’s FaceTime, such was the extent of Evie’s weeping. ‘What is it, darling?’ Keelin asked in alarm, unable to get a coherent answer for the first five minutes of their conversation. ‘You, you . . . Dad . . . I can’t . . .’ the girl sobbed. Her eyes were swollen, mascara smearing down her cheeks. ‘This, this documentary,’ she finally managed to spit out, and Keelin was almost relieved that it wasn’t anything worse.

			‘Why are you doing this to me, Mum?’ Evie said. ‘Isn’t it bad enough that I was forced to go to school in, like, Scotland of all places, to get away from this shit? Can’t I just live?’

			‘I know, pet,’ Keelin said soothingly, although, as she recalled, no one had forced Evie to go to boarding school. She wasn’t entirely sure it was possible to force Evie to do anything she didn’t want to do; Keelin certainly hadn’t been able to do so in the last sixteen years. She had initially objected to the idea of boarding school, reminding Henry of how much Alex had hated it, and then, in desperation, she’d cited the girl’s age – her daughter was only eleven at the time, practically a baby. But Evie persisted. She’d been miserable at the island school since Nessa Crowley’s death, treated like a pariah by her classmates for something she had played no part in. Boarding school would be a fresh start, she told her mother, a chance to be Evie again, rather than just the daughter of the infamous Henry Kinsella. She showed her father the glossy brochures over breakfast, talking about the ‘opportunities’ such a place would afford her, promising that she’d spend the weekends with her Grandma and Grandpa Kinsella, whose Scottish estate was only forty miles north of the school grounds. Finally, Evie reminded him that her first cousin had gone to the same school, and Henry, never able to bear the thought that his brother might have something that he himself did not, transferred the considerable deposit the same night.

			‘And, and . . . it’s so cold here,’ her daughter said.

			‘But it’s May. I thought it would be getting warmer at this time of year,’ Keelin said, prompting another bout of sobbing for some inexplicable reason. ‘Shh, love, it’s okay,’ she murmured, waiting for her daughter to calm down.

			‘I just don’t get it,’ Evie said eventually, sniffling loudly. ‘It’s bad enough that everyone at home is, like, obsessed with the case, but if you do this thing on Channel Three, and Daddy said it might even get picked up by, oh my God, Netflix –’ she paused, her voice trembling – ‘then my friends here will find about it too. Are you trying to ruin my life?’

			‘Don’t your friends have Google?’ Keelin asked. ‘I presumed they all knew about it anyway.’

			‘I go by Evie Moore at school – I told you that when I first enrolled. God. You never listen to me, do you, Mum?’

			It was odd – Keelin could recall with perfect clarity everything that had happened before the night Nessa Crowley was murdered: her childhood, running wild across the island with her best friends, Seán and Johanna; those painful years with her first husband, whom she’d married because she was pregnant and it had still seemed vaguely shameful in Ireland to have a baby out of wedlock in 1991. Alex’s birth was seared into her memory, how she had counted his fingers and toes, each tiny nail a miracle; the death of her father, then her mother soon after; the day she married Henry, and his face when he held a newborn Evie in his arms and he looked as if he had found home, for the first time. But since the night Nessa died, Keelin’s ability to retain the minutiae of day-to-day life had weakened, her fingers prised off her memories, one by one. She felt like she was trying to piece together fragments of half-fading dreams, people wearing the wrong faces and answering to the wrong names, static buzzing around the edges of their words, none of it quite making any sense.

			‘I do remember,’ Keelin lied. ‘I think it’s lovely you’re using my maiden name. I—’

			‘Get a grip, Mum. It’s not for any, like, sentimental reasons.’ Her daughter said the word with disdain, as if gravely offended Keelin would dare to assume any such thing about their relationship. ‘And I’m not even using Ní Mhordha – no one would be able to pronounce that anyway. It’s just so I don’t have to deal with this crap.’ She tilted her jaw at the screen. ‘Well, you can forget about me coming home for the summer holidays. I’ll stay with Grandma and Grandpa instead. I can’t believe you’re doing this; it’s so selfish of you.’

			‘Me? Why are you blaming me?’

			‘Don’t yell at me, Mum.’

			‘I’m not yelling at you. I think you’ll find that I’m speaking in a very calm voice, actually. And I was under the impression your father spoke to you about this matter already.’ (Did you tell Evie? she’d asked Henry that morning. Of course, her husband replied, buttering a slice of toast. She took the news rather well, I thought.)

			‘He did,’ Evie said, her chin quivering. ‘He phoned yesterday.’

			‘So why are you—’

			‘This isn’t my fault,’ she wailed, the way she always did when she felt backed into a corner. I’ve told you a million times, take your shoes off at the door before coming into the house, Keelin would say in exasperation when her daughter was a child and dragging sand through the kitchen after a day on the beach. Evie would glance around shiftily, looking for someone else to blame it on, shrugging off any responsibility as easily as a snake shedding its skin. Henry found it funny, their daughter’s inability to admit she was wrong. The girl has the makings of a great politician, he would say. But it bothered Keelin. There was something sneaky about Evie’s behaviour that left a bad taste in her mouth.

			‘I was also under the impression that you told your father it was fine to go ahead with this documentary,’ she said.

			‘I didn’t want to upset Daddy – he seemed so excited about it.’

			‘Right,’ Keelin said, quashing the temptation to ask Evie why she was never worried about upsetting her. ‘Well, I’m afraid this is your dad’s decision, so any concerns you have about it “ruining your life” will have to be taken up with him. OK?’ The girl didn’t reply. ‘OK, Evie?’ Keelin said again, waiting until her daughter met her eyes.

			‘Fine. I’ll talk to Daddy.’

			‘Great,’ Keelin said, even though they both knew Evie wouldn’t say anything. She could never bear to disappoint Henry or risk jeopardising her role as his little princess. ‘I’m glad that’s settled then.’

			The girl blew her nose into a clean tissue. She was so like Henry, with those hazel eyes that turned green when she’d been crying, the same auburn hair, though she wore hers in a messy topknot. Evie was attractive in a way that wasn’t particularly fashionable at her age. She had been almost six feet tall by the time she was thirteen, her pale skin burned in the sun rather than tanned, and Henry had banned her from getting blonde highlights. Not a hope, Evie Diva, he’d told his daughter when she phoned home, crying because a boy from a nearby school had called her ‘ginger pubes’ at a local disco, her friends snickering in agreement rather than defending her. Keelin was secretly relieved that it had been from her father Evie had inherited her red hair – this humiliation would have been all Keelin’s fault, otherwise, and she’d never hear the end of it – but she felt sorry for the girl too. It gets better, she wanted to say, but she couldn’t lie to her daughter. Keelin had told enough lies.

			‘Are you all right, my love?’ she asked gently, straining to see the screen as the sun emerged from behind a patch of cloud, filling her bedroom with brilliant light. She turned her back on the window to shield her phone from the glare, and waited for her daughter to respond.

			‘It’s just hard, you know?’ Evie said. She looked heartbreakingly young then, the veneer of adulthood she was so determined to wear dissolving, revealing the child hidden underneath. No one will play with me, Mummy, she’d told Keelin in the months after Nessa Crowley’s death. The invitations to birthday parties dwindled, there were no more play dates with her best friend, Alannah. Evie had always been the queen bee in the small island school, playing one classmate off against the other to ensure they were all vying for her affection, and the girl was left floundering by her sudden demotion in status. She started to complain of stomach aches, refusing to go to school because she was ‘sick’. Keelin ought to have been firmer with her, she should have insisted Evie go to school anyway, should have arranged a meeting with the teacher to discuss the situation, but she didn’t have the energy in those early days. Fine, she had said, and her daughter would crawl into the bed beside her. They would lie there all day, waiting for Henry to come home.

			‘I’m sorry, Evie.’

			‘S’OK,’ she said, attempting to smile. ‘It’s not your fault.’

			But it is, Keelin thought. This is all my fault.

			‘Anyway –’ Evie brushed her fringe out of her eyes – ‘you look nice. Give me a proper look at the outfit.’ Keelin stood in front of the full-length mirror, flipping the camera around so Evie could see her reflection. ‘Oooh,’ her daughter said. ‘The new Gucci collection! It’s flames.’

			‘Is it?’ Keelin adjusted the navy cardigan with red and green trim. ‘I thought it seemed a bit . . .’ She paused, checking to make sure she could hear Henry pottering about downstairs before continuing. She didn’t want him to hear her call the outfit boring, not after he’d been so helpful last night. He’d found Keelin in her dressing room alone, sitting cross-legged on the floor, watching particles of dust dance in the sunlight streaming through the window. What’s wrong? he’d asked, concerned. She pointed at the racks of clothes, silently praying for her husband to make it better, she couldn’t do this without him. He had picked out the clothes then, talking Keelin through all the possible options, explaining the image she should project. He was so much better at this kind of thing than she was. ‘I don’t know, pet,’ she said. ‘It just seems like an old geansaí your mamó would have worn.’

			‘You’re hopeless, Mum.’ Evie rolled her eyes. ‘This shit is wasted on you.’

			‘Language,’ Keelin said half-heartedly. ‘And you know I’m not into this stuff. I never have been.’

			Her daughter frowned. ‘This can’t be easy for you either,’ she said, as if the idea had only just occurred to her. ‘How are you doing, Mum?’

			‘I’m fine,’ Keelin answered automatically. That’s what she always said when anyone asked how she was – I’m fine! Great! Busy! – not that many people were interested in hearing about how Keelin Kinsella was these days. ‘But I’d better go, Evie. The documentary makers will be here soon – we’re just waiting on the text from Baltimore to say they’re on the ferry.’

			‘Showtime!’ her daughter called out in a booming voice, like a ringmaster at a circus. ‘It’s showtime, children.’ Keelin’s hand jerked involuntarily, almost dropping the phone in fright. ‘Don’t say that, Evie. I can’t—’ she began.

			‘What’s wrong, Mum? You’ve gone totally white.’

			‘Nothing,’ she said. ‘It was nothing. I love you.’

			‘Love ya right back,’ Evie replied, blowing a kiss. 

			The screen turned blank and Keelin saw a woman in its reflection, an outline pencilled in the black glass. Who was that person? That stranger? she thought, before remembering what she looked like these days, the creation she had remade herself into.

			That’s you. That’s you now, Keelin.

		

	
		
			Chapter Four

			Later that afternoon, they both started when Henry’s phone beeped. It was a message from the man at Baltimore pier, the man her husband paid handsomely to keep them informed of imminent arrivals to the island. Forewarned is forearmed, he always said. ‘Two young men with Australian accents have just boarded the ferry to Inisrún,’ Henry read aloud. ‘They’re nearly here,’ he said to Keelin. ‘Are you ready, darling?’ And she nodded, ignoring the dizzying sensation that felt like she was falling, as if in a bad dream, waiting for the bottom of her nightmare to rise to meet her. She would have to be ready, she said. There was no going back now.

			‘You found the place all right then?’ she heard her husband ask as he opened the front door to their guests.

			‘It would have been hard to miss,’ a male voice answered. Keelin stood at the top of the stairs, a hand clutching at the banister, as she watched them walk into her house, these men who had the potential to set her life on fire, and probably wanted to do so, all in the hope of making their reputations. Laughing, throwing well-worn suitcases and backpacks and camera equipment at their feet. They looked younger in real life, their clothes like those of students, low-slung jeans and scruffy trainers, beanie hats pulled low over their foreheads. 

			‘Hello there,’ she said, joining them. ‘Welcome to Inisrún.’ She shook their hands, hoping her palms weren’t sweating. ‘May I take your coats?’

			‘I’ll keep mine, thanks,’ Jake said, stuffing his hands into the pockets of his navy-blue rain jacket. He was taller than she had imagined, his untidy curls tucked behind his ears, and he was in need of a shave.

			‘You’re not cold, surely?’ Henry slapped him on the back. ‘It’s nineteen degrees outside. That’s tropical for Ireland, my friend.’

			‘That’s what I told him,’ Noah said, laughing. ‘But he didn’t believe me. He’s been moaning since we set foot on the tarmac at Cork airport.’

			‘It’s lucky you came now then,’ Keelin said. ‘May is a good month for your first trip to the island. There’s a grand stretch in the evening these days.’ She sounded inane, like a cliché of an Irish woman unable to talk about anything other than the weather, but she couldn’t help herself. ‘It can get very bleak here, in the winter.’

			‘I guess,’ Jake said. ‘Although it’s a pity we weren’t green-lit before March. It would have been useful to be here for Nessa’s anniversary.’

			An uneasy silence spilled between the four of them at the mention of her name, lapping at their toes. Keelin could feel Jake’s eyes on her, interested to see her reaction, and she kept her face very still. She couldn’t become complacent, she told herself; she had to remember why these men were here, why they had come to this house and this island. It was all because of her.

			‘It’s always a difficult time for the island, the anniversary,’ Henry said quietly. ‘We hope your programme will bring some peace to the Crowleys at last. That poor family.’ He let out a deep sigh. ‘But please, come in and make yourselves comfortable.’ He motioned at the young men to follow him into the kitchen. The heart of the home, the architect had pronounced, outlining his desire to create a space that would make the most of the natural light and stunning sea views. The interior designer had selected the island carved from Italian marble in gleaming white, the bespoke fitted cabinets in stainless steel and glass, the overhead lighting fixture that resembled an art installation in misshapen orbs of silver. One of the Australians let out a low whistle as they walked in, muttering, ‘Very nice,’ under his breath. 

			‘What’ll you have?’ Henry asked as he opened the fridge door, peering inside to see what had been delivered from the mainland that morning. ‘We have still and sparkling water, and there’s tea in those canisters by the Aga, isn’t there, darling? It’s rather a scandal in this part of the world if you don’t prefer the traditional breakfast tea, and it has to be ­Barry’s, naturally. I’m sure you’re well aware of the interminable tea war, being a Cork man,’ he said to Noah, who chuckled politely. He was already charmed by Henry, Keelin could tell, a ready smile on his lips whenever her husband made a quip. ‘But there’s a selection of herbal teas as well,’ Henry continued. ‘And we have a Nespresso machine if you’d prefer coffee. Or you might be in the mood for something stronger?’ he raised an eyebrow mischievously.

			Looking at him now, Keelin thought that it could have easily been ten years ago, before their lives had fallen apart. Henry had always enjoyed having people to the house, filling its many rooms with music and laughter, relishing his role as the magnanimous host. He would sit at the top of the dining table, presiding over whatever heated debate was currently raging on among their guests, refugees or taxes or social welfare housing, everyone repeating arguments they’d read in the Guardian or Spectator, depending on their political allegiances, and passing them off as their own. Henry had been dazzling, his opinions incisive, his quick wit defusing any disagreements that threatened to turn nasty. What do you think, Henry? people would ask, giving him the last word on the subject. Keelin had felt lucky then, watching her husband, the candlelight soft on his handsome face. All these people would have to leave once the party was over, go back to their mundane, ordinary lives, but she would get to wake up next to Henry Kinsella and call him her own.

			‘Ooh, white wine would be lovely, if you have it,’ Noah said, sitting on a tall stool and slapping his hands on the marble island, leaving fingerprints behind. Keelin gazed at the smears, wondering how to wipe the countertop clean without appearing rude. ‘I could do with a proper drink after that journey. Two planes, a bus and a boat, all within thirty-five hours. I’m cooked.’

			‘I couldn’t believe how long it took to get to Inisrún from Cork airport,’ Jake said, taking a seat next to Noah. ‘It must feel quite isolated, living here. You’re so far away from everything.’

			‘It’s not for everyone, island life.’ Henry grabbed a bottle of Chardonnay from the Neff wine cooler and poured Noah a glass. He offered some to Jake too, but the young man politely said no. ‘You have to be comfortable with yourself, is the best way of putting it. You’re surrounded by water on every side, and left alone with your own thoughts for a great deal of the time. It can drive some people mad, particularly in the winter months. But we’ve always loved it here, haven’t we, darling?’ he said to Keelin, and she nodded in agreement.

			‘You have a beautiful home, Mrs Kinsella,’ Noah said, gesturing towards the sunroom adjoining the open-plan kitchen, cut from glass, ceiling to floor, so all you could see was a forever expanse of grey sky, the sea breaking its spine against the rocks below.

			‘Keelin, please,’ she said. ‘And thank you, that’s very kind.’ A beautiful home – that was what everyone said the first time they came to Hawthorn House. An Tigh Mór, or the Big House, as it was known on the island. Henry used to find the nickname amusing. It’s like we’re in an Elizabeth Bowen novel, he would say to his friends from school, laughing. They burned those houses down, Keelin had wanted to remind him. They smoked the unwanted strangers out.

			‘How long have you lived here?’ Noah asked, holding on to the edge of the counter and leaning back on his stool in a precarious fashion, as if defying gravity to do its worst. Her son used to do the same thing when he was a small boy, she remembered. In the old house at the other side of the island, the stove lighting and Keelin’s mother beside it, her shoes thrown off, her feet webbed by thick tan tights. The older woman was peeling a mandarin, throwing its skin onto the fire, the sharp scent of citrus rising through the air. Look at me! Alex cried, standing on the upholstered armchair like it was a surfboard and dipping low until it almost touched the ground. Look at me, Mamó! Look what I can do! His grandmother had gasped and stood up in panic, her hands outreached as if to catch him, and the little boy stopped immediately. He steadied himself and climbed down from the chair, rushing to his grandmother’s side. Don’t be scared, Mamó, he said, wrapping his arms around her waist. I’m a big boy now, I can take care of you. 

			‘Darling?’ Henry touched her arm. ‘Noah asked you a question.’

			‘God, sorry, I was away with the fairies there. The house, wasn’t it? We’ve been here for fifteen years, give or take,’ Keelin said. ‘Almost a year after our daughter was born.’ She coughed, trying to think of something else to say. ‘And you’ve family in Cork, don’t you, Noah?’ she tried.

			‘Yeah, my mam’s from Beara originally. She moved to Sydney in the early eighties but me and my two brothers were shipped off to my grandparents during the school holidays. It was like another world, the freedom of it! Out the door every morning and we didn’t get home until after sunset and no one was worried about us.’ He looked around the kitchen again. ‘My nan’s house is pretty different to this one though.’

			‘I bet,’ Jake half laughed, unzipping his jacket and pushing it down around his waist. There was a tattoo circling his forearm, winding underneath his elbow, swirls and dots in black ink. A message, Keelin thought, a code. And then, flash-quick, a picture in her mind’s eye. Another tattoo, on another body. That had been a message too, but one she hadn’t deciphered in time. She swallowed, a familiar clamp-ring of nausea around her neck, squeezing tight. She couldn’t think about that now, not in front of these men. It wasn’t safe.

			‘Those are great,’ he said suddenly, pointing at the wall behind her. ‘We might use them for cutaway shots, if that’s OK with you guys.’ It was hung with various photographs: one of her and a teenage Alex on a water slide in Cyprus, their mouths gaping in giddy laughter; a two-year-old Evie sitting on her brother’s shoulders in the stands at Páirc Uí Chaoimh, wearing a football jersey in the county colours of red and white; a faded photo of Keelin’s mother and father, taken before a céilí in the fifties, her mother’s waist tiny in her swing skirt.

			‘He looks like you.’ Jake stood up and walked over to the wall, tapping the edge of a silver frame. It was a recent photo, Alex with his face half turned from the camera, Keelin beside him, her arm around his shoulders.

			‘Like me?’ she asked, surprised, for no one ever said Alex looked like his mother.

			‘No,’ Jake replied. ‘Like you,’ he said to Henry.

			‘We get that quite a bit,’ her husband said. Alex was tall, around the same height as Henry, with a similar aquiline nose and well-defined jawline. ‘He may not be my biological son –’ he reached across to rub the back of Keelin’s neck – ‘but I love him as if he was my own. Don’t I, darling?’

			‘You do,’ Keelin replied, for it was the truth. He had been amazing with Alex from the very beginning, despite her son’s dogged resistance. Henry was the first boyfriend Keelin had ever brought home and Alex refused to acknowledge him, he wouldn’t even look at the man, but Henry had been patient, giving her son enough space and time to adjust, reassuring the child that he wasn’t trying to replace his father, or steal his mother away. He just wanted to be a part of their lives, in whatever way possible. 

			‘And where is Alex? He still lives on the island, doesn’t he?’ Noah asked.

			‘He does indeed,’ Henry said. ‘It’s a difficult time for young people, isn’t it? Almost impossible to get a mortgage, or so we hear from friends on the mainland. Alex is luckier than most. Ordinarily, he lives in Marigold Cottage where you will be staying—’ He waved away Noah’s apology. ‘Don’t be silly,’ Henry said. ‘He’ll be fine. We converted the attic into a self-contained apartment for Evie a few years ago because my wife says it’s important for young adults to have their independence. She’s the therapist, so I tend to bow to her superior knowledge.’ I’m not a therapist any more. Keelin pretended to smile at her husband. I’m nothing now. ‘Alex will stay in Evie’s studio while you’re filming,’ Henry finished.

			‘But won’t your daughter be coming home for the summer holidays?’ Jake asked. ‘We’d like to include her in the doc, if we could.’

			‘She’s spending the break with my parents in Scotland,’ Henry said, a tiny muscle pulsing in his neck, so faintly that only Keelin would have noticed. ‘And she’s still a minor. We wouldn’t sign any release forms for her participation, whether she wanted to take part or not. And I can assure you, she does not. She’s awfully stubborn.’ He started laughing. ‘I can’t think where she gets it.’

			‘And what about Alex?’ Jake asked. ‘Is he happy to be interviewed?’

			‘I’m not sure,’ Keelin said. ‘He’s not very good with new people, I’m afraid. It’s been difficult. These last ten years, you know. Since . . .’

			No one said anything, and Noah cleared his throat awkwardly. ‘Hold up – is that one of your wedding?’ he said, eyeing a small photograph almost hidden out of sight. Henry and Keelin on the steps of the registry office, their fingers intertwined. He was staring down at her, his mouth soft, but she was turning to say hello to a friend, her curly hair caught in a loose bun, her breasts spilling out of the dress’s sweetheart neckline. ‘I wouldn’t have recognised you, Keelin,’ Noah said.

			She glanced at the photo. She was twenty-nine on her wedding day, and happier than she had ever thought it was possible for her to be. Nothing bad could happen to her now, she’d thought, not with Henry Kinsella by her side.

			‘That was a long time ago,’ she said.

		

	
		
			Chapter Five

			Declan Ó Gríofa, former resident of Inisrún island

			Declan: The papers said the Crowley Girls were almost identical but there were differences between them – you just had to be looking close enough to notice. And we were. (pause) Sinéad was the youngest, and she was shorter than her sisters; her hair was curlier too. She was the shy one, we decided, always hiding behind the others, happy enough to go along with whatever they wanted to do. She was easy, I guess you could say. Róisín was the middle sister, and the one who looked most like Nessa. The same height, the same build, but she had a gap between her front two teeth and she was conscious of it, we suspected; she didn’t smile as much as Nessa did, anyway. Róisín was serious – she always had her nose stuck in a schoolbook. Not that it mattered. Even with all that studying, she still didn’t do as well in her exams as Nessa did. None of us did.

			Jake: Tell us more about Nessa Crowley. What was she like?

			Declan: She was something special. And I’m not just saying that now because she’s dead, like. Even back then, we knew she was different. She was the most beautiful girl on the island, and when you put them together, the Crowley Girls . . . It was like staring straight at an eclipse. They were all any of us could talk about – where we seen them, who they were with, what they were wearing. We seen them in the siopa with their mam, begging her to buy a Viennetta for dessert. There they were at Mass, genuflecting before the altar like butter wouldn’t melt. This one time, Róisín Crowley bent down to pick up her pencil case in class and Mikey Ó Súilleabháin swore he seen her bra, white lace he said it was, with a little pink ribbon in the middle. It’s hard to believe there was a time when that was the biggest news on the island, the colour of Róisín Crowley’s bra, but they had us driven demented, the three of them. (pause) Everything changed after the murder.

			Jake: In what way?

			Declan: In every way. All the doors were locked for months after, which was unheard of on the island; sure, most of us didn’t even know where our house keys were, half the time. Our parents wouldn’t let us out alone at night any more, especially the girls; we weren’t safe, they said. It was mad. Things like this didn’t happen here, not to people like us.

			Jake: Declan, what do you think happened the night of the murder?

			Noah: We’ve heard some, eh, let’s just say, interesting alternative theories.

			Declan: Let me guess. Nessa had an overdose and the Kinsellas tried to cover it up. Nessa was kicked in the head by a mad cow on a rampage. The party guests were all members of the illuminati and Nessa’s death was a sacrifice to appease their pagan gods. Have I missed anything, lads?

			Noah: (laughs) That’s about it, I reckon. Do you think any of them are true?

			Declan: Who knows? In my opinion, there are only two people who have any answers to your questions and their names are Henry and Keelin Kinsella. And I don’t think either of them is going to be telling the truth any time soon.

		

	
		
			Chapter Six

			Keelin was wearing her noise-cancelling headphones, so she didn’t hear him come into the study and yet, somehow, she could sense him there, standing behind her. The knowing was in the stiffening of her spine, that uneasy prickle at the nape of her neck. She could taste him on her tongue.

			Her eyes flicked to the corners of the computer screen, checking to see if she could find his shadow, but there was nothing. Her hand rested on the mouse, and she stopped scrolling through the article she’d been reading, waiting for him to speak first.

			‘She’s young,’ he said. There was a photo of a woman on the screen; it was taken on her wedding day, a slip of ivory silk clinging to her body. ‘She can’t be more than mid-twenties, can she?’

			Nessa never even made it to that age. Nessa would never turn forty-six and feel bone-deep tired all the time, like Keelin did. She wouldn’t crawl into bed at ten p.m., barely able to keep her eyes open any longer, nor would she wake at four in the morning, her bladder fit to burst. Nessa wouldn’t have to stare at her reflection in the mirror, pinching the new folds of skin around her jawline she was certain hadn’t been there yesterday, wondering when, exactly, she had become old. The Crowley Girl would be young forever.

			Her husband leaned over her and pressed the page-down key on the keyboard. An intake of breath as he skimmed the article. ‘My God,’ Henry said. ‘The poor girl. Did you read this part, Keelin? Where her daughter had a tummy bug and was sick all over her bedspread? And when the husband found out, he made –’ he checked the screen again – ‘Sarah Watson eat the vomit.’ He shivered. ‘That’s barbaric.’

			Sarah Watson had married young, the journalist wrote, and the first time her husband hit her was on their honeymoon. By the time their youngest daughter was three, he’d hospitalised Sarah on two occasions, breaking her jaw and dislocating her shoulder by throwing her down a flight of stairs. But Sarah gave as good as she got, her mother-in-law was quoted as saying. That girl could start a fight in an empty room; they were as bad as each other, she said. After a particularly heated argument he choked Sarah until she lost consciousness, and she fled to a shelter, fearing for her life. The husband threatened to go to the police and file kidnapping charges if she didn’t bring the children home and so, despite the staff’s best efforts to persuade her to stay, she went back to him. I can’t lose my kids, Sarah Watson said to the shelter’s coordinator. He has rights in the eyes of the law, I’ll still have to negotiate child-visitation rights with him. I’ve seen what the system does to women like me. It won’t protect me. She was dead within two weeks, the story splashed across the front pages of the newspapers, friends and colleagues expressing shock that the husband could commit such a horrifying act of violence. He hadn’t seemed the type, but you never know what goes on behind closed doors, do you? they said to each other for a few days before promptly forgetting all about it.

			‘I don’t know why you continue to read stuff like this,’ Henry said. ‘It only upsets you. Why do it to yourself?’

			Keelin continued to read ‘stuff like this’ for the same reason she continued to read her psychology books and journals. It was why she was still a member of the Psychological Society of Ireland and subscribed to their magazine, why she scrolled through the events sections on their website on a daily basis, imagining which conferences she would go to, the questions she would ask the speakers, if she was capable of leaving this island. Keelin had trained to become a counsellor specialising in domestic violence because she’d wanted to support women, to show them that a life free of abuse was within their grasp. The work had been difficult, but it had been fulfilling too, in a way that seemed impossible to imagine now. So she read ‘stuff like this’ because she needed to pretend she still had a career, a purpose.

			Henry turned the computer off. ‘Honestly,’ he said, ‘it horrifies me how these men behave, if you can even call them “men”. When I think about how Mark Delaney treated you, darling . . .’ He gripped the back of her chair tightly. ‘It’s revolting.’

			(Where were you? Her ex-husband screaming at her when he arrived home from work. I phoned the house a hundred times today and there was no answer. Where were you, Keelin? Are you fucking someone else, you cunt? Fists punching into her stomach, and she was doubled over in agony, begging him to stop, she would never do that, she would never betray him like that. I didn’t mean it, Mark would always say afterwards, drawing a bath and gently lowering her into the water, tears coming to his eyes when she gasped in pain. I just can’t bear the thought of you cheating on me, not after everything that happened with her. I’m terrified of losing you, that’s all. I’ll get help, he promised, and Keelin had believed him or she’d wanted to believe him. Maybe they were the same thing, in the end.)

			Henry pulled her to standing, taking her place on the chair. He sat Keelin on his lap and she buried her face in his shoulder, breathing in the spicy scent of his cologne as she thought of that other house, that other husband. Henry would never raise a hand to her. She was safe with him.

			‘Look at that,’ he said, checking his Patek Philippe watch, the delicate strokes of silver ticking in a platinum face. When Henry’s brother turned fifty, Jonathan had given his first-born son his vintage Audemars Piguet as a birthday present; it was the sort of thing that should become a family heirloom, he’d said. He gave it to Charlie, of all people! Charlie would be as happy wearing a fucking Swatch! Her husband had seethed when he watched the videos of Jonathan’s speech on Facebook, accompanied by photos of a lavish birthday party they hadn’t been invited to. He spent weeks afterwards searching for the most expensive piece he could source and sent his father the bill. It’s beautiful, Keelin told him when it was delivered to the island, hoping this would settle his prickly mood for a few weeks at least. But that same night she woke up and the bed was empty beside her. Henry? she called out, stealing downstairs and finding her husband in the sunroom. The new watch in his hands, staring at it. When will I be enough for them? he asked her, so quietly. Keelin sat at the foot of the chair, leaning her head against his thigh. You’re enough for me, she said, wishing she could make this better for him. I love you so much. When she jolted awake the next morning, her neck aching, her husband was gone.
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