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				Beneath the shimmering surface lies a dark secret . . .

				Diana and Julian Denver have the world at their feet. With a blissful marriage, a darling son and beautiful homes in London and the country, Diana’s life, to the outside world, is perfect. But nothing is as it seems . . .

				When Julian dies suddenly and tragically, Diana is convinced there is more to it than meets the eye. She calls on the one person she had never wanted to see again – her sister, Rachel.

				A former tabloid reporter, Rachel appears to be living the dream as a diving instructor on a Thai island. The truth is she’s in exile, estranged from her family and driven from her career by Fleet Street’s phone-hacking scandal.

				For Rachel, Diana’s request opens old wounds. But she is determined to make amends for the past, and embarks on a treacherous journey to uncover the truth – wherever it may lead . . .
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				Twenty years ago

				‘Who is she?’ screamed her mother from downstairs. For the past twenty minutes, from the moment Rachel Miller had come home from swimming practice and been ordered to her room, she had been unable to hear the precise contents of her parents’ argument. She had closed her bedroom door intentionally, not wanting to pick out the abuse and accusations, but there was no mistaking that her father was now being confronted. ‘And don’t lie to me.’

				Rachel had known this argument was coming. It was almost as if she had been able to feel it in the air, like a brewing storm.

				It hadn’t always been like this. There was a family photo downstairs on the TV cabinet that said otherwise. Mum, Dad, Rachel and her big sister Diana, all crammed together on the sofa downstairs with big toothy smiles, arms wrapped around each other as if they would never be apart. You could almost hear the laughter and the cries of ‘Cheese!’ Or had that all been a lie too?

				Somehow, somewhere down the line, it had all gone sour. The bickering over little things, stupid things. Resentments growing into arguments, rows growing into all-out war. There had been a particularly bad confrontation before Christmas; voices so full of hate and fury that Rachel had gone to her bedroom and prayed for it to stop.

				And in some ways her prayers had been answered. The rows diminished, only to be replaced by a hostile silence, a constant tension in the house that was like the drip-drip of a tap, splashing one drop at a time until the bath finally overflowed.

				Rachel reached over to her bedside table, scrabbling round in the drawer for her new compact disc player, her fingers stabbing at the buttons to switch the thing on and drown out the noise. She crept under her duvet, pulled her knees up to her chest and stuck her nose into her copy of Just Seventeen, which had been returned to her that day after a week of confiscation by Mr Stephenson when she had been caught reading it in double physics.

				‘Rach?’ She jumped at the sensation of the headphone being pulled away from her ear and looked up to see her sister standing by the bed next to her. She hadn’t seen her since school and was relieved to see her.

				Diana had the room next door – a bigger one than her own, with pink and white Laura Ashley wallpaper that was covered with pictures of Matt Dillon and Christian Slater – but they often bunked in each other’s rooms when their parents rowed.

				‘I should have stayed out,’ said Diana quietly, pulling back the duvet and creeping in next to her sister.

				‘Where have you been?’ asked Rachel, happy to be talking about anything else.

				‘Paul’s.’

				Paul? Rachel’s eyes widened – for the moment, everything happening downstairs was forgotten. Paul Jones? Diana had been at his house? Paul Jones was the king of Meersbrook Comprehensive, the resident heartthrob; dark eyes peering out from under a floppy fringe, captain of the football team. He even had a motorbike. Every girl in the school was a little bit in love with him, and Rachel – in secret, in her dreams – was a lot in love with him.

				‘Is he . . . is Paul your boyfriend now?’

				Diana shrugged her slim shoulders. ‘I’m just going with him.’

				Rachel nodded, trying to appear casual, although her mouth was dry and her stomach felt hot. What did ‘going with’ someone mean exactly? She was pretty sure it was kissing. Proper kissing on the mouth with tongues, the thought of which still freaked her out a little bit. But she was going to be thirteen next week and she was curious to know for sure.

				‘Is it easy?’

				Diana smirked, one eyebrow raised.

				‘Is what easy?’

				‘Kissing.’

				Diana laughed. She had a pretty laugh; everything about Diana was pretty, it was so annoying. But Rachel knew Di would never laugh at her, she was never unkind.

				‘I’ve never really thought of kissing as easy or hard,’ she said. ‘But it’s fun.’ She caught sight of Rachel’s furrowed brow. ‘Don’t worry, you’ll get the chance soon enough.’

				She smiled, and Rachel felt a little of her jealousy ease. It wasn’t Diana’s fault that Paul Jones fancied her instead of Rachel, was it? If she was Paul, she would have probably picked Di too.

				There was a loud crash. It sounded like the whole dinner service hitting the floor.

				‘What are they rowing about anyway?’ whispered Diana, moving closer.

				Rachel was always surprised at how small her sister’s voice was. People expected Diana to have a big personality, perhaps because of her beauty and her popularity with the cool crowd, but she was quiet, sensitive, sitting for hours with those stupid romantic books she liked to read.

				‘I don’t know. Dad was already here when I got home.’

				Who is she?

				Rachel was not a stupid girl. She had picked up on the suggestion by her mother. Her father had found somebody else, somebody else to love. But she didn’t want to tell Diana that. Not tonight.

				‘I hate it,’ said Diana. ‘I hate the shouting.’

				‘I know,’ said Rachel quietly, putting her arm around her sister.

				People often mistook Rachel for the older Miller sister. It wasn’t just her height and her big feet, which had finally come in so useful for swimming. Diana looked like a doll compared to her.

				They could hear the noise of a door slamming shut. The two girls glanced at each other; they both knew it had been the sound of the front door.

				‘He’s gone,’ said Rachel. It was out of her mouth before she had time to think about it.

				‘Gone?’ said Diana, a note of panic creeping into her voice. ‘How do you know? What do you mean, gone?’

				Diana scrambled out of the bed and ran to the window. Rachel didn’t need to hear the car engine gunning away to know he had left them. Sometimes she just knew things: knew what people were thinking, what they were going to do. She didn’t like it much, it made her feel like a storybook witch.

				‘Rach, do something!’ screamed Diana, her eyes flooding with tears, her beautiful solemn face as white as a ghost.

				Rachel puffed out a small breath, trying to convince herself that things would start getting better from now on – just the three of them.

				‘We should see if Mum’s okay,’ she said finally.

				She took her sister’s hand, knowing that she had to keep calm, keep strong, because she had a funny feeling that her mum and her sister weren’t going to.

				‘Let’s go and see if we can help sweep up the pieces.’
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				‘So who’s up for climbing Everest?’

				Diana Denver glanced around the table, not sure which of her guests had said it, which friend had thrown down the gauntlet. It could have been any of the men sitting at the neat round of twelve, even a couple of the women. Their friends were like that: accomplished, ambitious, competitive. It wasn’t money, it was the alpha mind-set: bigger, better, higher. Two weeks scaling the Himalayan giant was the equivalent of most people’s rock-climbing at Center Parcs.

				‘Well I’m in,’ said Michael Reynolds, her husband Julian’s close friend. Diana knew Mike was winding them up – he was three stone overweight, not to mention a world-class bullshitter – but she was immediately concerned that it would only encourage Julian. Climbing a mountain was not what he – not what they – needed right now.

				Michael leant forward in his chair. ‘No, I mean it,’ he said, his eyes sparkling. ‘Everyone thinks it’s so hard, but I’ve been reading up on it and it is actually quite doable. Just takes a bit of determination.’

				Julian sipped his Armagnac, letting the amber liquid roll around his tongue before he finally spoke.

				‘I’m not sure,’ he said, to Diana’s great relief. Her husband was an adventurer at heart. He had trekked across deserts, motorbiked across continents, but it was all done, as was everything in his life, with great consideration, planning and thought. ‘I just think it’s too busy these days.’

				‘Too busy?’ laughed Michael, knocking back his own brandy. ‘It’s not the ski lifts at Verbier we’re talking about here, Jules.’

				Michael’s wife Patty swatted him on the arm. ‘Well I think Julian’s right. So many people want to do it, they’re even running corporate trips up to Base Camp these days. It’s like the adventure equivalent of a Birkin – you have to put your name down years in advance and pay through the nose for the privilege.’

				Everyone began to laugh as coffee cups were refilled by Diana’s fleet of caterers. The glorious smell of arabica beans mingled with the scent of honeysuckle and roses. Diana had been unconvinced about moving the party into the garden, but when numbers had necessitated five tables of twelve, outgrowing the available space in their dining room, there was nothing else for it.

				‘Jules doesn’t need to go to the top of the world,’ added Bob Wilson, a fund manager, distinguished by his unconvincing hair weave. ‘You’re already there, aren’t you, Denver. Say, is it true the company’s buying Jura Motors?’

				Julian gave a low, slow smile. As CEO of the Denver Group, one of Europe’s biggest and most valuable conglomerates, he was used to fending off rumour, speculation and shameless mining for information from their investor friends. ‘Don’t believe everything you read, Bob. I think we’ve all learnt that the hard way.’

				He reached over and took Diana’s hand, resting his fingers over hers on the table. She felt all eyes land on her, which made her feel a little uncomfortable.

				‘Speaking of the Himalayas, I think it’s time to go and check out the vodka ice luge my wife has had sculpted. I’ve been promised it’s not in the shape of Michael’s penis,’ added Julian with a wink.

				‘Shame!’ shouted Patty, as the guests stood up and dispersed around the gardens.

				Diana smoothed down the lightweight white wool of her shift dress and gave a small sigh of relief that the dinner had been a success. Pastis, her favourite caterers, had come up trumps again. She had personally selected the menu herself with Dan Donnell, the company’s head chef. There was king crab, liquorice pannacotta in the palest of blue, and she had been particularly proud of the canapés – miso-glazed prawns and scallops – soft, delicate little bites. Certainly she hadn’t seen anything left on anyone’s plate; always a good sign among gourmands like these.

				The garden also looked ravishing. Julian liked to refer to the detached four-storey Notting Hill villa as their ‘London crash pad’ – their main home was now Somerfold, a beautiful three-hundred-acre estate in Oxfordshire – but the garden was still impressive for this part of town, where multi-million-dollar homes usually had to make do with a communal garden square. Tall poplars framed either side, with a sloping lawn to the centre and a kidney-shaped pond full of koi reflecting the fairy lights strung from every bough and bush. In the balmy early summer evening, it was like a Victorian schoolgirl’s vision of a fairy grotto – which was exactly the effect Diana had been hoping for. She had been nervous about entertaining after all this time, but the night, so far, was going down a storm.

				‘Oh, darling,’ said Patty, approaching her on the terrace. ‘It’s gorgeous out here. I don’t know why you don’t spend more time up in town.’

				Diana looked down at her glass. ‘Oh, I much prefer the country nowadays. I feel so hemmed in in the city,’ she said, not entirely honestly.

				Patty gave a gentle smile and touched her arm. ‘Of course,’ she said. ‘I do understand. But we miss you, you know.’

				Patty was being kind – and of course, she did understand; Patty and Michael knew all about Diana and Julian’s ‘problems’, as they were ever-so-politely referred to. But the truth was, Diana had been relieved to move out to the country three years ago. She had never felt entirely at ease in the sort of circles Julian so loved: the bankers, the industrialists, the gilded elite, exactly the sort of people he had invited this evening. Which was why she had insisted that this, their first appearance on the social scene in six months, should stay small and intimate, if you could call sixty friends and colleagues and a five-course dinner small.

				Diana and Patty walked down to a raised seating area overlooking the pond and turned to watch Julian, Mike and a group of the men talking enthusiastically about chartering a chopper and yomping across Nepal.

				‘Don’t they ever get bored of that macho grandstanding?’ sighed Patty. ‘Climbing Everest indeed. None of them can find a space in their diaries for a round of golf, let alone an expedition to Shangri-La.’

				Diana giggled.

				‘More to the point, none of their wives would stand for it,’ added Patty with a sigh. ‘I want flip-flops on my feet on holiday, not crampons.’

				She gave Diana a reassuring tweak. ‘Are you having a good time, darling? I’m so glad you’re, well, out and about again since . . . all the trouble.’

				How we love our euphemisms, thought Diana. In the long months since ‘all the trouble’, she had come to realise how hard people in her world found it to discuss real issues. Stillbirth, miscarriage: it was all too serious, too real for these people. My child died inside me, she thought. Why can’t you say it? But she knew Patty was only trying to be kind. And besides, tonight wasn’t the time to be dwelling on the past. Tonight was a time for laughter and happiness, looking to the future, not the past.

				‘I won’t pretend the last year was one of my all-time favourites,’ she said, ‘but I promise I won’t hide away in the country the whole time.’

				‘I’m glad. Because we miss you,’ said Patty gently.

				Diana was grateful for her words. Even though Patty was at least fifteen years older than she was, she was one of the few wives on the circuit she felt she could talk to. She was a ferociously bright and successful woman – on the board of a Swiss bank – but she didn’t wear it on her sleeve. She and Michael, who headed up an influential hedge fund, were a financial power couple. So much so that they divided their time between a mews in Belgravia, a manor house in the New Forest and an eighteenth-century villa on the shores of Lake Geneva. No one mentioned that Patty was from an ordinary background in the north, because it didn’t matter; she was one of them now. Diana wished she could pull the same trick. Not a day had gone by since she married Julian when she hadn’t felt judged for where she had come from.

				‘You should go back into this professionally,’ said Patty.

				‘Back into what?’ Diana had let her thoughts wander again. It was getting to be a bad habit recently.

				‘Event planning, darling,’ said Patty. ‘Isn’t that where you started?’

				‘Hardly. I was temping at the Denver Group and I got roped into organising the company’s summer party.’

				The temp that got lucky, she thought to herself. That was what the bitchy wives and girlfriends said about her with ill-disguised jealousy. The temp that bagged the boss.

				‘You should start your own business,’ said Patty. ‘Seriously. I’d hire you in a heartbeat. We don’t entertain quite like we used to, but we could certainly use some of the fairy dust you sprinkle on your parties.’

				Diana gave her friend a playful half-smile. ‘Did anyone ever tell you that you are very bossy?’

				Patty’s eyes sparkled. ‘Yes, and I don’t take no for an answer either. Ask Mike.’

				Diana had always envied Patty and Michael their relationship. Uniquely in their circle, it seemed, they appeared to actually like each other’s company. They bickered endlessly, of course, always making jokes at each other’s expense, but there was an unmistakable feeling of warmth and respect between them. They just seemed happy together.

				‘Patty, I can’t think about starting a business right now,’ said Diana. ‘I have a child—’

				‘Charlie is a teenager,’ interrupted Patty. ‘A teenager who is at boarding school.’

				‘Okay, but I want to get pregnant again. You know how difficult it has been for us. I don’t need any stress.’

				‘That’s what everyone said about my sister when she was going through IVF. Give up work, relax, it’s the only way to get pregnant. Instead she gave up IVF, went back to work and, hey presto, she had a daughter at forty-two.’

				‘So you’re saying I should get a life?’ said Diana with a wry smile.

				Patty inclined her head towards a group of three women gossiping by the French windows.

				‘No, I’m saying that you don’t want to turn into one of those women.’

				Diana had been thinking the same thing. Dressed in a uniform of high-end labels, their hair and nails primped and polished, their eyes constantly monitoring their husbands and each other, these women were trapped in an endless cycle of one-upmanship. Yes, they had shoes and bags and Italian marble work surfaces in their architect-modelled Kensington homes, but they lived their lives on a privileged hamster wheel and in a state of constant anxiety. She looked at the hard-faced blonde standing next to Greg Willets. Greg was one of Julian’s oldest friends, a successful investment banker who treated girlfriends like fast food.

				‘I see Greg has a new lady-friend,’ said Patty, pursing her lips. ‘Where do you think he met this one? A massage parlour?’

				‘Patty!’ gasped Diana.

				‘Come on,’ smiled her friend. ‘Greg is an ordinary-looking man with an extraordinary-sized bank balance. A woman that blonde and gym-toned wouldn’t be with him if he was a bin-man, and do you think Greg is looking for a career woman or an intellectual equal?’

				‘She could be a high-flying lawyer for all we know.’

				‘If she is, I’ll eat Greg’s Ferrari,’ snorted Patty.

				Diana held her tongue. For one thing, Patty was probably right; Julian’s single friends tended to date former models and glamorous PRs, not brain surgeons. And for another, she was in no position to criticise those girls, because the truth was, she was one of them.

				She accepted a top-up to her glass of champagne from the waiter. She had been sober all evening, but what the hell. Patty was right: it was time to start enjoying herself.

				‘I envy you and Michael,’ she said suddenly.

				‘You know what the secret is to making us tick?’ Patty said sagely. ‘We’re both busy. We have enough money to stop working tomorrow, but we choose not to because we want to stay interesting.’

				She motioned over to Greg Willets’s blonde. ‘These girls get chosen because they seem to be good wife material: attractive, unchallenging, good enough in bed. They get married, they run the house, they go to the gym, shop. And you know what happens? They get boring. So their husbands, who aren’t totally stupid – not even Greg – they get bored, especially when their wives start losing their looks and their perkiness. So they upgrade. I mean, is that all they have to look forward to?’

				‘I thought you were supposed to be cheering me up,’ frowned Diana.

				‘Oh, I don’t mean you, darling. You and Julian, it’s different.’

				Diana glanced over at her husband, who was laughing at something Michael had just said.

				‘Is it?’

				Patty turned to look at her meaningfully. ‘Yes, it is. He adores you, Diana. Seriously. I know it hasn’t all been plain sailing for you, but Julian loves you. And don’t take this the wrong way, but you’re most certainly not a trophy wife.’

				Diana burst out laughing. ‘That’s supposed to be a compliment, is it?’

				‘Damn straight it is,’ said Patty, holding her gaze. ‘And that’s what I’ve been saying all night: you’re too bright to do nothing. Get out there, set up an events company, get a job. It’d be good for you. And good for your relationship too.’

				Diana nodded, but Patty’s words seemed alien to her. She had never been told she was bright. Beautiful, exquisite, yes. But brainy? It was her sister who was the brain-box. The whip-smart, ruthless one who would be good at business. Too ruthless, she thought, stamping out an unwelcome memory.

				‘Promise me you’ll think about it,’ said Patty.

				‘I’ll think about it.’

				‘Do. Because Julian has his faults, but he’s a good one. Speaking of which, I had better go and rescue my husband from that woman’s tits, because if he keeps staring at her cleavage, I fear he’s going to fall in.’

				It was gone midnight when the party finally broke up. Diana left Julian at the front door, lingering on the step saying good night to the last stragglers, and walked back through the house into the dining room. The caterers had almost finished up, tables dismantled, crockery, linens, glassware and food miraculously cleared away into the van parked on the street.

				She stood at the French windows that overlooked the gardens, and took a moment to admire the scene. The fairy lights were still twinkling like a thousand shining Tinker Bells. In fact, Peter Pan had been the inspiration for tonight’s theme; Diana had happened upon a copy of the book her son Charlie had left behind in his room. He was thirteen now and in his first year at Harrow; children’s stories, however classic, were not the sort of thing a self-conscious teenager would want in his dorm. It was an old copy – fifty or sixty years old, ragged and worn – but it had particular resonance for Diana, as she had bought it from a junk shop during her first year in London, when she had arrived with no money, a twelve-month-old child and nothing more than her looks and a determination to better herself.

				She turned. Julian was standing in the doorway, the first three buttons of his shirt undone, and it made her heart jump.

				He was a handsome man. Not perfect, of course: his dark eyes were perhaps a little too close together, his lips not quite full enough, his nose a little too strong, but beauty was more forgiving in men, wasn’t it?

				‘Hey,’ he said, stepping over to her and putting his arms around her. ‘Why so sad? I thought it went really well tonight.’

				She relaxed into his embrace, leaning her head against his shoulder. She loved his smell, his touch. When she was in his arms, she felt she could do anything.

				‘Why did you marry me?’ she said softly.

				‘What?’ he exclaimed with evident surprise.

				‘Answer the question,’ she said, turning to look into his eyes.

				He took a moment to reply. ‘I chose you because you are kind and beautiful. And I asked you to marry me because I fell head over heels in love with you.’

				‘Good answer.’ She smiled playfully, feeling completely reassured by his answer. ‘So no climbing mountains, okay? Forget busy – it’s dangerous.’

				‘But what about Base Camp?’ asked Julian seriously. ‘It would be amazing, and we could take Charlie with us.’

				‘He’s almost fourteen,’ scoffed Diana. ‘Next summer all he’s going to want to do is go to Ayia Napa with his friends.’

				‘You underestimate our child, Di. I think it would do him good to go on an adventure.’

				Our child. It had taken her a long time to think of Charlie as theirs, but Julian had never treated him as anything but his from day one. She thought of Patty’s words: Julian has his faults, but he’s a good one. He was a good one. Yes, there had certainly been dozens of reasons not to marry Julian Denver. Most of them were tall, leggy and blonde, like half the women she saw around Notting Hill. Diana knew there would always be women who would bat their eyelids and roll their hips, and she knew it would always be tempting for a man like Julian who liked sex, liked women and had the looks and money to attract them. Diana had been brought up to believe that men were unfaithful, and she had gone into their marriage knowing that there was always a risk that someone might get their long claws into her husband – that he might even welcome it. On that score, of course, she had been proven right, but they had got through it, pulled their marriage back to stable ground, because she believed that they loved one another.

				‘I love you,’ she said quietly, voicing her thoughts out loud.

				‘What’s brought this on?’ he said, lifting her chin. ‘I’ve been watching you all night, I thought you were having a good time. You sure you’re okay?’

				‘Yes, yes, I’m fine. And you?’

				She’d known tonight was going to be hard. Julian had been quiet all week, and she’d wondered if he was anxious about the party, as she had been. But at least people had been discreet about their absence from the social circuit.

				He nodded and pulled her closer. As she leant against his warm body, Diana felt a flicker of lust which was sudden and unexpected. The past eighteen months had almost extinguished their sex life, except for the solitary purpose of getting pregnant again. Two miscarriages and the horrible trauma of the stillbirth had not made her feel sexy. It had made her feel like a failure.

				And yet tonight she felt a lick of desire, a flicker of promise.

				Tonight she wanted to make love to him. Not just because she wanted his child, but because she wanted him.

				She tilted her head and kissed him softly on the lips.

				‘So are you coming to bed?’ she murmured.

				‘You go up. I’ve got something to do first.’

				She tried not to let her disappointment show. In her mind’s eye, she had seen him unzipping her dress right here in the doorway, peeling off her lingerie as he backed her into the dining room, finally pushing her back on the table, sweeping aside the imported silver . . .

				‘Sure. But don’t be long, okay?’ she said.

				As he walked into his study, he stopped, turned back.

				‘I love you too,’ he said with feeling. ‘No matter what.’

				The bedroom was warm after the garden, the deep white carpet soft between her toes as she kicked off her shoes and unpinned her hair. Catching a glimpse of herself in the dressing-table mirror, even she could admit how lovely she looked: petite and slim, with long dark hair that fell between her shoulder blades. She unclipped her brand-new Sabbia Rosa half-cup bra, which under any other circumstances would be just too lovely to take off.

				For the first time in . . . well, a long time, Diana could feel the heat of desire spreading through her until even her fingertips were tingling. Peeling off her thong, she slipped into bed, turning off the bedside lamp, loving the feel of the crisp sheets on her skin, sliding her long legs back and forth. She felt so aroused, one hand slipped up to her breast, feeling the nipple rise to the touch.

				Come on, Jules, she thought, imagining his strong arms around her, his lips on hers. Put down that bloody phone, come upstairs. She stretched her arms above her head, feeling warm and more relaxed than she had in ages. The last thing she thought was: maybe I shouldn’t have had that champagne.

				When she woke, the bed next to her was empty. Julian? she thought sleepily, reaching out to touch his side. She opened her eyes, and wondered where he was. Perhaps he had gone to the bathroom to get a glass of water – he often got dehydrated after he’d been drinking – but no: the sheets on his side felt cold and unslept-in.

				Diana closed her eyes, but she was unable to fall back to sleep. Inhaling sharply, she rolled on to her side and squinted at the small digital clock by the bed – part of some expensive but never-used Bose system Julian had installed last Christmas. 04:37.

				Lifting her head towards the en suite, she saw there was no crack of light in the doorway, no sign of anyone in the room. Nor were his clothes over the chair where he usually put them after undressing for bed.

				Where is he? she thought crossly. Surely he wasn’t still working?

				Feeling groggy, she propped herself up on the pillow, her mind running through the possibilities. He could quite easily be on a call. But there were other possibilities, darker thoughts that were also easy to believe. Diana swung her legs out of the bed and reached for her robe. She had gone to sleep thinking how much she loved her husband, but she still had to be realistic. She was the wife of a billionaire, a man who had barely touched his wife sexually in the past six months. Julian was a catch to end all catches; why wouldn’t she suspect he was up to his old tricks? She walked out on to the landing and cocked her head, listening. Nothing.

				Stop it, Diana, she said to herself. Where did she expect him to be? On a Skype call to a secret mistress? In the garden on a booty call with a hooker? They had put all that behind them; they’d had to. How was a marriage to survive if there was no trust? She almost laughed. Eighteen months of marriage counselling after Julian’s ‘indiscretion’ and where had it got her? Standing by her bedroom door, imagining him having some late-night tryst under her nose?

				She padded down the stairs, all her senses alert.

				Compared to Somerfold, their west London home was almost small, but at night it seemed cavernous. She was too practical a woman to believe in ghosts, but there was still something unsettling about walking through an empty house lit only by the dim light from the early grey dawn leaking through the windows. She stopped on the bottom step and held her breath, hoping that she would detect some sound or movement to indicate where her husband might be.

				‘Where the bloody hell are you?’ she whispered, her disquiet turning to irritation. She turned on a downstairs light and walked through the dining room and across to Julian’s study, half expecting to find him jabbering into his phone, scrolling through columns of financial hieroglyphics on his computer screen. It wouldn’t be the first time: it was late morning in the Far East, early afternoon in Australia, and Julian seemed to have business interests in every corner of the globe. But not tonight. The room was dark, with only a half-empty whisky glass sitting on his desk to show he had been there.

				Something about that glass made prickles pop out on Diana’s arms.

				‘Julian?’ she called, moving through the house, switching on lights, opening doors. She was actively worried now. Had he gone out? But why would he, at this time of night? And anyway – how? He had certainly drunk far too much at the party to drive.

				The car, of course. She had to check on the car. She went to the back door and slipped on the first footwear she came to – Julian’s scuffed-up old walking boots, which felt cold and over-large on her bare feet. She fumbled the keys into the lock and stepped out into the garden, the fairy wonderland of the party now cloaked in dark shadows and strange shapes. It was cold, and a light frosting of dew had settled on the lawn. Keep going, she told herself, clumping along the path that led towards the large brick garage at the back of the grounds. If his car’s gone, then you’ll know. But know what, exactly?

				The door to the garage was closed but unlocked. ‘Julian?’ she called as she poked her head inside. She could make out the outline of the two cars that they stored here – her own silver Range Rover runabout and Julian’s dark blue Mercedes, which at least meant he hadn’t driven anywhere.

				Now she was puzzled. Shaking her head, she resolved to call him on his mobile and then go back to bed. She closed the garage door and turned back to face the house. It was then that she noticed a crack of light from one of the lower-ground-floor rooms.

				It was a part of the house she rarely went to. There was a utility room down there, an overspill dressing room, and a small, sparse library – they had moved most of their book collection to Somerfold – where Julian kept his drum kit and collection of vinyl. She hurried inside and took the stairs to the basement. Like the rest of the house it was still and silent, but down here, it made her feel especially anxious.

				She pushed open the library door and stepped inside. The room was in semi-darkness, bathed in low silvery dawn light from a gap in the curtains. As she turned to look for the lamp switch, she gasped in disbelief at the sight in front of her. Julian was kneeling slumped on the floor, a noose attached to a bookshelf tied around his neck.

				She didn’t even hear herself scream.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				2

				‘So how did that feel?’

				Rachel Miller squeezed the water from her dark hair and looked sideways at the handsome Canadian standing beside her on the boat.

				‘Incredible,’ he grinned, unstrapping his air tank and putting it down on the deck with a clank.

				‘You know this is the second best dive site in the world after Cairns,’ said Rachel.

				The man raised his eyebrows. ‘Yeah, I think you told me that when I made my booking.’

				‘I just like to remind people,’ she teased, giving him her most flirtatious smile.

				‘I think I’ll go downstairs to change.’

				‘I hope you haven’t peed in your wetsuit,’ she shouted after him.

				He looked back at her quizzically, and as the split-second chemistry between them evaporated instantly, she cursed her lack of grace.

				Just as well, she smiled to herself, before taking a slug of water from the bottle beside her. It was unprofessional, verboten even, for instructors to fraternise with the clients, although playful banter with good-looking men in wetsuits was definitely one of the perks of the job. She wiped her damp, salty brow with the back of her hand and sat down with a contented sigh. Today’s diving group had been her favourite kind: young and up for fun, plus they were all PADI-certified divers, so she had been able to take them out to the more interesting dive sites that surrounded the Thai island of Ko Tao. Out by Shark Island they had seen batfish, barracuda, spotted rays plus shoals of angel fish and all sorts of coloured coral and sponge. There were certainly worse ways to earn a living.

				‘Hey, Liam.’

				Rachel looked up at the sing-song voice and the accompanying giggles: three of her clients, pretty gap-year students who had switched from damp wetsuits to skimpy bikinis and were loitering on deck watching her business partner Liam hard at work sorting out the swim fins into the right buckets. She could hardly blame them; Liam was tall, blond and muscular from leading daily dives on the reef. Still, it didn’t do to encourage that sort of thing.

				‘Everything all right, girls?’ said Rachel, walking over as Liam disappeared below deck.

				‘I can’t believe you get to work with him every day,’ whispered the most attractive of the trio.

				‘That’s my husband you’re talking about,’ said Rachel evenly.

				‘Seriously?’ gasped the girl. ‘Oh God, I didn’t know, I’m sorry.’

				‘Just kidding,’ laughed Rachel. ‘However, he is my business partner, which means that for an extra fifty bucks I can make him strip down to some really tiny Speedos. What do you think?’

				Just then Liam reappeared, triggering gales of laughter from the girls.

				‘What’s so funny?’ he asked.

				‘Nothing,’ chuckled Rachel. ‘Nothing at all.’

				The boat chugged back to Sairee Beach, Ko Tao’s main landing point and the base for the diving school. As the island came into view, Rachel couldn’t help but smile. Even though she had lived there for almost three years, she was still captivated by its sun-washed beauty. Ko Tao lacked the dramatic karst scenery of Thailand’s Andaman Sea islands, but it was still Paradise, boasting long stretches of white sand, lush forest and crystal-clear waters.

				Sairee Beach wasn’t even the prettiest side of the island. On days off, Rachel would jump on her battered moped and head into the Robinson Crusoe territory of the island’s quieter east coast, where palm trees stooped over the sugar-white sand and the air smelt as if you had fallen into a bottle of frangipani-scented cologne. ‘Not a bad place to have your office,’ she whispered to herself.

				Slowly the smile drifted from her face. She might be in Paradise now, but there was a time when she’d thought she was in hell. In another life, and a million miles from this spot, Rachel had been a journalist, associate editor on London’s Sunday Post and not yet even thirty. She was flying: at the top of her game and feted in all the capital’s smartest watering holes. And then the sky had fallen in. The phone-hacking scandal had swept through Fleet Street like fire through dry wood; Rachel had barely had time to draw breath before she was shown the door. First she had been put on leave, and then summarily dismissed. Just as she had thought it couldn’t get any worse, she had been arrested and her flat searched.

				Thanks to a good lawyer, she had escaped prison, but overnight she had become a pariah, a newspaper Icarus who had flown too near the sun then crashed and burned.

				So she had come to Thailand. No, fled to Thailand was closer to the truth. At first she convinced herself that it was just a much-needed holiday, a time to lie low and regroup. She had always loved the sea and was drawn to Ko Tao by the diving. But then she met Liam, a fellow fanatic who wanted to set up a dive school. And slowly, very slowly, she had felt her life pick up.

				She was snapped out of her thoughts as the boat bumped against the pier and Liam nimbly jumped out and began to tie it off.

				‘Tell all your friends,’ said Rachel as she helped the divers down to the weathered planks. ‘Though July is our busiest time and I’m making no promises I can accommodate them even if they say they’re friends of yours.’

				‘Bye, Liam,’ cooed the girls, waggling their fingers and their behinds as they walked off into the village.

				‘We’re not that busy, are we?’ said Liam out of the corner of his mouth.

				‘I like to keep an illusion of being in demand. Just like you, in fact.’

				‘What do you mean?’

				‘What do I mean?’ laughed Rachel. ‘You didn’t notice those girls coming on to you all day?’

				‘No, I was too busy watching you flirting with the beefy Canadian.’

				‘I don’t flirt with the customers,’ said Rachel with mock-offence.

				‘Rach, you always flirt with the customers.’

				She put a hand on her hip.

				‘If I did – and I’m not saying I do – you have to admit it’s good for business. We’re almost booked up until the end of the season.’

				‘So you’re flirting for my benefit?’ he replied drily.

				‘You know sometimes I think you should have stayed a lawyer.’

				She liked to tease him about his life back in England, as it seemed so removed from the laid-back beach bum he so resembled now. The short scruff of stubble, the sun-bleached dirty blond hair and the dark tan that brought out the bright blue of his eyes all said ‘surf dude’, and yet in Liam’s former life he had worked for a Top Five commercial legal practice – a rising star who had given it all up on the verge of being made a partner. She had never probed too hard about what had made him swap the brogues for the Havaianas, but she had often wondered if there was any more to it. A breakdown, or a relationship gone bad, perhaps? But then maybe he had just hated it. It was so easy for the offspring of successful white-collar parents to become funnelled into ‘respectable’ professions, only finding out too late that the rat race wasn’t for them.

				‘And why should I have stayed a lawyer?’ he said, his voice calm and level. He was an expert at winding her up by never getting wound up himself about anything.

				‘Because confrontation is your middle name.’

				‘Says she.’

				‘Call a truce, Rumpole, and buy me a drink. We need to talk.’

				‘Sounds ominous,’ said Liam, pulling on his shirt. ‘Better make it a double.’

				They went to one of the bars at the quieter end of the beach and Rachel took a wicker table outside with a view of the sea. The evening throng had not yet come out to play, but she still knew plenty of people in the bar and she didn’t want to be overheard.

				Liam returned with a bottle of Kingfisher and a Fanta. Rachel took long, eager sips, grateful for the clinking ice. It was past five o’clock and the sun was beginning to sink, but it still had to be thirty-five degrees at least.

				‘So how many bookings have we got tomorrow?’ she asked.

				‘Party of eight on the learn-to-dive package. Honeymooners and some of their friends, I think.’

				‘Well, that’s another marriage that’s doomed before it starts,’ said Rachel dismissively. ‘Taking your friends on honeymoon. Who does that?’

				Liam looked at her as if he were observing a small, disobedient child.

				‘They got married on the island. If a bunch of mates have come all the way to see you get married in Thailand, you’re not exactly going to shove them on a plane as soon as you’ve said “I do”. Or isn’t that the way you work, Little Miss Sunshine?’

				Rachel shrugged and finished her drink.

				‘I just wonder why some people are daft enough to spend fifty grand shipping all their friends and relations out to Thailand when they could buy a sports car or a loft conversion or something.’

				‘You’re such a romantic,’ he grinned.

				Her eyes challenged him across the candlelight coming from the small hurricane lamp on the table.

				‘Just because I happen to think that weddings are a mug’s game? Marriage is an antiquated institution and if you believe otherwise you are a romantic fool.’

				‘But of course you’ll be happy to take their business. Talking of which . . . you wanted to discuss something.’

				Rachel took a breath. ‘You know that we’re rushed off our feet and it’s not even July? Well, I’ve been thinking.’ She paused, not sure how he would react. ‘I’ve been thinking that we should expand.’

				Liam lifted his beer and took a thoughtful swig.

				‘Well? Say something,’ she said nervously.

				‘I’ve been thinking the same thing.’

				‘Really? Great!’ She leaned forward. ‘Listen, I heard last night that the Sunset Bungalows are up for sale. Now you know as well as I do that they’re in one of the best spots on the whole island, it’s like a stone’s throw from the main drag, and if we can do them up . . .’ She was dimly aware that she was babbling, and as she spoke, she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror behind the bar and almost laughed out loud. The last thing she looked like was a businesswoman. Her dark hair was cut into a choppy bob, her thin vest showed off a tattoo of a dolphin and, frankly, her wide-eyed enthusiasm made her look more like a madwoman than Karren Brady. Even so, Liam looked intrigued.

				‘Jim’s selling up?’ he said, rubbing his chin.

				‘Moving back to New Zealand.’

				‘How do you know all this stuff? I only spoke to him yesterday and he didn’t mention anything to me.’

				Rachel grinned. ‘I keep my ear to the ground.’

				‘Old habits die hard, huh?’

				‘We should buy them,’ she said determinedly.

				‘The bungalows?’ said Liam, frowning. ‘I admit they’re in a good position, but we run a dive school, Rach. What do we want with a load of bungalows?’

				She put her glass down. ‘They’d be part of the dive school, Liam. That’s the beauty of it. We could position ourselves as the premier dive resort on the island, selling dive packages along with accommodation. Just think how amazing it could be: we’d provide cool little boho-chic crash pads, along with food, diving tuition and a PADI certificate thrown in. We’d clean up in this part of the gulf. I think we should set up a free-diving operation too.’

				‘Now there’s a big surprise,’ he teased.

				Rachel supposed she deserved that one: free-diving was her latest obsession. And it was an obsession, it had to be; free-diving wasn’t for the faint-hearted. Diving without oxygen tanks to see how deep you could get, your lungs burning, the pressure hurting your ears, pulling at your limbs. It was dangerous and a little bit crazy, but to Rachel it was like an addiction. She had been taking instruction for the past year – diving in the deepest part of the gulf every time she could – from a mad Frenchman called Serge, and had almost got her teacher’s certificate.

				‘I thought you came to Thailand for a simpler life,’ said Liam.

				‘I did, and I found it, but this seems like too much of a good opportunity. Come on, Liam, don’t say you’re not tempted.’

				‘Tempted in a masochistic sort of way.’

				‘Just think about it . . .’

				He paused for a moment, as if he was weighing up what she had said.

				‘Even if we were prepared to take it on – and I’m not saying we should – how could we afford it? A plot that size, with twenty bungalows and beach access, it’s got to be fifty million baht minimum.’

				Rachel pulled a face. It was the one stumbling block to her plan.

				‘I was kind of hoping you might have some savings,’ she said hopefully. ‘Come on, you were a hotshot lawyer.’

				‘Not that hotshot. And I’m enough of a lawyer to know there are restrictions on foreigners owning property in Thailand, and they’re pretty strict about the legislation.’

				‘Well Jim managed it, and he’s a Kiwi. Come on, I’m sure your huge legal brain can find a loophole.’

				He was laughing gently, shaking his head.

				‘What’s so funny?’ she asked, inordinately cross.

				‘Oh, just that you come all this way to escape from something, but the truth is, we all bring it with us. You can’t get away from it, can’t get away from what we are.’

				‘And what am I exactly?’ she replied quietly, unsure that she wanted to hear his reply.

				‘You’re ambitious, Rach.’ He held up a hand before she could interrupt. ‘And there’s nothing wrong with that. I just thought you wanted to take your foot off the gas.’

				‘I’m not like you,’ she said softly. ‘I didn’t choose to give it all up.’

				She stared out at the dramatic sunset, which was pouring ribbons of peach and purple light across the water.

				‘Well, at the very least we should take on another member of staff.’

				‘I’ll drink to that,’ he said, holding up his beer bottle and clinking it against her glass. ‘We’ve certainly got more work than the two of us can handle at the moment. Do you have anyone in mind?’

				Rachel nodded absently, distracted by her phone buzzing in her pocket. She gestured towards the bar and held up her empty glass to Liam as she lifted the phone to her ear.

				‘Hello,’ she said, but there was only a crackle at the other end. ‘Anyone there?’

				There was a pause, and then a voice. A voice she hadn’t heard in years. It made her heart pound and her lips dry.

				‘Mum?’ she said, trying to sound more casual than she felt. ‘How are you?’

				Another pause.

				‘Can you talk.’

				Not a question, Rachel noticed. A demand, impatient and impersonal. Sylvia Miller was thousands of miles away, but she still had the power to make her daughter feel ten years old.

				‘Of course,’ she said, looking at Liam before standing up and walking out of the bar and down on to the beach.

				‘What’s up?’ she said, knowing how lame it sounded. She just didn’t know what to say. It had been such a long time since she had spoken to her mother.

				‘Julian’s dead.’

				Just like that. No preamble, no build-up: boom. Just like her mother. Unconsciously, Rachel drew her hand to her chest as if she was trying to hold herself together.

				She couldn’t process it. He was dead? How?

				‘What happened?’

				‘He . . . he took his life yesterday.’

				By now Rachel’s head was spinning. This was absurd.

				‘He killed himself? Julian?’ She was shaking her head. ‘Why?’

				‘Why would anyone take their own life?’ said her mother bluntly.

				‘No, I mean what happened? Was he depressed? Was he having problems? What?’

				‘No. He was happy. They were happy, no thanks to you.’ Her mother’s voice was quiet, the undercurrent of bitterness unmistakable. The jibe wounded her – as intended.

				Rachel exhaled deeply. ‘How’s Diana?’

				She realised what a stupid, futile question it was even before the words had left her mouth.

				‘She’ll be fine,’ said her mother. Rachel could imagine her disapproving expression, her meaning clear: she’ll be fine without you.

				‘How can she be fine?’ she pleaded.

				‘Do you really care?’ Sylvia Miller’s tone was emotionless.

				‘Of course I care.’ Her voice was disappearing into a croak.

				She stared out at the sea, which was darkening to navy in the dusk light, and forced herself to stay strong.

				‘How did he die?’ she asked quietly. ‘Who found him?’ For a moment, she was a young journalist, back on the beat, asking difficult questions, doorstepping, intruding into people’s grief, asking the questions that had to be asked to get the story.

				‘Diana found him in the basement of the London house. He’d hanged himself.’

				Rachel shut her eyes, imagining her sister making the discovery, but it was too grim to form a proper picture. ‘When’s the funeral?’ she asked in a more even voice.

				‘We don’t know yet. Julian’s parents are organising it. I expect there will be procedure to follow. Lots of people to get there.’

				‘So is Diana with you?’ she asked, trying another tack.

				‘I’m staying with her at Somerfold. Charlie has come home from school, of course. The family are rallying round. We are all being there for one another.’

				Rachel gripped the phone harder.

				‘I want to come home,’ she said suddenly. ‘I want to be there for her too. Like I always was . . . before.’

				Her words were stuck in her throat. She held her breath, waiting for her mother to speak, willing her to invite her back into the fold, to share their grief, to help in whatever small way she could. The silence told her that wasn’t going to happen.

				‘I’ve got to go,’ said her mother in a brutally cold and efficient manner. ‘I just phoned to let you know. I thought you should know.’

				‘Mum, don’t—’

				But Sylvia had already hung up.

				Rachel stared down at the phone. Her feet seemed to be welded to the sand but her mind was whirling with questions. It didn’t make sense. It was the same feeling of stunned disbelief that she had felt as a teenager when Princess Diana had died. Some people seemed immortal. Some people simply didn’t, couldn’t die. Julian was one of them.

				Julian Denver. Sometimes it was hard to even remember his face. But she could vividly remember what he was like. Brooding, seductive, a little bit frightening.

				She shivered, recalling those final words.

				If we ever see or hear from you again . . .

				Her family still hated her, that much was clear from the brief conversation she had just had with her mother. And Julian’s death would do nothing to help repair that.

				She sank down on the sand, feeling the cold graininess through her shorts, and rested her head softly on her knees. The evening air was a heady cocktail of sea salt, hibiscus, and green curry wafting from the nearby restaurants. But she was oblivious to it all.

				A few moments later she heard scuffed footsteps on the path behind her.

				‘You okay?’ asked a familiar voice.

				Rachel stumbled to her feet. She glanced at Liam, then shook her head. ‘I have to go,’ she said, trying to push past.

				‘Hey,’ he said gently, his large hand on her shoulder. ‘What’s wrong?’

				‘That was my mother,’ she said finally. ‘Julian, my brother-in-law? He committed suicide yesterday.’

				She tried to say it as matter-of-factly as she could, but it came out wrong: breezy, light-hearted, as if she didn’t care. Which is probably what everyone thinks.

				‘Oh Rach, I’m sorry,’ said Liam, giving her arm an awkward squeeze.

				‘I’m fine. Really. Just leave me.’

				A few spots of rain started to fall. Thunderstorms came quickly here, but Liam didn’t move, and reluctantly she met his gaze. She saw the concern in her friend’s eyes and it made her breath stutter.

				‘Come on, Rachel, you know you can talk to me.’

				It was true: Liam was the one person in Thailand who knew everything. He knew about why she had come here, knew why she didn’t want to go back. And he knew that Diana and Julian were not the whole reason she had come to Thailand, but they were the reason it had been so easy to do so.

				The rain spots were getting bigger, harder now. The sky was dark but she could make out black storm clouds overhead. Her T-shirt began to stick to her body as Liam pulled her under one of the palm trees that fringed the beach.

				‘Listen to me,’ he said. ‘You should go home.’

				‘Liam, they hate me. I’m the last person they’re going to want to see at the funeral.’

				‘Maybe, but maybe now is the time to say sorry.’

				Rachel shook her head. ‘He’s dead, Liam. It’s a little bit late for that.’

				‘It’s never too late to pay your respects.’

				‘Well they’re going to think it’s a bit rich coming from me.’

				There was a long pause.

				‘Do you want me to come with you?’

				She looked up into his blue eyes. For a moment they connected absolutely with hers, and the unspoken frisson that had existed between them from the night that they had met, a frisson that mostly lay dormant, showed itself once more.

				She shivered, and told herself it was the cool wind that had blown in suddenly off the sea.

				‘You’d do that?’

				‘I think it’s important you go, but I know it won’t be easy for you. If it were me, I’d want a bit of moral support.’

				‘But we’d have to close the school, and we’re so busy. We can’t do it,’ she said.

				‘Look, if there was ever a time to close the school and go back home, it’s now.’

				‘Why? Out of guilt?’ replied Rachel too harshly. ‘My sister doesn’t want me there, my mother doesn’t want me there, and Julian would not have wanted me there either. The greatest respect I can pay him is not to go. If I do, people will immediately start talking about me and the reason I left. A funeral’s supposed to be a time to remember the good things about people, isn’t it, not to rake over old scandals.’

				‘Rachel, do you want to rebuild your relationship with your sister?’ asked Liam simply.

				She tensed, immediately defensive. Liam knew her too well. He knew what she wanted, more than anything. But she was also convinced of her reasons to stay away from England.

				‘You have to go back,’ he pressed.

				‘The rain is getting heavy,’ she said, looking away from him. ‘I should really be going home.’

			

		

	
		
			
				

				3

				The Peacock Suite had a beautiful view of the lake; that was the reason Diana loved it. That, and the fact that it was the quietest room at Somerfold and in the most distant wing of their Oxfordshire home. It was here she liked to sit, her chair pulled up in front of the enormous windows, alone with her thoughts, gazing at the water. But today the curtains were closed, with just enough light from two small lamps to make out what she was doing. No one could see into the room, but even so, Diana felt better doing this unobserved.

				Taking a deep breath, she tipped the contents of two Selfridges bags on to the bed. It was quite a collection: papers, notebooks, letters, receipts, photographs. She had spent the morning gathering it together from desk drawers, filing cabinets, even jacket pockets around the house, but slowly, unobtrusively. She didn’t want to raise any more eyebrows. After the police had finished with their endless questions, her mother had driven her straight to Somerfold as Diana wasn’t sure she ever wanted to see the house in Notting Hill again. Predictably, both her mother and Mrs Bills, the housekeeper, had been fussing around her, watching her every move. In fact, when Mrs Bills had found her poking around the library that morning, she had dispatched her to bed with herbal tea, as if she were recuperating from a mild case of flu. She meant well, of course, they all did. Presumably they must be secretly wondering about her state of mind, perhaps even imagining that she might try to ‘do something stupid’, as Sylvia Miller so subtly put it. But Diana had no intention of doing anything like that; in fact her mind was unusually clear and focused. That was why she was standing here in the dark, looking at this pile of letters. She had to know; that was what was keeping her going. Julian was dead – it was hard enough to grasp that idea – but he hadn’t been hit by a car or killed in an air crash, some senseless random event. He had taken his own life. There had to be a reason. Had to be. So it followed that somewhere there would be something that gave a clue as to why.

				She picked up a photograph and looked at it. It was an old Polaroid, the white border yellowed and the colours slightly smeared, but it was clear enough: a group of students on a yacht. Julian was instantly recognisable in the middle of the group, with his foppish hair, shy grin and Operation Raleigh T-shirt, and Diana had to look away, her heart jumping. Jules, how could you? How could you do it?

				Feeling overcome, she sat down on the blue silk coverlet. It’s just the lack of sleep, she told herself. Julian had been gone for almost forty-eight hours, and in that time she had not slept for a second. It hadn’t been out of choice – she was desperate to escape from this living hell, to close her eyes and shut it all out – but sleep just wouldn’t come. Lying in the dark, the empty space beside her, she couldn’t let her mind rest, her eyelids wide open, like some medieval torture designed to send her mad. And in those horrible, endless hours, she had gone over everything, examining every event, every word, every look between her and Julian through the past few months, searching for evidence of cracks, strains in their marriage. Things she might have said or done that could have driven him to some secret, hidden despair; things she could have said or done that might have made a difference; things that might have kept him alive. What if, what if, what if . . . The possibilities were endless and the nagging questions utterly futile. The guilt pressed down upon her, the frustration of simply not knowing making her head spin. Her body was weak with exhaustion, her mind stretched taut from chasing in circles. She had heard that people had died from lack of sleep, and lying there staring at the crack in the curtains, she hoped it would happen to her.

				She turned back to the pile and ran her hands over the papers and photographs, half hoping to draw some sort of insight through touch alone. Shaking her head, she realised that she had met a dead end with this collection of stuff. She walked to the window, wanting to feel some light on her face, and pulled the curtain back just enough to see her son Charlie kicking a football across the grass near the lake. For a moment she almost didn’t recognise him – since Christmas he had grown inches and was now a long, loping figure with a shock of tawny hair. How he reminded her of Julian. They weren’t related by blood, of course, but they did say you could grow to resemble the people you were closest to, didn’t they?

				‘Darling? What’s all this?’

				Diana turned, startled by her mother’s voice. Sylvia Miller was a handsome woman in her late fifties, her ash-blond hair cut into a long bob, her body lithe and toned from the Dukan Diet and too much yoga. You would never guess that this woman had once been a working-class divorcee living in a terraced house in Devon. Sylvia looked born to the grandeur of Somerfold – more so, Diana had to admit, than herself.

				‘What are you doing with all these papers?’

				‘Nothing,’ said Diana, quickly crossing to the bed and gathering them together. Her mother stooped and picked up a letter that had fallen on to the floor. Diana was relieved to see that it was a bill; nothing personal, nothing useful. But she could also see that Sylvia had immediately grasped what her daughter was doing.

				‘I really think you should leave this alone,’ she said, handing the bill to Diana.

				‘I’m just spring-cleaning.’

				Her mother raised a sceptical eyebrow. ‘I think you should come downstairs and eat. Mrs Bills has made some chicken soup and a batch of madeleines that look ravishing.’

				‘I’m fine up here, honestly.’

				‘Best if you come. Liz just called. They’re ten minutes away.’

				Diana nodded. It was another reason why she had spent the morning sifting through drawers and cupboards; something to take her mind off the fact that the preliminary inquest into Julian’s death was being held at noon. She had had no desire to be there, and Liz, Julian’s older sister, had assured her that there was no need for her to be and had gone in her place. Diana knew she could not have faced it, but it was just one more item to add to the long checklist of things to feel guilty about.

				‘How did it go?’

				‘Liz said it all went as expected,’ said Sylvia soothingly. ‘It was just a formality today.’

				Sensing her daughter’s disquiet, she walked across and ran her hand up and down Diana’s arm.

				‘Come on now, you’ve got enough on your mind without worrying about things like that.’

				‘I know. You’re right.’

				She sat down on the bed again and looked around the suite.

				‘You know, Julian used to call this the row room,’ she said softly. ‘I used to come and sleep in here sometimes when we’d argued. It was always over little things. A bit like you and Dad.’

				Julian and her father: the two most important men in her life. Now both dead.

				‘Every couple on earth argues, Diana,’ said Sylvia. ‘It’s silly dwelling on things like that.’

				The trouble was, Diana couldn’t do anything else, turning over every row and disagreement: had that been what had made him so unhappy? Had he really been so dissatisfied? She thought of how she and Julian had moved here four years ago, after the scandal. Diana had always associated moving house with moving on. They had decamped from Sheffield to Devon after her parents’ divorce; from Devon to London after her unexpected pregnancy. It was her own version of wiping the slate clean, except with removal vans and storage boxes. They had bought Somerfold hoping to make a fresh start, hoping to rebuild the trust in their marriage. Hoping to start a family. And actually, the row room hadn’t been used very much; they’d both made an effort to get along better, and eventually, day by day, their so-called ‘perfect marriage’ had clicked back on track. Or had it?

				‘I wish we could have a row right now,’ she whispered, feeling the tears well up. ‘I’d give anything to hear his voice. But it’s just one of those things that’s never going to happen again. I’ll never see his face, hear his laugh, feel him next to me in bed . . .’

				Her words started to falter. All the emotions that she’d been holding in were finally spilling over the dam.

				‘Why?’ she said, her voice swallowed up into a sob.

				Sylvia sat down next to her and held her tight as Diana’s tears soaked into the soft crêpe of her mother’s top. Somewhere inside, Diana felt some small relief that she was finally crying. She knew from the death of her father ten years earlier that grief was unique and it never happened the way you thought it should. Back then, she had been unable to stop crying for days, whilst her sister Rachel, who so often wore her heart on her sleeve, had been like stone.

				There was a quiet knock at the door. ‘Mr Denver and Elizabeth have arrived,’ called Mrs Bills from outside.

				Diana grabbed a handful of tissues from the bedside table, blew her nose and wiped the tears away from her face. She glanced at her reflection – not good. Her skin was so pale, no one could miss her reddened eyes. Well, they’ll just have to lump it, she thought wearily, standing and allowing her mother to lead her from the room.

				Ralph and Elizabeth Denver were standing in Somerfold’s wide entrance hall as she descended the staircase. Ralph moved towards her, his limp more prominent than she remembered, the lines on his face deep. Once such a vital man, Julian’s father had been one of the UK’s richest and most dynamic businessmen, until he had been partially paralysed by a stroke two years ago, forcing him to scale back his duties at the Denver Group and allow Julian to take over as CEO. Diana had not seen him for months. Under pressure from his wife Barbara, they now lived between their estate in Barbados and a villa in Provence. ‘You deserve a rest, Ralph,’ Barbara would say. ‘Julian can handle everything.’ Diana wondered if she remembered those words now.

				‘How are you, my dear?’ asked Ralph, looking into Diana’s eyes. It was easy to forget, wrapped up in her own grief and confusion as she was, that Ralph was Julian’s father and had to be suffering deeply. And yet he had managed to attend the inquest . . .

				‘Bearing up,’ she replied. She forced a smile across at Elizabeth, who nodded in acknowledgement.

				‘That’s good to hear.’ Ralph squeezed her arm affectionately. Diana had always liked Julian’s father. He was powerful and, by reputation, ruthless in business – Diana supposed you didn’t get to build up and run the Denver Group without some steel in your soul – but he had always been polite and welcoming to her, which she could not say for everyone. Elizabeth, for one. Julian’s sister had always given the impression that she regarded Diana as an interloper and a gold-digger only interested in the family’s money.

				‘It’s a difficult time for everyone,’ said Elizabeth, her expression still. The Denvers were not exactly old aristocratic money, but in three generations they had transformed themselves from successful soap-makers to a global conglomerate, and Elizabeth was every inch the rich heiress. Tall, elegant, clever, she was just as likely to be found giving her views to the Economist magazine as she was to be seen on the party pages of Tatler. She had grown up within the corridors of power and expected things to go her way; and they usually did. She was also very much an eldest child. She was a year older than Julian, and had almost a decade on Adam, the youngest Denver child, which Diana thought had always given her a quiet, controlling dominance in the family. Even Julian had been reluctant to take her on when she had a bee in her bonnet.

				‘Shall we go through?’ said Sylvia, taking charge, leading them into the drawing room and calling for Mrs Bills to bring through the coffee and madeleines.

				‘So how was it?’ prompted Diana anxiously. ‘The inquest, I mean?’

				‘Busy,’ said Elizabeth.

				‘Busy?’ She looked at her sister-in-law and wondered how she could be so cool and in control.

				‘An awful lot of media interest, unfortunately,’ said Elizabeth, folding her arms across her body. ‘I’m going to have to get the communications team to work a little harder to contain it. It’s very . . . unhelpful.’

				Diana saw Ralph flash a look at his daughter, and Elizabeth shrugged.

				‘Well it’s not helpful. Not good for the family, for the company. At least the police say the death is not suspicious. Which is the main thing.’

				‘Not suspicious?’ said Diana with surprise. ‘What’s not suspicious about the death of a man who was talking about climbing Everest just a few hours before he killed himself? Don’t they think that’s worth considering?’

				‘Diana, please, don’t do this to yourself,’ said Ralph gently. ‘I know it’s hard to understand, we’re all struggling with it, but it won’t do you any good to keep torturing yourself.’

				‘But I can’t stop thinking about it,’ she said, sitting forward. ‘I just can’t understand it. Life was good. Julian was happy. And the business? Business is good, isn’t it?’

				She looked directly at Elizabeth, who was on the senior management team of the Denver Group.

				‘Yes, it is. But no one knows what’s going on in someone’s head. Who can say what was upsetting Jules? There were the pregnancies, for example.’

				Diana noted how careful Elizabeth was to avoid the words ‘miscarriages’ and ‘stillbirth’. No one wanted to be reminded of more death.

				Even so, she knew her sister-in-law had a point. Two miscarriages in eighteen months had been hard enough, but then to follow that with the horror of the stillbirth . . . their shared joy of carrying Arthur to twenty-four weeks only to discover that his heart had stopped beating. Diana had been forced to give birth to him and then bury his tiny body, and it had almost destroyed her. A life snatched away before it had lived. And yet through it all, Julian had been her rock, holding her hand, smoothing her hair, telling her it would be all right. He had seemed strong, so strong. Had that all been an act? Had it hurt him as much as it had hurt her? Would she ever know?

				‘Was there anything else?’ asked Sylvia, looking at Ralph. ‘Did the coroner say anything?’

				‘Apparently the post-mortem examination showed no signs of a third-party involvement,’ said the old man carefully.

				‘Third-party involvement?’

				Anxiety fluttered in Diana’s belly. The police had spent at least an hour interviewing her in Notting Hill. She thought it had been to get the fullest possible picture of the night that Julian had died, but had it actually been done with a different agenda?

				Ralph held up a steadying hand. ‘He said that further enquiries should take six to eight weeks, after which they’ll hold the full inquest. Should be around mid-July.’

				Mrs Bills came in with a tray, which she put down on the antique console table.

				‘So what happens now?’ asked Diana, trying to calm herself.

				‘The coroner’s office will collect information, make a date for the hearing. Some of us will have to go to court, unless the coroner thinks that’s not necessary, although I have spoken to my lawyer and it’s likely that you will have to give evidence,’ added Ralph, glancing at Diana.

				She looked away, feeling sick. The idea of it, of standing up as a witness to recount the events of that night . . . It was bad enough going over and over it in her own head, but to share it in public, to answer questions about their relationship in front of strangers?

				‘I can’t,’ she said quietly.

				Ralph looked solemn. ‘I have to say I agree with you. I don’t know what public inquests achieve other than more heartbreak.’

				‘The point is to get to the bottom of what’s happened,’ said Elizabeth brusquely. ‘Isn’t that more important than some bruised feelings?’

				‘Elizabeth, please. We know what’s happened,’ snapped Ralph, his cheeks reddening slightly.

				Diana frowned. ‘You know? What do you mean?’ she asked, catching a look of complicity between father and daughter.

				‘Julian’s depression,’ said Elizabeth flatly.

				Diana could feel the slow rise of panic. ‘Julian wasn’t depressed,’ she replied.

				Ralph met her gaze. He looked crestfallen, deflated. ‘Perhaps it wasn’t obvious at the time, but yes, Julian had depression,’ he said.

				‘I think I know my husband.’

				Ralph looked across at Sylvia. ‘Could you give me a moment alone with your daughter? Elizabeth, you too.’

				Elizabeth looked reluctant, but finally she and Sylvia left the room. Ralph pushed himself up on his walking stick and came over to sit next to Diana.

				‘Julian suffered from depression,’ he said softly. ‘Before you.’

				Diana didn’t know how to react. It was as if Ralph was talking about someone she didn’t know. She had always felt like an outsider in this family, and even now, even after Julian’s death, she was discovering that she had been locked out of their secrets, this bond they shared. But as she looked into the old man’s pale grey eyes – Julian’s eyes, she realised – a little cloudy from tears, she knew that there was no unkindness in his words.

				‘There was a period during his time at Oxford when Julian found it difficult to cope,’ said Ralph. ‘Our doctor put him on antidepressants – only for a short time, but it alerted us to the fact that he was prone to dark spells.’

				‘But if he was struggling, I would have noticed,’ said Diana. ‘I mean, he hasn’t been like that since he’s been with me.’

				‘That’s true,’ nodded Ralph. ‘I’m no expert on psychiatric illnesses, but I believe the weakness was there.’

				It was unbelievable. She could see why the family would keep quiet about Julian’s so-called ‘weakness’, but why hadn’t Julian himself told her?

				Ralph seemed to read her thoughts. ‘No one knew about it except Julian, myself, my wife and the family doctor. Even Elizabeth and Adam were left short on the details. We never wanted it to come out because we always knew he would be CEO one day and we didn’t want anything to jeopardise that. You know how jumpy shareholders can be.’

				‘But I just don’t believe he was depressed,’ said Diana, feeling utterly bewildered.

				‘Please, Diana,’ said Ralph, touching her hand. ‘Don’t.’

				‘Don’t what? Question my husband’s mental state? Why shouldn’t I? Because you’re telling the truth, or because you don’t want any more publicity?’

				She saw his face harden.

				‘It is the truth. But you’re right, we certainly don’t want this all played out in public. Both for the business and for the sake of Julian’s memory.’

				Diana wanted to object, but she held her tongue. Perhaps Ralph was right after all. Dead was dead. Nothing anyone could do or say would bring Julian back to life. And no, she didn’t want his name dragged through the mud. The rational side of her, her head, was telling her all that, but her heart was saying something else, that something was wrong, that even if he had been depressed, Julian would never have left her and Charlie. Not without saying something, giving her a sign. Something, anything. Her heart just wasn’t satisfied.

				‘I don’t want this inquest any more than you do. But I want to know why he did what he did, and I’ll do anything to find that out.’

				‘Sometimes things happen that we just can’t make any sense out of,’ Ralph replied quietly.

				‘I have to know,’ she whispered.

				Ralph looked at her for a long moment. ‘Don’t be afraid to admit you need someone,’ he said finally. ‘Someone who can help.’

				Diana gave a sad laugh. ‘I don’t think you can get around grief. You can only go through it.’

				‘But there are people to help you do that. Professionals.’

				She had the sense that she was being led down a path she didn’t want to follow.

				‘I just want to take one day at a time.’

				Ralph nodded in comprehension. ‘Elizabeth is sorting out the funeral,’ he said, his voice taking on a more officious note.

				‘Is Adam back from New York?’

				‘He flew back last night. He’ll be helping Elizabeth.’

				Diana felt a moment’s conflict. She knew the Denver family were taking over, and yet deep down she wanted them to.

				‘The coffee will be getting cold,’ Ralph said finally, calling Sylvia and Elizabeth back into the room.
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				During her days as a student and as a journalist, Rachel had been an enthusiastic drinker. Not an alcoholic. Who considered themselves one of those unless you had made the first steps towards AA? No, she just thought of herself as someone who loved everything about alcohol. The taste of it. The sensation of fiery liquid sliding down her throat, the giddy promise of how it would make her feel. Besides, in her profession, a bottle of wine after work went with the job. You had to drink to be one of the gang, plus it was exciting hanging out at celeb events, glugging the free vino and catching all the gossip – and working with a hangover was perversely just part of the fun.

				She had also found alcohol an escape from the various low points of the past fifteen years. The death of her father, her estrangement from her sister, toxic relationships with both boyfriends and colleagues. But when she had become embroiled in the phone-hacking scandal, she knew that either her drinking would escalate to help her cope with the fear of imprisonment, or she would have to stop it in its tracks in a bid to get some part of her life back under control. She had become sober in two weeks through willpower alone, and in the three years since, she hadn’t let a drop of alcohol pass her lips.

				But tonight, at her apartment on a quiet drag in Sairee village, Rachel didn’t care about getting her life under control. Tonight she had bought a six-pack of beer from the minimart across the road and was already halfway through the third bottle. Tonight she wanted to feel carefree, merry, drunk, and to forget her problems for just a couple of hours.

				Although she had lived here for almost three years, her apartment still had the look and feel of a holiday flat. It was small, cheap, with whitewashed walls unadorned with pictures or photographs, a small sofa, a stack of books in the corner and a double bed in an alcove behind a mosquito net. Rent was low in this part of the world and she could have afforded a bigger, more luxurious place, but sometimes, in her darker moments, she wondered if she had chosen to stay here as a sort of penance for what she had done in the past.

				There was a table by the window where her laptop was glowing like a big, unblinking blue eye. It had been Rachel’s day off, but earlier that afternoon she had made the fatal mistake of doing an internet search on her brother-in-law. Typing in ‘Julian Denver death’ had brought up thousands of news stories, each one seeming to salivate over every salacious detail. It shouldn’t have been a surprise; after all, the story had that potent mix of celebrity and suffering that the modern press seemed to thrive on. Not that there was much to read.

				. . . Witnesses say that the 41-year-old CEO of the Denver Group was in good spirits on the night of his death . . . rumours of depression . . . family request privacy at this time . . . funeral will attract celebrities and statesmen . . .

				Underneath all the speculation about the circumstances, there was little in the way of facts, but those facts that there were had been enough to make Rachel reach for the beer. The preliminary inquest had already been and gone, and the funeral was being held today.

				Glancing at her watch – and taking into account the time difference between Thailand and London – she reckoned that it must be happening about now.

				She slumped back on the sofa and took another swig of beer. Why hadn’t she listened to Liam? Why hadn’t she gone? Even if she had just been able to watch the burial from a distance, pay her respects, make her apologies . . .

				She hadn’t even spoken to Diana. At least a dozen times she had picked up the phone to call her sister, but each time something had made her put it back in the cradle. Cowardice, probably. Instead, she had written a letter; she had been a journalist after all, a writer, a woman of words. Surely she could express her feelings of guilt, regret and sympathy much better on the page? Yet that single side of A5 had taken two hours to write – something of a record for someone who could bash out a front-page splash in less than twenty minutes. And she knew that, given the efficiency of the Thai post and Royal Mail, it was almost certain that Diana still wouldn’t have received it. So her sister would have buried her husband without knowing how sad and sorry Rachel was, and how desperate to make it up to her.

				‘She’s going to think I’m a heartless bitch,’ she muttered as her mobile started to ring.

				It was Liam, and she knew immediately why he was calling.

				‘Hey, it’s me. Are you on your way?’

				‘Shit,’ she muttered, grabbing her purse and sprinting for the door. ‘Yeah, I’m almost there,’ she lied.

				‘Rachel, you’ve already missed the first interview.’

				‘Sorry, something came up. Hold the fort for me, be there in two ticks.’

				She ran out of her first-floor apartment, down the stairs and on to the street. She glanced at her moped: too risky. Besides, the bar was only five minutes away from her flat, three if she really legged it.

				Bloody Liam, she thought, as her flip-flops slapped against the cracked concrete of the path. Why did he have to arrange the interviews for today?

				Of course he had arranged them because Rachel had asked him to, because she wanted to expand the business, take on more staff.

				She could feel the beer swirling around her stomach like washing-machine water as she ran the last hundred metres, dodging the holes in the road and the open drains, the stray dogs and the tourists ambling through the warren of alleyways.

				Please God, don’t let me puke on the new instructor, she thought as she finally reached the bar and tried to catch her breath. At least Liam had chosen the venue well. Harry’s Bar was away from the main drag, sandwiched between a laundry and an internet café, discreet, hidden, with just a small blue neon sign and a Tiger Beer advertisement to announce itself. It was unlikely anyone would spot them there; wouldn’t do for the competition to know that they were planning to step up their business. She spotted Liam at a far table, laughing with a blonde. Not just blonde. Attractive and blonde, with a pink-cheeked, girl-next-door beauty that put Rachel immediately on edge.

				Liam spotted her and waved her over.

				‘Sorry I’m late,’ she said as she took a seat next to him.

				‘No problem,’ said Liam, a little tight-lipped. ‘This is Sheryl.’

				Rachel stretched across the table and shook her hand.

				‘We haven’t met, have we?’ she asked.

				Sheryl smiled. Perfect teeth. Rachel suddenly needed another drink and signalled to Jin, the waitress, for a beer. She didn’t look at Liam, knowing that he’d disapprove.

				‘No, I’ve only been in Ko Tao two weeks,’ replied Sheryl. That would explain why she and Rachel hadn’t bumped into each other before on this small, intimate island.

				‘Where were you previously?’

				‘Port Douglas, I’ve got three years’ experience at one of the top diving schools on the reef. I got my master instructor certificate last year,’ she added in her lilting Australian accent.

				Rachel was impressed but didn’t want to show it.

				‘So what were you doing before you got into diving?’

				‘I worked in marketing.’

				Rachel nodded in recognition. When she had first arrived in Thailand, she had thought she would be an oddity out here. After all, she was thirty, making her at least ten years older than the gap-year students who came for the full-moon parties. But she had been surprised to find the place full of people like her: girls who had swapped BlackBerrys for backpacks and were trying to find another way to live.

				‘So how many dives have you logged?’ she asked, not waiting for Liam to chip in. This was what she was good at. Interviewing people. Asking questions. Finding the cracks . . .

				‘Well over a thousand. I’ve been diving since I was ten.’

				‘What about night-diving?’

				The Australian nodded. ‘It’s all in my CV: wrecks, inland waters, even did a few cenotes out in Mexico last year.’

				The waitress arrived with a beer and Rachel put the bottle to her lips. ‘So how would you deal with a particularly difficult customer? I mean, say you’re already out at sea and he starts kicking off?’

				‘I’d be polite, I guess,’ said Sheryl. ‘But if he started to be dangerous, I have a brown belt in aikido, so I guess I’d be able to handle it.’

				Rachel turned to her colleague. ‘What did you put on the advert, Liam? “Wanted: Wonder Woman”?’ Her smile couldn’t disguise the tartness in her comment.

				They chatted for another ten minutes before Rachel wound the interview up. Sheryl clearly wanted to stick around, but Rachel was not in the mood. When the Australian girl had left the bar, she ordered two more beers and settled back in her chair.

				‘What the hell was all that about?’ asked Liam.

				His mood had soured, which took her by surprise. Liam was always so laid-back, nothing seemed to get to him, but right now he looked decidedly irritated with her.

				‘I didn’t like her,’ said Rachel defensively. ‘She was a bit too full of herself, a bit wobbly on the technical questions too.’

				‘As if she really needs to know the distance in sea miles between Ko Tao and Ko Pha Ngan.’

				‘I happen to think that’s an important question. What if the boat got stuck out there with no fuel and we had to swim back?’

				‘Perhaps we could float back on a raft made from your empty beer bottles,’ said Liam crisply. ‘How many have you had anyway?’

				‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ said Rachel, holding her bottle to her chest defensively. ‘This is only my second.’

				‘Second? Rach, you don’t drink.’

				‘And tonight I’m drinking,’ she replied with petulance.

				‘Why?’

				He looked at her with concern, but she glanced away.

				‘Why not. And you’re not my babysitter, or my AA buddy, so please, just leave it.’

				‘Have it your way,’ he said, raising a hand.

				Rachel shook her head. ‘If you’re going to be like this, then I’m going home,’ she said, standing up.

				‘All right.’

				She wanted him to plead with her to stay, but clearly he wasn’t going to. She imagined Super Sheryl waiting outside, ready to slip in as soon as she had gone, and hesitated.
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