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  Chapter One


  Adam Trelawney lifted the newly installed telephone from a large plan spread out on the floor of the empty room, and set it on the marble hearth.


  Rolling the plan into its protecting cardboard tube, he straightened with athletic ease and brushed dust from the sleeve of his beautifully cut dark business suit.


  He surveyed the room. Its exquisite proportions were repeated throughout the house.


  Late-afternoon sunlight streamed in through long, elegant windows, the cracked and missing panes now replaced. Even the cobwebs, dust and years of neglect could not detract from the high moulded ceiling and white marble fireplace.


  The decorators had started outside. Interior work would begin tomorrow and once that was finished the hardwood floor, now muddy and dirt-streaked, would again reveal its mellow beauty.


  Absently turning the cardboard tube in his hands, Adam moved to the window. It would take longer to restore the gardens. He had already put word out, hoping to find the men who used to work here. Men who knew the soil and the needs of the plants, shrubs and trees that grew in it, and who would require little supervision. Given the money he was prepared to pay there would be no shortage of willing applicants. He lifted his gaze to the town on the far side of the river.


  Turning abruptly he left the house, locking the front door behind him. His shoes crunched on the weed-choked gravel. As he approached the maroon Daimler it occurred to him that he would have to buy another car, something smaller and more suited to the narrow, winding Cornish roads. He’d keep the Daimler though. It would be useful for trips up to London.


  He got into the car, tossed the plan onto the back seat, and glanced out of the side window at the house. What was he doing here? Why had he bought this place? He had washed his hands of her, put her out of his mind, over and over again. She had walked – no, run – out of his life without a word of explanation. Had it not been for the strange business of his grandfather Nicholas’s will it was unlikely their paths would ever have crossed again.


  His mobile beeped softly. He lifted it to his ear. ‘Trelawney.’ He listened. ‘No, not this afternoon. It will have to be tomorrow.’ He turned his head and his gaze focused on a row of four terraced cottages on the quay almost directly opposite. ‘I have a meeting.’ He listened again. ‘Important? It could be,’ he said quietly and replaced the receiver. His long, powerful fingers lingered for a moment on the cool plastic as he brooded.


  Then his jaw tightened. One corner of his mouth lifted in a grim smile and, with the self-assurance that characterised all his actions, he started the big car. At the top of the curving drive, he turned on to the road that would take him across the bridge and into the town.


  Setting her suitcase down Shelley heaved a happy sigh and allowed her gaze to wander over buttermilk rough-plastered walls, jade-green carpet, and the sofa and armchair she had re-covered in a print of rose, cream and jade. Shelves in alcoves on either side of the fireplace contained her books, a compact stereo unit and rose-shaded lamps. Her tiny portable TV stood on a table in the corner. Hers: and though she had needed the break she was happy to be home.


  She scooped up the letters scattered on the mat and, with barely a glance, laid them on the small, polished table below the narrow staircase. She had all evening to read them. No doubt most of them would be invoices or bills.


  Her first and most important task was to buy some food, then light a fire. She had been gone only a fortnight but March had poked cold, damp fingers into every corner.


  Collecting her shopping basket and purse, Shelley went out once more into the late-afternoon sunlight. Scanning the harbour, she revelled in the familiar and much-loved view.


  A stiff breeze stirred the water into choppy waves tipped with white foam. The workboats were back on their moorings, sails stowed, having returned from dredging for oysters in the estuary. Tangerine and shocking-pink buoys, set out in rows for the summer sailors, bobbed about like discarded party balloons.


  After Easter, slender racing yachts with aluminium masts would begin to appear, like migratory birds. By June the harbour would be crowded with boats of every shape and size, from small sailing dinghies to sleek, fat launches, their chrome and glass superstructures bristling with radar and radio antennae.


  Sapphire-blue where the sun touched it, the restless water looked grey and very cold in the shadows of warehouses and shop-backs.


  Shelley sucked in a lungful of salt-laden air and smiled. From the moment she had arrived three years ago, alone and desperate, the little Cornish town had proved to be the haven she so badly needed. Here, free from the unhappiness that had clouded her existence for so long, she had rebuilt her life.


  The bell above the door tinkled as Shelley entered the little vegetarian takeaway. The aroma of fresh, crusty bread and savoury pies cooking made her mouth water.


  ‘Hi, Janet,’ she called. ‘I’m back.’


  Janet Penrose bustled through the curtain of multicoloured plastic strips that divided shop from kitchen, wiping her hands on a tea towel. The front of her blue and white striped apron was dusty with flour and a lock of her thick fair hair had escaped from the bright cotton scarf knotted at the back of her head.


  ‘Did you have a good time?’ Her smile was warm and her eyes bright with interest.


  Shelley sighed happily. ‘Fantastic! I just lay by the pool in the sun and baked. Actually, that’s not strictly true. I did go into the souk a couple of times. I saw some beautiful silver filigree. And I treated myself to a gorgeous kaftan. I even rode into the Sahara on a camel to watch the sunrise.’


  Janet shook her head. ‘You’ve got more nerve than me, going to these here foreign countries all by yourself. You must’ve seen stories in the papers about local men trying to get off with women holidaymakers to get their money.’


  Shelley raised an eyebrow. ‘It’s not all one-sided, Janet. There are plenty of stories about women who go looking for young men. And it’s not money they’re after.’


  ‘Well I never! Weren’t you scared?’


  Shelley laughed. ‘No. The hotel staff were lovely and most of them spoke English. Tunisia is very popular with tourists, especially Europeans who want some sun.’


  ‘You certainly look ’andsome,’ Janet allowed. ‘Brown as a nut you are. Your cough better, is it?’


  Shelley nodded. ‘It’s completely gone.’


  ‘That was some nasty dose of ’flu you had.’


  Shelley dug into her shopping basket for her purse. ‘Yes, and I wasn’t the only one. Half the town has been down with it. Last summer was so wet I don’t think we got the chance to build up any resistance.’ She surveyed the display of home-made flans, pasties and pies, and the bowls of different salads behind the glass counter.


  Janet clicked her tongue. ‘My Eddy says it’s getting so we only have two seasons in the year, June and winter. Dreadful for the visitors, last year was. Now, what are you going to have?’


  ‘A mushroom quiche, a tub of winter salad with bean sprouts, and a tub of coleslaw. Oh, and a pint of milk.’ Shelley felt her stomach rumble.


  ‘When did you get in?’ Janet spooned diced vegetables, glossy with oil and vinegar dressing, from a large earthenware bowl into a shallow polystyrene tray and snapped the lid shut.


  Shelley glanced at the thin gold watch on her brown wrist; ‘Almost an hour ago. The train was only ten minutes late. It poured all the way down to Plymouth. But once we crossed the Tamar bridge the sun came out.’


  Janet shot her an amused glance. ‘Anyone would think you was glad to be home.’


  ‘Oh, I am.’ Shelley’s agreement was heartfelt. ‘I needed the holiday, and it’s done me good. But I love this place. It’s the first real home I’ve ever had. I’ll never leave here.’ Then aware of Janet’s quick curiosity she smiled brightly. ‘I just dumped my case and came straight out. After five hours on the train I needed some fresh air.’


  ‘I should think you get all the fresh air a body can stand, living down on the quay.’ Janet’s tone was dry. ‘It’s a wonder to me you haven’t been washed away. And there’s more gales coming next week.’


  ‘Those cottages have stood up to a hundred years of Cornish weather,’ Shelley retorted. ‘They were built to last.’


  ‘Oh, yes?’ Janet was sceptical. ‘How come Percy Bishop moved up to the old folks’ bungalows, then? He always said they’d have to carry him but feet first.’


  ‘It was his arthritis, not the cottage,’ Shelley replied. ‘He couldn’t walk up the slip any more. And after Edna died last year there wasn’t anyone to look after him. I think he was lonely. Anyway, I’ve still got Elsie on one side and Doreen and Frank on the other, and none of us intend to budge.’


  Janet pulled a wry face. ‘How many times have you had to sandbag the front doors this winter?’


  ‘Only once, and that wouldn’t have been necessary if the gale hadn’t come at the same time as the spring tides.’ Shelley smiled again, acknowledging her defensiveness over the little cottage. The strength of her protective feelings for the tiny two-up, two-down house with its two-foot-thick walls and small, square sash windows surprised even her on occasions.


  Though Great-Uncle Nicholas had refused to sell it to her, he had promised she was safe there for as long as she wanted – at a fair and reasonable rent, of course. Shelley smiled inwardly. Virtually a recluse, communicating with her only rarely and then by letter, Great-Uncle Nicholas was, nevertheless, a true Trelawney. Business before everything. Hadn’t Adam been exactly the same?


  Adam. Shelley felt a gnawing hollow in the pit of her stomach. She looked down quickly, pretending there was something in her shoe. That was all in the past. Time healed all wounds and she had come a long way in three years. If she felt tense it had nothing to do with the unexpected memory of Adam. Two days of travelling was enough to make anyone weary. As for the sensation of emptiness inside her, that was simple hunger.


  Janet slid a golden-topped quiche carefully into a greaseproof bag and laid it on the counter. ‘You all right, my bird?’ Her round face, flushed from the heat of the kitchen, reflected concern.


  Shelley forced a smile. ‘I’m fine. Just a bit tired. The change of climate tends to come as a bit of a shock, too. That quiche looks delicious.’ She opened her purse. ‘Honestly, Jan, I’m eating like a horse. My appetite has gone mad.’


  ‘Good thing too,’ the older woman replied. ‘There isn’t much of you at the best of times.’


  Shelley’s brown-gold hair, streaked by the hot north African sun, fell forward over her shoulders as she surveyed her slender figure. Her faded denims were tucked into low-heeled ankle boots, and a coral padded jacket covered a navy guernsey and beige and coral checked shirt. ‘I don’t know,’ she frowned. ‘If I go on eating at this rate, by the time summer comes I’ll look like one of those little fat fishermen John Denny’s always painting.’


  Janet took the money and rang it into the till. ‘Talking of John, I don’t suppose you’ve been up to the Gallery yet.’ Her tone made the words a statement but something in her voice brought Shelley’s head up.


  ‘No, I haven’t.’


  Janet picked up the tea towel and absently wiped her hands again. ‘Best thing,’ she comforted. ‘Tomorrow’ll be soon enough. After all, you only just got back. Best to have a good meal and a night’s sleep before you face that lot.’


  Shelley’s forehead puckered in bewilderment. ‘What lot? What are you talking about?’


  ‘Bedlam up there it is.’ Janet’s Cornish accent grew stronger with her agitation. ‘John and Sue Denny say you must have known all along. Gary won’t have it. He says you’d never have gone off on holiday if you’d known. Kath isn’t saying much at all, but you can see she’s fretting. John says Gary isn’t facing facts and is blind to the truth because he fancies you. I heard all this yesterday when they come in for pasties.’


  Apprehension clenched icy fingers around Shelley’s heart. ‘Janet, I don’t know what you’re talking about. What about the Gallery? What’s happened?’


  Janet stared at her then moved her ample shoulders awkwardly. ‘It’s been sold. There’s a great notice up on the wall.’


  ‘Sold?’ Shelley gasped. ‘It can’t have been. There must be some mistake.’


  ‘Don’t look like no mistake. Not by the size of that there notice.’ Janet’s tone was dry, but her eyes were full of sympathy. ‘Here, don’t forget your tea.’ She pushed the two trays and paper bag across the counter.


  ‘Thanks.’ Shelley scooped them into her basket on top of the other groceries and hurried to the door.


  ‘Don’t you go rushing up there and getting all upset,’ Janet warned. ‘Let it wait till morning. A few more hours won’t make no difference. ’Sides, you’ll face it better after a good night’s sleep.’


  ‘I know you mean well, Janet. But the Gallery is – was – rented in my name. If someone told you this place had been sold without your knowledge, would you leave it till another day to find out what was going on? Besides, until I find out what’s going on I can’t see me getting much sleep at all.’


  ‘I should never have said –’


  ‘I’m glad you told me.’


  ‘Some welcome home though.’ Janet pulled a wry face. ‘Here, shouldn’t you have had some notice? You paid your rent regular, didn’t you?’ When Shelley nodded, she went on, ‘Well, then, isn’t there some law?’


  ‘That’s one of the things I intend to find out.’ Shelley pulled open the door. Above her head the bell tinkled.


  Janet called after her, ‘Let me know …’ but Shelley was already on her way up the street.


  Her mouth was dry and her heart pounded painfully as her nervous system reacted to the shock. Whatever was happening, it had to be a mistake.


  Great-Uncle Nicholas had rented her the old sail loft at the same time as the cottage. It was one of several properties he owned in the town and had been exactly what she was looking for.


  She had instinctively known that people would be more interested in buying the delicate glass sculptures she created if they could actually see them being made. So she had set up her workbench facing the street in the largest window. Then at right angles to it, she had installed illuminated shelves displaying examples of her various designs.


  It hadn’t taken long for word to spread, though among the locals curiosity had been greater than sales. While pleasant and polite, Shelley made no effort to ingratiate herself. She wanted so much to belong, to make friends and become part of the community but in closing the door on her past, she had also cut herself off from the usual talk of family and background by which the locals would weigh her worth and credibility. Guarding her tongue and her privacy, Shelley let her work speak for itself.


  After she had inadvertently let slip to Janet at the takeaway that her mother’s maiden name was Trelawney, there had been a distinct warming of attitudes as this information sped along the grapevine. She volunteered no further information nor was any sought, but it was clear that being related to such an old and respected Cornish surname meant she was no longer an outsider.


  Exhibiting in the craft tent at the county agricultural show had really set the Gallery project on its feet. Overhearing a small group of exhibitors bewailing lack of workspace and the cost of leasing a shop in which to display and sell their work, Shelley had screwed up her courage and invited four of them to join her. She continued to pay the rent while they divided the other expenses.


  John had painted and hung the sign after they had agreed on the name and that first weekend they had worked late into the night to scrub, paint and construct partitions dividing the work areas and displays.


  After Easter the early visitors had begun to arrive and by Whitsun the Gallery had been featured in the local press and on Duchy Radio. It had been a difficult time for Shelley. While the others revelled in media attention, she was torn. She recognised the value of publicity for their work and was grateful for the orders and commissions that poured in. But behind her bright smile lay cold, writhing fear.


  She tried to ignore it, to banish it with logic. She had altered her name and grown her hair long. Whenever photographers hovered, she loosened the finely plaited leather-thong hairband Gary had made for her and let the thick, wavy tresses fall forward to hide her face. She reassured herself with the knowledge that today’s news was tomorrow’s fish-and-chip wrapping. Besides, Great-Uncle Nicholas had promised not to reveal her whereabouts to anyone in the family.


  An image of her parents that last evening sprang into her mind. Her father: tall, balding and distinguished in his dinner jacket. Her mother: blonde hair elegantly upswept, her long-sleeved low-cut sequinned black dress a perfect foil for the diamond necklace sparkling on her still youthful bosom. They had been on their way to an Embassy party. Three years ago. She had not seen them since.


  Immersed in her thoughts, her gaze on the narrow pavement, she collided with someone coming down the hill. A hand caught her shoulder and she jerked backwards, her head snapping up.


  ‘Shelley! When did you get back?’


  ‘About an hour ago.’ Shelley seized his hand. Its calloused warmth was comforting as his fingers closed over hers. ‘What’s this about the Gallery being sold? Janet just told me.’


  ‘I told them you couldn’t have known.’ Flinging his arm around her shoulders he drew her close. ‘I’ve missed you. It seems ages since you went. Are you all better now? You certainly look it.’ His milk-chocolate eyes were full of admiration, his brown hair tousled as usual. He wore a padded camouflage jacket over faded jeans and a thick rust-coloured sweater.


  Shelley felt a rush of affection for him. According to Janet, Gary had been the only one to defend her against rumour and suspicion.


  ‘I’m fine.’ She met his gaze. ‘Gary, I didn’t – don’t – know anything about this.’


  ‘For heaven’s sake –’ his eyes rolled impatiently ‘– I never thought you did.’ He squeezed her shoulder reassuringly. ‘If you’d have known you’d have said something. You aren’t the kind to keep secrets.’


  Shelley felt tension knot her stomach once more. Oh, Gary, she thought, if only you knew. But about this he was right. Since the five of them had set up together, everything concerning the Gallery had been discussed, each person having a say before a vote was taken.


  This had been Shelley’s suggestion even though, as the official tenant, she need not have considered anyone’s wishes but her own. So how could they think she would not have told them?


  ‘Are you all right, Shell?’ Gary was clearly concerned.


  ‘What? Oh, yes. A bit tired, and this has been one hell of a shock.’


  ‘Come on.’ He reached for her basket. ‘I’ll take you home.’


  ‘No.’ She shook her head. ‘Not till I’ve seen the others.’


  ‘What for?’


  ‘To explain, of course. You go on home. I’ll be fine.’


  ‘No way. I’m coming with you. Besides, that smells like one of Janet’s quiches in your basket. As soon as you’ve said hello to John, Sue and Kath, I’ll pop into the supermarket for a bottle of wine, and help you eat it. You can tell me all about your holiday.’


  Shelley’s heart lightened. Gary’s loyal friendship was a comfort. ‘And what about the meal your mother will be cooking at this very moment?’


  ‘I’ll have it for supper. You know Mum won’t mind.’ He paused. ‘She’s very fond of you.’


  ‘Gary, she doesn’t know me, we’ve only met a couple of times,’ Shelley protested.


  ‘That was enough. She says you’ve got class,’ he teased.


  Shelley swallowed, hiding her instant wariness with a quick smile. But it quickly faded as her thoughts returned to the current problem. ‘When did the notice go up, Gary? Who put it there? Did anyone come into the Gallery to talk to you about it?’


  He shrugged. ‘We don’t know who put it up. It was there when John arrived to open up on Monday morning. He did mention some chap asking for you, but he thought it was a customer. Anyway, that was at the end of last week. Surely you’ve had a letter from a solicitor or someone by now?’


  Her hand flew to her mouth. She thought of the envelopes littering her doormat. ‘I didn’t even look at the post. There’s a pile of letters sitting on the table. Oh God, it must be in among those.’


  ‘Don’t fret about it, Shell.’ He tried to comfort her. ‘You weren’t to know.’


  ‘Yes, but if only I’d looked –’


  ‘It wouldn’t have made any difference,’ he pointed out sensibly. ‘OK, so you’d have learned about it the minute you got in, rather than hearing about it from Janet. But it wouldn’t have changed anything.’


  Taking the basket from her nerveless fingers he caught hold of her hand and started back up the hill. ‘The notice has caused a bit of a stir,’ he said. ‘But as no one has yet turned up to change the locks or throw us out, we’ve tried to carry on, business as usual. Things are a bit edgy though,’ he admitted.


  ‘I’m not surprised.’ Shelley was sombre. ‘Even on his good days it doesn’t take much to set John off. This will have sent him into orbit. How is Sue coping?’


  ‘Pretty well.’ Gary grinned. ‘She just ignores him when he shouts, and refuses to argue. She and Kath have been going through the property pages in the local press. She sent John and me out to every estate agent in town to try and find somewhere else. But it isn’t going to be easy.’


  ‘What would anyone want it for?’ Shelley rubbed her forehead. ‘Eddy Trewin and the Laity brothers use the bottom half for storing their nets and other gear, and their only entrance is off the wharf. We have the top half and our only entrance is from the street. I mean, it couldn’t be used for anything other than storage, the roof timbers are too low.’


  Gary looked uncomfortable. ‘The latest rumour is that the whole building is to be knocked down and holiday flats built on the site.’


  ‘What?’ Shelley felt the blood drain from her face. Suddenly cold, she shivered. ‘They can’t do that.’ Her hair tumbled wildly over her shoulders as she shook her head. ‘They can’t. Who is it anyway?’


  ‘I’ve never heard of them. Though the board has a local phone number on it.’


  ‘But what’s the name?’ Shelley demanded.


  ‘See for yourself.’ Gary led her past the chandlery shop whose frontage hid the Gallery’s entrance which was set back several feet.


  Attached to the wall on the left of the double doors, the noticeboard was about three feet square and painted orange, green and black. The wording read,


  this property has been acquired for development by trelawney holdings.


  ‘Shell? Shelley? Are you all right?’ Gary shook her lightly. ‘You’re as white as a sheet.’


  ‘I’m – OK.’ Her voice was hoarse, strained. She stared at the board. It couldn’t be. Not him. Not here. She struggled to pull herself together. She was being ridiculous. There must be hundreds – thousands – of Trelawneys. She was tired and hungry. It had been shock enough to learn the building had been sold. Seeing that name in these circumstances had thrown her off balance.


  With enormous effort, she stretched her mouth into a smile. ‘Sorry, Gary. It was just actually seeing the notice.’


  ‘Hell of a thing to come home to.’ He pressed her hand. ‘Are you sure you want to go in now? It’s almost five. It’ll keep till the morning.’


  Shelley’s heart began to pound. Her mouth was suddenly dry and the back of her neck prickled. She wanted to run. Clenching her teeth so hard that they ached, she made a brief movement with her head. She didn’t trust herself to speak.


  Through the window she could see her workbench. It was just as she had left it. Pots and jars containing the strips and rods of coloured glass with which she made her sculptures stood against the protective glass screen that edged her bench. Beneath the gas and air lamp set in a bracket just in front of her seat were fragments of discarded glass, a blackened clothes-peg, and her large pair of tweezers.


  The familiar sight was soothing and her panic eased. Gary released her arm and walked ahead through the hooked-back double doors. He opened the glass inner door and stood aside to let Shelley pass. Realising there were no customers he called, ‘Hey, you lot, Shelley’s home! It’s been even more of a shock to her than it was to us, so go easy.’


  The rhythmic whirr and click of Kath’s spinning wheel slowed and stopped as she pushed back her chair and came out to greet Shelley.


  Sue was rearranging several vases of her flowers: perfect replicas of exotic blooms made in glorious silks and pastel chiffons. She looked round, a welcoming smile on her face.


  Her husband glanced up from the picture he was framing, scepticism sharpening his tense, aquiline features.


  Everyone started talking at once.


  ‘I’m so sorry I wasn’t here when all this blew up,’ Shelley began.


  Kath shrugged. ‘If you didn’t know it was going to happen, you couldn’t have stopped it, anyway.’


  ‘That’s not important any more,’ Sue cut in. ‘Poor Shelley, what a welcome home.’


  John erupted. ‘For God’s sake, Sue, what do you mean, it’s not important? The tourist season starts in four weeks. But instead of selling our stuff and making some money, we’ll be out on the street with nowhere to work and no shop window!’


  ‘Give us a break, John,’ Gary sighed.


  ‘I didn’t mean that wasn’t important,’ Sue tried to placate her husband.


  The glass door slammed and they all swung round, falling silent.


  His eyes glittered beneath black brows and disdain hardened his strong features. He stood over six feet tall, as lithe and as deadly as a jungle cat in his beautifully tailored grey suit. Raven hair, thick and silky, fell across his forehead and curled on his neck above a pale blue shirt and striped tie.


  ‘Good afternoon, Rochelle.’ Ice edged his deep voice, and dread slid down Shelley’s spine.


  There was a roaring in her head. ‘Adam.’ 


  Chapter Two


  ‘Wh – what are you doing here?’ He seemed taller than she remembered, and leaner, though the breadth of his shoulders owed nothing to padding.


  Irony lifted one brow. ‘I should have thought that was obvious.’


  Shelley swallowed. ‘That notice, Trelawney Holdings –’


  ‘Is my company.’


  ‘Why, Adam?’ This latest shock had sent Shelley reeling. But now, with her back to the wall, it was time to come out fighting. A torrent of anger flooded through her. ‘Why this place? Is it some sort of revenge?’


  Though his mouth retained a faint smile, his eyes were as cold and hard as steel. ‘Rochelle, the purpose of my visit is to examine property which I now own. Why would you imagine there is anything personal involved?’


  As heat climbed her throat and burned her face, she turned away, acutely aware of her goggle-eyed and highly attentive audience.


  ‘Just what is going on?’ John demanded belligerently. ‘And why do you keep calling her Rochelle?’


  ‘Because it’s her name,’ Adam replied. ‘Rochelle Barrington-Smythe.’


  ‘No, it isn’t. She’s called Shelley, Shelley Smith. At least that’s what she told us.’ He glared at the others. ‘Didn’t I warn you? You lot might be gullible enough to believe she didn’t know what was in the wind, but not me. I had my suspicions when that surveyor or whatever he was came to inspect the building a month ago.’


  ‘Come on, John,’ Gary remonstrated, ‘every building on this side of the street was inspected. It was all to do with the planned waterfront promenade.’


  ‘So he told us,’ John said darkly. ‘But it’s plain as day that these two know each other, and pretty well too by the sound of things.’


  ‘Mr Denny.’ Adam’s voice was glacial. ‘Rochelle did not know about the Gallery’s change of ownership. She couldn’t have done. The situation arose unexpectedly while she was abroad on holiday.’


  ‘You seriously expect us to swallow that?’ John retorted, with a sneer.


  Adam gave him the kind of look usually reserved for something unpleasant on the pavement. ‘Your opinions are of no interest to me at all. However –’ his tone dripped sarcasm ‘– I’m sure Rochelle must be greatly comforted by your loyalty and support.’


  John’s eyes slid away and a dull flush spread across his prominent cheekbones.


  Kath cleared her throat. ‘Mr Trelawney, when do you want us to move out?’


  ‘You have two weeks.’


  ‘Two weeks?’ John exploded. ‘For God’s sake, how are we expected to find somewhere else in that time?’


  ‘That’s your problem,’ said Adam frostily. ‘I suggest you stop whining, and get out there and start looking.’


  ‘Do you think we haven’t already been doing that?’ Sue sprang to her husband’s defence. ‘Being a stranger here, Mr Trelawney, you may not be aware how hard it is to find suitable premises. The high prices landlords can ask in summer make it even more difficult.’


  ‘But you’ve had three years in which to save,’ Adam pointed out. ‘During which time your expenses have been minimal. Long enough, I would have thought, to put something aside against such an eventuality as this.’ His eyes glittered. ‘Or did you intend to continue sponging off Rochelle indefinitely?’


  ‘Adam, stop that at once!’ Shelley said. ‘You have no right to say such things. These people are my friends.’


  Adam’s mocking gaze swept over each of them in turn before returning to Shelley, his brows arching in silent cynicism.


  Gary pushed his hands into the pockets of his padded jacket. ‘You seem to know an awful lot about us and our arrangements with Shelley,’ he observed quietly.


  Adam’s narrowed gaze was speculative. ‘And you would like to know where I got my information – Gary, isn’t it? You work in leather. You bought a parcel of hides that were retrieved undamaged from the wreck of a Spanish galleon. So along with your belts, wallets and briefcases, you sell a little bit of history. That’s smart thinking.’ Adam nodded his approval. ‘Your craftsmanship is of a high standard, too.’

