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  CHAPTER ONE




  Now, where to start?




  Probably the shoes.




  They were the style businessmen wore, but scuffed, as if the dead man, who wore them, had been dancing in dust. The white powder had burrowed into the decorative arcs on the toes, creating lacy

  caps. Gaps at the heels suggested a poor fit.




  Someone else’s shoes.




  Grace Scott knelt, careful not to disturb the crime scene, and photographed his feet. The heels were square and stubbed, and sported identical worn half-moons at the edges.




  No socks.




  Her lens trailed to the shoelaces. Brown, lying mismatched against parched black leather, plastic aglets split or missing, but each loop equal in size. Tied with care.




  A gap of ankle, with dark, coarse body hair, then the suit.




  She moved her lens upwards.




  It was navy, pinstriped and, like the shoes and the yellowed business shirt underneath, poorly fitting, suggesting a previous owner. Thin threads dry-cleaned into submission. A shine that

  suggested a thousand journeys in traffic jams and meetings in baking-hot rooms, sweat infused with stress hormones, and last night’s pint and takeaway curry. A hint of buttercup paint on one

  knee. Perhaps a DIY paintbrush picked up late at night by someone too tired to change after work.




  Grace moved her camera lens along the dead man’s limbs.




  Black gloves. Fingers stiff.




  No watch.




  No belt.




  Light broke into the kitchen. The thunder had subsided, and now a freakishly bright beam blasted between the storm clouds through the window of the Edinburgh apartment. It lit up one sliver of

  patchy, lucent skin, visible between the strands of brown hair that masked the face. The hair was luxuriously thick, dried like bracken. A substance was spattered across it: tarry and

  foul-smelling, like the stain on the pale granite worktop.




  Blood.




  A milky eye stared through two strands.




  Trying to keep her hands steady, Grace focused her lens. No hint in it about what had happened. No suggestion that he knew life was about to end.




  She widened her angle, shooting the whole body now in the context of where it had fallen. The head below the sink, the feet protruding into the dining area, the kitchen cupboards framing him

  like a coffin.




  Then, for an even wider perspective, she shot from the kitchen door, catching the eerie light, igniting the puddle of broken glass by the smashed back door.




  Then the man’s black shoes poking out from behind a cupboard.




  The wedding presents in the corner he had been trying to steal.




  To steal.




  Grace lowered the camera.




  What was she doing?




  Tiptoeing across the scene, she unstacked the dining chairs, and sat. The only sound was her breath, and rain dripping onto the oversized white floor tiles, creating mud-coloured rivulets in the

  new grout.




  Outside was the fire escape he must have climbed. The backyard of the newsagent’s below, and the gate beyond.




  The kitchen cupboards were open, as if he’d been looking for food.




  They were brand-new cupboards. There had never been any food in them.




  That was sad.




  She replaced her camera in its bag, checking to make sure she’d caught every angle. He looked like he’d been here for days. A family must be worrying somewhere, hoping for a

  call.




  Undoing the T-shirt she’d tied over her face to fight the acrid smell, she walked to the hall, and rang 999.




  ‘Yes . . . Hi. My name’s Grace Scott. I live at 6A Gallon Street by the Crossgate Tower. I’ve just come back from holiday and found a man dead in my kitchen . . . Yes, lying on

  the floor . . . No, no idea . . . He looks like he’s been here a while . . . Maybe a burglar, the back door is smashed . . .’




  Instructions were given. Grace ended the call.




  Mac would be at the door any minute, with bags full of shopping from Morrisons that no one would eat.




  ‘Don’t worry,’ she said into the empty room. ‘I’ll stay with you.’




  





  CHAPTER TWO




  Downstairs, in the rear storeroom of Mr Singh’s newsagent’s, the man listened to the footsteps in the flat above. Through the barred window, dirty curtains of

  clouds gathered above the backyard.




  They’d found the body.




  Focus.




  He crouched, waiting.




  The cold tickled his throat, and he coughed. A long minute passed.




  No response above. They hadn’t heard.




  Good.




  





  CHAPTER THREE




  Mac stood in the hallway, Morrisons bags spilt at his feet. Two oranges rolled along the gold-and-blue Victorian tiles. ‘You what?’ he said to Grace, hands cupping

  his nose and mouth.




  Grace pointed at the kitchen.




  He squeezed past the second tower of wedding presents to the kitchen door and saw the dead man’s feet. His lips parted, but nothing came out, as if there were simply no words for this.

  Tiptoeing to the smashed back door, he turned the key. ‘This how he got in?’




  ‘Must be,’ Grace replied. ‘The kitchen door was still bolted from the hall when I got here, so . . .’ Mac’s shoes left prints in the dirty rainwater. ‘You

  better come out – we’re probably not supposed to disturb anything.’




  His eyes flitted to the body, and away. ‘Shit. Who is it?’




  ‘Don’t know.’




  ‘So, he’s broken in – what, after the wedding presents?’




  She tried to answer and gagged.




  ‘You all right?’




  A second to recover. ‘Well, it’s not good, is it?’




  ‘No,’ Mac snorted. ‘It’s not good.’




  He tiptoed back and hugged her, just as the doorbell rang. They buzzed in two uniformed officers, their neon-yellow jackets and black hats shiny with rain.




  After Grace confirmed the details from her 999 call, the officers pressed past, to peer into the kitchen.




  The woman turned. ‘Right, can I ask you to wait downstairs, please?’




  ‘Any idea what’s happened?’ Mac asked.




  A hand came out. ‘Downstairs, please, sir.’




  They carried their holiday suitcases, still packed, down to the communal hall of the tenement. Grace leaned between two oversized oil landscapes of the Black Isle, hung by the artist who owned

  the top-floor flat. Mac sat on the stairs. His blue eyes, pink-rimmed with jet lag, popped comically against his tan.




  Neither of them spoke.




  The female PC appeared above them, talking into her radio. ‘Delta 42 to Control. We’re attending 6 Gallon Street. Person dead in Flat A, first floor. Sign of forced entry at the

  rear. Looks like they’ve been here for some time. Signs of decomposition. We’re not entering. Can you ask CID and the sergeant to attend?’




  Grace sat and buried her face in Mac’s chest, trying to use the faint smell of coconut oil on his T-shirt to mask the putrid odour. Her eyelids begged to close. With the plane change in

  London, it must be eighteen hours since they’d left Bangkok. Twenty-four since they’d slept.




  Mac kissed the side of her head. ‘What are we going to do tonight?’




  ‘Don’t know. Get a hotel.’




  The female PC came downstairs, with a notebook.




  ‘Right, that’s us, waiting for CID. I’ll need a bit more information. Can you tell me what happened when you found the body?’




  Grace sat up. ‘Yes. It was me. We just got back from honeymoon today, about half four? Mac went to Morrisons, and I came in to get the heating on and make some tea – I found him in

  the kitchen.’




  More questions followed and she tried to focus. ‘Yes, my name’s Grace . . . Elizabeth . . . Scott, with two “T”s . . . I’m a freelance photographer . . . Yes, we

  were in Thailand for two weeks . . . No, we haven’t slept in the flat yet. This was supposed to be our first night . . . No, we only got the keys a week before the wedding . . . Yes, we did

  the main removal two days before we left . . . The boxes? They’re wedding presents . . . No. They were delivered directly here. There’s more in the sitting room, too . . .’ She

  noted the PC’s eyebrow lift. ‘Yup, big families . . .’




  The officer glanced at Mac, who was checking the influx of work emails Grace had banned him from downloading in Thailand. ‘And, sir, you are . . . ?’




  He pushed back his hair. In the brash hall light, Grace saw now that shock and exhaustion had drained the pigment from his tan. He shook himself upright. ‘Sorry. Mackenzie Lowe –

  L-O-W-E . . . I’m Grace’s boyfr— Sorry, husband. Just getting used to that!’ The officer didn’t seem to find it amusing. ‘My job? I design music venues and bars.

  Just setting up a new one in Leith . . . The previous owner of this flat? John Brock. B-R-O-C-K. He’s my boss, actually . . . Aye, here’s his number . . . No, John’s never lived

  here, either. It’s a refurbishment project. We just bought it off him . . . The previous owners? Think it was a student rental before. John’ll know . . . No – no idea who the guy

  in the kitchen is. Do you?’




  If the PC had identified the dead man, she wasn’t telling. She returned to Grace. ‘And can you run over again what you did when you entered the flat?’




  Grace stood up, stretching out her back after the cramped plane journey. ‘Well, I noticed the smell first. I thought a pipe had burst. So I checked the bathroom, then the sitting room,

  then the bedrooms. Then I unbolted the kitchen door and . . .’ Her chest dropped as if it had hit turbulence. As she breathed to control the palpitations, the acrid smell buried deeper into

  her lungs. A hand flew to her mouth. ‘Oh God. Sorry.’




  Mac took her hand. ‘You OK, darlin’?’




  ‘Yes. Whooh. Sorry. It’s . . . Go on.’




  The PC paused, then continued. ‘Right. You said the kitchen door was bolted from inside the hall? Is that normal?’




  ‘Well, it’s the first time we’ve used it,’ Grace replied. ‘It seemed like a good idea if we were away for two weeks. John said he put it on to make the flat safer

  at the back, with the fire escape going down to Mr Singh’s backyard.’




  ‘There’s no alarm?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘Right. So you bolted the inner kitchen door when you left for Thailand two weeks ago?’




  ‘Yes.’




  The PC flipped a page. ‘And you arrived, smelt something odd, looked around the flat, unbolted the kitchen door and entered?’




  ‘Yes,’ Grace repeated. ‘And I know I shouldn’t have, but I honestly thought it was a burst pipe. Then I saw the man’s shoes and I know it sounds daft, but I thought

  maybe the leak had gone downstairs into Mr Singh’s shop, and he’d somehow got a plumber up into the flat to fix it. And the plumber was lying on the floor, under the sink.’ She

  broke off. Mac patted her leg, eyes still on his phone. ‘And then when I saw him, I thought for a moment it was John Brock – he’s got longish brown hair like that – and that

  he’d collapsed. So I went to check if he was OK, and that’s when I saw . . .’




  The milky eye, fixed and lifeless, through strands of stiff hair.




  There was a creak upstairs. The male PC exited the flat. He pointed at the door next to theirs on the first-floor landing.




  ‘Is this a flat, too?’




  ‘No. Cupboard, I think,’ Mac said.




  ‘Right.’ The PC tried the locked handle. ‘And upstairs?’




  ‘Two more flats,’ Mac replied. ‘Haven’t been up there yet.’




  ‘And you, sir,’ the female PC continued to Mac, ‘did you enter the kitchen?’




  Mac nodded. ‘Yes, same as Grace. Sorry. Just went over to the back door to see how the guy got in.’




  ‘And did either of you touch anything?’




  Grace checked with Mac. ‘Don’t think so. I mean, the bolt and the door handles, but nothing else. Mac, no?’




  ‘No.’ He stroked her leg, and she sat back down.




  ‘And how long was that – between you finding the body and calling the police?’ the PC asked.




  Grace tensed her calves against her camera bag. ‘Uh. A few minutes?’




  There was a rap at the front door. The PC shut her notebook. ‘Right, well, CID’ll want to talk to you, so if you can just wait there, please.’




  Grace eased her camera bag further out of sight, as two men in suits entered, introduced themselves and went straight upstairs. Conversations began to blur around her. Energy drained like sand.

  She leaned against Mac, as he continued reading emails. New people arrived. A crime scene manager and a police surgeon. She fought her drooping eyelids. Barrier tape was put across the door. By the

  time one of the detectives asked Grace and Mac to come to Lother Street Station to give witness statements, she’d lost all track of time. It could have been twenty minutes since she found the

  body or two hours.




  Outside, a ferocious blast of east-coast wind whipped her awake. With his arm around her, Mac led her to the back seat of a waiting police car.




  She realized her hands were shaking.




  ‘It’s shock, darlin’,’ Mac said, putting a seatbelt around her. ‘Feeling a bit spaced out myself.’ He did his own, then put his arm back around her and hugged

  her.




  The scene from the pavement became distorted through a windscreen glazed by rivulets of rain. Flashing blue lights and yellow street lamps diffused into messy holograms. Curious eyes of

  onlookers grew and shrank.




  Four months ago, she’d never seen a dead body. Now she’d seen two.




  Grace shivered, feeling the claws of death clasp round her once again.




  She shut her eyes, craving the Thai sun. Willing herself out of a winter that simply wouldn’t end.




  





  CHAPTER FOUR




  ‘Grace? Grace?’




  A tapping sound, insistent – then drumming.




  Grace opened her eyes. Unfamiliar black curtains came into focus, edged by light.




  ‘Grace? Grace?’




  For a wonderful moment, the timbre and tone of the voice promised the world would keep turning. Everything would be OK.




  Beyond the bed, a jigsaw of images formed that didn’t fit together. A Formica desk and laminated menu card. Striped wallpaper. A wall-mounted TV. Suitcases spilt on the floor.




  It wasn’t Thailand, so where . . . ?




  Grace pushed back the duvet. Raw cold shucked her skin. On the floor, she saw the four empty minibar miniatures they’d downed last night for the shock.




  Of course.




  Pulling on her fleece, she crawled out and lifted the curtain. The insistent tapping was rain battering the window. Industrial land stretched beyond, a rough prairie of grey weeds and winter

  grass, barely visible in the low light of a Scottish February. Heavy clouds looked as if they’d been hung out without being spun.




  They were home.




  In a conference hotel, out near the airport. The only one with a room free late last night after the police station.




  She leaned on the windowsill, chin on forearms.




  Below, a tight-bodied woman jogged hard alongside cars splashing by towards the airport, her pale grey tracksuit sodden in piebald patches. Rental boards advertised new plots. Tesco and Krispy

  Kreme clung to the land like wet molluscs.




  ‘Grace? Grace?’




  Her father’s voice dissolved like warm ice in the gloom.




  Just a dream.




  If she squinted, she could almost see him on the horizon, hiking along on the purple watercolour brush of the Pentlands, eyes bright blue, cheeks ruddy under a white beard.




  With a cold fingertip, she traced a circle in the condensation to recapture her father.




  A sign below pointed to the tram into Edinburgh’s centre. Thailand, it was already becoming clear, had changed nothing. She would have to face the city again. Since he’d gone, it had

  become nothing but a collection of shadows and echoes. A city of unfathomable thoughts and an uncharted future.




  The prospect of her wedding without him had been horror enough.




  Now this.




  I came home, Dad, and I found a dead body in my flat.




  He would never know.




  Back in the warm bed, Grace checked Mac was asleep, and turned on her camera to ensure yesterday wasn’t a dream, too.




  There had been a moment of panic at Lother Street Station last night, when she’d thought the police might keep her and Mac’s suitcases, and her camera, as part of their investigation

  and discover her shots of the dead man. The theoretical argument she’d constructed in her exhaustion had seemed robust.




  ‘That’s none of your business. I’m trained in reportage photography. I photograph the story in front of me. You wouldn’t question me about photographing bodies if I

  was covering a war or the aftermath of a natural disaster, would you?’




  She’d also imagined their scathing reply.




  ‘But, Ms Scott, you’ve just told us you photograph people for diet and fitness magazines, and charity fun-run stories for newspapers. Who the hell are you

  kidding?’




  They would have been right. Who the hell was she kidding?




  The last photo was the best. The kitchen was ablaze with ghostly storm-light. Empty open cupboards buried into the shadows on one side, a wall of wedding gifts on the other; in the central floor

  area, a diamond-sparkle of wet, broken glass. A range of contrast, of textures, shadow and light. In the middle was a pair of upturned shoes. It was a slow-burn detail that added a shock-pulse to

  the image, as the implication of the still feet hit home. Who is this man? the story in the image asked. Why is he here?




  The alarm clock on the bedside table said 9.01 a.m. It was sixteen hours since she’d rung 999. They must know who the dead man was now.




  Grace crept out into the corridor, imagining the conversation that must have taken place with the dead man’s family in the early hours. The shock of waking to a knock on the front door. A

  grim-jawed police officer bringing life-changing news. She imagined them, right now, like her, staring out of the window on a bleak morning, trying to fathom the first day in a world without their

  loved one.




  ‘Can I speak to someone about the body at Gallon Street?’ she asked the detective constable who answered her call.




  ‘That’ll be DI Robertson. He’s in an interview, if you want to ring back at ten?’




  She used the time to shower, scrubbing away the vestiges of yesterday’s smell, which seemed buried into her skin. With no warm clothes to hand, she constructed the sturdiest outfit

  possible from her holiday suitcase: black leggings, layered T-shirts, a blue hoodie, her aeroplane sleep socks, her fleece and trainers.




  Mac slept on, the sun-bleached tips of his light brown hair just visible above the duvet.




  She sat and scrolled through her photos again.




  The minutes ticked by interminably.




  At 9.58 a.m., Grace returned to the corridor.




  ‘Is DI Robertson free yet?’




  ‘No, still in a meeting,’ the detective constable said. ‘Do you want to leave a message?’




  ‘Not really. I just want to know who the dead man in our flat is. Can you tell me?’




  ‘Do you want to try in an hour?’




  A door opened and the drenched jogger from earlier emerged from her hotel room, in a business suit the same beige as the walls. Muzak played. A dour-faced maid rattled a trolley along, replacing

  yesterday’s sheets. Rain drummed on the corridor window.




  The old restlessness that Grace couldn’t name returned.




  The urge to race forwards, yet with no sense of direction.




  Thailand had just made it worse.




  She had to get out of here.




  ‘No. I’m coming in.’




  Without a coat, her fleece and leggings were soaked by the time she reached the tram. Her hair hung in sodden dark blonde rat’s tails.




  Through the steamed-up windows, she watched wet, grey Edinburgh tenements come into view. Raindrops dive-bombed off shop signs onto granite-coloured pavements. An army of umbrellas battled

  across roads. Car headlights shone through gloom.




  Grace disembarked at Princes Street, by the Scott Monument, which today looked like a medieval sword thrusting into mist. She pulled up her hood as a vicious wind scratched at her face. A lone

  bagpiper stood outside the art gallery, blowing strains of a reel into the bluster. Two Japanese tourists watched. Their matching rain-capes were circular and white, translucent jellyfish against

  drenched black stone.




  Instinct sent her hand to her camera bag. The contrast of black and white would work in—




  Too late Grace saw the puddle. Filthy water broke over her trainers, and flooded her socks to the toe.




  Fuck.




  Steeling herself for the hill ahead, she cut through a skinny alleyway that smelt of urine and rubbish, trying not to think about Thailand.




  The Victorian building that was Lother Street Station sat atop Deansgate, its heavy brown double entrance doors as foreboding as a drawbridge.




  ‘He’s just finished. Come through,’ an officer said. Grace entered a door behind the counter, and passed a tearful young woman in handcuffs being processed by a desk sergeant.

  It was a different interview room to last night’s. Smaller, but still over-heated and smelling of sweaty feet and cigarette smoke clinging to unwashed clothes. Yelling and banging came from a

  cell down the corridor.




  She hung her fleece on the radiator, and sat at a burgundy table with a perfect bite mark in it. The door flew open and a new detective appeared with a file. His physical presence immediately

  eclipsed the tiny room.




  ‘Hello, hello,’ he said in a friendly voice she guessed was designed to neutralize the impact of his size.




  She guessed he was six foot six. His grey hair was shorn over a balding head, and supplemented with a close-cut beard. Rather than create a row of double chins, his excess weight filled out his

  face like a balloon. His suit struggled to contain his tower-block frame.




  ‘Hi,’ she said, moving closer to the table as steam rose off her damp leggings.




  The detective eased down opposite. ‘OK, so I’m DI Finley Robertson, in charge of the investigation into the discovery of a body at 6A Gallon Street. And you are Mrs . . . Ms . . .

  ?’




  ‘Ms Scott.’




  There was a faint sheen on his forehead, and he wiped it with a hanky. ‘You haven’t taken your husband’s name, then?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘Why? Has he got a stupid name?’




  ‘No.’ She smiled weakly, appreciating his attempt at a joke to relax her. ‘So, thanks for seeing me. I just came in to find out about the man in our flat.’




  DI Robertson ran a meaty hand over his bristles, and opened the file. Without warning, his kindly expression turned as menacing as a storm over the Pentlands. He tapped the page, and the sun

  returned. ‘Right, no ID. Fingerprints and DNA checks being processed. No match yet for missing persons reports.’




  It took her a second. ‘You still don’t know?’




  ‘Oh, he’ll be in the system somewhere. It’s just a matter of time.’




  ‘But he must have been there for days – how can nobody have reported him?’ She didn’t mean for it to but her tone emerged cross, as if she didn’t believe he was

  trying hard enough. ‘Sorry,’ she added, even though she wasn’t.




  ‘No, that’s OK,’ he said evenly. ‘These things can take longer than you think.’




  She traced a nail along the bite mark. Six perfect teeth. ‘Well, could you tell us how he died, at least?’




  DI Robertson tapped his notes. ‘Post-mortem’s this afternoon. While you’re here, though, do you know anyone from the Netherlands?’




  ‘Was he Dutch?’ she asked, hopeful.




  ‘Not a wedding guest? Someone visiting the flat?’




  Her thumb found a matching tooth-print under the table. Six more teeth. ‘No. We’ve not even lived in the flat yet . . . Oh! Hang on.’ She raised a finger. ‘There were

  students in the flat before John Brock bought it. Could one of them be Dutch?’




  DI Robertson folded his arms. His suit sleeves grimaced at the effort. ‘This is John Brock who sold the flat to you?’




  ‘Yes. Mac’s boss. Have you spoken to him?’




  ‘Aye, this morning. Said he sold it to you privately?’




  Jet lag tricked her – turned her mind blank. Didn’t they tell the police that last night?




  ‘Yes,’ she said hesitantly. ‘John’s a property developer – he’s an old friend of Mac’s mum and dad. He knocked off the estate agent’s fee for us

  as a wedding present. He did it for Mac’s sister, too.’




  ‘And he’s doing up a warehouse in Leith at the moment?’




  ‘Yes. He’s turning it into flats and a restaurant, and a gym. Mac works with him on the ground-floor space.’




  ‘Ground-floor space. What’s that?’ The detective’s eyebrows teased her.




  She cracked another weak smile to humour him. ‘A kind of bar-slash-photography-studio-slash-rehearsal . . . space . . .’




  He chuckled. ‘You’ve lost me.’




  Her smile crumbled at the edges. She didn’t want to talk about this. ‘It’s a sort of integrated venue with a photography studio and band rehearsal space and a DJ area – a

  bar, art gallery, workshop. A kind of big creative space. John got the idea from New York.’




  DI Robertson nodded. ‘Ah. Very good. And your husband runs that?’




  ‘He will do – he’s designing it at the moment.’




  ‘And this flat you bought, 6A Gallon Street, Mr Brock sold that to finance this project?’




  ‘Yes. That’s what John does. Refurbishes flats and sells them on. He sold all his flats and his own house in Atholl Crescent to buy the warehouse.’




  The detective whistled. ‘One of the big Georgian ones?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Right, that’s fine. Mr Brock explained this all this morning.’




  DI Robertson offered her a pack of fruit chews. She took one, again to humour him. It tasted oddly saccharine. A diet brand.




  He chewed, watching her. ‘And you’re a photographer yourself, right?’




  ‘Yes. Freelance.’




  He flipped to another page in his file. He tapped it with his fruit chews. ‘Early indication from Forensics is that footprints, probably yours, were all around the body. Remind me again

  why that is.’




  She rested a wet trainer on her camera bag. If he asked her directly, she’d have to tell the truth. Just stick to her argument, although in the cold light of day, it didn’t seem

  quite so robust. ‘As I said last night, I walked into the kitchen looking for a burst pipe. Saw a man with longish brown hair on the floor, and walked over to see if it was John Brock. I

  couldn’t see his face, so I had to walk around.’




  ‘Right. And how long did this take?’




  ‘I’m not sure. A few minutes? I was waiting for Mac.’




  ‘OK.’ The detective shut the folder. ‘That’s all fine. Well, thanks for coming in. We’ll let you know when we’ve identified the body.’




  That was it.




  ‘So, have you spoken to other people at Gallon Street?’ she asked.




  DI Robertson chewed his sweet three times, and opened the folder again. ‘We’re speaking to Mr Singh today who runs the newsagent’s underneath you . . . Top floor’s owned

  by an artist who mainly rents it out as a holiday flat. Empty since New Year. And . . . the geologists above you, on the second floor. They’re offshore at the moment, I believe?’




  ‘Yes. John said they work a few weeks on, a few weeks off.’




  ‘Aye. So we’ll be speaking to them today.’ He shut the file again, and pushed back his seat.




  Determined, she kept her elbows on the table. ‘And where is he – right now? The man who died?’




  ‘Mortuary in Cowgate.’ The detective stood up, the table creaking as he leaned on it, making her elbows bounce a little.




  Reluctant, she got up, and retrieved her damp fleece from the radiator. ‘I just don’t get it,’ she said. ‘If my dad was missing for a week, I’d have reported it.

  Isn’t that weird?’




  DI Robertson extended a long arm to open the door. ‘Well, I’m afraid not everyone’s lucky enough to have family looking out for them. But don’t worry – as I say,

  we’ll get there.’




  Then before she could think of another question, he ushered her out.




  Grace’s plan had been to return to the hotel to dry off, but DI Robertson’s news had thrown her.




  How could they not know who the man was?




  Without purposely planning it, she found herself, twenty minutes later, on the corner of Gallon Street, drenched through.




  A police car and a white van sat outside Mr Singh’s newsagent’s. A woman emerged from number 6, peeling off a forensics oversuit.




  Grace’s mobile rang. Mac. ‘Hi.’




  ‘Where are you?’ he asked, voice cracked with sleep.




  ‘Went to Lother Street Station. They still don’t know who he is.’




  ‘Who?’




  ‘The dead man!’




  ‘Oh.’ Mac tutted. ‘Ach, don’t worry about it. He’ll just be some junkie after the wedding presents.’




  A lorry thundered by, splashing gutter water onto her leggings, and she wasn’t sure if it was that or Mac that irritated her. ‘Are you still at the hotel?’




  ‘Yeah. John’s picking me up. We’re going to get some booze for the party.’




  A van turned into the road and she stepped back. ‘What party?’




  ‘Our party, knob-head. The house-warming?’




  Grace froze. ‘Oh God. No. I completely forgot. No way. We can’t.’




  ‘What?’ he exclaimed.




  ‘We’ll have to cancel it.’




  ‘Why?’




  The road cleared and she picked her way across puddles. ‘What are you talking about, Mac? The flat’s full of forensics people. I’m here now.’




  ‘Well, the guy at the police station said they’d be out Thursday, Friday latest,’ he replied. ‘And he’s given me numbers for cleaning firms who’ll go straight

  in. So what’s the problem?’




  There was a whooshing sound from above and fresh rain came cascading down onto her head, bouncing up from the tarmac like a thousand tiny ballet dancers. ‘The problem? Er . . . the dead

  man in our flat?’ she said, reaching the other side. ‘Seriously, Mac. We’re not having a party. For God’s sake. His family doesn’t even know yet.’




  Mac’s voice remained on its default setting, midpoint between laconic and laissez-faire. ‘Well, I’m not cancelling it. Asha’s booked to DJ. And anyway, it’ll be

  good for us – get the flat back to normal after the police have cleared out.’




  Outside the newsagent’s, she stopped. ‘Mac! Will you stop being ridiculous? A party is not going to take my mind off this. It’s going to make it more stressful. Listen, you

  need to tell people it’s off. If you don’t, I will.’




  She ended the call, and ran into number 6, shaking rain from her fleece for all the good it did. At the top of the tenement stairs, a PC guarded their door. Police tape stretched across it. She

  showed him ID, and asked to pick up clothes. As she hoped, he rang the station to check, filled in a crime-scene entry log, and pulled up the barrier tape.




  The flat was freezing. Her drenched clothes iced onto her skin. Through the kitchen door, she saw crime markers between the muddy footprints and broken glass. Another forensics officer was

  brushing dark powder off the back door. It tumbled onto the brand-new white floor tiles.




  ‘So this is the outer cordon,’ a PC was saying, pointing to the kitchen door. ‘There’s no traces of the deceased outside the kitchen. So you’re fine in this part of

  the flat, but not in the kitchen.’




  The black shoes were gone. Of course they would be.




  ‘And still you’ve no idea who he was?’ Grace said, in case something new had happened in the past half-hour.




  ‘Sorry.’




  Frustrated, she took a rucksack, warm clothes and coats from the bedroom, then crossed to the front sitting room.




  Death seeped through the flat like sea-mist. Mac was insane. She wasn’t sure she’d be able to sleep here, to say nothing of hosting a party. She stuffed her laptop in the

  rucksack, and leaned against the front bay window. The frame, freshly stripped by John’s guys, was waxy and smooth on her cheek.




  Raindrops battered on. She peered down, and saw Dad’s navy Ford was parked at the end of the street.




  Her stomach lurched. For a second, there was hope; then she remembered.




  Of course. It was her car now, along with a box of his and Mum’s old love letters, his work diaries and photos, her gran’s display cabinet, two pairs of reading glasses and the

  £4,213.23 left from his savings account.




  A silver car pulled up beside Dad’s. Two police officers climbed out and entered the newsagent’s below. Pushing against the window, she tried to see. Perhaps Mr Singh knew something.

  The dead man had come in through his backyard after all.




  She zipped up the rucksack, and headed back out.




  Somebody somewhere had to know something.




  





  CHAPTER FIVE




  Downstairs, in the rear storeroom, the man stood behind a tall stack of crisp boxes, trying not to cough.




  It had gone quiet upstairs at about 2 a.m. Nobody had come to search. But they were definitely coming now.




  He stood still behind the box-stack, trying to make out the distant voices.




  The door from the shop into the corridor outside opened. Voices grew. Footsteps approached.




  Mr Singh jangled the lock of the storeroom.




  ‘And what’s in here?’ a male police officer said, walking in.




  The man formed his lips into a long ‘O’ to control his air intake.




  Mr Singh now. ‘Just the storeroom – and toilet.’ Nerves twanged in his voice like a worn guitar string.




  A drop of sweat from the man’s forehead fell to the floor.




  A vice closed on his foot. Cramp.




  Face contorting, the man pointed his toe, and pulled it back sharp. His other leg struggled to balance. Tensing every muscle in his body, he tried to stay still. One inch to the left and

  he’d crash through the boxes.




  Then a female officer’s voice. ‘The TV and fridge – do you stay here sometimes, Mr Singh?’




  ‘No, no. It’s just a wee break room. Somewhere to get out the way when the wife’s doing the accounts!’




  The police officers laughed. No doubt Mr Singh’s white teeth were flashing too hard in his dark beard.




  The man’s eyes darted left and right.




  There was a sharp tap by his head. The female officer’s voice again. ‘See, if I worked here, I’d be on that Obese: A Year to Save My Life.’




  All three laughed again.




  Footsteps moved to the back door. It creaked open.




  ‘Right, so the backyard belongs to you, Mr Singh?’ The male officer again.




  ‘Aye. You think the guy came over my gate?’




  ‘Forensics’ll tell us,’ the woman said. ‘Have you had any problems in the past with people breaking in, or anything unusual happening at the back?’




  ‘Not really. A bit of graffiti last year when the . . .’




  The voices faded and vanished.




  The man allowed himself three long, slow breaths, and one muted cough. The sweat from his chest landed on the plastic bag by his cramping foot.




  He knew what they were looking for.




  They wouldn’t find it.




  





  CHAPTER SIX




  Doph, doph, doph . . .




  On Saturday night, six days after they had found the body, Grace stood in the kitchen of Gallon Street, in a throng of people. Mac’s DJ friend Asha bobbed at the decks in the corner, a

  hand on the headphones atop her pink crew cut. There must have been fifty or sixty people in the kitchen, spilling out into the hall and onto the fire escape. They were dancing, straining to hear

  each other over the music, laughing, heads thrown back.




  Someone had strung fairy lights round the handsome neo-Gothic back door and the heap of wedding presents, which would wait there unopened until they had some more storage. John’s fancy

  dimmer switches gave the place a sophisticated glow; cold wine and beer were stacked in the built-in silver fridge. Wedding-present candlesticks glowed above the plates of food Mac had miraculously

  arranged.




  She knew what it looked like: the fantasy kitchen of property programmes, designed to ‘entertain family and friends’. The clean-up company had done an expert job yesterday, too.

  Every surface, hinge and crease had been deep-cleaned and disinfected. The smudges of fingerprint dust had vanished, and the white walls and tiles shone.




  Yet right now, she wanted to be any place but here.




  Grace took a stray coat from a chair, and squeezed through to add it to the pile in the sitting room.




  If only they could steam-clean her mind.




  Gently, she shut the door and sat on the sofa. There were more fairy lights round these wedding presents. Their new curtains covered the front bay window. It looked quite homely. A new framed

  wedding snap of her and Mac sat on the mantelpiece, brought by a friend tonight. A rainbow blast of confetti billowed in their faces outside the registry office, hiding Grace’s strained

  smile. Mac’s arm was round her waist. He was waving to guests out of shot, ready for the evening reception party.




  She scanned their eyes, hers dull with grief, his bright with the occasion.




  Her eyes strayed to a photo of Dad and, in a rush, the panic of that last day returned. The growing sense of unease as she rang him all day, knowing he’d never miss a hospital appointment.

  Finding herself at his front door, gripping Mac’s hand, taking a last breath before they opened it together, instinct telling her to savour the last few seconds of life as she knew it. That

  there was something bad on the other side. An unfathomable sight.




  Tonight, why wasn’t Mac thinking of the dead man’s family? Rubbing her face, Grace pulled the evening paper from under a cushion, and turned to page six.




  

    

      BURGLAR DIES AT GALLON STREET




      A man has died while breaking into a flat in Gallon Street. The owners of the flat returned from holiday to find a body in the kitchen. Police say the intruder, who was in

      his forties and had been drinking heavily, died from a suspected fall.




      They are not looking for a third party. Anyone with any information about the man’s identity should contact the following helpline . . .


    


  




  Six days now, and no news.




  Somewhere, his family were waiting for him, wondering why he wasn’t calling.




  She thought about the weeping Australian woman she’d seen on the TV news yesterday morning, appealing for information about her husband, who’d gone missing outside Edinburgh in

  January, hiking in snow. It had made her think of Dad, and how often he’d caught tourists like that wandering haplessly onto Carn Mor Dearg or Aonach Beag mid-afternoon, without hiking

  survival equipment or even a compass, and turned them back.




  If anyone remembers anything, however insignificant, please call this helpline . . . the Australian woman had said to camera, fighting back tears.




  Her husband. The dead man in Grace’s kitchen.




  Dad.




  All these families, grieving.




  Trapped together in this horrible winter.




  Back in the kitchen, the party hit a furious pace. The floor shuddered as Asha rammed up the volume further. More people arrived. Grace waved at Ewan from last year’s

  journalism MA course. He was doing some terrible hand-waving dance by the kitchen door, a head and shoulders above everyone else.




  ‘Heard anything yet about the dead guy?’ he shouted down, brushing away sweat.




  ‘Not yet,’ she yelled back, wishing everyone would stop asking. She changed the subject. ‘Heard who your new boss is yet at Scots Today?’




  He rolled his eyes. ‘Sula McGregor.’




  ‘Who?’




  ‘Used to be on the Mail. Been away freelancing somewhere and just got back. Shit-hot crime reporter, but a right fucking nightmare, so— Hi, girls!’ Two of Mac’s

  bar staff, in their early twenties like Ewan, danced close by. Ewan’s eyes strayed. His terrible hand-dance restarted, hopefully.




  Grace walked off, knowing she’d lost him.




  This party was the worst idea Mac had ever had.




  It’ll be good for us, he had nagged all week. Honestly. Trust me, darlin’. We’ll forget the guy was even here.




  It wasn’t good. Not in any way.




  She should never have given in.




  They were dancing on that poor man’s grave.




  A cheer went up. John Brock entered the kitchen door, in a sharp suit, longish dark hair pushed back from his face, holding up a bag of beers. With him was a younger woman, with a snub nose and

  red hair woven in a plait. Mac pushed through the crowds, and he and John clapped each other’s shoulders.




  Grace turned back to the sink, but it was no good.




  A shout. ‘Grace!’




  John approached, champagne held above his head. ‘Find a place for this,’ he yelled over the music. ‘It’s for you two, not this lot.’




  ‘Thanks,’ she mouthed.




  ‘How you doing?’ he shouted, planting a dry kiss on her cheek. A waft of citrus aftershave.




  She shrugged and mouthed, ‘OK.’




  ‘Still no news about your guy?’




  Not another one. ‘No,’ she yelled over the music.




  ‘Bloody weird, eh?’ John looked serious. ‘I’m sorry for you. But the flat – it’s all right, eh?’




  She reminded herself to be grateful. ‘No. It’s great. Don’t worry, we’ll forget it happened.’




  He grasped her hand in alliance, then walked away, setting off a row of smiles like Christmas lights in the women he passed.




  Grace reached up to put the champagne in a top cupboard.




  A drunk couple jogged her, making her slip off her tiptoes. Reflex made her grasp the granite worktop – exactly where the dried blood had been. She jerked back.




  Air. She needed air.




  Squeezing between the dancers, Grace escaped to the fire escape and rinsed her hand in rainwater.




  Back through the window, Mac danced with Anne-Marie, the pair of them regressing, as they always did, to the lunatics they’d been at high school, as if college and careers, babies and

  mortgages had never happened.




  As if the dead man had never happened.




  His family still didn’t even know.




  They should have been able to come here first. See where he died. Pay their respects in peace.




  Lights twinkled in the high-rise flats that towered at the back of Gallon Street. She scanned the windows, wondering if they were keeping people awake. A faint bluish light drew her eyes down.

  It was dancing on Mr Singh’s back gate. It pirouetted, shifted, faded; returned, and danced on.




  Where was that coming from?




  Grace bent over the railing and saw the back window of Mr Singh’s shop.




  A pale green glow, now, illuminated the glass, then melted back into blue.




  Somebody was in there.




  If she’d been looking for an excuse, finally she’d found one. Grace pushed inside and motioned Asha to turn down the volume. The thumping beat juddered to a halt. Faces turned.




  A glance exchanged between Mac and Asha. ‘What’s up?’ he said, pushing towards them.




  ‘Mr Singh’s downstairs,’ Grace said. ‘He must be doing a stocktake or something. We need to call it a day, anyway, Mac. It’s after two.’




  Mac held out his hand. Unable to refuse in front of all these people, she took it and let him lead her into the hall.




  ‘Did I tell you you look gorgeous, by the way?’ he whispered. ‘Listen.’ He cupped her cheeks with his hands. ‘I know you’re having a hard time, darlin’.

  But it’s a house-warming. Mr Singh’ll understand. Want me to get him up for a drink?’




  ‘No,’ Grace said, placing her hands over his. ‘I don’t. I just want this to stop right n—’




  A bass beat crashed across the kitchen like a sonic boom, drowning out her last word.




  ‘No, Mac!’ she yelled, the dancing restarting en masse. ‘I want everyone to go home. Now!’




  In his eyes, she saw a struggle about who to please. ‘Darlin’, John’s just got here. Come on. Have a drink and relax and—’




  ‘No!’ She pushed him away, ran into the bedroom, slammed the door, and crawled under the duvet.




  She knew he wouldn’t follow. He couldn’t. His boss was here; their friends were here.




  Asha bloody what’s-her-face had given up a paid gig to be here.




  The music thumped through the bedroom wall, and she clutched a pillow round her head, saying sorry to the dead man’s family for letting this happen.




  It was wrong.




  Everything right now was wrong.




  





  CHAPTER SEVEN




  Downstairs, the man sat on a stool watching a documentary about a shark. The shark could detect prey miles away from faint signals.




  Music pumped through his ceiling. Heels clattered on the floor and laughter shrieked from the fire escape above.




  With a growl, he clenched his fists, and climbed on his stool to look at the back gate.




  He shut his eyes, imagining climbing over it and heading for home.




  The music increased in volume, making the beams above his head judder, and he punched the wall.




  What did it matter now, anyway?




  His lips parted, and all those days and weeks of holding everything in erupted into a mighty yell.




  The force of it propelled him backwards off the stool.




  





  Three months later




  





  CHAPTER EIGHT




  ‘OK, Shona, look at the camera for me, please – head up, chin down. Maybe do something with your hands. Like this . . .’ Grace motioned the subject by the

  window to turn, and took a few shots.




  The woman’s facial expression had settled somewhere between discomfort and the required appreciation for this free makeover. She rubbed her modest mouth, unused to the sting of the greasy

  lip-plumper. Her newly reduced curves were temporarily hosting a beige-and-purple geometric wrap dress the stylist had talked her into; six-inch nude heels stretched out what she nervously joked

  her father called her ‘rugby player’ calves. Her dark hair was glued into a painful-looking chignon that lifted up her neck hairs.




  ‘Right. Just hold that for me . . .’ Grace fired off four more shots. Then, knowing the diet and fitness magazine down in London would want an alternative, said, ‘OK, super.

  Let’s do one in the garden.’




  The woman hobbled outside like an injured horse. Grace watched her go with sympathy. She’d rather have photographed her an hour ago when they’d arrived: smiley, and natural, her

  round face creased with laughter lines, dark hair soft and glossy, comfy in her jeans, playing with her dog. By the time the magazine had PhotoShopped Grace’s image from today, there would be

  nothing left of the original woman at all.




  The May sky above Edinburgh was blue today, and filled with soft nets of clouds. After the shoot in Stockbridge wrapped, Grace headed on foot to Scots Today to her next

  job, to edit the shots she’d taken last week of the newspaper’s new gardening correspondent. She forced herself to avoid the mortuary on Cowgate, as she had for the past month, and

  turned up past the volcanic hulk of the castle on Castle Terrace, calculating. If the Scots Today picture editor was happy, this would be her last freelance job till John’s restaurant

  opening on Sunday night.




  There would be time to finish a few jobs in the flat.




  As usual, the Scots Today office was buzzing with tapping keyboards and the high-energy chatter of a daily newsroom. She waved at Ewan on the news desk, and headed to the Picture

  Department. She and the picture editor had just made a final decision on the new gardening correspondent headshot when a ball of paper hit the back of her head.




  ‘Oi,’ she said, turning round. A second hit her on the chest.




  ‘Scot-taayy. What you doing here?’ Ewan said.




  ‘Working,’ she said, chucking it back at him. ‘You should try it.’




  ‘Oh, I’m hiding,’ he said, crouching down beside her, his long legs folding like a grasshopper’s under the chair.




  ‘Who from?’




  ‘Her.’




  A door flew back and a tall woman emerged from the stationery cupboard. She had wild bird’s-nest grey hair, black glasses, skinny jeans and a leather jacket. She walked like a gunslinger

  entering a saloon.




  ‘Oh God. Is that her?’ Grace asked.




  ‘Aye. Fuckin’ terrifying,’ Ewan said.




  ‘Serves you right.’




  ‘You know she smokes in there?’ he said, indignant, ‘and nobody says anything.’




  Grace made a horrified face.




  He dug a finger in her leg. ‘So what are you up to?’




  She pointed at her gardening correspondent headshots. ‘This. Then I’m finished till Sunday. Mac’s away on a golf trip with his dad, so I’ve got the flat to

  myself.’




  He sighed. ‘Lazy fucking freelancers. When are you gonna pitch us some reportage ideas, then, eh?’




  ‘Too busy.’




  He tutted. ‘Those crappy mags pay you too much. Well, hurry up. We’re waiting.’ He stood up. ‘Hey. I saw your DI Robertson at a police conference yesterday. Still nothing

  on your dead guy at Gallon Street?’




  Her smile vanished. ‘No. Heard anything here?’




  ‘Nothing on the news desk. I’m listening out, but . . .’




  A shadow fell behind them.




  ‘Ewan, what you doing?’




  It was his new boss. Her accent was Glaswegian. Her demeanour suggested a general lack of tolerance for mucking about.




  ‘Grace,’ he said, starting back, ‘this is my new boss, Sula McGregor, senior crime reporter. Sula, Grace Scott, freelance photojournalist. Grace was a mature student on

  my journalism MA last year – though some might say that was debatable, eh? Ha!’ He laughed nervously.




  Sula hooked pale yellow-green eyes into Grace, like an eagle spotting a rabbit. Grace ignored Ewan, and held out her hand. Behind Sula’s back, Ewan shook his head, mouthing,

  ‘Nooo!’ She dropped it.




  ‘Poor you,’ the woman said, holding out a digital recorder. ‘Right, Ewan, hurry up. I need this transcribed.’




  ‘Yes, master,’ he said, trotting away, deflated, mouthing, ‘Help me,’ at Grace.




  Back at Gallon Street, the flat was quiet with Mac away. Grace stored her camera equipment, turned on the kettle, and opened the rear door to let in the afternoon sunshine.




  Next door’s magnolia tree was in full blossom, its delicate pinky-white petals blowing into Mr Singh’s yard. Her gaze rose to the eighth floor of the Crossgate high-rise flats as a

  curtain drew back. The naked man she saw most days stretched and yawned. She had been tempted to snap him and post the photo through his letterbox anonymously, but suspected he might relish it.




  She made tea, then wrote a list of jobs for this afternoon. The first was to open and put away the last few wedding presents; the second was to order bedside lamps; the third to frame and hang

  her photos from their Thai honeymoon in the hall.




  From the original three towers of gift-list wedding presents, only ten or fifteen boxes remained now, stacked against the kitchen wall. The rest had been unwrapped one by one, and squeezed into

  the airing cupboard, the tiny second bedroom-cum-box room where they kept their bikes, and the new cupboards and shelves they’d had built last month in the sitting room and dining area of the

  kitchen.




  These last gifts would have to cram into whatever space was left. She started with the small boxes on the top, unwrapping Sabatier knives from Auntie Marjorie, photo frames from Mac’s

  cousin in Ullapool and a plastic carriage clock from Dad’s old neighbour at the flats. A thin, rectangular package made her laugh. It was a photo Anne-Marie had had blown up on canvas of

  Grace and Mac on the beach at Lower Largo. They were about sixteen years old, jumping off a rock holding hands, peroxide hair obscuring his face, hers screwed up like a troll, both in their skinny

  Britpop jeans and lumberjack shirts, her with a badly cut Justine Frischmann bob.




  How the hell could that be nearly twenty years ago?




  Next, she started on the bottom row. The first large box was a microwave from Mac’s gran. The second was heavy and flat.




  An envelope was tucked inside its white ribbon. GRACE SCOTT, it said on the front.




  Grace removed it, wondering why it was addressed to her and not Mac. The envelope was already torn across the top, and empty inside. Whatever had been in there had gone.




  That was odd.




  Tossing it aside, she undid the wrapping. A frying pan poked out.




  ‘Ooh dear,’ she muttered. Instead of the black from their wedding-gift list, it was a violent canary yellow. It also contained a second envelope, addressed to Mr and Mrs Mackenzie

  Lowe, containing a card from Mac’s elderly great-aunt Peggy in Canada. Well, the colour might be hideous, but it was sweet of her to go to the trouble.




  Grace opened the last few boxes, discovering a kitchen recipe-holder, two more picture frames, two pillows, a juicer, a ruby tartan throw and a white cotton duvet cover.
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