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To anyone whose dog has ever rolled in something yucky.






PART ONE New Horizons







Chapter One Logan


It looked like the road to the edge of the world.

Logan Silk leaned against the bonnet of the second-hand Toyota Hilux he’d bought especially for this trip and considered the view before him. Tide-rippled sands stretched towards the gunmetal grey horizon, split by the narrow causeway – a black ribbon of road flecked with green algae and the occasional flash of silvery sea water left behind by the tide. Dotted on either side were algae-strewn rocks and boulders that might have been carelessly abandoned by the North Sea, or placed there with more precision by the engineers who had constructed the road decades ago. The tarmac curved away from where Logan stood, cutting across the vast expanse of dull brown sand towards the distant smudged outline of Ennisfarne, a mile and a half from the Northumberland coast. Gusts of salt-laden wind whipped strands of dark hair across Logan’s face as he contemplated the road, and his breath misted on the freezing February air. No cars came towards him and there were none behind. Apart from the birds circling overhead, he was entirely alone.

The light wasn’t bad, Logan observed with professional detachment, in spite of the wintry sky. A few determined sunbeams had broken through to illuminate a patch of far-off sea – crepuscular rays that set the clouds ablaze with gold – and Logan was tempted to unpack one of his cameras. It was the promise of Northumberland’s extraordinary light that had lured the artist Turner to the neighbouring island of Lindisfarne centuries earlier, and it was what brought Logan to Ennisfarne now. That and the anticipation of solitude; being cut off from the mainland for most of the day, at least by road, was appealing. And since the island was home to only two hundred and fifty people, he was very much hoping to keep himself to himself during the coming months. But for now, his cameras would remain in the car. Instead, he removed his gloves and captured the scene with his phone camera, then cast a critical eye over the pictures. The light was better than he’d expected – as always, the camera had caught more than the eye could see and the clouds on the screen had a majestic, almost ethereal quality to them, as though the sky had split open and heaven’s glory had burst through.

Logan looked up at the road again and had the sudden irrational idea that he was facing some kind of test; he’d be examined as he crossed the causeway and be found wanting somehow. The waves would roar up from either side and crash down, washing both him and his sturdy car away. Then he smiled, because he was pretty sure he’d stolen the sequence from a movie. And actually, being washed away by the sea wasn’t at all unlikely here – plenty of visitors to Ennisfarne and Lindisfarne thought they could beat the incoming tide and had been caught out. There was even a wooden refuge hut part way across each island’s causeway, perched high above the level of the waves, so that stranded motorists could abandon their vehicles and climb out of reach of the pitiless ocean to await rescue.

The thought galvanized Logan into action. Pushing himself off the bonnet of the Hilux, he climbed back into the cab and started the engine. The window of time for safe crossing grew smaller with every minute he spent gazing at the sky and he wasn’t about to risk becoming the laughing stock of the Seahouses lifeboat team, especially not when there was a chance he’d be recognized. He could imagine the tabloid headlines now:

WASHED UP! Superstar Snapper Silk Left High and Dry After Split

It wouldn’t matter that his decision to come to the Farne Islands had nothing to do with the break-up with Suki – that had happened a month ago and they’d split on pretty amicable terms, by celebrity standards. But the tabloid journalists didn’t care about the facts – there were no column inches in drama-free break-ups – and all Logan’s carefully laid plans for staying under the radar on Ennisfarne would be in tatters. And besides, the Hilux was packed with some of his favourite cameras – old friends he’d used for most of his career. There was no way he was giving them up to the sea.

Gunning the engine, Logan set off along the causeway. As he got nearer to the island, its features spread themselves in a panoramic view. The northernmost tip loomed high above sea level – all forbidding cliffs and crags that were home to an incredibly varied bird population. It also boasted one of the most photographed ruins in England – the dramatic remains of Ennisfarne Nunnery, sister to the similarly desecrated priory on Lindisfarne, and the setting of more gothic horror films and Eighties music videos than Logan could remember. He’d done a shoot there for Vogue once and the stark beauty of the ruins had almost upstaged the models. But it was the other end of the island that drew his eye now – the distant limestone arch that curved off the southern tip, forming a doorway to the ocean beyond. That would be his view every morning for the foreseeable future, albeit at much closer range, and he couldn’t imagine he’d ever grow bored of it.

The causeway curled round to the left, leading Logan from the flat expanse of sand and onto firm land, although he knew this part of the road would soon be covered by the tide too. And when he checked his rear-view mirror, he wasn’t surprised to see light glinting on water behind him. There was no going back now – not for the next seven or eight hours at least. He glanced at the satnav, which was telling him he would reach his destination – Darling Cove – in seventeen minutes. But he’d pass through Ennisfarne village before then, with its tiny harbour and narrow lanes and palpable sense of stepping back in time. He’d be able to grab some basic supplies at the village store before continuing on to the cottage that would be his home until the summer.

The Nook was nestled in between the Fisherman’s Arms pub and a cheerful-looking café on Long Street, facing the small harbour with its bobbing fishing boats and haphazard piles of lobster pots. Logan parked in one of the spaces outside the shop and pulled a baseball cap onto his head before heading inside. The owner of the cottage had explained in one of her emails that several supermarkets on the mainland delivered to Ennisfarne so he’d be able to shop online but deliveries had to be carefully timed to give the drivers time to get on and off the island. And he wanted to at least get through the front door of the cottage before he started thinking about practicalities like that, especially when The Nook would serve his immediate needs.

Logan’s expectations weren’t high as he entered the shop. His career had taken him to some remote locations in the past, where the nearest there’d been to a shop was a cabin-shaped wooden container with no staff and an app to gain access, or an isolated roadhouse where the closest neighbours were 135 miles away, so he understood the vital role small local shops played in their communities. But he was still surprised by the variety of goods on the Nook’s shelves; it wasn’t exactly London’s Borough Market but there was a lot more than the basics. Beside the instant coffee he found Taylor’s of Harrogate ground beans, an assortment of high-end fruit teas and some Green and Black’s hot chocolate powder. Among the jars of pickled onions and gherkins, he spotted preserved lemons and pimento stuffed olives. And then he reached the end of the aisle and was presented with an entirely unexpected deli counter, stocked with everything from white-coated Spanish sausage to sun-dried tomatoes.

His surprise must have shown on his face because the stocky, middle-aged woman behind the counter looked amused. ‘Welcome to The Nook. Is there something in particular you’re looking for?’

Her words were coloured by the same Northumbrian accent he recalled hearing on his previous visit to Ennisfarne, distinctly north-eastern but not quite Geordie. At least he could understand her – he was sure there’d been a few island residents he’d struggled with the last time round, although he suspected they’d been messing with him and the rest of the shoot crew for their own entertainment.

‘Not really,’ he said now. ‘Tea, coffee, bread and milk – that kind of thing.’

Now her gaze was curious above her rosy cheeks, as she identified he was more than just a day-tripper. ‘You’ll find everything you need here. How long are you staying?’

It was a perfectly reasonable question but Logan still had to fight the urge to reply that it was none of her business. ‘I’m not sure,’ he said, as neutrally as he could. And then, because it was inevitable he’d be shopping there over the coming months, he dredged up a warmer smile. ‘A while, I think.’

She nodded. ‘I’d better introduce myself, then. I’m Freda, owner of The Nook. If you don’t see what you need on the shelves, all you have to do is ask – we’re here to help.’

‘Thanks, I’ll keep that in mind,’ he said, and glanced down at the array of tasty morsels beneath the glass counter. ‘But it looks as though you have most of the bases covered.’

Freda raised her eyebrows. ‘You’d be amazed at some of the things people expect us to have in stock.’ She gave him an openly appraising once-over. ‘Or maybes you wouldn’t. From London, are you?’

Again, he knew there was no point in denying it although he wasn’t sure what gave him away; his accent wasn’t typically London, more a mishmash honed by all the places he’d lived over the years, but he supposed it was predominantly southern. And she wasn’t wrong in any case – he owned a flat in Pimlico that he thought of as home, even though he rarely spent more than a few days there at a time. ‘Yes,’ he said.

‘You’ll find the pace of life a bit different here,’ she observed. ‘Maybes even too quiet, at least until you get used to things. But everyone looks out for each other and you can usually find a friendly face in the pub next door if you’re in need of some company.’

Company was the last thing Logan wanted – he wasn’t on Ennisfarne to make friends – but it felt rude to say so. Once again, he aimed for a politely non-committal reply. ‘Great,’ he said and pointed through the glass counter. ‘I’ll take some of your smoked ham.’

Freda pulled on some gloves and reached for a carving knife. ‘Goes well with this Doddington cheese from the mainland,’ she said as she sliced the ham. ‘Just the thing for your first night on the island.’

He glanced at the smooth yellow cheese surrounded by a deep red rind. It looked delicious. ‘Some of that too, then. Thanks.’

Freda gave a satisfied nod, as though he’d passed a little test. ‘You’ll find fresh sourdough loaves down the aisle, or there should be some farmhouse left if you prefer it. And we’ve a nice Rioja to wash it all down with.’

Logan couldn’t help a wry smile at the sales push, although he knew he’d follow all of her suggestions. The cottage he’d booked listed a wood burner among its attractions and he could picture himself eating this supper by firelight, while listening to the sea crashing against the shore. His mouth was already watering. ‘Sold,’ he said.

He was browsing the shelves, picking up a few more essentials to get him through the next day or so, when the bell over the shop door tinkled, indicating another customer had entered. Logan looked up automatically and got a jumbled impression of grey hair and an impressive beard, ruddy cheeks and battered yellow waterproofs. But it was his nose that reacted fastest – the reek of fish was so overpowering that his hand was covering his face before he could stop it. If the man’s appearance hadn’t given it away, the stench would have – this was one of the island’s fishermen.

Loitering near the deli counter once more, Logan waited until the other customer had completed his purchase and left the shop before heading towards the till at the front. The fishy top notes lingered, with more than a hint of body odour, and his distaste must have shown on his face because Freda threw him a sympathetic look. ‘That’s George. The pong’s a bit pungent at first but you get used to it. Just don’t sit too near him in the pub.’

Logan blinked. ‘He smells like that when he’s not working?’

‘He smells like that all the time.’ Freda pursed her lips as she packed his purchases into a sturdy brown paper bag. ‘But he has no idea. He lost his sense of smell in an accident a few years ago – fell off the boat and took a bang to the head. Can’t taste much either but that’s less of an issue for the people around him.’

That certainly made sense, Logan thought, trying not wrinkle his nose again; surely no one would consciously smell so bad. ‘Hasn’t anyone told him?’

Now Freda’s gaze met his and there was a faint hint of coolness that hadn’t been present before. ‘Of course. But he forgets, which is understandable – no one thinks about the things they can’t smell.’

And that was logical too; for most people, life was full enough of sensory input without having to consider aromas they weren’t even aware of. ‘I suppose not,’ he conceded. ‘It must be quite difficult for him.’

The shopkeeper shrugged. ‘Aye, but on the other hand it wouldn’t hurt him to take a shower more often.’ She placed the wrapped ham at the top of the bag and nodded. ‘That’ll be thirty-three pounds and ninety-eight pence, please.’

Logan tapped his card on the reader and hefted the paper bag into his arms. ‘Thank you.’

‘It’s no bother at all,’ Freda replied. ‘We’ll be seeing you again soon, no doubt, once you’ve settled in and that.’

Logan’s thoughts strayed back to the well-stocked deli counter; it seemed Ennisfarne wasn’t quite the end of the world after all. ‘I’m sure you will. Thanks again.’

On the outskirts of the village, he passed a number of large, upturned boats, their prows pointing to the waves, and remembered they were used as sheds once their life at sea was over. They reminded him of hulking dragons, guarding their hoard and poised to take flight. He could imagine them soaring over the headland where the ruined nunnery now stood, vast wings outstretched against the brooding leaden sky as they circled their roost. The thought made him smile; Ennisfarne was famous for its bird and seal colonies but no one had yet discovered dragons.

The road forked and Logan took a moment to study the sign. Left would take him towards the eastern edge of the island, towards the beacon that had been there for thousands of years, an early warning of sea-faring invaders. The right-hand fork wound south-west, to the dune cottage that overlooked the horseshoe beach he’d seen from the causeway, and past it to Darling Cove itself. A flutter of weariness prickled his eyelids; it had been a long day and he was looking forward to the end of his journey. Turning right, he headed for the cove.

The magnificent limestone arch came into view as soon as he crested the top of the road. Logan slowed the car, taking in the spectacular natural structure and admiring the sweep of pale sand that curved away from it. His hands twitched on the steering wheel, his photographer’s instincts tingling, but there would be plenty of time to take pictures of the cove and he nudged the car onwards. Further along the road, another sign pointed the way to the cottage and he glanced right to see a flash of grey slate rooftop peeping above the single lane track, the sea glittering beyond it. There were no other houses in view, which was part of the reason he’d chosen this particular cottage, but he knew there was some kind of café-bar at the end of the road. Its presence didn’t trouble him; he doubted it was going be busy at this time of year.

He turned the Hilux into a spacious, gravel-filled car park and studied the white-washed cottage. Clusters of snowdrops nestled beneath the windows, with lilac crocuses as their neighbours, a reminder that spring was on the way in spite of the sombre skies. The door had cornflower blue paintwork that looked fresh and a key safe on the wall beside it. Tapping in the code, Logan retrieved the key and went inside. The décor was as pleasingly minimalist as the website had suggested – white stone walls, pale wooden floors and an absence of the sort of seafaring nick-nacks that some landlords felt added ambience to their properties. But it was the view that pleased Logan the most – the large windows framed an undulation of buttery sand dunes, topped with lush green marram grass that swayed in the wind. Beyond them, to the left, the arch curled into the sky. Logan stood gazing at the scene for a moment and some of the tiredness fell from his shoulders. This was a view he could get used to.

Eventually, he dragged his eyes away to survey the rest of the cottage. The kitchen was small but had all the basics – his host had left a welcome pack beside the kettle that duplicated a few of the items he’d bought at The Nook – and the bedroom looked comfortable enough, with an array of cosy throws and cushions in blues and greys spread over the pristine white duvet cover. But it was the living room he liked the most; a plush two-seater sofa faced the wood burner, piled high with cushions and thick woollen blankets, and Logan could imagine spending many contented evenings watching the flames lick the smoky glass. Someone had also thought to place an armchair beside the window, facing the enticing view of the dunes. All in all, he decided there were worse places to live. And with luck, the perpetual rhythm of the waves would soothe the restlessness that seemed to have taken over his soul since he’d walked out of his last photoshoot at New York Fashion Week.

It didn’t take long to unpack the Hilux. Logan was used to travelling light and the largest items he’d brought all related to his work – camera boxes and lighting, although he had no plans to take any photographs where he might need anything other than natural light. But experience had taught him to be prepared and so he stashed as much of his equipment as he could under the bed and stacked the rest in the corner of the bedroom.

The sun was starting to sink in the sky by the time Logan settled in the armchair by the window, a cup of black coffee in his hands. The sullen clouds from earlier had dissipated, revealing a pale blue sky laced with delicate lemon wisps. His eyes narrowed as he contemplated the late afternoon light – even in winter, the hour or so before dusk often produced the most extraordinary golden blaze and here he suspected the sun itself might be framed by the arch before dropping below the distant mainland. With a bit of luck, it would be a decent sunset. One worthy of a picture or two.

Finishing the coffee in two mouthfuls, Logan levered himself out of the armchair. Five minutes later he was making his way between the dunes, his trusted Nikon camera around his neck as he navigated the gaps in the spiky marram grass. The fine sand shifted treacherously beneath his hiking boots, forcing him to focus on maintaining his balance rather than the view ahead of him and so he was gazing down at his feet as he finally cleared the maze of dunes. A gust of salty air greeted him, along with the suddenly loud crash of waves, causing him to look up and take in Darling Cove for the first time.

He had the beach to himself. To his right, the sand curled round and petered out at the base of the headland that made up one prong of the horseshoe. A jumble of jagged rocks jutted above the incoming tide, sending sea water spraying into the air as the waves hit. Logan made out several dark recesses in the cliffs and assumed they were caves, although it was impossible to tell how deep they were. He turned to his left and surveyed the wide expanse of yellow that wound in a deep curve to the other prong of the horseshoe. The cliffs on this side also stretched out into the sea but ended in the spectacular arch, beyond which the sky was a myriad of delicate amber, blue and pink. And nestled at the base of the cliffs, a safe distance from where the sand met the sea, he saw a large building that he guessed must be Darling’s, the bar belonging to his landlord.

Mindful of how fast the sky would change, Logan began to make his way towards the western end of the cove. The sand was easier to navigate here – no less fine but more damp, so his boots didn’t sink as deep. The surface was dotted with water-worn pebbles and shells, with a rainbow sprinkling of opaque sea glass that caught and flamed in the last of the sun’s rays. The air was crisp and clean, laced with salt and chilled by the impending nightfall. Logan turned up the collar of his coat and wished he’d brought the black cashmere scarf that was draped across the bed in the cottage. He should have known the wind on the beach would be cold but there was no time to go back. Instead, he sped up and used the briskness of his pace to warm him.

He reached the far end of the beach and gave the bar a cursory once over. It was a split-level building, painted in pale blue and yellow, with a large first-floor balcony that overlooked the enviable view and he supposed it would be popular in the warmer months. The ground floor had what looked like floor to ceiling glass doors that led to a low wooden platform jutting out across the beach, with shallow steps that led down to the sand, and he could imagine this crowded with people too. But his attention was soon reclaimed by the glorious sky reflected in the windows. Turning around, he unhooked his camera and strode purposefully towards the shoreline.

The sun seemed determined to impress him as it dipped to the horizon. The colours which had been delicate only moments earlier had deepened; the rose pink was blossoming into cerise, the amber was laced with strands of saffron and orange, and the pale blue had become a wash of lavender, smudged here and there with indigo. The heart of the arch was a luminous burst of gold. Shading his eyes with one hand, Logan unclipped the lens cap and fired off several experimental shots. Frowning at the small screen, he took a few steps to his left and snapped a couple more pictures. Satisfied with the angle, he began work in earnest and was soon absorbed in his task. The colours were already changing again and the sun was dipping fast – he had minutes to capture the scene.

A distant shout pierced his concentration. Logan pushed the distraction away, focusing on the view through the camera lens. Part of his brain registered the incoming tide as the swash bubbled perilously close to his boots; without lowering the camera, he moved backwards. Another shout rang out – he couldn’t make out the words but it sounded like a name. A harassed parent summoning a child, he surmised vaguely without looking around. None of his business. And then he became aware of something else, a faint but rhythmic vibration thudding through the sand. A third shout carried across the beach, closer now so he could hear the words. ‘Huxley! Huxley, no!’

His concentration now broken, Logan cursed under his breath and began to turn around. But at that exact moment, something low and fast barrelled into the back of his legs. The sky lurched crazily as he felt himself flip into the air; the camera flew from his grip and the next thing Logan knew, both he and the Nikon were tumbling towards the wet sand.






Chapter Two Eve


Eve Darling watched in horror as the man hit the beach with a wet thump she was sure she felt reverberate through the soles of her wellies.

‘Bloody hell!’ she muttered through clenched teeth, aghast at the scene. ‘Huxley, get back here!’

In typically exuberant fashion, the chocolate Labrador ignored her. Instead, he circled around and began to lope back towards the man, who had got to his feet and seemed to be looking for something. Eve started to run. By the time she reached the man, Huxley was bounding around him in boisterous circles, his mouth split into a friendly grin.

‘I’m so sorry,’ she called, slowing to a hurried walk as her cheeks flamed with mortification. ‘Are you okay?’

The man didn’t look up. His attention was fixed on something in his hands, which she now saw was a camera. A big, expensive-looking camera, with a large lens that also had more than a hint of high end about it. Eve felt her heart sink as she realized he must have been carrying it when the dog had hit him. ‘Is it broken?’

He flashed her a dark look. ‘The lens is cracked. I don’t know about the rest of it,’ he said in a curt voice. ‘You should keep that animal on a lead.’

He sounded furious and Eve could hardly blame him. She eyed his sodden jeans and dripping wax jacket and fought the urge to cringe. ‘He’s usually better behaved,’ she offered apologetically and bit her lip. ‘Sort of. Are you hurt at all? It was quite a tumble you took.’

‘I’m fine,’ he snapped before returning his gaze to the camera. ‘Which is more than can be said for this.’

Eve wished the sand would open up beneath her feet. ‘Sorry,’ she said again. ‘I’ll pay for the damage.’

And now the man snorted dismissively, turning his attention to Huxley, who was snuffling happily among a cluster of glistening bladderwrack seaweed. ‘Are dogs even allowed on the beach?’

Eve regarded him evenly for a moment, taking in the dark hair whipping across his face, the almost black eyes framed with long lashes and the unseasonal tanned skin. He’d be quite good-looking if it wasn’t for the attitude, she thought, and wondered who he was. A day-tripper from the mainland, probably, thinking he was David Bailey. Taking in a calming breath, she snapped her fingers at Huxley. ‘Here, boy,’ she commanded sternly. After a few more enthusiastic sniffs, the dog obeyed and Eve exhaled in silent relief. ‘The rules vary depending on the time of year and the beach,’ she told the man. ‘But on this beach, dogs are always welcome.’

He glowered at her. ‘Then they should be kept under control.’

She felt her temper start to slip. Of course, the man had every right to be angry – Huxley had knocked him over and damaged his camera. But it had been an accident; she’d apologized and offered to pay for the damage. Surely a little graciousness on his part wouldn’t go amiss. ‘Point taken,’ she said coolly and drew herself up to meet his glare. ‘Although since you’re clearly a visitor to Ennisfarne, perhaps you don’t know that Darling Cove is actually a private beach. Technically, you’re trespassing right now.’

The man blinked. ‘Trespassing?’ he echoed slowly, raising a black eyebrow. ‘I see. That certainly wasn’t made clear when I booked.’

Now it was Eve’s turn to blink. Booked? What did he mean by that? Unless…

The truth hit her with all the force of the waves crashing against the nearby rocks. He wasn’t a day-tripper at all. This must be the new tenant of Dune Cottage, the man with whom she’d exchanged a dozen or more emails to sort out the terms of his stay, and who’d paid three months’ rent up front to secure the cottage into the summer months. That unexpected income during the off-season had allowed her to employ Petr from the village to patch the leaking roof of the bar, something that would otherwise have had to wait until the money from the tourist season began to flow in. Another hot rush of embarrassment crawled over Eve as she replayed her own words in her head. Had she really just accused her new tenant of trespassing?

She took a deep breath. ‘You’re Mr Cotton.’

Understanding flickered across his face but his tone didn’t grow any warmer as he studied her dispassionately, then gave a short nod. ‘And you’re Ms Darling. Is this how you greet all your guests? By accusing them of trespassing?’

A searing blush travelled across Eve’s cheeks. ‘Of course not,’ she said stiffly. ‘I didn’t realize who you were. Is – is everything okay with the cottage?’

‘The cottage is fine,’ he replied and waved his camera irritably. ‘Unfortunately, the same can’t be said of this.’

The idiot really did think he was David Bailey, Eve realized. ‘I’ve apologized and offered to pay for it to be repaired,’ she said as neutrally as she could. ‘I’m not sure what else you want me to do.’

‘You can keep your dog away from me, for a start,’ he retorted. ‘I’ll send you an invoice for the replacement camera lens.’

With a final withering glance that encompassed both Eve and Huxley, he turned on his heel and stalked across the sand towards the distant dunes. Eve watched him go and puffed out a heavy sigh. If today was anything to go by, it was going to be a long three months.



‘Good walk?’

Aiden was leaning against the counter in the kitchen when Eve walked in, Huxley trotting at her side. She grimaced as she shrugged off her coat. ‘Not exactly. I met our new tenant and let’s just say we didn’t make the best impression.’

Her brother picked up a mug of tea from the counter and offered it to her. ‘Sounds like you need this. What happened?’

Eve took the tea gratefully and cast a rueful glance at their dog, who was slurping enthusiastically from his water bowl. ‘Huxley happened.’

She described the passage of events on the beach, feeling yet another burning rush of embarrassment when she thought about the moment James Cotton had hit the sand, and the way she’d made everything so much worse by declaring he was trespassing. Aiden hid his mouth, his blue eyes dancing. ‘I shouldn’t laugh.’

‘No, you shouldn’t,’ Eve said, regarding him with stern disapproval. ‘What if he’d been hurt?’

To his credit, Aiden’s amusement lessened. ‘Was he?’

‘Only his pride, I think,’ Eve conceded, then something else occurred to her. ‘But he really wasn’t impressed and made no effort to hide it. What if he decides to leave early?’

Her brother shrugged. ‘He’s paid in advance. But I’m sure he’ll come to see the funny side of it soon enough.’

Eve recalled the imperious fury on the face of James Cotton and shook her head gloomily. ‘He doesn’t strike me as the kind of man who finds anything funny.’

‘Then nothing you can say or do will help,’ Aiden said. ‘Best just to leave him alone to get over it.’

He was right, Eve knew, but it didn’t stop her from fretting. She took a long sip of tea and did her best to shake off her lingering mortification and unease. ‘Okay,’ she said and glanced around for a distraction. Her gaze came to settle on the calendar that adorned one of the walls. ‘Did you manage to get hold of the band for next week? I’m slightly worried we’ll have an audience with no act to entertain them and George will get his pipes out again.’

The band in question was The Wreckers – a popular sea shanty band from Cornwall who’d been taking social media by storm. Eve had booked them for the bar’s monthly music night, which was a movable event carefully planned to coincide with the safe crossing times over the causeway, but they’d proved a little hard to get hold of in recent days and she had a real fear that the one hundred and fifty or so tickets she had sold would need to be refunded. Or, worse, George would insist on plugging the gap; Eve had nothing against the Northumbrian pipes in the hands of a skilled musician, but the fisherman had more enthusiasm than talent and she still wasn’t over the last time she’d heard him play. Hamish, the landlord of the Fisherman’s Arms, said he’d never seen the pub empty so fast.

Aiden shook his head. ‘I left another message. But I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about – they’re probably just busy touring.’

And that was the biggest difference between her and her younger brother, Eve thought as she surveyed the placid expression beneath his thatch of wavy blond hair – he didn’t worry about anything. At twenty-nine, Aiden was four years her junior but it wasn’t the gap in age that made them so different, it was their outlook. Eve was a planner, a committed list-maker who liked to know everything was in hand. As well as the café and bar, they also had a variety of regular bookings – yoga classes, a local art club and dancing – and frequently played host to intimate beach weddings. That was part of the reason Eve usually declined bookings of Dune Cottage in the winter months; the business of running Darling Cove was like spinning plates. If she got distracted, something was bound to come crashing down and she needed the off-season to recharge her own batteries. Whereas Aiden didn’t concern himself with the nitty-gritty of details or to-do lists and checking everything was under control. He was endlessly optimistic that things would work out fine without unnecessary worry and rarely acknowledged or even seemed to notice that the reason things usually did turn out well was down to Eve’s attention to detail behind the scenes.

‘Even so, I’d like to get everything squared up,’ Eve said with a frown. ‘Apart from anything else, if they don’t know the crossing times they won’t get here at all.’

‘Relax, Eve,’ Aiden soothed. ‘You warned them about the causeway when you first made the booking. They’re professionals – they’ll be here.’

Reluctantly, Eve nodded and made a mental note to find out whether The Wreckers had a manager she might contact. ‘Did you finish clearing the tables in the bar? It’s Sunrise Yoga in the morning and you know Gemma will need the space.’

‘All done,’ he assured her. He waved a hand at Eve’s phone on the worktop, where she’d left it to take Huxley for his walk. ‘And I think you missed a call from Selina.’

Selina Heron was Eve’s oldest friend – they’d been inseparable since their first day of nursery at the tiny island school and had shared everything that followed as part of growing up on Ennisfarne, including boarding away from home during the week to attend secondary school. It had been an impossible wrench when Selina had left the island to attend university in Newcastle but now she was back, running her family’s salt farm on a small uninhabited isle off the south-east tip of Ennisfarne. She was closer than a sister to Eve and not a day went by that didn’t involve a phone conversation or meet-up.

‘I need your practical skills,’ Selina said without preamble when Eve called her a few minutes later. ‘One of the pipes in the graduation tower is leaking. Can you spare me an hour tomorrow to take a look?’

The graduation tower was a tall and narrow construction of wood and blackthorn through which sea water was filtered and reduced to produce the fine Heron’s salt that had achieved cult status with celebrity and amateur chefs up and down the country. A leaking pipe could cause a significant reduction in efficiency and potentially affect the quality of the salt. ‘Of course,’ Eve told her friend and consulted the tide table stuck to the door of a kitchen cupboard. ‘Meet you at the harbour at 2.30pm?’

‘You’re a life-saver,’ Selina said, her voice warm with gratitude. ‘I’ll treat you to cake at the Sea Shell afterwards.’

‘Deal,’ Eve replied, feeling her spirits lift at the thought of the delicious confections on offer at the cosy café in the village. ‘See you tomorrow.’

Aiden gave her a knowing look once she’d rung off. ‘Don’t tell me – she needs a plumber.’

Eve laughed. ‘How did you guess?’

Her brother tipped his head. ‘You should set up a side hustle – Darling Plumbing Services, no job too small.’

‘Being handy with a spanner doesn’t make me a plumber,’ Eve objected. ‘And it’s a job that potentially involves getting up close and personal with blocked toilets, with no one to delegate to. I think I’ll stick to hospitality, thanks.’

‘Just a suggestion,’ he said, holding up his hands. ‘At least then you’d be getting paid.’

Eve considered the island community, which often tended to run on reciprocal favours rather than cash. ‘Selina is my best friend – I’m hardly going to send her an invoice. Besides, she is paying me.’

‘Cake doesn’t count,’ Aiden replied wryly. ‘Not even triple chocolate gateau.’

‘So, you won’t want me to bring you a slice back from the café, then?’ Eve said, raising her eyebrows.

‘I didn’t say that,’ he said. ‘Look, Selina aside, I don’t want people taking advantage of your good nature. You work too hard, Eve, and it wouldn’t hurt you to say no once in a while.’

It was on the tip of her tongue to point out that part of the reason she worked so hard was because he left so much of the business admin to her but she knew from experience that there was no point. Aiden was Aiden and, if Eve was honest, she preferred knowing everything was in hand. ‘I’ll bear that in mind,’ she said diplomatically.

Aiden winked. ‘I’ll definitely take you up on that offer of cake tomorrow, though. Thanks, sis.’

Eve smiled. Clearly her brother didn’t feel saying no extended to him.



‘So?’ Selina called as Eve steadied herself on the ladder to study the wooden taps that topped the salt graduation tower. ‘Can you see anything wrong?’

Some twenty metres up, at the highest point of the gigantic oblong structure, Eve balanced herself against a chill gust of wintry wind and ran a hand along the base of the nearest tap. There should be a steady drip of sea water flowing from the hole, hand-adjusted by Selina each day to allow for the weather conditions, seeping into the thick layers of twigs and thorn below. But the tap was dry and so were its nearest neighbours. She slid her fingers underneath the wood to feel the pipe beneath – also dry. ‘The leak definitely isn’t up here,’ she answered. ‘Must be in the lower pipes. I’ll come down and take a look.’

Once she was safely on the ground, she set about checking each of the pipes that drew the salt water to the top of the tower. And there she found the problem. The connector on the penultimate pipe had become loose, allowing water to bubble out instead of sending it upwards. Eve took a wrench from her tool bag and gently tightened the fitting until the bubbling flow of water ceased from around the connector.

She squinted up the ladder, where Selina was now studying the taps. ‘How’s that?’ she asked.

‘You’re amazing.’ Her best friend’s voice rang with satisfaction. ‘It’s all systems go again up here.’

She spent a few more moments carefully adjusting the flow from the taps, then climbed down to join Eve. ‘Thank you,’ Selina said. ‘I really appreciate this.’

Eve shrugged away her thanks. ‘It was nothing, honestly. I can show you exactly what I did, if you like, so you’ll know for next time.’

Selina shook her head vigorously, sending the red bobble on her woollen hat wobbling. ‘Ooh, no. I tinkered with the pipes once before and ended up over-tightening something so badly it damaged the connector and had to be replaced. I leave that kind of thing to the experts now.’

Eve replaced the wrench in her tool bag and smiled. ‘I’m hardly an expert. Any skills I do have are all born from necessity rather than training.’

‘Don’t put yourself down,’ Selina said, frowning. ‘I bet practical experience is just as useful as a qualification. And as well as being brilliant, you come with the added bonus of being one of my favourite people – I definitely wouldn’t invite any of the plumbers from the mainland to the Sea Shell for cake.’

Eve recalled the last time she’d needed to call in a professional, to replace a burst pipe in the ladies’ toilets at Darling’s. She’d had to wait until the crossing allowed him to come to Ennisfarne and when he’d finally arrived, he had aired some distinctly unpleasant views as he’d worked. Eve had added his name to her list of tradesmen not to call again. ‘I’m glad I was able to help you out,’ she told Selina. ‘The cake is just a happy bonus.’

‘It certainly is,’ her friend agreed. ‘Now, give me a minute to check a couple of things in the tower and then we can head back.’

Ten minutes later, they were aboard Selina’s boat and on their way back to the harbour. During the journey, Eve confided what had happened with James Cotton the previous day. A good night’s sleep hadn’t lessened the embarrassment she felt.

‘I’m sure he’ll get over it,’ Selina said, echoing Aiden’s sentiments. ‘But enough about that – tell me what he looks like. I heard from Freda he’s quite easy on the eye.’

Eve frowned, recalling the irritated, almost supercilious way her tenant had addressed her. If she hadn’t been so desperate to make amends for Huxley’s behaviour, the man would probably have annoyed her as much as she’d evidently annoyed him. But she could see why Freda had been impressed; James Cotton was tall, dark and would probably be handsome if he ever stopped scowling.

‘I was too busy cringing to notice,’ she told Selina. ‘But I got the impression he’s the kind of man who’s used to other people jumping to his commands.’

‘A business type?’

‘Maybe,’ Eve replied doubtfully as she pictured the slightly too long black hair whipping around the man’s face. ‘It was just a feeling I had. We really didn’t talk for long.’

Selina’s forehead creased with curiosity as she steered the boat over the waves. ‘I wonder what he’s doing on Ennisfarne.’

Eve had wondered the same thing – three months was an odd amount of time, too long to be a holiday but not long enough to be starting over. ‘I’m sure we’ll find out soon enough,’ she observed. ‘Freda has his scent and you know what she’s like.’

The owner of The Nook was famously inquisitive and perfectly placed to keep her finger on the pulse of everything that happened on the island. ‘That’s true,’ Selina said, grinning. ‘The mysterious Mr Cotton won’t keep his secrets for long.’

‘Whatever his reasons for coming here, I’m going to try and keep out of his way,’ Eve replied with a delicate shudder. ‘And so is Huxley.’

Although that might be easier said than done, she thought, given he was staying in Dune Cottage. But she had the definite vibe her tenant wasn’t the kind to seek out company and that suited her perfectly. With a bit of luck, their paths wouldn’t cross more often than they had to.






Chapter Three Logan


It took Logan several days to get used to the silence. At first, he couldn’t quite put his finger on the reason for his unease. He had stayed in far more remote places – he’d once slept in a tent suspended from a sheer mountainside in order to capture the sunrise as it broke over the neighbouring peaks – but there seemed to be a particularly deep quality to the quiet on Ennisfarne. It managed to be somehow reflective and attentive, as though the island itself was listening, and Logan was reminded of his fanciful notions as he’d stood at the far end of the causeway on Friday. He’d felt the same sense of watchfulness then, although his imagined idea of being judged hadn’t lingered. He knew at least part of it was caused by standing still after constantly moving for so long but Logan hoped the unsettled feeling would pass. Perhaps then his nerves would be soothed by the peacefulness, rather than being nettled.

His prickly encounter with Eve Darling hadn’t helped, either. Once his temper had cooled, he’d been able to appreciate that it hadn’t entirely been her fault but the cracked lens made it harder for him to entirely dismiss the run-in. On Saturday, he’d driven to a camera specialist in Gosforth, on the outskirts of Newcastle, to see whether a repair might be possible but he knew even before the owner whistled through his teeth that it was a lost cause.

‘I’ve got a second-hand Nikon in stock that might do you,’ Mr Robertson had offered. ‘It’s a bit battered around the outside but still in tip-top shape otherwise.’

Logan had politely declined. ‘Probably time I upgraded anyway,’ he’d said, and given the broken lens a nostalgic pat. ‘But this one has been a good friend over the years.’

Mr Robertson nodded sympathetically. ‘I know what you mean. It takes time to adjust to any new kit, doesn’t it? Even the professionals must find that.’

‘I’m sure they do,’ Logan agreed solemnly.

‘I can order you a replacement lens, if you like,’ the other man went on. ‘Should be here by Wednesday.’

Logan had accepted the offer, even though it meant a return trip to Gosforth. He could easily have ordered it online but it felt right to give his custom to the camera shop. He’d listened to Mr Robertson’s well-meaning advice about which lens would be best, handed over his card for payment and gave his email address so the shop owner could let him know once the lens was ready for collection. And then he’d driven back to Ennisfarne, where the silence was all the more noticeable after the bustle of the city.

His mind strayed to Eve once more as he returned to Dune Cottage. He hadn’t seen her since that first explosive meeting and now found it hard to picture her. She’d been much smaller than him – almost petite – and he thought the hair poking out from beneath the chunky bobble hat had been blonde. Her coat had been waxed and her wellington boots were scruffy. Beyond that, he had no idea how she looked. Her dog, on the other hand, was etched on his memory, particularly the expression of cheerful insolence as he’d loped across the sand after dumping Logan on his backside. But now that most of his annoyance had evaporated, Logan had decided not to invoice his landlord for the broken lens. It didn’t seem fair, somehow, and it certainly wouldn’t help to foster a professionally cordial relationship for the duration of his stay. Much better to swallow the cost himself; if nothing else, it meant one less reason for interaction.

Once he was inside, he saw he’d missed a call from his agent while he’d been driving. In typically efficient fashion, Phoebe had followed up with an email:


I know you’re taking a break but GQ mag really want you for a Nick Borrowdale shoot in Monaco at the start of March. Are you tempted or shall I tell them no?



Not even remotely tempted, Logan thought. A few weeks ago, he would have leapt at the chance of an all-expenses paid trip to Monte Carlo, especially with one of his closest friends. Apart from anything else, it would be an easy job – Nick was a total pro and the camera loved him. But now the idea of jetting off to a notorious party town left Logan cold. He couldn’t summon any enthusiasm for the photography, either – GQ would almost certainly offer him creative control of the shoot but he’d be running on empty, lacking his usual inspiration, and even Nick’s magic touch wouldn’t be enough. Whatever the cause of the strange malaise that had seeped into Logan’s work and his heart, it wasn’t going to be cured by yet another job aboard a luxury yacht.

He tapped out a short response to Phoebe’s email, then began to unpack the supplies he’d picked up from a supermarket on the mainland. It wasn’t that he was avoiding The Nook, more that he wanted the freedom of shopping without the sensation of Freda’s gimlet gaze watching his every purchase. She’d want to engage him in friendly conversation too and he wasn’t interested in that. Conversation made it more likely someone might work out who he was and he’d rather keep his identity under wraps. That meant maintaining his distance from the residents of Ennisfarne as much as possible.

But it didn’t follow that he had to hide inside the cottage. The tide had come in and the siren song of the waves was tugging at Logan’s subconscious. Once he’d put the shopping away, he gave in to the call and headed out again to take advantage of the afternoon light.

It was a blustery day. The waves were silver-crowned monsters throwing themselves towards land and the north wind whipped at the Hilux as Logan made his way towards the highest point of the island – the headland on the eastern edge, facing out into the sea. There was a white granite beacon there that he had a mind to photograph against the rolling clouds, knowing his mind would be settled by the business of composing the best shot and discovering the angle that would elevate the picture into something extraordinary. But he also wanted to simply stand on the headland, gazing out to the horizon while the wind scoured the disquiet from his soul.

As he navigated the narrow road to the headland, Logan’s eye was drawn by a black oblong structure some distance from the shore. He slowed the car for a closer look and saw it occupied a small island, with a cluster of low buildings off to one side. The structure was too far away for him to make out any detail but he couldn’t imagine what it might be; some kind of hide, perhaps, for observing the birds and sea life around the island? Although he’d thought the northern tip of Ennisfarne was better known for wildlife watching – it played host to a nature reserve and there were several rocky islets that were home to the island’s thriving seal population. He stared at the odd collection of buildings for a few more seconds, frowning thoughtfully, then resumed his journey. He’d have to remember to look it up when he got home.

The beacon itself was a perfect four-sided obelisk that gleamed white against the moody sky. Logan’s professional instincts were already stirring as he parked up and reached for his camera case. He spent a few minutes gauging the scene, walking around the beacon and taking in the view, deciding what he wanted to capture. The wind made things harder – it whipped at his hands and face, forcing him to concentrate hard and work fast. High overhead, gulls wheeled across the clouds. Logan shifted his position again to include them. A squall of rain spattered against the ground, growing more persistent as he worked, but it was only when he was satisfied that he’d caught a sense of the lonely obelisk standing tall and implacable against the sullen elements that he put the camera back in its box and allowed his concentration to lessen. Taking himself as near to the edge of the headland as he deemed safe, he raised his face to the wind and the rain and gazed at the unbroken sea, stretching all the way to the horizon and beyond. His cheeks stung as the icy rain hit, driven into his skin by the bluster of the wind, and he rocked back on his heels once or twice as the gusts hit him. Rivulets of water trickled from his hair and down his neck, making him shiver. But being battered by the elements didn’t make him long for the protection of his car. Instead, the experience brought a rawness, a feeling of purity that penetrated his skin and curled deep into his lungs. Right at that moment, there was no lethargy in his soul. He felt clean and renewed and capable of anything. It wouldn’t last, of course, but he knew this was in part what he’d come to Ennisfarne seeking – a reminder that it was possible to feel this way, invigorated and alive.

He stood for longer than he should, so long that the shivering became constant. But before leaving, Logan stopped to place a hand on the smooth, wet granite, admiring its strength and solitude and soaking up its history. It had endured for over two hundred years, warning ships of the rocks ahead if they strayed too close, but previous incarnations had served another purpose – part of a chain of beacons built to warn of impending attack from enemies across the sea. There had been many such invasions, to both Ennisfarne and Lindisfarne, but although blood had been shed, the islands had somehow absorbed the marauders and turned their pillaging to peace. In time, they’d grown to love the islands and had become part of their story. Logan looked around, taking in the lush green headland glistening in the rain, with the wind-tossed steel wool clouds rolling above, hearing the faint cry of the gulls over the thunderous crash of the waves below, and thought he understood why. Ennisfarne seemed to be an easy place to fall in love with. He might even be halfway there himself.






Chapter Four Eve


Eve’s heart sank when she saw the email from James Cotton in her inbox first thing on Thursday morning. She was sitting with her laptop at one of the tables in the bar, facing towards the sun-dappled sand and working through a backlog of admin. It wasn’t so much the thought of the invoice he would undoubtedly have attached that made her groan – she’d accepted she needed to reimburse him – but his surliness on their first meeting turned the thought of dealing with him into a headache and it was bound to spoil her mood. In fact, she was almost tempted to leave the email until the afternoon, or even the next day, but she knew it would only hang over her and niggle at her nerves. Better to take her usual approach and get the unpleasant tasks out of the way first, she decided, then cast a speculative look at the shiny coffee machine behind the bar. Everything was easier after coffee. Surely the five minutes it would take to make a latte didn’t count as procrastination…
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