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  Praise for Colette Caddle




  ‘Charles Dickens once advised budding novelists to make their readers laugh, make’em cry, but most of all, make’em wait. And bestselling writer Colette Caddle

  does all three with an assured hand’ Irish Independent




  ‘If you like Marian Keyes, you’ll love Colette Caddle’ Company




  ‘Will have readers laughing and crying every step of the way’ Irish Times




  ‘An engaging, warm slice of life with which all women will be able to identify. Highly recommended’ Publishing News




  ‘A warm, irresistible Irish author for all ages. Heaven knows how they do it, but they have that special magic’ The Bookseller




  ‘Caddle seems to know instinctively what women readers want’ Ireland on Sunday
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  Prologue




  Celine massaged the wax in and pulled her hair into spikes. Then she put on the vivid purple lipstick that matched her eyeshadow and nail varnish perfectly.




  ‘Celine! Come on, we’re going to be late!’




  ‘Coming!’ she yelled back as she pulled on her perilously high platforms and clumped down the stairs.




  ‘Hey, you look great!’ her husband said, picking her off the bottom step and swinging her around. ‘Doesn’t she, Frank?’




  Celine’s father grinned. ‘Great.’




  ‘Where’s my bag, Dermot?’




  Dermot pointed to the spangly purple bag on the floor. ‘That thing?’




  ‘Yeah, great. Okay, I think I’m ready.’




  ‘Are you nervous, love?’ her father asked as they walked out to his car.




  ‘A bit, Daddy, but I’m excited too. Some of Ireland’s top designers are going to be here tonight.’




  Dermot grinned as he held open the door for her. ‘Sure won’t you be there!’




  ‘Idiot!’ Celine laughed.




  The RTE studios were buzzing when they arrived. Celine was quickly surrounded by her classmates as they all admired each other’s outfits and discussed the likely winner. They finally broke

  up when they were told to take their seats and Celine went in search of her husband. Frank would have to sit with the main audience but thankfully Dermot would be with her in the front row. She

  clutched his hand tightly as the awards got under way.




  ‘I hope the graduate award isn’t last or I’ll have no circulation left in that arm,’ he murmured.




  ‘What?’ Celine’s eyes were darting around the room and every so often she’d give a little squeal and point out some big name to Dermot.




  It was over an hour before Pat Kenny got to the new designer award. Dermot sat up in his seat and clasped both of Celine’s hands in his.




  ‘And the winner of the new designer of the year award goes to . . .’




  Celine held her breath.




  Pat Kenny’s eyes roved across the expectant faces. ‘Celine Moore!’




  Dermot jumped to his feet and dragged his wife with him. ‘You’ve won, Celine, you’ve won!’




  Celine’s expression was bemused. ‘What?’




  ‘Go on, love, they’re waiting.’




  Celine drew herself up, straightened the skirt of the black dress that she’d only finished making that afternoon and started the long walk up the red carpet. She was only vaguely aware of

  the congratulatory smiles and handshakes as she walked. She’d won. She was here on the Late Late Show surrounded by the big names from the Irish fashion industry – and some

  from across the pond too – receiving the highest accolade a new designer could get. She nodded and smiled as Pat Kenny shook her hand, only vaguely aware of what he was saying, and moved on

  to be embraced by Paul Costello – dear God, Paul Costello! If only her mother were here to see this, she’d be so proud. Thinking of her mother reminded her of her dad. She looked out

  into the audience to see if she could spot him but in the dimly lit studio she couldn’t see beyond the first two rows. Clutching the Waterford Crystal trophy and cheque close to her chest,

  Celine concentrated on putting one foot in front of the other and getting back to her seat without falling flat on her face. Thank God she wasn’t expected to make a speech.




  ‘I’m so proud of you,’ Dermot said as she sat down.




  She hugged him hard. ‘Thanks, Dermot, I couldn’t have done it without you.’




  ‘You’re got what it takes, Celine, and that’s why you’re here. You’ve got the X factor.’




  ‘At least I should get a reasonable job now.’




  ‘You’re going to be famous in no time and I’m going to retire!’




  Celine grinned and put her finger to her lips as the next winner was announced.




  Frank drove home with a broad smile on his face as his daughter and her husband sang, laughed and relived the moment again.




  ‘I didn’t think I’d make it up those steps,’ Celine told them again.




  ‘You were brilliant and the best-looking designer in the room!’ Dermot said, kissing her soundly. ‘What we need now is a curry!’




  ‘Curry, yeah, great!’ Celine suddenly felt ravenous.




  ‘Curry?’ Frank repeated. ‘It’s nearly one o’clock in the morning!’




  ‘The best time to eat curry,’ Dermot assured him. ‘The place at the top of the road should be open, Frank.’




  ‘Okay then.’ Frank capitulated and detoured to stop at the takeaway. He’d have travelled to Timbuktu if they’d wanted him to, he was so proud of Celine.




  ‘What will you have, Frank?’ Dermot asked as he got out of the car.




  ‘Nothing for me, thanks.’




  When they finally pulled up outside the cottage, Frank kissed his daughter. ‘I’m proud of you, love, well done.’




  ‘Come in for a drink,’ Dermot urged.




  ‘No, lad, I’m for bed.’




  ‘I’ll phone you tomorrow, Daddy,’ Celine promised.




  ‘Champagne!’ Dermot said, making straight for the fridge.




  Celine laughed. ‘Champagne and curry!’




  ‘You’ll be drinking champagne with everything from now on,’ Dermot told her as he poured the bubbly into two tumblers.




  ‘I think I need to earn some money first!’




  ‘You’ll have your pick of jobs now. They’ll all be fighting over you. Celine Moore, Ireland’s newest and most exciting designer!’




  Celine twirled around, slopping some of her champagne on the floor. ‘Today, Dublin, tomorrow, the world!’




  







  Chapter 1




  ‘I’m sorry.’ Rose scanned the page in her hand and then looked back at the young woman in front of her. ‘But am I missing something? How did someone

  with your qualifications end up working in a pharmacy?’




  Celine shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’




  Rose sighed and put the brief uninformative CV down on the desk. ‘Look, Celine, you seem like a lovely girl and between your qualifications and shop experience you’re an ideal

  candidate for the job but, well, I think there’s something you’re not telling me.’




  Celine stared back at her from under a heavy chestnut fringe. ‘It’s a bit complicated.’




  Rose folded her hands in her lap and waited.




  Celine sighed. ‘Okay, then, let me explain. I’m a widow. My husband died just after I qualified from the College of Art and Design.’




  ‘Oh, I’m sorry!’




  Celine carried on, a slight tremor in her voice: ‘After he died I lost interest in design.’




  ‘So you took the first job that came along,’ Rose surmised.




  Celine nodded.




  ‘Why do you want to get back into the rag trade now? Are you going to take up designing again?’ Rose watched as the girl’s face filled with horror.




  ‘Definitely not!’




  ‘So?’




  ‘Er, well, I wanted to move out of Killmont for personal reasons. I know I could do the job and having a flat over the shop takes care of my accommodation problem.’




  Rose bit her lip as she studied the girl. Somehow she felt there was a lot more going on behind those sad eyes but in her gut she felt she could trust Celine Moore. As soon as she’d walked

  in and Rose felt the cool firm grip of her hand she’d made up her mind. ‘How soon can you start?’




  Celine laughed, her eyes lighting up. Rose blinked at the transformation.




  ‘Tomorrow?’




  Rose smiled. ‘No need for that. Why don’t you concentrate on moving in over the weekend and you can start Monday. That will give me six weeks to show you the ropes before I go into

  hospital for a hip replacement.’




  ‘Oh, I’m sorry. Are you in a lot of pain?’




  Rose chuckled. ‘Yep, but now that I’ve got you to do all the donkey work I’ll be fine.’




  ‘No problem, that’s what I’m good at.’




  ‘How are you at making tea?’ Rose asked hopefully.




  Celine stood up immediately. ‘Why don’t you be the judge of that?’ She filled the kettle and found two mugs.




  Rose settled back in her chair and put her foot up on a stool and told Celine of the problems she’d had trying to find a manager for the shop. ‘So whatever your reasons for wanting

  the job, I’m glad you’re here.’




  Celine set the teapot on the table and went to get the milk and sugar. ‘Me too.’




  ‘When we’ve finished our tea I’ll show you the flat. It’s a bit basic,’ Rose warned.




  Celine shrugged. ‘I don’t need much.’




  ‘It needs airing. The lad that used to live there moved out last month. And I’d better ask Richard to get the immersion checked. It goes on the blink sometimes.’




  ‘Richard?’




  Rose nodded. ‘My landlord.’ She shot a speculative look at Celine. ‘A rather handsome and single landlord.’




  ‘Not interested,’ Celine said lightly. ‘Tell me about the shop.’




  Rose obliged, realising that it would be a while before Celine let her guard down. Rose could relate to that. She knew what it was like to have a past and she wasn’t the nosey sort. Celine

  could keep her secrets. As long as she was good at her job, Rose didn’t mind. ‘We opened Close Second in 1998.’




  ‘We?’ asked Celine.




  ‘Me and my son. Oh, he’s not actually involved – God forbid!’ She chuckled. ‘No, I run the shop on my own. I did have a partner for a couple of years but she got

  bored and asked me to buy her out. Sadie Mitchell, the lady you met on the way in, works part-time.’




  Celine frowned. ‘Why didn’t you give her the job?’




  ‘Oh, Sadie wouldn’t want it! She just likes to get out of the house for a couple of hours. Don’t ask her to do anything complicated or she’d be a nervous wreck.’

  Rose chuckled. ‘She can’t even put on the alarm!’




  ‘Does that mean you have to be here all the time? How on earth do you manage?’




  Rose grimaced. ‘I get the odd break. My son works for Dominic who owns the newsagent’s next door and if I need some time off he opens and closes the shop for Sadie.’ She

  finished her tea and stood up. ‘Come on, I’ll show you your new home.’ Taking a key from the window ledge she led Celine through the shop. ‘Sadie, meet Celine Moore.

  She’s going to be our new manager.’




  The older woman looked up from her magazine. ‘That’s nice.’




  ‘I’m just taking her up to see the flat.’




  They went outside and Celine watched as Rose opened the front door and began the slow progress up the steep, narrow stairs. ‘Why don’t you wait down here?’




  ‘I can manage a few stairs,’ Rose snapped.




  ‘Sorry.’




  Rose reached the top and turned to offer an apologetic smile. ‘Don’t mind me. Just sometimes it’s difficult being treated like a geriatric. Inside I still feel

  thirty-five!’




  Celine smiled. ‘You sound like my dad. He retired last year and he’s finding it very hard to get used to doing nothing.’




  Rose was surprised at this reference to Celine’s personal life. ‘As soon as you stop working you’re ready for the scrapheap.’ She bit her tongue as she saw the worried

  look on Celine’s face. ‘I bet he keeps himself busy,’ she offered.




  ‘He does a lot of gardening and he plays golf.’




  Rose beamed at her. ‘Ah well, there you are then.’ She opened the door and pointed at the small corridor to the right. ‘Bedroom and bathroom through there. And this is your

  kitchen-cum-living room.’ She walked on into the main room and turned to face her new employee.




  Celine admired the spacious room, with the high ceiling and large sash window that flooded the room with light. ‘It’s wonderful!’




  Rose wrinkled her nose. ‘I wouldn’t go that far.’ She opened a door in the kitchen and peered inside. ‘The immersion is in here and yes, as I suspected, the floor is a

  bit damp. I’ll have to get that checked.’




  ‘Great.’ Celine retraced her steps and stuck her head into the bathroom and bedroom. They were both small but clean and again had wonderfully large windows.




  ‘It could all do with a coat of paint,’ Rose fretted. ‘I’m afraid it’s been a while since I’ve been up here.’




  ‘I can decorate it,’ Celine offered immediately, her expression brightening.




  ‘There’s no need, I’ll tell Richard to take care of it.’




  ‘No, really, I’d enjoy it.’




  ‘I bet you could make it really special with your talents.’ Rose watched as Celine shrugged and looked uncomfortable. This girl was as prickly as a hedgehog. ‘Right, well, you

  can move in as soon as you want. The central heating switch is over here.’ She showed Celine the gas boiler beside the cooker. ‘I’ll put it on now to air the place.’




  ‘I’ll go home and pack.’ Celine smiled and held out her hand. ‘Thanks, Mrs Lynch, I really appreciate this.’




  ‘Call me Rose, love. Oh, and here’s the key.’




  Celine pocketed the key and started down the stairs. ‘Bye, Rose. I’ll bring my stuff over tomorrow.’




  ‘See you then,’ Rose called after her, before descending the stairs at a more leisurely pace. When she got back into the shop Fergus was leaning against the counter talking to Sadie.

  ‘Oh, hello, love. That’s a pity, you just missed my new manager.’




  ‘So Sadie was saying. That’s great, Ma!’




  Rose nodded. ‘Yes, I think she’ll work out very well. ‘Now, let’s go and eat. I’m starving. I’ll only be half an hour, Sadie, and then you can get

  off.’




  ‘So, what’s she like?’ Fergus asked when they were seated in the tiny café across the road eating lunch – an egg sandwich for Rose and a burger

  and fries for Fergus.




  ‘I have no idea,’ Rose replied.




  Her son frowned. ‘What do you mean?’




  ‘Ah, nothing, love, don’t mind me.’




  ‘How’s the leg today?’




  ‘Not bad. Are you working in the shop this afternoon?’




  ‘No, Dominic doesn’t need me.’




  Rose shot him a suspicious look as she poured the tea. ‘What do you mean he doesn’t need you? What have you done?’




  Fergus shook his head. ‘Nothing! Things are just quiet, okay?’




  ‘So if you’ve no work what are you going to do?’




  Fergus shrugged. ‘I might head into town for a while.’




  ‘Ah don’t, son, sure there’s nothing much in town.’




  Fergus rolled his eyes. ‘Ma, stop worrying! Town is a big place, I’ll be fine.’




  ‘I just don’t want you bumping into any of that crowd.’




  Fergus rubbed the bridge of his nose. ‘Ma, if I wanted drugs I could get them any day of the week. I work in a shelter every night, remember?’ He patted her hand awkwardly.

  ‘I’m clean. I’ve been clean for seven years.’




  Rose gripped his hand and nodded. ‘Sorry, love, I believe you, honest I do, it’s just I can’t help worrying.’




  He grinned. ‘Wait till you’re in hospital and I have the house to myself.’




  She took a swipe at him that he ducked easily. ‘Don’t even think about it or I’ll get your Aunt Babs to move in and keep an eye on you.’




  Fergus groaned. ‘No, anything but that! I promise to live like a monk.’




  Rose watched him as he wolfed down his burger. ‘I wish you wouldn’t. It’s about time you found yourself a nice girl. You’re nearly twenty-four.’




  ‘Yeah, and I’m an ex-drug addict, working part-time in a newsagent’s and in a shelter for the homeless; oh yes, I’m a great catch!’




  Rose studied her son. He was thin but sinewy with his hair cropped tight against his head and dark chocolate brown eyes, just like his dad’s. He was a good-looking lad who bore little

  resemblance to the skeletal, hollow-eyed automaton of seven years ago. ‘You are happy, Fergus, aren’t you?’




  ‘Sure, Ma,’ he told her through a mouth full of fries.




  ‘Maybe you should look for a better job,’ she ventured.




  ‘I’m grand where I am.’




  ‘But Fergus, mixing with all those, those . . .’




  ‘Bums?’




  She frowned. ‘You know what I mean.’




  ‘Stop worrying, Ma, you’ll go grey.’ He stood up and tousled her hair. ‘Thanks for lunch. Seeya later.’




  ‘Bye.’ Rose lifted a hand to smooth her blonde head. The only way she’d go grey was if she missed an appointment at Annabelle’s Hair Studio! Her smile faded as her

  thoughts drifted back to her son. She’d never wanted him to work in that homeless shelter but his social worker had convinced her that the responsibility would be good for him. He was right

  of course. As the months went by and Fergus saw first-hand the damage drink and drugs could do, his resolve to stay clean strengthened. But she thought it was time he moved on to a more normal job.

  He was so young and vulnerable. She didn’t want to go into hospital and leave him alone but she had waited a year for this hip replacement and if she pulled out now she knew she’d be

  waiting as long again. And at least she had Celine Moore to look after things while she was away. Rose knew that if she told Fergus about the girl’s background he’d have said she was

  mad to hire her. But for some reason, she was drawn to Celine Moore and from their short conversation it was clear that the girl understood clothes. Rose paid for lunch and headed back across the

  road. Dominic was standing outside the newsagent’s.




  ‘Hi, Rose.’ He smiled at her, rocking on his heels, his hands dug deep in the pockets of his cardigan. ‘Beautiful day.’




  ‘Hi, Dominic.’




  ‘How’s the leg?’




  She made a face. ‘Not bad, not bad.’




  ‘Well, you don’t have long to go now.’ He walked with her to the door of Close Second, taking off his glasses to polish them on the front of his heavy cotton shirt.




  ‘Have you found someone to run this place for you yet?’




  ‘Yes, thank goodness. She starts on Monday.’




  ‘Wonderful! That must be a load off your mind.’




  Rose turned worried eyes on him. ‘Yes it is, now if I could only sort my son out. Why didn’t you want him to work today, Dominic? Has he been giving you trouble?’




  Dominic pushed dark blond hair off his forehead and settled his glasses back on the bridge of his nose. ‘Of course not, Rose! There just isn’t enough work for us both at the

  moment.’




  Rose frowned. ‘That new book shop is really hurting you, isn’t it?’




  Dominic sighed. ‘If only they stuck to selling books, but no, they have to sell stationery and newspapers and magazines.’




  ‘I hate the idea of Fergus having nothing to do all day.’




  ‘I’m sure he’d have no problem finding something else.’




  ‘Yes, but with his background—’




  ‘Forget about his background, Rose. I’ve left him alone in that shop God knows how many times and he’s never touched the till.’




  Rose looked shocked. ‘I should hope not!’




  ‘If he were still on drugs, Rose, he’d have cleaned me out long ago and you too. He’s a good lad and I’d be happy to give him a reference.’




  Rose’s face cleared as she recognised the truth of his words. ‘Thanks, Dominic.’




  Two women approached and turned into the newsagent’s. Dominic turned to salute her with a twinkle in his eye ‘Don’t look now but I believe I have customers! See you later,

  Rose.’




  ‘Bye, Dominic.’ Rose laughed. With all his problems Dominic still held on to his sense of humour. Gosh, what must he think of her? He’d said business was bad and all

  she’d been worried about was how it would affect her son. She’d bring him in a coffee later and ask him about it, she decided as she went back into her shop. She could imagine how tough

  it must be and how Dominic’s takings must have dropped in the last three months. She’d probably never have that problem. There were only a handful of second-hand shops in Dublin and

  only one other that dealt exclusively in designer labels. She had a loyal clientele, some of them travelling from the four corners of Ireland. She had the phone numbers of her best customers and

  she called them if something came in that she knew they’d like. It was this personal service that made it even more difficult to find a suitable manager.




  The bell tinkled on the door and she looked up and smiled. ‘Mrs Williams! I’m so glad you dropped in. I have a lovely Gina Bacconi dress that I think you’ll

  like.’




  Fergus stood in HMV debating whether to spend his last few Euros on CDs or a new game for his Playstation. The way things were going it looked like he’d have a lot more time

  on his hands soon so he decided to go for the game. After paying for it, he tucked it into the inside pocket of his jacket and headed back out onto Henry Street.




  ‘Yo, Gus, how’s it goin’?’




  Fergus closed his eyes briefly before turning around. ‘Howaya, Mick.’




  Mick Garvey leaned closer. ‘Haven’t seen ye in ages.’




  Fergus stepped back. ‘Ah, well, you know yourself, keeping busy.’




  Mick laughed. ‘Still working at the shelter, are ye?’




  Fergus nodded. ‘Yeah, a bit.’




  ‘Ye must meet all sorts down there. Maybe I’ll drop in and see ye some night.’




  Fergus smiled but his eyes were cold. ‘Sure. And if I’m not there, Paddy Burns will be. Do you know Paddy, Mick? He’s an ex-cop.’




  Mick’s eyes narrowed. ‘I hope yer not forgetting who yer friends are, Gus.’




  ‘Oh, I know exactly who my friends are, thanks, Mick. See you around.’ Fergus walked away before Mick could answer and lost himself in the crowds on Henry Street. He was breathing

  heavily and his heart was racing. Mick was half his size and he could take him out any time, but as one of Dublin’s main dealers, Mick had a lot of contacts. If Mick Garvey ever wanted to get

  him, he’d only have to put out the word. So Fergus would continue to do what he’d always done: keep his mouth shut and lie low. He moved quickly in the direction of the bus stop. Maybe

  coming into town hadn’t been such a good idea after all.




  







  Chapter 2




  Celine ran a self-conscious hand through her tangled hair as she went to open the door. ‘Hi, Marina.’




  Marina frowned at her friend’s pale, miserable face. ‘You look like shit.’ She walked through to the kitchen and stopped in the doorway. ‘What the hell?’




  Most of the shelves were empty, half-filled boxes were on the worktops and table and an assortment of clothes was strewn around the room.


  ‘I’m moving,’ Celine explained.


  ‘Excuse me?’




  Celine took a pile of clothes off a stool and dumped them on the ground. ‘Sit down, it’s a long story.’




  Marina perched her slender form on the stool and crossed one long leg over the other. ‘Do tell.’




  ‘I’ve been having an affair.’ Celine didn’t look at her friend, concentrating her attentions on opening the wine that her friend had brought.




  Marina stared at her, wide-eyed. ‘You’re kidding! Who with?’




  Celine went in search of glasses. ‘Bloody hell, which box did I put them in?’




  ‘Celine!’




  She found the glasses and turned to face Marina. ‘Kevin Gilligan.’




  ‘Kevin Gilligan? Kevin Gilligan as in the manager of our local building society, pillar of the community, married to that old bag Eileen?’




  Celine nodded. ‘That’s the one.’




  ‘Jesus! How long has this been going on?’




  Celine shrugged. ‘A few months.’




  Marina scowled. ‘Why didn’t you tell me?’




  ‘Affairs are supposed to be secret,’ Celine pointed out.




  ‘Not from your best friend they’re not,’ Marina retorted. ‘I’m supposed to be involved, supplying you with alibis and the like.’




  ‘But I don’t need alibis. I’m a free agent.’




  ‘Kevin Gilligan isn’t. His wife will take you apart when she finds out.’




  ‘She already has.’




  ‘She knows? She didn’t come here, did she?’




  Celine gave a wry smile. ‘Nothing so discreet, she attacked me in the middle of the golf club.’




  ‘Bloody hell.’




  ‘In front of Daddy, Brenda and Alan,’ Celine continued.




  ‘Wow, poor you. When did all this happen?’




  ‘Last week. Dad’s not impressed.’




  ‘And what about the sainted Brenda?’ Marina had never had much time for Celine’s sister-in-law.




  ‘Won’t even talk to me.’




  Marina shrugged. ‘Well, that’s no bad thing.’




  ‘Brenda’s okay.’ Celine felt obliged to stick up for Dermot’s sister.




  ‘Oh, I know, she’s just so, so . . .’ Marina fluttered long fingers around as she searched for a word. ‘Settled.’




  Celine stared out of the window, her eyes sad. ‘Settled isn’t so bad.’




  Marina gave an impatient shrug. ‘No, but there’s settled and settled. Do you think she and Alan are happy?’




  Celine looked surprised. ‘I don’t know. I suppose so.’




  ‘He’s quite good-looking.’




  ‘Alan?’ Celine stared at her friend.




  ‘Yes, in a reserved, intelligent sort of way.’




  ‘Don’t even think about it. I’m in enough trouble with Brenda without you chatting up her husband.’




  ‘Oh, don’t worry, I’ve had it with married men. It’s time poor little Josh had a proper role model in his life.’




  Privately Celine thought ‘little Josh’ was beyond help but she was surprised at the serious look on Marina’s face. ‘Are you on the look-out for a new husband?’




  ‘Yes, I think it’s time,’ Marina admitted. ‘You should think about it yourself. Don’t you miss having someone?’




  ‘I’ve had Kevin,’ Celine reminded her.




  ‘That was just sex – oh, God, you don’t love him, do you?’




  ‘Of course not.’ Celine laughed. ‘I’m not dumb.’




  Marina shook her head. ‘Dumb enough, my dear. As my old dad used to say, never shit on your own doorstep.’




  ‘Charming.’




  ‘But true,’ Marina insisted. ‘It would probably be best if you dumped the gorgeous Mr Gilligan. Date married men, by all means, but next time go a little further afield. Have

  you been blackballed at the golf club yet?’




  Celine laughed. ‘No, but I’m sure it’s only a matter of time. Eileen Gilligan is an important woman.’




  ‘Which is why I’m saying—’




  ‘I know, I know, don’t shit on your own doorstep.’




  ‘How on earth did it all start anyway? It’s not as if you move in the same circles. It’s not as if you move in any circles at the moment,’ Marina added.




  ‘We met down the gym.’




  ‘The gym!’ Marina’s eyes lit up. ‘I told you it was the perfect place to meet men.’




  ‘Yes, well, I was fed up getting the third degree from the local biddies every time I went swimming, so I started to go down at seven a couple of mornings a week.’




  ‘And Kevin was there perfecting his breast stroke?’




  Celine rolled her eyes. ‘He’s a really nice guy, Marina.’




  ‘He’s not exactly hard on the eye either.’




  ‘No,’ Celine agreed, a twinkle in her eye.




  ‘So, he chatted you up in the Jacuzzi.’




  ‘No, in the snack bar. We got into the habit of having a coffee after the session. One morning the bar was shut and I invited him back here.’




  Marina’s eyes widened. ‘You little hussy! I didn’t know you had it in you!’




  ‘Me neither,’ Celine admitted. ‘I hadn’t intended it to turn into a full-blown affair but, well, Kevin can be very persuasive.’




  ‘I bet he can.’




  ‘It was nice to feel attractive and sexy again.’




  Marina leaned forward. ‘So is he good?’




  ‘Marina!’ Celine cried but she was smiling. ‘He’s great.’




  ‘So what happens now? I don’t suppose he’s going to leave Eileen?’




  ‘Of course not, I wouldn’t want him to. No, it’s over. I feel quite ashamed of myself.’




  ‘Oh, for God’s sake, you are only human,’ Marina said matter-of-factly.




  ‘It’s not just about Kevin, it’s my life. I’ve been so pathetic these past few years. I haven’t done anything. I didn’t even set out to have an

  affair. It just’ – she shrugged – ‘happened.’




  Marina nodded. ‘I’ve had relationships like that too. I must say, though, I am relieved!’ I was beginning to think you were heading for a nunnery. You’ve been on your own

  for so long – it’s not natural.’




  Celine chuckled. ‘But now you know different.’




  ‘Yes, thank goodness, you’re normal after all.’




  ‘I wouldn’t go that far.’ Celine gave her a lopsided smile. ‘I have to hand it to Eileen, she gave quite a performance. No screaming or shouting – she even

  apologised for interrupting our meal – and then went on to tell Daddy that I was screwing her husband.’




  Marina cringed. ‘Ouch.’




  ‘Yeah, I felt like a teenager caught behind the bike shed.’




  ‘So what happened then?’




  ‘Brenda stormed out and Daddy and I drove home in silence. Honestly, I would have preferred it if he’d shouted at me.’




  ‘Hurt silence is much more effective,’ Marina agreed, ‘but he’ll get over it. Give him time to cool off. Moving is a bit drastic though, don’t you think?’




  ‘Ah, but you haven’t heard the full story. You see, I’ve also been fired.’




  Marina raised her eyebrows. ‘Because of the affair?’




  Celine nodded. ‘Turns out my ex-boss is a distant cousin of Eileen’s.’




  ‘God, that woman has more tentacles than an octopus. So what now?’




  ‘I’ve got myself a new job!’




  ‘Crikey, you don’t hang about, do you?’




  ‘Can’t afford to, but no, this was sheer luck. I was going through the situations vacant page in the Times on Thursday and found it.’




  ‘Not another pharmacy, I hope.’




  ‘Nope. It’s a second-hand fashion boutique in Hopefield and as of this morning I’m going to be the manager.’




  Marina’s eyes widened. ‘Not Close Second?’




  ‘Do you know it?’




  ‘Well of course I know it! It’s only the best second-hand shop in Dublin. My God, I get most of my clothes there these days!’




  ‘Well, that’s great. Now I actually know one of my customers.’




  ‘It’s the place to go for the perfect little designer number at half the price. You would be amazed at the ladies who shop there.’




  ‘Looks like I’m going to meet them.’




  ‘I hope there will be special discounts for your friends,’ Marina purred.




  Celine hugged her. ‘I’ll do my best.’




  Marina raised her glass. ‘This is great, Celine, congratulations. It’s about time you got back into the rag trade. Next thing you’ll be telling me you’re designing

  again.’




  Celine’s smile faded. ‘Definitely not.’




  Marina tactfully changed the subject. ‘But why do you have to move house? You could easily commute.’




  ‘The job comes with a flat over the shop and I think it might be a good idea for me to disappear for a while.’




  ‘Your dad will miss you.’




  Celine shook her head, her eyes dark with sadness. ‘I think he’ll be relieved.’




  ‘Rubbish, you know he’s mad about you.’




  ‘And the feeling is mutual, which is why I have to go.’ Celine stood up abruptly and brushed her hands on her faded jeans. ‘Now are you going to help me pack?’




  Marina looked down in alarm at her cream linen trousers. ‘Absolutely not!’




  Celine laughed. ‘Then get out.’




  ‘Charming.’ Marina drained her glass and leaned over to kiss Celine’s cheek. ‘When do you start?’




  ‘Monday, but I’m going to move into the flat tomorrow.’




  ‘Well, the best of luck, darling. I’ll drop by during the week and you can sell me something.’




  ‘Ooh yes, that will impress Rose.’




  Marina tapped the side of her nose. ‘Leave it to me. Before I’ve left she’ll think you’re the saleswoman of the year!’




  After Marina left, Celine went back to her packing with a lighter heart. It would be exciting to work with clothes again, especially some of the newer designs. When she’d gone for her

  interview this morning she’d noticed that Rose had a fair representation of Irish designers – one of whom Celine had gone to college with. It would be strange to be selling Emily

  Park’s creations. She had her own shop on Baggot Street now and dressed some of Ireland’s most famous women. Celine didn’t follow fashion any more but everyone knew about

  Emily’s meteoric rise to fame. She was a media darling and everyone’s favourite success story. Celine was happy for her and not remotely jealous. She’d realised when Dermot died

  that all her creativity had died with him and was resigned to living an uneventful life. She smiled slightly as she cleaned out the fridge. Her life could hardly be called uneventful now that she

  was the scarlet woman of Killmont! But she would be happy to leave that behind, leave Kevin Gilligan behind and go back to being a shopkeeper. Although working in a clothes shop would be a lot more

  fun than the local pharmacy and the clientele would be more interesting too. Celine looked forward to blending into the background and watching Dublin’s finest up close and personal. It would

  be a wonderful distraction from her own dreary life and being on the far side of Dublin from Killmont made it all the more attractive.




  







  Chapter 3




  Kay Flynn was on her knees picking up pieces of crayon when Marina arrived.




  ‘Mum, what on earth are you doing down there? Where’s Josh?’




  There was a crash and the sound of breaking glass. Kay closed her eyes briefly. ‘At a guess I’d say he’s in the kitchen.’




  Marina hurried past. ‘Josh, darling, are you all right?’




  Kay stood up and followed her, groaning inwardly when her worst fears were confirmed. Her beautiful Dublin crystal vase was in pieces on the floor.




  Marina sat her son on the kitchen table and began examining him from head to foot. ‘Are you hurt, my darling?’




  Josh took one look at the frown on his grandmother’s face and burst into tears. ‘It was an accident, Mummy.’




  ‘Of course it was, Joshie. Mummy and Granny know that, don’t we, Granny?’




  Kay got back down on her knees and began to pick up shards of glass. ‘Of course we do,’ she muttered obediently.




  ‘I think some chocolate buttons will help dry those tears.’ Marina smiled lovingly at her son and produced a bag from her pocket.




  Josh wiped his face on his sleeve and grabbed the bag.




  ‘What do you say, Josh?’




  ‘Thank you,’ he said through a mouthful of chocolate.




  Happy that all the glass was off the floor, Kay dumped the daffodils in the bin and mopped up the water.




  ‘He’s so brave.’ Marina sat down next to him and watched her mother at work. ‘Did he eat his dinner, Mum?’




  Kay thought of the food that Josh had hurled around the kitchen but decided it was easier to lie. ‘He certainly did.’ Josh looked up in surprise and she put her finger to her

  lips.




  ‘You are such a good boy, Joshie, and I think you are Granny’s pet.’




  Pet Rottweiler, Kay thought, reaching for the kettle. ‘Tea, Marina?’




  Marina shook her head. ‘I don’t suppose you have any Evian water?’




  Kay nodded towards the tap. ‘There’s plenty in there.’




  ‘Oh, Mum!’ Marina gave a tolerant laugh. ‘Well, maybe a cup of weak tea then.’




  ‘How’s work?’ Kay asked as she fetched two mugs.




  ‘Not great but I’m modelling in the Penney’s fashion show tomorrow night.’




  Kay tensed. ‘Tomorrow’s my book club night.’




  ‘Oh, that’s okay, Katie is going to baby-sit.’




  ‘Don’t like Katie,’ Josh piped up.




  ‘Of course you do, darling. Katie’s a lovely girl.’




  Josh’s bottom lip trembled. ‘Don’t like her.’




  Kay rolled her eyes as her daughter gathered him into her arms.




  ‘Don’t cry, darling! You don’t have to stay with Katie if you don’t want to. But if you do, Mummy will bring you back a special present.’




  Josh stopped crying. ‘What?’




  Marina hugged him. ‘It will be a surprise. Okay?’




  ‘Okay,’ Josh said reluctantly, scrambled down off her lap and went into the other room to watch television.




  Kay carried the tea to the table and sat down. ‘Penney’s fashion show, eh? I didn’t think you’d be bothered modelling for them.’ While Kay was only too happy to

  shop in the store, her daughter wouldn’t be seen dead wearing chain-store clothes.




  ‘Don’t have a lot of choice these days, Mum,’ Marina admitted. ‘The offers aren’t exactly rolling in.’




  Kay frowned. ‘But you’re only thirty-five.’




  ‘Thirty-four,’ Marina corrected. After all, it was still two months to her birthday. ‘But I’m surrounded by tall, skinny twenty-year-olds.’




  ‘You’re tall and skinny—’




  ‘But not twenty. And I’m too young to model for the middle-aged fashion.’ She sighed. ‘Lord, I never thought I’d look forward to getting older!’




  Though Marina was laughing about her situation, Kay could tell her daughter was worried. ‘I wish I could afford to help out,’ she fretted.




  ‘Don’t be silly, Mum, you’re poorer than I am.’




  Kay’s smile was sad. It was true. Donald had never bothered with life assurance or savings, convinced he had plenty of time to make his fortune. Dropping dead at the tender age of

  fifty-eight had not figured in his plans. His estate agency had been sold to pay off all his bills and Kay had been lucky in the end to hold on to her house. ‘Would you not take Josh out of

  that nursery, darling? I’m sure a childminder would be much cheaper.’ She decided not to mention the music lessons, art lessons and now – God help us – the drama class.




  Marina was staring at her as if she’d lost her mind. ‘Of course not, Mum! That’s the best nursery in Dublin and I wouldn’t feel happy putting Joshie anywhere

  else.’




  ‘But he’s only four and think of the money you’d save.’




  Marina shook her head. ‘No, and anyway, since when was I ever able to save? A chip off the old block, that’s me.’




  Kay winced. It was true, Marina was exactly like her father, which was why she worried so much. Josh was always dressed in the best of clothes and Marina was forever buying him gifts.




  ‘Don’t worry, Mum,’ Marina continued. ‘I’m going to find myself a rich husband.’




  ‘Oh, well get me one too.’ Kay patted her hair. ‘There’s life in the old dog yet!’




  Marina laughed. ‘How about a father and son? We could double-date.’




  Kay chuckled as she sipped her tea. ‘Just ask to see their bankbooks first. Knowing our luck we’d end up paying for dinner!’




  An hour later, Kay stood at the hall door and waved goodbye as Marina sped away. When she returned to the kitchen she groaned as she looked around.The place always looked like

  a bomb had hit it after a visit from Josh. She sighed as she thought of her errant grandson. What he needed was an occasional clip round the ear but, of course, Marina wouldn’t hear of it.

  She didn’t even see the need of it – Kay couldn’t believe how blind her daughter was to Josh’s naughtiness. He could do no wrong in her eyes. A pity Donald wasn’t

  here, Kay thought as she fetched the Hoover. For all his faults, her husband had been good with kids and even though he’d adored his only daughter, he’d never spoilt her. And Kay could

  have forgiven him if he had. From the moment she’d been born, Marina had been as perfect as an angel with her golden curls, blue eyes and creamy skin. Kay didn’t know where those

  amazing looks had come from. She and Donald had looked at each other in awe, wondering how they’d been blessed with such a beautiful child. As Marina got older, it became clear that she had

  the confidence to match her looks and a taste for the good things in life that led her into the world of modelling. At twenty she was earning more than her father ever had and her life was full of

  parties and functions. She holidayed three times a year in the best resorts and was seen on the arm of any number of actors and pop stars. Kay and Donald were proud and slightly amazed that they

  had produced such a successful daughter.




  When Marina introduced her fiancé to her parents she was twenty-seven. Kay had thought it was time that her daughter settled down but had disliked Ray Prendergast from

  the moment she set eyes on him. But Marina was blinded by his model good looks and fell for all the smooth talking that had made her mother so suspicious. It was a stormy marriage from day one, but

  when Marina discovered she was pregnant, she was more determined than ever to make the marriage work. Through her pregnancy and the first few months of Josh’s life, she tolerated Ray’s

  drinking, womanising and allergy to work. As fast as she made money, he spent it, but after he’d lost another modelling job because of unreliability, Marina gave him his marching orders and

  instead of wasting time feeling sorry for herself, had thrown herself into rearing her beloved son.




  Kay had been proud of her and was riddled with guilt that as he got older, her grandson irritated her beyond belief. She’d looked after him a lot when he was a baby but since

  he’d learned to walk and talk, Kay found herself making excuses whenever Marina asked for help. Thankfully, her daughter didn’t seem to notice. Kay wondered if it was a maternal defence

  mechanism that made her daughter oblivious of her son’s effect on others.




  Kay knew she wasn’t the only one who found Josh a handful. Celine had an edge in her voice when she was around the little boy and had turned white the day Josh had knocked Dermot’s

  picture off the desk. Kay cringed at the memory. She’d visited Celine’s home a number of times over the years but had never been in Dermot’s study. The three women had been

  chatting over a coffee in the kitchen and hadn’t noticed Josh slipping from the room. The crash from Dermot’s study had Celine on her feet and heading for the door, Marina and Kay on

  her heels. Kay would never forget the sight of Celine on her hands and knees, picking up the pieces of the glass frame. As usual, Marina was more concerned with Josh, but Kay realised that her

  grandson had not only broken a treasured possession but had intruded on a shrine. She hustled her daughter and grandson out of the room to let Celine have a moment’s privacy.




  ‘That was very naughty, Josh,’ she’d said, her voice sharp.




  Marina raised an eyebrow. ‘It was an accident, Mum.’




  ‘He shouldn’t have been in there,’ Kay had hissed. ‘Didn’t you notice that room?’




  Marina shrugged. ‘It’s positively dreary. I keep telling Celine she should dump the furniture and give it a lick of paint.’




  Kay blanched. ‘Oh, Marina, really!’




  Celine arrived back and flashed a tight smile at them. ‘No harm done. I can easily get a new frame.’




  ‘There, Mum, stop fussing.’




  Kay bit her lip and glared at her grandson.




  ‘It’s fine, Kay, really,’ Celine assured her.




  And that had been that. But Kay noticed that Celine had kept the door firmly shut on all of their visits since and probably locked if she had any sense.




  Kay finished hoovering Josh’s crumbs and plumped the cushions on her sofa. She pulled back as her hand came in contact with something cold and sticky and groaned as, on closer inspection,

  it turned out to be jelly – no wonder Josh had finished his dessert so quickly. ‘Little terror,’ she muttered and went to fetch water and a cloth. Again.




  







  Chapter 4




  Celine stood in line at the checkout in the small supermarket. ‘Hi.’ She smiled at the woman in front who’d turned to stare.




  The woman turned away and Celine saw the look that passed between her and the checkout girl.




  She kept the smile plastered on her face until she got outside. ‘Silly old cows, nothing better to do with their time,’ she muttered as she staggered down the road with her bags.

  She’d avoided the local shop lately but today she’d had to venture out to get detergent, polish and cloths in order to give the house a good clean before she moved out. She managed to

  cover the short distance home and get inside the safety of her hall door without meeting any other neighbours. She groaned when she saw the distinctive red envelope lying on the mat – not

  another one. After unpacking, she went out to the hall and picked it up. She considered throwing it in the bin without opening it but she knew that, before the night was out, she’d go

  rummaging for it. As usual, it contained one white piece of notepaper with one typewritten line. WHY STAY WHERE YOU’RE NOT WANTED? She tossed it on to the table and slumped into a chair. No

  matter how much she tried to dismiss these notes that appeared once or twice a week now, they unnerved her. She didn’t believe Eileen Gilligan was the culprit. As she had demonstrated that

  night in the golf club, she was a woman who believed in the direct approach. It could be one of her well-meaning cronies of course – there were plenty of them. Her father would be horrified

  if he knew about the hate mail but she wouldn’t tell him. She’d caused enough trouble already. The phone rang and she decided to let the machine answer. She listened as her voice asked

  the caller to leave a message after the tone. There was a short pause and then a nervous cough. ‘Ms Moore, this is Audrey Thomas from the Willows Golf Club. Just to advise you that the

  committee have decided that it would be better if you didn’t come to the clubhouse for now. If you have any queries or questions, please put them in writing to the captain James Fairchild or

  myself. Thank you.’




  ‘God almighty, the sooner I get out of this place the better!’ Celine laughed but there were tears in her eyes.




  She took a can of beer from the fridge and went into what Dermot had laughingly called his study. As she unlocked the door she remembered the day that Josh had broken the picture frame and how

  she’d cried herself to sleep that night. Thankfully she wasn’t quite as emotional these days. Celine sat down in Dermot’s battered leather chair – he’d picked it up at

  a car boot sale – and gazed around the room that she’d never changed. The walls were covered with pictures of colleagues and patients, some of the latter now also dead. Dermot

  hadn’t been able to help everyone but it wasn’t for the lack of trying. He had known from an early age that he wanted to help people. His career guidance officer at school suggested

  social work. Celine had cursed that teacher many times since but she knew that Dermot wouldn’t have been happy doing anything else. Not that he was ever really happy – he had

  cared too much. He had been frustrated by the lack of funds, the helplessness of the police when it came to domestic disputes, the red tape involved in rescuing kids from parents that abused them.

  Every day was a battle for Dermot. Celine studied the awards on the wall that lauded his dedication and felt tears prick her eyes. Poor Dermot. He was way too young to die. Everyone had told her

  she should be very proud of him. They said what a special man he’d been, that he was a hero. Celine had thanked them, nodded, smiled, but sometimes, when she felt really low, she thought that

  her husband had been a selfish bloody fool. He shouldn’t have died. He shouldn’t have even been there that night. Why did he have to play the hero? Why hadn’t he thought of his

  own safety? Why hadn’t he thought of her? Why had he made her a widow at just twenty-one? But it was a long time ago now and she knew she had to move on. Maybe Eileen Gilligan had done her a

  favour.




  She picked up the wedding photo that sat on the desk. Dermot was standing behind her and she was leaning back against him. She was smiling into the camera and he was smiling down at her. It was

  a happy photo; it had been a happy day. Her dad had forked out a small fortune for the reception and everyone had said what a perfect couple they made. ‘Perfect,’ she murmured, setting

  the photo back on the desk. She looked at the books and papers that littered the room and mused that she really should clear it all out. One of Dermot’s colleagues had taken away any papers

  relating to his patients but it had barely put a dent in the data that Dermot had surrounded himself with. There were articles, magazines, notes scribbled to himself – these would be the most

  difficult to discard. When Celine looked at the familiar large untidy scrawl it made her heart beat faster and for a second it was as if he was still here. She stood up and walked out of the room,

  closing and locking the door behind her. She would clean it out but not today.




  As she stood in the hallway, beer in hand, the doorbell buzzed and, realising that she was visible through the frosted glass, she reluctantly went to answer it. Who would it

  be, she wondered. A personal visit from the lady captain or more harassment from the local kids? She flung open the door, ready for battle. ‘Kevin!’




  He smiled. ‘Hi, honey, I’m home.’




  ‘Are you mad?’ she hissed, dragging him inside and closing the door. ‘What if someone sees you?’




  He pulled her into his arms and kissed her. ‘I parked in the next road and walked up the lane. No one saw me.’




  Celine groaned as his hands slipped under her shirt and opened her bra with one expert click. ‘Marina could have been here, or my dad.’




  ‘No cars outside,’ he murmured as he kissed her neck.




  ‘Eileen is probably having you followed,’ she protested, but her eyes were closed and she leaned into him, willing him to continue.




  ‘Forget about Eileen.’ He moved towards the stairs, dragging her after him. ‘We’ve got some catching up to do.’




  And putting Eileen, her dad and Brenda out of her mind, Celine allowed him to lead her upstairs.




  Celine stared at the ceiling and listened to Kevin’s quiet snores. It was almost midnight and she’d have to waken him soon. She felt more relaxed and at peace than

  she had in days. Mindless, passionate sex did that for her – at least with Kevin it did. She turned to look at the long dark lashes that fanned his tanned face and marvelled at the slight

  smile that played around his lips even in sleep. He was an attractive man who always seemed to be in good humour despite his wife’s reported nagging. Though nearly thirty-eight, his body was

  fit and muscular and Celine knew that there were plenty of women who’d happily change places with her. She was ready for someone else to take over as Kevin Gilligan’s mistress although

  she knew she would miss him. She did not love him but when she was in his arms, when he made love to her, she was happy.




  Kevin stirred and opened his eyes. ‘What are you thinking about?’




  Celine raised herself up on her elbow and stared down at him. ‘What a nut you are to have come here.’




  Kevin leaned over and kissed her breast. ‘But a lovable nut.’




  ‘Don’t you ever feel guilty?’ she marvelled.




  ‘Not any more.’




  ‘What about your wife, your kids?’




  Kevin looked away, his face grim. ‘My wife is happy once she’s got plenty of money to spend and as for my kids, I’m a bloody good father.’




  Celine hugged him. ‘I know you are.’




  He kissed her lips. ‘Look, Celine, everything will be fine. We just need to be a bit more careful.’




  Celine sat up, shaking her head. ‘No, Kevin. Did you know that I’ve been told to stay away from the golf club and someone is writing me nasty letters?’




  Kevin’s eyes widened. ‘God, what a parochial little place Killmont is.’




  ‘What a small-minded, sexist little place, you mean. They want to run me out of town and they turn a blind eye to anything you do.’




  ‘Yeah, great, isn’t it?’




  Celine poked him in the stomach. ‘I’ve decided to leave.’




  Kevin raised an eyebrow. ‘Leave?’




  ‘I’ve got a job running a boutique in Hopefield. I’ll be living over the shop.’




  ‘That’s great, Celine! Now we’ll be able to see each other more often.’




  Celine looked away. ‘I don’t think that’s such a good idea.’




  ‘Of course it’s a good idea. We’re good together, Celine, you know we are.’ Kevin pulled her on top of him and buried his face in her hair.




  ‘We don’t have time for this,’ she protested as his body started to move against hers.




  ‘No,’ he agreed and kissed her hungrily.




  ‘You should be going.’




  ‘Yeah.’ He rolled her over and moved on top of her.




  Celine closed her eyes and let her body take over.




  







  Chapter 5




  Alan put down his paper with a sigh and looked at his wife. She’d rearranged the flowers in the lounge and the dining room twice already and now she was rubbing at a

  stain on the carpet that was at least two years old. ‘Why don’t you call her?’ he said gently.




  Brenda didn’t even look up. ‘Never.’




  ‘But, Brenda—’




  ‘Leave it, Alan, please.’




  ‘But I hate to see you so upset.’




  ‘I am not upset, I’m angry and disgusted.’ Brenda sat back on her heels and pushed her hair back off her flushed face. ‘I never want to talk to the girl again.’




  ‘That’s a bit harsh. It’s been six years!’




  ‘This is nothing to do with Dermot. My poor brother is not responsible for his wife committing adultery.’




  Alan sighed. ‘All I’m saying is she must have been lonely.’




  Brenda shot him a look of disgust. “Being lonely is no excuse to sleep with a married man. Trust you to take her side.’




  Alan threw down his paper and stood up. ‘I’m not taking sides, in fact I’m not going to say another bloody word. I’m going to the golf club.’




  Brenda closed her eyes as the front door banged. She really shouldn’t be taking it out on Alan but he just didn’t understand how betrayed she felt. She went outside and looked

  impatiently around her tidy kitchen. She needed to keep busy but she’d already cleaned the fridge out, scrubbed the cooker – although as she’d only cleaned it last week there

  wasn’t that much scrubbing to be done – and the floor was polished to the point of being dangerous. ‘Scones,’ she murmured and went to fetch the ingredients. She turned the

  oven on to warm, took a large bowl from the cupboard and switched on the radio to Forever FM. They played all Eighties stuff on Saturday mornings which she could at least hum along to. After

  measuring in the flour and adding the sugar, eggs and milk she started to mix and felt the calm descend on her. Yoga might relax some people but baking did it for Brenda every time. She had some

  cooking apples so she could make apple crumble too – Alan loved that and it would make up for her snapping at him this morning. And she’d make a ginger cake for Frank. Usually

  she’d make two – the other one for Celine – but not any more.




  She rolled the dough, cut out the scones and slipped the tray into the oven before cleaning her bowl and starting on the cake. Celine would have to buy her own bread and cakes from now on.

  And she’d have to find someone else to make her curtains or advise her on how to get red wine out of wool trousers. Unexpected tears pricked her eyes and pulling out a handkerchief

  she blew her nose. She shouldn’t waste any tears on the girl. How would poor Frank hold his head up in the golf club after this? Celine couldn’t have embarrassed him more if she’d

  done a striptease on the table.




  Brenda took the scones out of the oven and put them on to a tray to cool. Celine should have thought about her family before hopping into bed with Kevin Gilligan. She’d behaved

  disgracefully and hadn’t even had the decency to do it with a stranger. She had to carry on her dirty little affair in the middle of Killmont, amongst all their friends. No matter what Alan

  said, she would never forgive Celine.




  Alan teed off and smiled slightly as his ball went high and straight.




  ‘Nice shot.’ Frank stuck his tee in the ground.
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