
[image: Illustration]


Grace

Carrie Blackford

[image: Illustration]


 

 

 

PIATKUS

First published in paperback in Great Britain in 1998 by Piatkus

This ebook edition first published in 2016 by Piatkus

Copyright © 1998 by Carrie Blackford

The moral right of the author has been asserted.

All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

ISBN: 978-0-3494-1548-2

Piatkus

An imprint of

Little, Brown Book Group

Carmelite House

50 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DZ

An Hachette UK Company

www.hachette.co.uk

www.piatkus.co.uk


 

 

 

For Maria


Contents

MONDAY

Hair Shirt

Silk Tie

Platinum Blonde

Hot Leather

Sensible Shoes

TUESDAY

Blue Lycra

Blue Rinse

Hard Shoulder

Soft Shoulder

White Lace

WEDNESDAY

Snake Skin

Mud Mask

Butterfly Robe

Platinum Blonde

Skin Tight

THURSDAY

Bitter Pills

Cheap Shots

High Noon

Six Figures

Missing Persons

FRIDAY

Bedside Manners

Silver Lining

Slow Fade

Clean Sheets

Great Escapes

SATURDAY

Still Waters

Plain Clothes

Dark Thoughts

Gossamer Wings

Mirror Image

SUNDAY

Piano Forte

Smouldering Coals


 

 

 

I am grateful to the following people for so generously providing the material, practical and emotional support, the critical encouragement and the light relief without which this book would not exist: Mark and Joe Worrall, Meg and Dick Blackford, Hazel and Colin Taylor. Also Phil Whitaker, Lisa Selvidge, Julia Bell, Andrew Motion, Russell Celyn-Jones, Sue Powell, Sam Goodall, Liz Ridley, Clare Prendergast and The Launch, Julie Bland, Steve and Dawn Martin, Joanna Blackford and Ella Berthoud. My special thanks go to Jane Bradish-Ellames at Curtis Brown, for her persistent enthusiasm, and to my editor, Elenore Lawson.


 

 

 

‘In an expanding universe, time is on the side of the outcast. Those who once inhabited the suburbs of human contempt find that without changing their address, they eventually live in the metropolis.’

Quentin Crisp
The Naked Civil Servant


MONDAY


Hair Shirt

Derek opens his eyes to the sound of the toilet flush eighteen inches from his head. It is his usual alarm call. The rattle and gush of the cistern fades to a urinal hiss, which is abruptly drowned out by the drubbing of water on the shower curtain. During the next five minutes of steady running water, his bladder fills. Then the shower is switched off with a complaining shudder from the pipes. He can hear the squeak of a soapy sole on enamel, and the discreet stage whisper of an aerosol being squirted twice under each arm.

He stretches out flat, trying to delay the urgency of his need for the bathroom, but his muscles are excited by the sounds from beyond the partition wall and he sits up, sliding his legs round to sit on the edge of the bed, the duvet draped over his lap. He stretches his arms up and arches his back and shoulders, looking at himself in the mirrored wardrobe door. In the speckled light of morning filtered through a bamboo blind, he doesn’t look bad. Hooking his right arm over his head, letting the hand flop down to his other ear, he twists slightly, a quarter turn at the waist, so that his pale torso is in profile in the mirror. Pulling in his stomach, he inspects the padded underline of his ribcage. He runs his left thumb reflectively across the flattened hollow of his right armpit, the nail scraping a residue of deodorant and talc, and teasing out an odour that prompts him to lower his arm. He hears the click of the bathroom lock, the creak of the landing, and the slap of a palm on his bedroom door.

‘Half-seven, Dad,’ shouts Christopher, on his way down the stairs.

It is Monday morning, and Chris is acting as though nothing has happened. Derek takes his turn in the bathroom, which is steamily scented with Calvin Klein shower gel and freshmint toothpaste. On summer evenings, with the frosted glass window open, he can stand there and pee looking out over the neighbours’ gardens, with their bright toys, washing lines, crazy paving. Standing at the toilet with the window shut, Derek finds the bathroom crowds him. By some quirk of design or plumbing, the bath and the toilet are squashed together, while the washbasin on the other wall seems to have more than enough space to itself. Relieving himself of a pressurised stream, he notices that mildew has colonised the edge of the vinyl wallpaper where it butts up to the white tiles of the windowsill. The flabby pink roses of the wallpaper look as if they have been sprinkled with black pepper.

By the time he emerges, his round shoulders and wide thighs blotched pink by hot water, there is a smell of charring toast rising up from the kitchen. He sniffs, imagining carbon molecules like dandelion fluff, wafting upwards on circling thermals of Radio One. He closes his bedroom door behind him. Here, the tinny strains of the radio are fainter. It is ten minutes to eight. Chris leaves at eight and Derek wants to talk to him before he goes. He has a point to make. It is a point he should have made the previous evening but, too weary to stay up for Chris’s return, he had put it off. Now that they have slipped back into their familiar routine, he finds it difficult to get a perspective on the scale of his son’s transgression. Sitting on the edge of the bed to dry between his toes, Derek enumerates Christopher’s mistakes:

1: He failed to come home from the football match on Saturday afternoon.

2: He failed to call Saturday evening to say when he’d be back.

3: He did not phone on Sunday morning to say where he was.

When Derek discovered his son’s bed had not been slept in, he began, despite himself, to worry. From a nineteen-year-old viewpoint, he imagines, there is nothing to be said. No harm done. It is not as if Chris were out all night indulging in dangerous drugs or excessive drinking. But Derek had not been privy to this reassuring information and his weekend was ruined by a few hours of irrational fear. All Sunday morning, he stayed close to the phone, telling himself he was sitting by the patio doors simply to catch the sunshine where it fell through the glass. He turned over the pages of the Sunday paper, looking for some headline that might seem more significant than the unexpected absence of his son. When the phone rang, Derek caught it before the second trill.

‘Chris just told me you are thinking of selling the piano,’ said Eve.

‘Chris?’

‘I can’t believe you’d just go and sell it off. My poor mother.’

Derek’s anxiety gave way to an anger so heavily diluted with relief that it had no staying power and has dissolved completely in the breezy normality of Monday morning. Still, something ought to be said, and he cannot decide between righteous paternal indignation and friendly fatherly concern. He puts on clean underpants (briefs, not boxers) and socks, choosing a plain blue shirt from the wardrobe and the dark grey wool suit he wears for everyday days, not boardroom days. It is his oldest suit, still presentable but slightly baggy around the knees and elbows. The cuffs are not as sharply defined as they once were and there is a softness about the collar which suggests that the jacket has hung by the neck once too often from that stubby plastic peg behind the passenger seat of a company car. But it is comfortable and smells reassuringly of Derek’s working week: a powdery hint of Xerox toner and newly unwrapped paper, a smoky trace of coffee breaks in the Fools’ Pantry, the only part of the building where smoking is permitted. He defers his choice of tie and pads down the slippery carpeted stairs in his socks.

Chris is hunched over a bowl of cereal; two slices of irredeemably burned toast sit on top of the overfilled bin. At nineteen, Chris is taller than his father and confidently nonchalant about his appearance. Today he is wearing a pair of jeans ripped across the knee and, Derek supposes, various layers of unpressed T-shirts under a mottled black and white sweater. The sweater hangs off broad shoulders and loops down in a great bag at the back. It has seen better days. His long, nearly black hair is the same colour as his father’s, but has his mother’s fine texture and flyaway temperament. This morning, Chris has it bound with an elastic band, a couple of inches below his nape.

‘There’s no more bread,’ says Chris through a mouthful of muesli. ‘Coffee’s in the pot.’

‘How was your weekend?’ Derek asks, as he picks a mug from the draining board, shaking the water off before pouring in the coffee. He sees Chris’s spoon hesitate midway between the oaty sludge in his bowl and his mouth.

‘Everything OK at your mum’s?’ asks Derek calmly.

Chris mumbles and shrugs, which Derek decides to accept for an answer. Derek holds the milk carton over his coffee cup for a moment, shaking out the few drops that Chris left when he drained it on to his cereal. Then he sighs and spoons in sugar. He cannot enjoy black coffee unsweetened, even though he has officially given up sugar. He sits down across the table from Chris, pulling the ashtray over to his side and noticing that Chris has already helped himself to a cigarette from the pack he left beside the kettle the night before.

‘Wow,’ says Derek, studying the packet. ‘You’ve left me a cigarette. How kind.’

Chris tilts his head modestly as if at a compliment. ‘Any time.’ Then he accepts another cigarette with a quick glance at the clock on the cooker. ‘Ta.’

‘So how is She Who Must Be Obeyed these days?’

Chris leans back in his chair, cautiously welcoming the lack of reproach in his father’s tone. He shakes his head. ‘She’s been better,’ he says, but doesn’t elaborate. ‘Busy. Knackered. You know, same as ever.’

‘And that bookie of hers?’

‘His name’s Will. I didn’t see him.’

Derek inhales deeply, saying nothing. With a noise like a needle scraped across vinyl, the radio zips into a furious jingle announcing the hourly headlines. The moment for Chris to offer an apology slips past, and the DJ starts to rattle off the state of the world in seven-second sound bites. Christopher stands up with an unnecessary clatter of his chair on the tiled floor.

‘Sorry, Dad, I’ve got to get a move on. Stacks to get through this week.’

Derek tries to visualise ‘stacks’ of graphic design, imagining bales of coloured paper, towers of floppy disks. ‘Will you be in tonight?’

Chris looks hard at the clock. ‘No, I’m going out. See you lateish, maybe.’ He is already hooking his donkey jacket down off the back of the door when Derek says:

‘Chris? If you are going to be out all night, you must let me know. I don’t mind at all, as long as I know. And it would be civilised to mention it next time you’re going away for the whole weekend. It’s just not reasonable. I don’t want to sound like your mother, but.’

Chris stands with his back to the kitchen, one hand on the door handle, his jacket clenched in the other. There is a strange, tense moment when it looks as if Chris will turn round and face his father. But then he opens the back door, turning briefly to silhouette against the bright brickwork of the garage before disappearing.

Derek switches off the radio. He sits for a moment in the silence, hearing occasional high-pitched squeals from the twins next door.

When Eve and Derek split up, Chris was twelve and went to live with his mother. They made an effort, all three of them, and people often pointed out how wonderful they were; friends held Derek up as an example of how divorce needn’t meant losing your children. Eve insisted that ‘her boys’ should spend virtually every weekend together. Yet, when Chris wanted to go to college and came back to live with his father, Derek found himself sharing the house with an alien. He had read about mothers who were convinced their babies had been switched at birth. Sometimes he wonders whether perhaps his son was switched at puberty.

With a shuffle, the post drops through the front door into the hall. Derek picks up the bills and circulars as he goes back upstairs to finish getting ready. He discards the pages of itemised calls to get to the bottom line of the telephone bill. A letter from the supermarket informs him that his loyalty card has only forty-five points on it, and is he aware of the outstanding range of offers that would be available to him once he reached two hundred? Derek cleans his teeth and shaves.

As he leaves the house, he looks in the mirror that hangs by the front door, inspecting his lips for traces of toothpaste and the corners of his eyes for traces of sleep. He moves his face into a smile, watching the way the lines in his skin shift and deepen; crescent moons each side of his mouth, crows feet spreading out from his eyes. By lifting his eyebrows, he can still erase the double furrowed frown which is in danger of becoming permanently etched above the bridge of his nose. His curly hair is sliced with grey and elegantly cut, short enough to be acceptable in the boardroom, long enough to respond well to wax when required.

For once, perhaps because he is running slightly late, Derek gets a seat on the tram. A young Asian woman with sleek hair and cleverly kohled eyes moves her bag from the seat beside her to the floor so that he can sit down, completing the whole movement without lifting her eyes from the novel she is reading. She looks up, surprised, when he says thank you. The silvery Metrolink surges through a series of deep cuttings before pushing out over an optimistic landscape of car showrooms and DIY warehouses. He watches the swathes of rose bay willow herb flatten as the tram gathers speed, thinking how difficult it was to learn the name of that plant. Rose willow bay herb. Willow bay rose herb. Pink, straggling and defiant, it grows in tall sweeps of colour, submerging fly-tipped rubbish, shopping trolleys and polystyrene take-away cartons. It is August and for once as hot and dry as August is supposed to be, even in Manchester. Derek’s suit jacket prickles through his thin cotton shirt; he thinks of Chris in his sweater and his heavy black donkey jacket. He cannot remember the last time he saw his son in anything brightly coloured or lightweight. He pictures a podgy toddler, in dazzling T-shirts and tiger-striped shorts, and wonders when it was exactly that Chris the adolescent had emerged, resisting his responsibilities even before they had accumulated. At some point Chris must have made the transition to long-limbed teenager, devilishly dishevelled in school uniform. Overgrown at fourteen, he refused to wear his tie in any fashion other than ironically: the fat end and the bulk of it stuffed inside his shirt, leaving only a tight knot and a short, skinny tail. Even before that, when he was as young as ten or eleven, if Derek or Eve asked him to answer the phone while they dried their hands or lifted a pan off the heat, he would stand and watch it ringing, measuring with interest how long they would take to get to the phone. He sighs over his son for the second time this morning, and the woman next to him slides a glance sidelong without turning her head.

The tram makes the imperceptible switch from railway to roadway, leaving behind the unimpeded progress of its own uncomplicated tracks. It splices into the mainstream of traffic, tooting its breathy horn at pedestrians and traffic lights, stop-starting and jolting the last half mile to St Peter’s Square.

There was a time when Derek would have driven to work. When he first opted for a head-office desk job, with a monthly salary unaffected by varying rates of commission, he stewed in stationary lanes with the best of them. Ticking over in traffic is fine when it is part of the game: a trembling anticipation of speed to come, power reined in, just waiting for a glimpse of open motorway. But when an hour of snail-pace progress into town is rewarded by nothing more exhilarating than the queue for the NCP multi-storey, there seems little point to it. Soon, the frustration of inner city commuting was too much for him; too hard a reminder of his life on the road.

Derek remembers the fun of driving. In his repping days, it was his favourite adrenaline boost; he lived for the thrill of tearing around the country in better cars than he could ever afford to buy, and justified excessive speeds and distances in the name of competitiveness. He was good at selling and good at driving. His sales figures were the milometer that showed how far he had come. The road stretched out ahead of him as far as he cared to look, dotted with new targets, new prospects, new product launches.

With his bare-faced grin, he had no trouble winning the confidence of receptionists and secretaries. He understood the power of switchboard operators, the first line of defence against unsolicited salesmen. Unlike his competitors, he would woo them with intelligent questions and glean tips about their employers over lunch without strings. When they told him he was different from other reps, he would smile and shrug, and find out when the other reps were due to call and what tricks they had up their sleeves. Sometimes he would interrupt his rivals’ meetings, swooping into town from the motorway, purring into car parks uninvited and walking in on them mid-pitch.

Until he was twenty-six, his life was devoted to the road. There was nothing quite like the surge and swing of a slip road, dipping a wing into the bend, feeling the pull of the curve in his gut. He remembers weeks of driving in the sun, his elbow on the edge of an open window, singing aloud. His cigarettes tucked up above the sunshade, his stereo outfacing the rumble of articulated lorries as he ducked between them, he would cut straight through to the outside lane, aiming for ninety miles an hour.

He was already married by then, of course; Chris had just found his feet and lost his volume control. Eve was at home, absorbed in her toddler group and nappies, he supposed. On Friday nights, when he was still high and wide-eyed from driving, they would get a baby-sitter and go to a film or to a club like the Kasbar. They would sit around and smoke and maybe dance. Derek would tell people he sold drugs, watching their faces intently before telling them he meant aspirin and corn plasters. Much later, when he had moved from Newcastle and pharmaceuticals to Manchester and power tools, Eve told him she only went out to those places because he wanted to. She had hated it, feeling old among school-aged girls in clumpy shoes, keeping her left hand out of sight with its wedding ring.

On Saturdays, Derek and Eve would stay in, playing house. If any of his friends were around, he might go to the pub, but Derek would just as soon stay in. On Sunday, he might get the AA maps out to plan a diversion around roadworks encountered the previous week.

It was after just such a cosy, recuperative weekend that Derek had his accident. Eve and Chris had waved him off on his daily adventure. He had a full tank of petrol, and the day’s calls memorised as red and blue veins from the map. Derek was headed south-east, to the edge of Teesside, and the sun was in his eyes. He took one hand off the wheel to flick the sunshade down. When his cigarette packet dropped out into his lap, his attention followed it, just a glance to see where it fell. Just a reflex.

Derek doesn’t often tell the story anymore. He knows the shivering windscreen split a bright sky into brittle red splinters like tinsel, but when he closes his eyes to recall it, the colours have faded in much the same way as fabric fades the more you wash it. After the crash, he found the colour of life on the road had paled. The rainbow arching over the motorway, the yellow and green flashing fields, the neon red service stations, all of them were bleached out by the bright white hospital glare in which he awoke.

The tram pulls alongside the raised platform, with its metallic shelters and ticket machines glinting in the sun, and the woman sitting beside him gets up. She leans forward to pick up her bag from the floor and a dark, slightly peppery scent is driven out from the cleavage of her cotton blouse by the movement. Derek breathes it in, recognising either Opium or Poison, and is tempted for a moment to ask her which it is. His own shirt collar is loose, two buttons open. His tie lies coiled at the bottom of his briefcase, midnight blue silk shot through with threads of gold and turquoise.


Silk Tie

‘Eve, you can have the sodding piano.’

Derek lowers his forehead to the desk, tapping his brow on the mahogany edge for the benefit of his secretary, who is hovering just inside the open door. ‘Now I have to go. Have to. Ring me tonight. OK, I’ll ring you. Bye. Yes. Bye.’ He drops the receiver back on to the phone with a quick flick of his wrist, as if it is red hot. Spreading his fingers wide, he turns to Rachel.

‘I’m sorry.’

‘It’s just that everybody’s in there already.’ She glances up at the clock, a plain, stainless steel disc with three hands and no numerals, that gleams above the door. He fishes in his briefcase for his tie, looping it round the back of his upturned collar, and fastening up his top button. He has left his shirt open-necked all morning in a vain attempt to ventilate his armpits. The synthetic padding of his chair is clammy with moisture from his body, and the shirt is sticking to the small of his back. With the window closed, the room is stiflingly hot; with it open, telephone conversation is impossible over the traffic noise.

Derek takes the smooth silk between his fingers, wrapping one end twice round the other and slipping it through to make a neat bulb. Tugging the knot into place, he flips his shirt collar down again with his thumbs, and looks down to check the length and flatness of the tails. The slight sparkle of the material contains a touch of glamour that is lacking from his tired wool trousers and plain cotton shirt and the tie soothes his irritation at not having a better suit with him.

‘I think we’d better get a move on,’ says Rachel.

When Derek inherited Rachel, everyone expected a stormy relationship. Her efficiency is well-respected, but he has heard it used against her, as if efficiency is somehow a character defect in one so pretty.

Together, they make a hasty but late entrance into the conference room. Derek notices how all eyes turn to them, inevitably connecting them in their lateness, and he sees Rachel blush although it’s not her fault. Rachel is very sensitive to what she calls ‘bad vibes’, and there has been an excess of atmosphere in the building this morning. She was just saying so to Derek, when Keith popped his head round the door to announce an unscheduled directors’ meeting. Lunchtime. Rachel pulled one eyebrow up under her straight platinum fringe. ‘See?’

In the boardroom, the tension around the table is palpable. As Derek slides a chair across the carpet for Rachel, Keith interrupts from the head of the table:

‘Oh, Rachel, there’s really no need for you to give up your lunch break.’

Rachel throws a sharp glance at Derek, then turns on her heel in an aloof and elegant way that he admires intensely. How she manages to communicate utter disdain with no more than a slight stiffening of her neck and shoulders is marvellous to him. He smiles as she makes her exit.

Derek positions himself wide of the conference table, leaving himself room to stretch out his legs and push himself back into the black leather slings that serve for seat and backrest. He feels the slight bounce of the tubular steel frame; flexing his ankles is enough to rock the chair in tiny movements. This spacious room is air-conditioned and pleasantly cool after his own office. The traffic noise from three floors below is muted, and the horizontal slats of the blinds reflect like chocolate ripples in the surface of the conference table. Keith is talking again:

‘So confidentiality is essential, I don’t think I need to say. Derek?’ He passes Derek a copy of the report that the others are already reading. It comes from hand to hand, the length of the table, down the line of bowed heads and shuffling papers. A direct line of descent, with Keith Wilkinson there at the top, where he has reigned over his ancestral firm for almost thirty years. Whenever he sees Keith, with his thin, white hair wispy over his domed head, Derek wonders how much longer he intends going on. He ought to be retiring soon, but the subject remains taboo; the thought of Wilkinson’s Power Tools without a Wilkinson in charge, unthinkable. The question hanging over Keith is one of succession, and as Rachel says: it’s not exactly a beauty contest.

Beside Keith sits David Atherton, marketing director, who always introduces himself as ‘call-me-Dave’, as if to make a special friend of everyone. He seems to have hit upon some filial formula for getting along with Wilkinson, in a way nobody else quite manages, and Derek wonders if he is being groomed, a sort of adoptive heir. Eternally thirty, Atherton has sharp edges under his easy-going manner. Next to him sits Rob Thomas, with his woolly hair and jovial chins, who not only controls but actually seems to understand finance.

Bypassing Katherine Scales, personnel director, the document comes to Derek via Hugh Ridley, sales director for the North West Region. Derek sees the way Hugh glances at the report before he hands it on, just to make sure it is identical to his own copy. Hugh’s thin face is twitching and he is perspiring despite the aircon: his thick-framed glasses are in danger of slipping off his nose.

Derek glances at the report, which has clearly been prepared in a hurry: the two sheets of A4 paper are stapled askew. As he takes in the first paragraph, he stops rocking and sits forward in his chair.

It takes him three minutes to read the information in the report, then he rises and goes over to the fridge that stands in the corner of the room. Taking a Coke from the stack, feeling the drops of condensation slide under his fingers and track down the sides of the can, he breaks the silence.

‘Anyone else?’

In the ensuing activity of passing round drinks, they all have the chance to absorb what they have read under the bold-printed heading: Astra Home Shopping. Even Dave Atherton’s affable manner is dampened by the news that the company’s biggest account, the cornerstone of their whole power tools strategy, has suddenly and unexpectedly been lost.

‘Does anyone know how the hell this can have happened?’ Keith Wilkinson brings the meeting to order with a cough and a gesture of empty hands. Hugh looks down at the table top; with one finger he is tracing little x’s in the tubular ring of water that has condensed from his Orangina bottle. Astra is, or was, the jewel in his crown.

Keith continues:

‘I think we all know whose responsibility the Astra account was. Don’t we, Hugh? I just hope you’ve got a bloody good explanation. If this is part of some master strategy, now is the time to let us all in on it.’

‘What are we doing here?’ asks Derek suddenly. ‘Trying to find a scapegoat, or trying to sort out the mess?’

Hugh smears away the moisture on the table with the flat of his hand, then wipes his hand on his knee. He is red and his eyes seem to have shrunk at the edges. Katherine, her face contorted with sympathy for his predicament, opens her mouth as if she has something to say, but Hugh gets there first. Tapping the report accusingly, he looks up and addresses the window.

‘This ... is just as much of a shock to me as it is to you. But I do know why we might have lost this account. I have a fair idea. Personalities are everything at this level, and the new buyer at Astra is ... not our type. Not an excuse, I know. But we maybe needed to change tactics. Sooner.’

‘Rather than later,’ adds Keith, laying it on thick.

‘Surely it’s never too late.’ Katherine tries to brighten the tone and Derek is glad she is there. She brings a note of incorrigible optimism to this over-serious group, despite her forlorn dress sense and unvaryingly drab hair. Derek supposes that she must have a rosier image of herself than the one the world sees, since she makes so little effort to improve it, and he sees in this an indication of her philosophy. For Katherine, nothing is ever as bad as you think it is, and Derek has heard her fire people, making it sound like exactly the kind of life-chance they were waiting for.

Derek tunes back in to the debacle when he hears his own name mentioned. It is up to him, he learns, to save Astra.

‘After all, it’s no longer an existing account,’ spits Keith, his watery eyes fixed on Hugh. ‘Which makes it new business. Right?’

‘Could you give me the contact?’ Derek asks, as gently as he can. Hugh reels it off without hesitation, a name and a phone number. A woman’s name, Derek notices, searching for a pen. Quite unusual in electrical goods. He is avoiding Hugh’s venomous look when his hand closes on a smooth cylinder in the pocket of his jacket and, turning the report over to note down the name, Erica something, Derek takes out what he thinks is a biro, but which is, in fact, a Christian Dior russet-brown lip pencil.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.png
piatkus





