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About the Book

Rachel and Dan want to go somewhere hot in January.

Recently married and expecting their first baby, they decide on an island in the Caribbean. Why not turn it into a honeymoon, Dan says?

A holiday in paradise. It ought to be perfect. Except that, for Rachel, it’s not.

Things take a sinister turn as soon as they arrive.

As furniture shifts and objects fly around, as a waitress begs her to leave and a fellow guest makes her increasingly uneasy, Rachel realises everything she holds most dear is at stake and nothing is quite as it seems….




About the Author

Julie Myerson was born in Nottingham. She is the author of thirteen books.

In her fiction, she finds herself drawn to the supernatural again and again, and especially to ghosts: what are they? Why do we need to see them? And what exactly do they tell us about ourselves?

She began watching Friday night Hammer Horror movies as a teenager in the 70s, but has never been keen on the blood and vampire ones, much preferring the stories where a perfectly normal couple move to a remote cottage in the countryside and wonder why their daughter is talking about a non-existent room and the shopkeeper keeps giving them odd looks. She loves the ghost stories of Edith Wharton, MR James and Henry James. The Turn of the Screw is still the most frightening thing she has ever read. But she also remains haunted by the cult 1972 TV play The Stone Tape which, when she watched it at 12, stopped her sleeping for a long time.

She has only ever once seen a ghost herself. On a freezing winter’s night in 1984, a small, sad, white-faced boy walked into the bedroom of the house where she was staying. She screamed, spent the rest of the night with the light on, and never told the owners. But the boy crept into her first novel Sleepwalking and was, she hopes, laid to rest on its pages.
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Chapter One

RACHEL AND DAN wanted to go somewhere hot in January or February. It was already early January, so they were looking for last-minute deals online. Rachel said she fancied Florida, but Dan said he’d fallen right out of love with the States.

The Canary Islands, then?

Dan pushed a hand inside the still-loose top of her jeans, the place where they’d recently discovered their baby was growing.

Have you any idea how tacky places like Tenerife and Lanzarote are?

Rachel smiled. When she was ten, her best friend had gone on holiday to Tenerife. To Rachel – who, because of her father’s condition, had never been abroad and spent most of her holidays in a grim, unheated mansion in the Scottish Highlands – it had sounded like a trip to the moon.

The friend had brought her back a souvenir, a fat plastic biro which, when you tipped it back and forth, caused an impossibly small ship to slide around in an eerie bubble of liquid. Tenerife. She still thought about that biro sometimes.

How about Jamaica? Dan said.

Rachel made a face.

Isn’t it supposed to be rough and violent?

All right, then, Barbados?

She felt herself tense. When they first got together, Dan went to Sandy Lane on a press trip. He told her that no one was taking wives or girlfriends, but later she discovered it wasn’t true. They had a row about it. Their first proper fight. But it wasn’t the fight she minded, it was the lie. She didn’t want to think about that now. But she thought he might have had the tact not to suggest Barbados.

She twisted on the sofa, nudging his hand off her belly.

Barbados seems a bit obvious, she said. All those rich people.

Dan raised an eyebrow, but she shrugged. She didn’t think or feel or behave like someone with money and she knew she never would.

All right, then. How about this? Dan had his laptop propped on his knees and was stroking her thigh with one hand and scrolling down with the other. ‘Tucked away on a secluded 100-acre peninsula on the south-eastern coast of Antigua, the Wyndham’s Club and Resort exudes a casual, luxurious ambience – ’

Rachel leaned over to look.

Antigua? That’s the Caribbean?

He grinned.

Last time I looked, I think that’s where it was. Luxurious seclusion. Mmm. I like the sound of that, don’t you?

Something about the way he said it made Rachel look at him.

You’ve been there?

He blinked.

Never in my whole life, m’lud, I swear. Though I bet it’s not a lot different from Barbados. But listen, how do you fancy: six swimming pools, four restaurants, two white-sand beaches, tennis courts, a spa – ’

Rachel sat up.

Let me see, she said. The beaches. Let me see them.

Dan clicked. She saw blue, green, white. Palm trees. A bay drowning in sunshine. Light so bright you could taste it. She stared at the screen –

What? Dan said. What is it?

She could not breathe. Her heart was thumping. She put her hand to her throat, gulped in air.

Dan was staring at her.

What on earth was that?

She swallowed. Her blood was still jumping. She felt like she wanted to cry.

I don’t know, she said.

He laid a hand on her shoulder. She wanted to shrug it off, but she didn’t.

All right now?

She nodded, dared herself to look back at the screen. Dan refreshed it. The colours glowed. Antigua.

Could we really afford that? she said.

Maybe partly because of her mother’s attitude to him, Dan refused to have anything to do with the money her father had left her. And she respected that. But now, with newspapers cutting costs all over the place, he wasn’t earning a lot.

He had his column of course, and these days was increasingly known as a film critic. But who knew when all of that might dry up? He talked about writing a book. But Dan talked about a lot of things and even she knew that advances were tiny these days. And though she loved her work and even had plans one day to open a gallery of her own, it was hardly well paid and she couldn’t say what would happen when the baby came along.

Dan grinned. Something in his eyes was still bothering her.

OK, he said. I’m going to have to come clean. We can and we already have.

Have? What do you mean, have?

Afforded it.

Rachel stared at him.

I booked it yesterday, he said.

You – what? That place? You mean you went and booked it? Without even asking me?

Dan’s eyes widened.

Yes, Rach. Without asking you. I think it’s what most people would call a romantic gesture.

OK, she said.

He reached over and tucked a piece of hair behind her ear.

What is it? What’s the matter?

Nothing, she said.

I hope it’s nothing. Because, since I was in a shopping mood, I also splashed out on something else. Shut your eyes.

She did as he said. Felt the sofa cushions shift as he wriggled to get something from his pocket. When at last he told her she could look, she saw that he was holding his two fists out in front of her. Her heart lurched.

Which hand?

She bit her lip. Gently, she tapped his left knuckle. He opened the hand, turned it over.

Wrong as usual.

He laughed. Then he leaned in to kiss her and, opening his other hand, he slipped it onto her finger. She felt its coldness and looked down and saw the flash of gold, the tiny diamond pointing upwards.

Oh Dan, she said.

She wiped her fingers, made moist by the touch of his, on her jeans, then straight away felt guilty. He was nervous. Dan was never nervous. She felt a rush of love.

She turned her hand, watching the jewel suck at the light.

But I thought we were going to wait, she said. Till after the baby?

His eyes were unreadable. He put a hand on her knee.

I know, he said. I know we were. But – well, you know, Rach – something about this last couple of weeks –

Just before Christmas, one of Dan’s oldest friends had been killed. Everything had just started to go well for Rufus. After years of no work, he’d got the second lead in a big-budget TV detective series. The first series had been a success and they were making another. And he and Natasha had just moved to Kent. After three rounds of IVF, they were expecting twins.

They’d been putting up the tree – their first Christmas tree together – when Dan got the call. Rachel had watched as he listened for a moment and then, a piece of tinsel still hanging from his hand, climbed down the ladder.

Something about the way he moved – suddenly slow and frail as an old man, feeling for each step with his foot – made her stop what she was doing. She moved over and sat down beside him on the sofa, clutched at his arm. What? she mouthed. What?

It had happened the previous night. The car had skidded off the road and hit a metal gate. A farm gate, Tash told them. He’d been killed instantly.

He’d got four days off from filming, she told Dan, her voice still blank with shock. He was so looking forward to a break. And we were supposed to be going for a scan today. Our second scan. We’d planned it so he could be there. I’d just spoken to him. He was less than ten minutes from home.

Now Dan looked at Rachel.

I don’t see the point of waiting, do you? I love you, Rach. I want to be married to you.

I love you too, she said. But –

But what?

She looked at his face.

But nothing, she said.

He brightened.

So tomorrow morning you put on your glad rags and we pop down the register office, make an honest woman of you. Then you’ve a day to pack your bags and buy a bikini. We fly on Saturday, crack of dawn.

Her mouth fell open.

You mean get married all on our own? Without our friends? And my mum – what about my mum?

He took her hand in his and kissed the tips of her fingers.

I don’t want anyone there. Please, Rachel. I want it to be just us. Our thing. Our secret. We’ll have our honeymoon. You’ll even have your birthday there. And then, when we come back, we’ll throw a huge party for everyone. A birthday party and a wedding party and a baby party all in one. As many people as you like. Your mum as guest of honour.

Rachel struggled to imagine it.

We’ll even get you a white dress. Think how sexy you’ll look, with a tan.

He kissed her.

Look, I know I’ve been slow. About everything. I’ve been wasting time. Even the baby – especially the baby – I know it’s taken me a while to get used to the whole thing. But I’m looking forward to it now. I’m sorry.

There’s nothing to be sorry about, she said.

But I am. I’m sorry about everything. I love you so much, Rach.

They kissed again. They were still at the stage when a kiss could last for a minute or so.

But seriously, she said when she finally extracted herself and took his arms and wrapped them tight around her. That place looks expensive. I thought we said we were going to try and find a last-minute package deal or something?

Dan reached over and took a sip of his cold tea.

Well, all right, I didn’t want to say. But I did stoop to using a couple of contacts.

Oh – her face fell again – but you haven’t got to write about it, have you?

The number of times she’d tried to enjoy a dinner or a weekend away, only to have him constantly stopping to make notes about it.

Of course I haven’t. Bloody hell. It’s my honeymoon too, isn’t it? Stop panicking, Rach. Let’s just say we’re getting quite a good deal, that’s all. They’ll take care of us.

She squeezed his hand.

All right, she said.

She watched his face, thought she detected the faintest sliver of hurt.

Sorry I was mean about it, she said.

You weren’t mean.

I was.

Don’t be silly. You could never be mean.

All the same. I’m sorry.

He kissed her.

See? he said, as she relaxed against him. I really have thought of everything. It’s all fixed, all done. I want it to be perfect. I love you so much, Rach.

Perfect. Yes. It was what she wanted too. She thought of her baby, tipping back and forth somewhere inside her in its bubble of liquid. Eerie. Intact. Like the tiny ship, so long ago.

Me too, she said. I love you too.

They got married in a Georgian room with a high, ornate ceiling and a stained red carpet and were congratulated afterwards by three strangers they knew they would never see again. Then they went home and took a bottle of champagne to bed – half a glass for her because of the baby, which meant practically a whole bottle for him. After he’d pleasured her so hard that she trembled for what she swore was a whole five minutes, they ate bowlfuls of Special K with brown sugar and double cream and fell asleep in front of Love, Actually which was the only thing on.

Only because you just got married, Dan said as he relinquished control of the remote. But if you ever force me to watch this crap again, I’m filing for instant divorce.

On Saturday morning they left a cold and rainy Gatwick at dawn and by four o’clock that afternoon were standing under a bamboo awning by the Sugar Bay Dive Shop, listening to a steel band and holding glasses of rum punch.

They weren’t the only ones who’d just arrived. There were some people who’d been on their flight and shared the hotel mini-bus from the airport – a dusty drive past run-down shacks and skinny, barely clothed kids who stood and waved to them from the side of the road.

Dan – sitting up in the front next to the driver – had asked if there was much poverty on the island.

Keeping his eyes on the road, the driver nodded.

Poverty is big problem in Antigua and Barbuda. Many people with nothing to eat. My own children are very often hungry.

What? – Rachel saw that Dan had his journalist face on – You mean your own family doesn’t have enough to eat?

The driver glanced at him.

Sometimes only rice and cornmeal pap for dinner. Sometimes nothing.

Dan sighed. He looked out of the window.

But tourism? It’s a good thing? It brings in money? For local people, I mean?

The driver looked at him again, then switched his eyes back to the road. There was a brief silence and then he said something which Rachel didn’t catch, but which Dan must have heard, because his face grew tense.

No, he said. Never in my life.

The driver said something else. Dan shook his head.

It’s not possible, he said.

Rachel leaned forward in her seat.

What’s he saying?

Dan glanced back at her.

Nothing, darling. Just us getting our wires crossed.

But Rachel grabbed his shoulder.

Tell me. Tell me what he said.

He rolled his eyes.

Oh, it really isn’t important. Just something about him thinking he’s seen me here before.

Rachel looked at the driver and then at Dan.

But you’ve never been here.

Exactly what I told him.

But the driver caught Rachel’s eye in the mirror.

Your husband is here on this island, he said.

Rachel tried to laugh.

Here? Well, of course he’s here.

The driver’s face was serious.

Not now, he said. Always. He cannot leave.

Dan laughed.

Well, if I’ve got to be stuck somewhere – better here than south-east London.

But Rachel felt her heart start to race.

What do you mean? she said. Always? That makes no sense.

The driver did not look at her. His eyes were on the road.

I am only saying. It is a warning.

Rachel looked at the road too. Dust clouds all around the car. A petrified tree. A couple of oil drums.

A warning about what? she said.

But the driver said nothing. Already they were sweeping through the dark wrought-iron gates of the resort. A minute later, their luggage was whisked away and they were standing under the awning, being handed cool, damp perfumed towels and cocktails by girls with flowers in their hair.

Rachel held her towel to her wrists, her throat. The scent of flowers was in the air. Blossom and something aromatic like eucalyptus. The rattle of cicadas. The light was silky, the afternoon sky high and blue and cloudless.

She looked around for Dan and saw that he was talking to a youngish, pretty woman in a halter-neck dress. She had huge gold hoops in her ears. Her boyfriend – if he was her boyfriend – had his greying hair pulled back in a ponytail. She knew just by looking at them that they were English.

She decided not to go over. She was tired and crumpled from the plane and didn’t feel like talking to anyone. She wished they could just go straight to their room. She wanted to wash. She wanted to find the beach.

She saw that Dan and his friends had now been joined by a large woman of about seventy, whose white sweatpants and raffia sandals had seemed ridiculous when she noticed them in the lounge at grey, freezing Gatwick, but who now looked quite at home as she helped herself to another drink.

Karen Keable, Rachel heard someone call her. She could tell from the way the manager greeted them that she and her husband – an unhappy-looking wisp of a man – were regulars here.

She took a couple of sips of the punch, then, worried about the alcohol, swapped it for something that looked like pineapple juice. Or was it papaya? Its acid taste set her teeth on edge and made her stomach growl. She hadn’t been able to face the food on the plane and now she thought about it, she realised she’d had nothing since the two bites of Dan’s Pret A Manger sandwich which he’d forced her to eat at seven that morning.

Does your husband play tennis, dear? Karen Keable said.

Rachel looked at the dry, frayed coral of her lips and tried to think.

We’re Telegraph readers. I recognised him straight away, of course. And I wondered if he played. Because Malcolm over there, who between you and me is no great shakes, is always on the look-out for a partner.

Rachel was about to tell her that yes, Dan did play tennis and would probably love to – a quick, guilty vision of herself left in peace under an umbrella on the beach – when, as suddenly as if someone had just reached out and flicked a switch, the air around her, the sunshine, the blue brightness, it was all gone –

She froze.

Are you all right, dear? You don’t look very well at all. Is it the heat, do you think? Do you need to sit down?

Karen Keable’s words were so distant that she knew she needn’t bother listening. She shut her eyes and let the air get ready to catch her. Just before she fell, Dan was there.

Darling – honey, what’s the matter?

Then the manager was behind her with a chair. She felt herself manoeuvred into it.

A long flight, no?

He was a man in a white suit. He bent towards her. She smelled a strong aftershave. The sad odour of his body beneath it.

Just a touch of low blood pressure, she heard Dan say. She’s pregnant, you see.

Pregnant. Yes, that was it. Rachel blinked. Grateful. The warmth and the light seeping back.

And then everything else, too, returning. The rattle of the cicadas. The voices. Dan. Karen Keable.

Pregnant, someone was saying. But that’s wonderful. Is it your first? How very exciting –

They were celebrating her.

Water, someone else said.

Water was fetched. And another icy towel pressed to her head. Even the woman in the halter-neck dress was crouching by her chair, the great gold hoops of her earrings swinging in the late-afternoon sunshine.

How far along are you? she said. Do you know?

Fourteen weeks, Rachel said.

She’d known the very moment she conceived. An off-balance feeling. Dan had laughed at her. But the pregnancy test a couple of weeks later had told her she was right. It was then.

Or that week anyway, Dan had said.

No, Rachel had corrected him. That day.

You can’t possibly know that.

I can.

Something igniting inside her. A life. How could anyone doubt it? She’d never been so certain of anything.

At last the fuss subsided. She heard them all carry on with the drinking and the laughing. Forgetting about her. That was nice. And then, even nicer, a cool breeze on her neck.

It was only as the party broke up and empty glasses were put down on trays and Dan – admitting he was dying for a cigarette – pulled her to her feet, that it came back to her. The thing she’d seen.

It was human. It had black dirt on its hands. It had come to the island looking for her.

Their room was on ground level, just across the walkway from a small plunge pool where a sheet of turquoise water churned under a canopy of pink hibiscus flowers.

It had a stone-flagged floor, king-size bed, sitting area with a rattan three-piece suite, and a wrought-iron balcony looking out over the bay. It also had a generous-sized marble bathroom.

Dan put his head in.

His and hers showers, he reported. And a sex bath.

Rachel smiled. It was their private word for circular baths. A joke about some scummy hotel they’d once found themselves in in Manchester, or was it Leeds?

Dan went out on the balcony.

Not a bad view either. But it won’t get the sun in the morning. And if you want to sit out here having a nightcap, everyone’s going to hear every bloody word you say.

But are they occupied? Rachel said. The rooms on either side?

He shrugged.

Let’s hope not. I don’t want to hear other people screaming and lashing each other to the bedposts. I just want to be alone with my wife.

Rachel stood in the middle of the room and looked at the bed. It had no posts. Just a calm rattan headboard which matched the sofa and chairs.

Oh great – Dan bent to stare into the fridge. All the spirits are missing. Just some white wine, tonic water and a couple of Mars bars. I hope they aren’t going to bill us for that.

Rachel looked at him.

Stop trying to find things wrong with everything.

He looked surprised.

I’m not.

You are. You keep on listing all the drawbacks. That’s usually my job.

He carried on looking surprised for a moment longer. And then he laughed.

They were due at the Mangrove Lounge at 7pm. Welcome cocktails, the piece of paper said. And dinner in the Coralita Restaurant hosted by the manager.

Rachel sighed.

Is this because of you using your contacts? Are we going to be trapped into talking to that manager guy all the time?

Dan looked up from his laptop.

It’s what they always do at these places. People love it. People like your Karen Keable. It’s what they come for – to be on first-name terms with the manager. But don’t worry, we’ll be late. And after that we’ll be as stand-offish as we like for the whole holiday.

Rachel was silent.

What are you doing? she said. On the computer. What are you looking at?

He pressed a button and shut it.

Nothing. Just seeing if Natasha’s been in touch.

And has she?

No.

He came over, placed his hands on her shoulders, kissed her nose.

That’s nice, she said. That you’re checking.

I can’t help thinking about her, he said.

He went into the bathroom.

She stood there for a moment listening to the water crashing out of the taps. Then she went around the room, adjusting things and trying to make it theirs.

She took the stiff, satin monogrammed cushions and shiny bedspread off the bed and shoved them in the top of the wardrobe. Checked to see if the mattress was firm (it was). Looked to see if there were any extra pillows (there weren’t). Arranged her books and pregnancy bible and the little bottle of lavender oil on the bedside table. Her bible. He’d laughed at her for wanting to bring it on holiday, but how could she let weeks 15, 16 and 17 go by without looking to see what was happening inside her?

She found a woman’s hairgrip – a single, long black hair still attached to it – on the floor under the dressing table and dropped it in the bin. She picked up the empty and now depressing suitcases and shoved them into the space at the bottom of the wardrobe. After that, drained of all energy, she kicked off her shoes and sat down on the edge of the bed.

You might want to keep the bedspread handy, you know, Dan said as he strode back in, naked and damp, and started to open the complimentary bottle of fizzy wine on the sideboard. I bet it gets fucking freezing here at night.

She sat on the bed and looked at him. Her husband. Droplets of water on his upper arms and between his shoulder blades where the towel hadn’t reached. Just like at home.

She blinked.

Don’t worry, she said. I brought my pyjamas.

You’re not wearing pyjamas on your honeymoon, I’m telling you that right now, he said. I’ll keep you warm. I’ll keep both of you warm.

Both of them. Rachel loved it when he acknowledged their child as something rooted in his own life as well as in hers. They’d agreed it was too early to talk about names, but still they kept on floating into her head.

She liked Daphne. Greek, wasn’t it? She’d never come across a Daphne. But then she liked Violet, too. Ruby, at a pinch. For boys she quite liked plain old-fashioned John. John! No one these days seemed to call their baby John.

What do you think of John? she said.

Dan was undoing the wire on the bottle.

What?

As a name. John. Do you like it?

He scowled.

Bloody awful. And I thought we agreed not to do this yet?

She shrugged, looked down at her bare feet on the terracotta tiles. Moist, pale little marks where her toes had been.

I don’t think we’re having a boy anyway, she said.

Good, said Dan.

She looked at him.

You’d like a girl?

He popped the cork.

I’ll have whatever’s going. But if it’s a girl, she’d better be as knock-out gorgeous as you.

Rachel smiled.

I’m not gorgeous.

All right, you’re not.

Well, maybe I am, she said. A bit.

She felt like talking more about the baby, but didn’t want to push her luck. He poured the wine and tried to pass her a glass but she waved it away. She began to undress for her bath.

Remind me to ask for some extra pillows, she said. Or do you think I should ring for them now?

Dan was holding his glass and looking at her.

Not now, he said.

He kept his eyes on her. She knew that look.

She lifted her head and glanced out across the terrace. The light had just that moment left the sky. On the beach a single lonely figure was going along collapsing the chairs and umbrellas, one by one.

She shivered. She picked up her drink, poured half of
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