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CHAPTER ONE

‘Leave, Toto!’ David shouted when he saw his neighbour’s dog pulling at something half in and half out of the water, some
 three hundred yards further along the shingle beach.

It was six o’clock on a beautiful May morning, too early yet for most residents in Selsey to rise. David Mitchell, who was
 thirty-two, always came out with his neighbour’s terrier at this time of day, taking a run along the coastal path while Toto
 charged about on the beach.

The dog backed off from whatever it was that he’d found, barking furiously. ‘I’m coming!’ David shouted and jumped down from
 the path on to the shingle from where he saw that the object of Toto’s attention looked alarmingly like a body.

As he drew closer, David realized to his horror that it was a woman, for her bare legs were still in the sea and as the waves
 came in they lifted the skirt of her dress and made it billow. Her head was hidden from view until he was almost upon her,
 then he saw she was young, perhaps in her mid-twenties, slender and pretty with brutally cropped blonde hair.

Assuming she was dead, and afraid the tide might sweep her away before he could report he’d found her, David bent down and
 putting his hands beneath her arms began to haul her further up the beach. But as he lifted her, a sound came from her, not
 quite a cough, more of a sigh, and her eyelids fluttered.

‘Who are you?’ he asked, dropping down beside her on the shingle and lifting her to a sitting position against his shoulder. He took her wrist and though her skin was like ice, and very wrinkled from submersion in the water, he could feel
 a faint pulse.

‘I’ve got to run and ring for an ambulance,’ he said, when she didn’t reply to his question, and he laid her down on her side
 and used the fleece jacket tied around his waist to cover her.

He wished there was someone else around, for he didn’t want to leave her there alone, but the path above the beach was deserted.
 He wondered what nationality she was, for her blue, high-necked and full-skirted dress was very old-fashioned, like the kind
 he’d seen in films set in the Fifties. He thought maybe she was from one of the Eastern European countries, but whoever she
 was and wherever she came from, he felt she’d been ill treated as there were purple marks on her wrists and ankles, as if
 she’d been restrained. Her hair had been crudely hacked off too, leaving it in uneven clumps.

Ordering Toto to stay with her, he sprinted back up the beach to find a phone box.

‘Mystery Girl. Who Is She?’

Dale read out the newspaper headline to the two other girls in the beauty salon as they had their first cup of coffee of the
 morning. ‘It says she was found yesterday half drowned on the beach and she’s lost her memory,’ she explained. ‘Of course,
 if they gave us a picture of her maybe someone would recognize her and come forward,’ she added sarcastically.

‘Maybe she’s a rich bitch and her husband got tired of her and slung her overboard from his yacht, like in that Goldie Hawn
 film,’ Michelle suggested. ‘Did you ever see it? A poor widower with loads of kids found her, and as she’d lost her memory
 he made out she was his wife and took her home to look after his family. It was hilarious. She couldn’t cook or wash up and the place was a tip.’

All three girls remembered the film Overboard and laughed and chatted about it for some time.

‘It must be so weird to lose your memory,’ Dale mused. ‘Imagine not knowing who you are, where you come from or anything.
 I wonder whether if someone gave you something to eat that you hated before, you’d still hate it?’

The three girls were beauticians in the spa at Marchwood Manor Hotel near Brighton in Sussex. The hotel was well established,
 but the spa had only opened two weeks earlier, and this was why the newly appointed beauty staff were lounging in one of the
 treatment rooms drinking coffee and looking at the newspaper instead of attending to clients.

Dale Moore was a Londoner, twenty-five, tall, curvy, with rather exotic looks as if she were Spanish or Italian, and very
 much the leader of the group. Michelle from Southampton was a slender blue-eyed blonde of twenty-four. Rosie was the youngest
 at twenty-three, a plump, sweet-faced brunette from Yorkshire.

Across the reception area was the hairdressing salon. Frankie, April, Guy and Sharon had Radio One on, which suggested they
 hadn’t got clients yet either, for any kind of pop music was a hanging offence if the spa manageress, Marisa De Vere, caught
 them. She would only tolerate classical music tapes in the salon, and here in the beauty section they could only play special
 music to promote relaxation. But as Marisa was in London today no one would be doing the endless unnecessary cleaning she
 insisted on when they had no clients, nor would they stick to her choice of music.

‘It says this girl’s about twenty-four,’ Dale said, going back to the newspaper. ‘Found at Selsey by a man walking his dog.
 They think she’d been in the sea a long time but she had nothing on her to identify her. She was taken to St Richard’s Hospital
 in Chichester.’

‘She’ll be an illegal immigrant,’ Michelle said firmly. ‘Come over from France on a boat. Maybe she fell out with whoever
 was bringing her and they pushed her overboard.’

‘She was lucky to survive. The sea in May is still very cold,’ Rosie said.

‘They think she’s English,’ Dale said, glancing down at the paper. ‘Where is Selsey anyway?’

‘I haven’t a clue,’ Rosie said. ‘But then, everything south of Birmingham is a mystery to me.’

‘It’s only about thirty miles from here,’ Michelle said. ‘We used to have holidays nearby when I was a kid. Does anyone want
 their nails done? Facial, head massage or pedicure? I’m bored!’

‘Enjoy the boredom,’ Dale sniggered. ‘It’s a rare treat not to have Marisa the Slave Driver prowling around.’

Dale had already made an enemy of the spa supervisor. As Dale was a first-class beautician with a great deal of experience
 under her belt, including a year on a cruise ship, she didn’t feel anyone unqualified in her field should be telling her how
 to do her job.

When the staff first came here to open the salon, they had a three-day induction period to evaluate their ability. Marisa
 had stood over Dale while she was giving a massage, something Dale hated, and she had pointed out that the only way anyone
 could really assess a massage was by having one themself. Marisa had taken exception to that and since then she’d been looking
 for things to take Dale to task about.

Dale was no stranger to conflict with management. She was by her own admission stroppy, self-centred, opinionated, stubborn
 and liable to shoot her mouth off without thinking first. But she was good at what she did, she treated her clients well,
 and she worked hard – no one could ever accuse her of being lazy or cutting corners. She certainly wasn’t cruel to anyone.

Marisa seemed to take pleasure in being cruel. She’d mortified Michelle by telling her she had bad breath, had Rosie in tears
 when she had a spot on her face, and April was told she had body odour in front of everyone in the hairdressing salon. Only
 Scott the fitness instructor, an old friend of Dale’s, escaped the woman’s sharp tongue, but then, Marisa clearly fancied
 him.

She made everyone clean constantly to look busy: mirrors with a high shine had to have a greater one, already spotless surfaces
 had to be wiped again. She couldn’t bear to see anyone twiddling their thumbs, but unfortunately, whenever she did sweep into
 the spa, it was sod’s law that someone was telling a joke, reading a magazine or worse, having a sneaky cigarette outside
 the door.

‘I’ll go and ask April if she wants anything done,’ Michelle said. ‘She was talking earlier about going clubbing tonight.
 If I do her nails she’ll let me go with her and maybe I can stay over at her house.’

Dale smiled. Two years ago she would have been just like Michelle, wanting to experience everything Brighton had to offer,
 but a year on the cruise ship had made her grow up, or at least consider the damage she was doing to her liver.

Michelle, Rosie, Frankie in the hairdressing salon, Scott and Dale shared a staff bungalow in the hotel grounds with Carlos,
 a wine waiter from the hotel. They were a bit cut off from Brighton, for the bus service wasn’t very good and taxis were expensive, but Michelle was the only one of them
 who complained. The rest were quite happy to sit about chatting and sometimes sharing a bottle of wine in the evenings.

The sound of the door to the treatment room opening made them all jump, but they relaxed again when they saw it was only Scott.

‘Doing nothing, eh?’ he said with a broad smile. ‘I’ll have to report you!’

Dale threw a towel at him. ‘For God’s sake shag Marisa, maybe she’ll become a bit more human if you get her all loved up.’

She and Scott had met on the cruise ship where he was fitness instructor, and she’d taken one look at his green eyes, spiky
 blond hair and rippling muscles and fancied him madly. But every other woman under seventy on the ship fancied him too, so
 she decided to be his friend instead. It was perhaps the best decision of her life for they had become really close. Along
 with Lotte, her cabin mate, they would always go ashore together when the ship docked, and any spare moments they had while
 at sea, they spent together.

Dale had missed him and Lotte a lot when the cruise ended and they went to their respective homes. Dale got a job in a beautician’s
 near her parents’ home in Chiswick, in London, but there was none of the camaraderie with the other staff like she’d had on
 the ship, in fact some of the girls were real bitches.

This was why when she saw the advertisement for staff needed here, she’d telephoned Scott immediately to see if he was interested,
 and luckily he was, for he’d been working in a bistro in Truro, in Cornwall, unable to get a job in a gym.

Sadly they’d both lost touch with Lotte. She was a hairdresser and Dale thought she would have loved it here. But she hadn’t
 responded to any of Dale’s calls or texts since they left the ship; Scott reported the same. They had to assume that she’d
 moved on and didn’t need them in her life any longer.

‘I wouldn’t shag Marisa with someone else’s,’ Scott said laughingly. ‘I’d be afraid that mask might crack open and underneath
 she’d be hideous.’

That remark created great merriment for Marisa’s complexion was so perfect it was almost like a porcelain mask. In fact everything
 about her was perfect, from her size ten figure and her beautifully cut black suits to her jet-black hair which she wore in
 a single sleek plait which reached the middle of her back. It was so shiny it looked as though it had been sprayed with black
 lacquer, and Dale had expressed the opinion she wasn’t human, just a kind of Stepford Wife who had been bred to run a spa.

‘She’s actually thirty-eight, not thirty-two as she told Scott,’ Rosie said with a mischievous sparkle in her soft brown eyes.
 Rosie wasn’t one for dishing dirt about anyone, but she obviously felt unable to keep this titbit to herself. ‘She’d left
 a life insurance schedule on her desk, I couldn’t resist taking a nose. And her middle name is Agatha!’

‘Agatha!’ Dale exclaimed. ‘I thought Marisa was bad enough. I bet her surname isn’t De Vere really, it’s probably something
 yucky like Snelling or Greaseworth.’

Scott folded his arms. ‘Do you actually know anyone with the name Greaseworth?’ he asked with a touch of sarcasm.

‘No, but it would suit her,’ Dale laughed. She suddenly clapped her hand over her mouth ‘M.A.D. Her initials spell Mad!’

There was a burst of giggles from the other girls.

‘I’m going,’ Scott said. ‘I’ll leave you to continue the cattiness while I check no one has drowned in the pool.’

An hour later, when Dale had to take over on the reception desk while Becky went for a coffee, she lit some floating candles
 in the reception water feature and stood back to admire them.

She was by nature cynical, blunt and hard to please, well known for picking holes in everything, including people. But she
 had found nothing at Marchwood to criticize; in fact, she thought it was absolutely perfect and beautiful. Even Marisa, however
 hateful she could be, did a good job making sure she kept everyone on their toes.

The hotel was old-style country house, with antiques, real fires, squishy comfortable sofas and a strong smell of lavender
 polish. But the spa had the kind of Oriental minimalism that cost a fortune. The central reception area had a pale grey stone
 floor, with the still pool in the centre, now twinkling with floating candles. Decorations were sparse: a lovely piece of
 Japanese embroidery in a long thin frame, a few pots of orchids, low seating along the walls. The lighting was concealed,
 and even the reception desk was pale grey wood with a plate-glass top so it seemed to float above the floor.

From the reception area there were three doors. The one on the right led to the beauty treatment rooms, the middle one led
 to the gymnasium and the swimming pool and to the left was the hairdressing salon.

Hardly a day had passed since Dale arrived here when she didn’t hug herself with delight that she’d found a great job with
 a future. The spa might not be busy yet, but she knew it soon would be once the marketing people began pushing it. She was well paid, the accommodation was excellent and the other staff were all very nice. She knew from past experience that it
 was the staff who made or ruined a job. There were around thirty or so of them in both the hotel and the spa, and although
 she had only really got to know the spa staff, she liked them all.

Fourteen months ago when the year’s cruise contract ended, Dale had had a few hundred pounds saved. She intended to start
 her own salon, but that proved to be far more expensive than she had expected, and to make matters worse she frittered away
 quite a lot of her savings while thinking what she should do next.

She was only too aware that her parents worried about her, and she’d certainly given them cause in the past. She’d hung around
 with low life, flirted with drugs, had an abortion, and until she trained in beauty never stuck at anything for more than
 a few weeks.

While Dale knew she was over all that now, her parents weren’t entirely convinced. Even when she was on the cruise ship, where
 she had never worked so hard, they took the line that she was living the high life.

So now she felt she had to make this job work for her, to prove she really had grown up and could take responsibility for
 herself and others. Marchwood felt right. If she could just avoid crossing swords with Marisa, she might even end up running
 the place.

It got busier later in the day when several guests at the hotel booked various treatments, and it was after eight when Dale,
 Michelle and Rosie walked back to the bungalow after having dinner in the staff room next to the hotel kitchen.

It was a mild evening and the hotel garden looked beautiful by floodlight. The staff bungalow was hidden away behind some shrubs, and they were all looking forward to warm summer evenings when they could sit outside with a drink.

All of them had been surprised by how good their accommodation was. Most of them had worked in places where they were expected
 to share a room, and where the food had been awful. But here at Marchwood they each had their own room with a tiny en suite
 bathroom, and their meals were almost as good as those served to the guests in the hotel.

Frankie was in the lounge reading a paper. He looked up and grinned as they came in. ‘I put a bottle of vodka in the fridge
 a while ago,’ he said. ‘It should be perfect by now.’

Frankie referred to himself as ‘Gay’ Frankie, as if his sexual persuasion wasn’t immediately obvious by the turquoise streaks
 in his hair and his flamboyant clothes. Just a few days earlier Rosie had pointed out that whatever you said about Frankie
 you had to put ‘very’ in front of it. A very funny man, a very good hairdresser, and so on, for there was nothing mediocre
 about anything he did or said. Tonight he was wearing a ruffled white shirt which made him look as if he’d stepped out of
 an old swashbuckling movie.

Rosie collected the vodka and some glasses and by the time Dale had changed her work tunic for jeans and a tee-shirt and gone
 back to the lounge, Frankie was lighting some candles.

‘The light is more flattering,’ he said by way of an explanation.

‘Don’t worry, sweetheart, I fancy you even with harsh electric light,’ Scott said.

There was some laughter about this for Frankie had spent the entire first week at Marchwood acting as though he was coming
 on to Scott. It had only been leg-pulling; Frankie said he couldn’t resist because Scott was so obviously heterosexual. Frankie had stopped it now, but Scott had taken over with
 the teasing.

‘Oh, look, Dale,’ said Rosie, picking up the newspaper Frankie had been reading. ‘They’ve printed a picture of the girl they
 found half drowned.’

It was the local evening paper, and presumably by tomorrow the picture would hit the nationals. Dale picked it up and glanced
 only briefly at the picture, which wasn’t a real photograph but a police likeness, but she’d no sooner put it down than she
 felt compelled to pick it up again and study it a little more closely.

‘Who does she remind you of?’ she asked Scott, handing the paper to him.

Scott looked. ‘Lotte? Same high cheekbones and round eyes. But this one isn’t as pretty.’

‘That’s because she’s been to hell and back and her hair’s been cut off,’ Dale said thoughtfully. ‘Besides, it’s not a real
 photo. But just imagine this girl with long, shiny hair, and a smile on her face. Scott, it really could be Lotte!’

‘It couldn’t be.’ Scott shook his head.

‘Why not?’ Dale asked. ‘We know she came from Brighton, she’s the right age, and it says the girl is a blue-eyed blonde with
 a slight build.’

‘That description would fit thousands of girls,’ Scott said, shaking his head again. He picked the paper up and studied the
 picture again. ‘But you’ve got a point – if you change the messy hair, she’s a dead ringer.’

All the others wanted to know who they were talking about.

‘She was a hairdresser on the cruise ship and I shared a cabin with her,’ Dale explained. ‘I was horrified I’d got to share
 with her when we first met. She’s one of those Alice in Wonderland girls, all big eyes and flowing hair. She was dressed in baby pink, and I thought she’d never read anything but
 Hello!, talk endlessly about conditioners and ring her mum up to find out what was happening in Coronation Street. But she wasn’t like that, she was just the sweetest, kindest, most brilliant friend I’ve ever had.’

Dale was surprised that she was publicly admitting how much she liked Lotte. There had been a time in her life when she mistook
 using someone for having a friend, but Lotte had made her see what real friendship was all about.

‘The three of us did everything together,’ Scott butted in. ‘Not just going ashore for booze-ups, but nights talking together
 and stuff. But then something terrible happened to her in South America.’

‘What?’ Rosie and Michelle asked in unison.

Scott looked at Dale for support. They had never discussed whether or not they ought to keep quiet about this matter, but
 there didn’t seem to be any harm in telling the people they shared a home with.

‘She was raped,’ Dale said quietly, understanding Scott’s dilemma.

‘Raped? Who by? Someone on the ship?’ Michelle asked.

‘No, it was some nutter in Ushuaia – that’s right down as far south as you can go, the last place before the Antarctic,’ Scott
 explained. ‘In broad daylight too! She was never quite the same again, and Dale and I felt terrible that we had left her to
 go ashore alone.’

‘Poor girl,’ Frankie said in sympathy. ‘So what happened to her when she left the ship? Are you serious that this girl in
 the paper could be her?’

‘She was going home to her parents in Brighton when we said goodbye,’ Dale explained. ‘We all promised to keep in touch, and I did phone and text her, and so did Scott, but she never replied. I guess Scott and I were unwanted reminders
 of that terrible ordeal.’

‘It’s pure coincidence that a year on we’ve ended up near Brighton too,’ Scott added. ‘I suppose if so much time hadn’t passed
 since the cruise we’d probably have gone and looked her up. But there didn’t seem much point as she didn’t appear to want
 to know.’

‘If you think this is her,’ Frankie said, pointing at the picture, ‘you should ring the police.’

‘We’d look pretty silly if it wasn’t,’ Scott retorted. ‘But maybe we ought to get in touch with her parents and just check
 up on her?’

‘Ring them now,’ Frankie suggested.

‘We haven’t got a number for them,’ Scott said, ‘just an address she gave Dale. We tried to get a number from directory inquiries,
 but they were ex-directory.’

‘We could go tomorrow,’ Dale said impulsively. ‘I’ve got no appointments booked till the afternoon, and it’s your day off,
 Scott. We could catch the nine-thirty bus.’

‘I’d ring the police,’ Frankie said with a disapproving sniff. ‘For one thing, her poor parents might be looking at that same
 picture right now and if they don’t know where their daughter is they’ll be freaking out. You don’t want to walk in on that!
 And besides, Dale, if Marisa finds out you’ve bunked off she’ll go ape shit.’

‘If her parents do think it’s Lotte too, then they’ll need the comfort of someone who cared about her,’ Dale said stubbornly.
 ‘And as for Marisa, you lot aren’t going to grass me up, are you?’

‘Of course not,’ they chorused as one. ‘She’s not due back till the afternoon, but if she does get back early what will we
 say?’

‘That I had to go to the dentist as I had a bad toothache,’ Dale suggested.

‘Is it a good idea to go barging in on her parents?’ Scott asked Dale much later that evening just before they went to bed.
 ‘I can understand you wanting to check with them before going to the police. But what if they haven’t seen Lotte for a couple
 of weeks, and haven’t seen the picture tonight? They are going to flip with horror and shock and we’ll be there in the middle
 of it. The police know how to handle that sort of thing, we don’t.’

‘We could just ask for Lotte,’ Dale said. ‘Make like it’s just a social call. If she’s off at work then we can just leave
 a message for her to ring us and leave. But if they haven’t seen her for some time, then we either show them the girl in the
 paper or go straight to the police, depending on how strong we think her folks are.’

Scott shrugged. ‘On your head be it if they freak out!’
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CHAPTER TWO

‘I always imagined Lotte coming from a leafy suburban area,’ Dale remarked as the taxi turned off from the seafront into a
 street of terraced houses with no front gardens. She and Scott had caught the bus into Brighton but then picked up a taxi
 when they discovered Lotte’s road was some distance away.

Scott looked thoughtfully out of the taxi window at the slightly seedy houses. ‘Me too! I got the idea her childhood had been
 very sheltered, playing with dolls on the lawn and board games at night.’

Many of the houses in the street were downmarket guest houses. They had dull paint on their front doors and vases of artificial
 flowers in their windows, and Dale imagined the breakfasts would be greasy, the beds lumpy, and hot water in short supply.
 It was only a few streets back from the seafront, but a world apart from the smart hotels there. To Dale it was a reminder
 that Brighton had once had the reputation of being the place for a ‘dirty weekend’; she could imagine all those Mr and Mrs
 Smiths flocking here in the Forties and Fifties.

Lotte’s house, number 12, had nets at the windows and the front door was painted bright yellow. Parked outside was a small
 white van with ‘E. G. Wainwright, plumber. Corgi approved’ painted on the side in black.

‘Thank God her dad’s in,’ Scott said as he paid the taxi fare. ‘If her mum freaks he’ll be there to sort it.’

Dale stopped Scott before he rang the doorbell. ‘Just remember we aren’t going to shove the picture under their noses! If things look bad we’ll just shoot off and leave it to the police.’

Mr Wainwright opened the door to them. He was a tall, slender man of around fifty-five, with the same blue eyes as Lotte but
 thinning hair. He was wearing jeans and a sweatshirt which were clearly his working clothes as they were worn and stained.

‘We worked on the cruise ship with Lotte,’ Dale said, then introduced herself and Scott. ‘But we haven’t heard from her since,
 so as we are working near here now we thought we’d look her up.’

The man frowned. ‘You’d better come in. The wife’s out the back doing a spot of weeding, I’ll get her.’

He led them down the narrow hall past a closed door which probably led to the lounge, then into a large sunny kitchen-cum-dining
 room. It was a bit old-fashioned, with green cupboards and patterned Formica worktops, but very neat and tidy.

Through the patio door they could see a small but very pretty and well-cared-for garden. Mrs Wainwright was bending down weeding
 a bed of tulips.

Mr Wainwright went out to her. As she straightened up to listen to what her husband was saying, she looked back at the kitchen.

‘She’s a lot older than my mum,’ Dale said in surprise. ‘She looks well over sixty. And they obviously haven’t seen the picture
 in the paper, or at least don’t believe it’s her, or her dad would have said something.’

Scott didn’t have a chance to reply because the couple were coming indoors. Mrs Wainwright was plump and around five feet
 four, her face heavily lined and her short hair snow-white. She wore the kind of acrylic slacks and sweater normally associated with much older women, but she had a sprightly step, covering the twenty yards or so very quickly.

‘We’re sorry to interrupt your gardening,’ Dale began. ‘But Scott and I wanted to get in touch with Lotte.’

‘You’ll have a hard job, she’s off on the high seas,’ Mrs Wainwright said.

‘She signed up for another cruise then?’ Dale said in some surprise. Lotte had said she’d never do it again. ‘The one we met
 on ended last year in March. How much longer after that before she went back?’

‘Back?’ The woman frowned. ‘She left Brighton over two years ago and hasn’t been back since.’

Dale looked at Scott. She didn’t know where to go from there.

‘When we left the cruise ship,’ Scott took over, speaking slowly as if he was thinking carefully before letting the wrong
 thing slip, ‘she said she was coming back here to you.’

‘I don’t know why she’d tell you that,’ Mrs Wainwright said, turning to the sink to wash her hands. ‘She hasn’t lived here
 for years. We’ve hardly seen or heard from her since she moved out. The only reason she told us she was going to work on a
 cruise ship was because she wanted us to store some of her things.’

Scott and Dale looked at each other in concern. They had talked over various possible outcomes of this visit, but they hadn’t
 for one moment expected such coldness from Lotte’s mother. It was as if she had no interest in her daughter.

‘Do you know where she is right now?’ Scott asked.

‘Haven’t a clue,’ her father said. ‘We had a couple of postcards way back.’ He went over to a noticeboard and removed a card.
 ‘This one was from San Francisco, she’d just joined the ship then, and the other was from Trinidad. Nothing since.’

‘But she told me she rang you,’ Dale said, remembering Christmas and other occasions when Lotte had said she’d rung home.
 She also said she spoke to her parents after the rape. ‘Why would she tell me that if it wasn’t true?’

‘She was always a compulsive liar,’ Mrs Wainwright said sharply. ‘I expect she told you her favourite Cinderella story too,
 that we were mean to her, that no one cares about her. That’s her usual bleat.’

Dale was not only shocked that Mrs Wainwright could tell a complete stranger private family business, she also felt angry
 that the woman was maligning someone she cared for.

‘Lotte never “bleated” about anything,’ she retorted. ‘But now we’ve met you I’d guess she was ashamed that she had such uncaring
 parents and never had any intention of coming home to you. If I’d known the situation with you, I would’ve taken her home
 to my mother.’

‘What’s it got to do with you?’ Mrs Wainwright asked, sticking out her lip. ‘I don’t like your attitude, my girl!’

‘I think I ought to explain we feel especially protective towards Lotte because she was raped in South America,’ Scott said,
 looking from the wife to the husband. He paused for a couple of seconds, expecting they would gasp with shock. But they didn’t,
 only stared at him blankly. ‘It was a terrible thing, it shocked everyone on the ship,’ he went on. ‘It happened in broad
 daylight, the man was a total stranger to her. I take it she didn’t tell you?’

Dale looked at Mrs Wainwright, fully expecting her to burst into tears. But she didn’t, she just stood there in the middle
 of her kitchen, seemingly as unconcerned as if they’d just told her Lotte had dyed her hair red.

‘She’ll have made that up,’ she said after a second or two’s thought. ‘She always tried to get my attention any way she could.’

‘What?’ Dale exclaimed, unable to believe the woman could say such a thing. ‘Mrs Wainwright, the man was caught in the act!
 A couple who were guests on the ship heard her screams and ran to her. She was examined by the ship’s doctor who confirmed
 it. The man hit her, terrified her even before he attacked her. And you think she would make that up?’

To give Mr Wainwright his due, he did look shaken and he took a couple of steps closer to his wife, almost as if seeking her
 protection. But she just stood there looking at Dale with a cynical expression.

‘Good God, woman! Is your heart made of stone?’ Dale said contemptuously.

‘At least we know now why she didn’t tell you.’ Scott shook his head in disbelief. ‘She knew you’d be like this, didn’t she?’

He looked at them expectantly, hoping for a denial, but none came. ‘Why don’t you care?’ he asked and pointed to the wall
 in the dining alcove which had at least twenty photographs of Lotte as a little girl. ‘How can you keep all those pictures
 up there, look at them every day, but not care where she is or what has happened to her?’

‘That isn’t Lotte,’ Mr Wainwright exclaimed indignantly. ‘That’s our Fleur. She was taken from us when she was ten. I can’t
 imagine why you’d think it was Lotte, Fleur was pretty and so talented.’

Dale’s mouth fell open as it dawned on her what this strange, cold couple were all about.

‘Was Fleur older or younger?’ she asked.

‘Older by four years,’ Mr Wainwright said. ‘It broke our hearts when she died. She was so special, she could dance and sing, she won so many competitions. As pretty as a picture too, smart as new paint, and everyone loved her.’

‘And you were angry that you were left with just Lotte?’ Dale said with sarcastic incredulity.

‘Don’t you take that tone with me, my girl!’ Mrs Wainwright snapped. ‘She could never measure up to her older sister, not
 in talent, looks or brains.’

‘Excuse me, but Lotte is one of the prettiest, kindest, most hardworking girls I’ve ever met,’ Dale retorted, her voice rising
 in indignation. ‘She’s a star in her own right. How could you be so cruel as to shut her out?’

‘So she did tell you some tall tales about us then?’ Mrs Wainwright stepped nearer to Dale, her mouth pursed with malice.

‘Oh yes, Mrs Wainwright! She told me some tall tales all right. She portrayed you as loving parents and her childhood idyllic,’
 Dale said, sticking her face right up into the older woman’s. ‘My God, I understand now why she couldn’t bear to come home.
 I wouldn’t either with parents like you.’

Scott pulled the newspaper from his pocket, smoothed it out and shoved it at Mr Wainwright. ‘Is that Lotte?’ he asked.

The man took the paper in both hands and frowned as he looked at it. ‘I don’t know. It’s like her, but then I haven’t seen
 her for over two years.’

Scott explained curtly what was known about the girl found on the beach. ‘We think it is Lotte, though we hoped you’d be able
 to say otherwise. So now we must go to the police and tell them.’

Dale hesitated before making for the door. She had had many blazing rows with her own mother, and there had been things said
 on both sides which weren’t very nice. Dale wanted to believe this was the case with Mrs Wainwright, and that once the enormity of what had happened to Lotte filtered through to her, normal maternal instincts would kick in.

But the older woman’s face remained cold and tense. There was no way she was going to back down and show some emotion.

‘I daresay the police will be right round to see you,’ Scott said. ‘You should of course be heading down to the station to
 see them, and then on to the hospital to see your daughter. But we’ll tell the police how little you care about her!’

Once outside the house Dale exploded. ‘What evil bastards! I can’t believe anyone could be that unmoved by their daughter’s
 rape and possible attempted murder. Poor, poor Lotte!’

Scott’s lip trembled with sorrow for Lotte and indignation that anyone could be so callous. ‘You know, I thought it was odd
 that her parents didn’t come to Southampton to meet her off the ship. That’s what mine would have done if one of my sisters
 was raped. In fact, I think they would’ve chartered a helicopter to lift her off right after it happened.’

‘My mum asked if Mrs Wainwright had come to the ship,’ Dale said. ‘I kind of glossed over it. I pointed out that Lotte had
 another month on the ship after the rape, and therefore she was beginning to get over it. Mum said it wasn’t something you
 got over in a month.’

Down at the police station Dale and Scott were ushered into an interview room with a CID officer. He was a short, wiry man
 of about forty with thinning brown hair.

Dale got out a couple of photographs of Lotte she’d taken on the cruise, gave them to him and explained that she thought this
 was the mystery girl found on the beach.

‘There were several calls last night and again this morning from people claiming they knew the identity of the girl,’ the
 officer said as he studied the pictures. ‘Most had no substance to them, but we have to check them all out. If you’ll bear
 with me while I take down some details, and if you don’t mind leaving us these other photographs, we’ll look into it.’

The man kept them less than fifteen minutes. All he wanted at this stage of the investigation was to know where they last
 saw Lotte, their relationship with her, and the names and addresses of any friends or family known to them.

‘We don’t know much about her life before the cruise,’ Dale said sadly, suddenly ashamed she hadn’t asked Lotte more about
 herself. ‘She is one of those people who would rather listen than talk. She was a hairdresser here in Brighton, but apart
 from that we know nothing more about her.’

‘Now we know what her parents are like we aren’t surprised she didn’t talk about the past,’ Scott added, giving the officer
 their address and a brief rundown on how they had reacted. ‘Don’t expect much help from them if this girl on the beach does
 turn out to be Lotte. They don’t appear to care at all.’

Scott stayed on in Brighton as he had some shopping to do, but Dale caught the next bus back to Marchwood, arriving there
 just after one. The meeting with the Wainwrights had made her feel very anxious and sad, but she put on her uniform and went
 straight to the spa.

‘Anyone miss me?’ she asked Rosie who was just finishing off a manicure.

‘No. But I’m glad you got back because you’ve got a facial booked in half an hour’s time,’ Rosie said with a smile. ‘Was the
 mystery girl your friend?’

‘It looks that way but we won’t know for sure until the police check it out. Tell you everything later,’ Dale said as she
 opened the appointments book to see what kind of facial her client had booked.

She was putting water into a facial steam bath when Marisa walked into the treatment room.

‘I hope you had a good morning in Brighton,’ she said, her voice taut with spite. ‘Don’t bother with the dentist story, I
 know it’s not true.’

Dale gulped. ‘OK. I only said that because it was the first thing I thought of. In fact I had to go to the police. You see,
 I read in the newspaper that there was a mystery girl found on a beach suffering from amnesia, and I think she’s someone I
 worked with on the cruise ship.’

‘Is that so?’ Marisa said coldly. ‘Wouldn’t a phone call have worked just as well? Or you could have let Scott handle it for
 both of you? I presume he knew her too?’

‘I suppose I could have done either of those things, but we thought we ought to go and see the girl’s parents first before
 we contacted the police.’

‘I take a dim view of staff who disappear when my back is turned. I need absolute reliability in the spa.’

‘I wouldn’t have gone if I’d had any bookings,’ Dale said. ‘And I’m sorry I went without your permission. I could make the
 time up to you by working my day off.’

‘The fact remains that you let me and the whole team down,’ Marisa said.

Dale was prepared to eat a certain amount of humble pie, but she thought this had gone on long enough.

‘With all due respect, Marisa, this girl found on the beach may have survived an attempted murder or abduction,’ she snapped
 back. ‘I was ninety per cent certain I knew who she was. So I had a duty to inform both her parents and the police. It wasn’t as if I nipped out for something trivial.’

‘You have an unfortunate manner in that you presume you know best about everything,’ Marisa responded, her eyes narrowing.
 ‘It may very well be your undoing.’

She turned on her heel and walked away, leaving Dale feeling distinctly uneasy.

The remainder of the day was difficult. Dale was kept busy because there was a wedding at the hotel the next day. Many of
 the guests on arriving to stay for the weekend and discovering the spa, wanted to have all manner of treatments. Becky the
 receptionist had booked in two women for inch-loss wraps with Dale, not realizing how long they took. In the end she was forced
 to run between the two women, while squeezing in a pedicure and a manicure on two others as well.

In an attempt to appease Marisa, for she really didn’t want to lose her job, Dale volunteered to stay on until eight that
 evening. By the time she’d had some supper and got back to the bungalow, all she wanted was her bed. But sleep evaded her,
 for like the previous night, images of Lotte kept flashing into her mind.

But those images had mainly been of the good times, the crew’s parties and days ashore. Now, after learning that her friend
 didn’t have loving parents as she’d always supposed, the images were all of that day when Lotte was raped.

Everything was so vivid still. She could recall waking that morning and sleepily pulling back the curtain without remembering
 that she was stark naked, or that the ship had docked late on the previous evening in Ushuaia. There, just feet away from
 her porthole, were men waiting to unload waste and bring on supplies and they all saw her.

She screamed involuntarily and hastily tugged the curtain back over the porthole. But she was too late – the men were all
 grinning and a couple of them made rude gestures with their fists.

Lotte was lying awake in her bunk and laughed at Dale’s predicament.

‘You’ve done it now,’ she said. ‘They’ll be waiting for you when you go ashore.’

Dale could only giggle in embarrassment. She didn’t know why she hadn’t noticed the ship’s engines were quiet, or the noise
 from the port. If she had, she would’ve kept the curtains closed as all the staff cabins were so low in the ship they were
 always on the level with the dock when they went into port.

‘I can’t wait to go ashore,’ Lotte said, bounding out of bed and grabbing her towel to go and have a shower. ‘Shame I’ve got
 a lot of blowdries to do before I can go. I won’t be able to leave until around one. What about you? Any treatments booked?’

‘One massage in an hour, that’s all, everyone’s going off on trips. But I can’t face going ashore with you, Lotte. I saw Ushuaia
 the last time round, and it wasn’t very exciting then. Anyway, I’m so tired I just want to go back to bed and stay there all
 day.’

‘That’s OK,’ Lotte said cheerfully. ‘I only want to go and see the old prison and walk about a bit. I don’t need anyone with
 me.’

The girls had a quick breakfast together and then parted, Lotte for the hairdressing salon, Dale to put some washing in a
 machine before it was time for the massage booked in at the salon.

Dale was sleeping when Lotte came back to the cabin at lunchtime. She was so quiet changing her clothes that Dale only woke
 when she was about to leave, and sleepily asked her to buy a couple of postcards for her. Lotte was wearing jeans tucked into cowboy boots and a thin pink sweater and she
 had a light waterproof jacket slung over the top of her shoulder bag. As usual when she wasn’t working, her hair was loose.
 Dale remembered thinking as she went out of the door that it looked like a curtain of shiny molten gold.

Everyone on the ship had to work very long hours, whether they were officers, stewards, cabin maids, barmen, waitresses, entertainers
 or crew. The passengers were probably completely unaware that the staff numbered the population of a village and that they
 lived in very cramped conditions in two decks below their cabins.

Furthermore, this huge number of people came from dozens of different countries and cultures, some not even speaking very
 good English. It was impressed on all of them when they joined the ship that they had to get along with one another, or it
 would become a nightmare scenario.

Because of this, people tended to party more than they should. Whatever time they finished work, they would want to drink
 and socialize and it often went on till the early hours. As a result, after a few weeks many of them were so tired they had
 no alternative but to take to their bunks when they had a few spare hours. Going ashore became less attractive the second
 time around anyway; the ports down the Chilean coast were small and dull, and although the passengers took coaches further
 afield to see ranches, whales, penguins and other sights, the staff and crew stayed behind.

So that afternoon, while almost all the passengers were going on boat trips to see the sea lions and sea birds of the Beagle
 Channel, the remains of the old Ushuaia penal colony and the train the convicts used to haul the wood they chopped, Dale and
 a good proportion of the staff and crew were sleeping.

Dale was woken by a rapping on her cabin door. When she glanced at her watch she was shocked to see that it was gone seven
 in the evening.

‘Coming!’ she yelled as she clambered down from the top bunk. She assumed Lotte had forgotten her key, or else it was Scott
 wanting some company for dinner.

Opening the door just a crack, she saw it was Atkins, one of the ship’s officers, so she hastily snatched up a robe to cover
 her bra and pants.

‘What can I do for you, sir?’ she asked as she opened the door properly.

Atkins was a tall, skinny man, around forty-five, with dark hair and a rather stern look about him. Dale had never had an
 occasion to exchange more than a few pleasantries with him for he dealt with the guests rather than the staff or crew. She
 couldn’t imagine what he wanted with her now.

‘There has been an incident in the port,’ he began haltingly. ‘Lotte Wainwright, your cabin mate, was involved.’

An ‘incident’ usually meant a fight or something, but she couldn’t imagine Lotte becoming involved; she was the kind to run
 a mile from such things.

‘Is Lotte hurt?’ she asked.

‘She was attacked,’ he said baldly.

It was the man’s obvious embarrassment that suggested Lotte’s injuries were of a delicate nature, and suddenly Dale was frightened.
 She caught hold of his arm.

‘Please, sir, tell me exactly what happened. Was this some kind of sexual attack?’

He hung his head. ‘Yes, I’m afraid so. She was raped.’

For a second Dale could only stare open-mouthed at the man. She had a reputation among her friends for being hard and unsympathetic,
 something she was the first to admit to. But Lotte had an air of fragility about her and a kind of childish innocence that made Dale, and most other people, want
 to protect her.

‘Raped?’ she repeated, tears filling her eyes and her legs buckling under her. ‘Oh, my God!’ she gasped, covering her face
 with her hands in horror. ‘Where is she now?’

‘Two of our guests, Mr and Mrs Ramsden, brought her back to the ship. It appears they rescued Lotte from her assailant. Mrs
 Ramsden hit him over the head with a bottle of wine. They insisted on taking her to their suite. Dr Bailey is with her now
 and we are awaiting more information from the Ushuaia police. I understand they have apprehended the man.’

Dale tried to pull herself together although she felt dizzy with shock. ‘Can I see her?’ she asked.

Atkins shook his head. ‘She did ask for you to be informed, but Dr Bailey feels she has enough to cope with for now without
 visitors.’

‘But I know her a great deal better than the Ramsdens. We’ve been best friends and cabin mates for the best part of a year.’

Atkins’ face softened. ‘I know, but as they rescued her I’m sure she feels secure with them, and Dr Bailey must think so too,
 otherwise he’d have sent her to the staff sick bay. Now, if you would just get a few of her things together. Nightwear, a
 change of clothing and toiletries. She’s going to stay with the Ramsdens overnight.’

Dale went back into the cabin, leaving Atkins standing at the door.

Lotte was exceptionally tidy-minded. She kept her pyjamas under her pillow, dressing gown behind the door, and everything
 else neatly folded in the chest of drawers or hanging in the wardrobe. Dale, who was an extremely untidy person herself, had often teased Lotte about it, calling her obsessive, but now, as she effortlessly picked out the things her friend needed,
 she saw the sense in it and felt guilty about her jibes. She also felt very guilty that she’d let Lotte go ashore alone today.

Dale handed the small packed bag to the officer. ‘Will you give her my love and say how sorry I am?’ she said, her voice shaking
 with emotion. ‘If there’s anything I can do…’ She broke off as tears overtook her.

‘I’ll pass on your message,’ he said. ‘Please be discreet about this, Miss Moore, we don’t want the guests to feel threatened
 or uncomfortable.’

Dale was the kind who would normally rage against such a request, for she was fiery, opinionated and outspoken. She wanted
 to retort that Lotte must be feeling far more than threatened and uncomfortable, but this one time she kept quiet. Atkins
 was after all only doing his job.

Dale knew who Fern Ramsden was because she’d given her a facial the day after she and her husband boarded the ship in Santiago,
 just over a week earlier. Dale hadn’t liked the glamorous, statuesque red-headed American much because she seemed terribly
 full of herself.

But Lotte had done her hair almost daily, either putting it up for a formal evening, or washing and blowdrying it. It seemed
 to Dale the woman was exceptionally vain to spend so much time on her hair, but then, many of the rich women on the cruise
 were the same. Whatever Fern Ramsden was or wasn’t, however, Dale was impressed she could crack a bottle of wine over a rapist’s
 head, and she was very touched the woman wanted to care for Lotte.

As it was, it was mid-afternoon the following day before Dale got to see her friend. She had passed a sleepless night worrying about her, and in the early hours of the morning when the engines started up to sail away from Ushuaia, she went
 up on deck to walk around and try to clear her head.

Lotte was not Dale’s usual kind of friend. In fact, when they first met and found they were expected to share a cabin, Dale
 had been dismayed.

A Barbie Doll was what sprang to mind, for Lotte had the kind of wide blue eyes that usually spelled vacuous, a pixie face
 framed by pure blonde hair, and she was even wearing a pink fluffy angora jumper, denim mini skirt and pink cowboy boots.
 Dale imagined her arranging teddy bears on her bunk, constantly phoning home and giggling incessantly.

But it transpired Lotte wasn’t vacuous. She might have looked like some people’s idea of a stereotypical hairdresser, but
 she thought deeply, was a great listener, and had more understanding of people’s frailties than anyone else Dale had ever
 met. Her taste in books was quite highbrow; she liked to know what was going on in the world, and always tried to find an
 English newspaper while in port.

Lotte liked order, Dale was incapable of it, so Lotte elected to keep the cabin neat and tidy, and never once groused about
 it. She would wash, iron and mend both their clothes, yet there was nothing sanctimonious about her, for she loved drinking,
 dancing and flirting as much as Dale did.

Many a time they’d seen the early morning sun come up while they were still talking. They’d lied for each other when they
 couldn’t work because they had hangovers, stuck up for each other when they were accused of trying to pinch someone’s man,
 and Dale would never forget how when she had a bad stomach upset Lotte stayed and held the sick bowl for her.

Dale was at the door of the Ramsdens’ cabin before nine, desperate to see Lotte before she began her work. She needed the
 details of what had happened to her friend, and to know she was going to recover. But Fern Ramsden sent her packing, saying
 Lotte was still asleep.

Dale was probably being irrational in deciding then and there that Fern was a control freak who wanted to keep Lotte all to
 herself and believed Dale to be a bad influence on her. But the woman had an imperious way of looking at her, with no warmth
 in her duck egg-blue eyes. Surely any woman would understand how distraught all Lotte’s friends were, and particularly Dale
 who had spent almost a year doing everything with her?

It was OK that Lotte was sleeping, Dale didn’t expect the woman to wake her, but just a little information – whether she’d
 managed to sleep during the night, if she was physically hurt in any way – just woman-to-woman stuff, that was all she wanted.

Dale was back at ten-thirty between clients to be told Lotte was in the bath. At twelve-thirty she was having a nap. But at
 four, when Dale was getting angry enough to kick the door down, Fern finally let her in.

Dale had no idea what to expect, but it was an awful shock to see Lotte lying on the couch looking terribly battered and crushed.
 Not just the hideous black eye, the swollen lip and the stiff movements which spoke of other hidden injuries; it was as if
 all the joy in her had been snatched away, leaving a frightened, pale wraith in her place.

‘Just ten minutes, honey,’ Fern commanded.

Fern Ramsden was the kind of woman it would be impossible to overlook. She was around five foot eight, with a voluptuous figure
 and very good legs. That day she wore a jade-green low-necked sweater dress with a gold chain belt and gold sandals. The colour
 of the dress enhanced her red hair and her golden tan. While she was probably well over forty, she could easily pass for thirty. But Dale felt irritated
 by the older woman looking so stunningly attractive when poor Lotte looked so bad; that seemed cruel.

‘Oh my God, Lotte, what a terrible thing to happen to you! I can hardly believe it,’ Dale blurted out. ‘But how are you feeling
 now? Did you sleep OK? Are you in pain anywhere?’

‘She doesn’t want questions thrown at her,’ Fern interrupted. ‘If you want to stay, just sit quietly with her.’

Until then Dale was prepared to believe this woman was a saint because she’d rescued her friend. But now she was being treated
 like an irritating child, Dale’s gratitude to Fern and her husband faded, and she began to resent her.

She needed to tell Lotte how she felt about the terrible thing that had happened to her, but she couldn’t articulate it when
 the woman was standing close by, timing her visit. All she could do was hold her friend and sob out that she wished she hadn’t
 let her go ashore alone and that she wanted to take care of her.

‘That sure is impossible,’ Fern chimed in, and now her drawling American accent had a touch of steel to it. ‘You gotta work,
 Dale honey, and Lotte needs rest and quiet if she’s to recover.’

‘I’ll be fine in a day or two,’ Lotte said bravely, smoothing back Dale’s hair from her face, as if she were the victim who
 needed comforting. ‘I’m on the mend already. Now, don’t you worry about me, and give all the girls in the salon my love and
 apologize for letting all the clients down.’

‘But tell me how he did it,’ Dale begged her. ‘I mean, where were you and how did he get hold of you?’

‘That’s enough now,’ Fern butted in, catching hold of Dale’s arm none too gently. ‘Lotte doesn’t want to relive the whole
 thing again. Time you went.’

Maybe Fern was right, but by the agonized look in Lotte’s eyes as Dale was ushered out, she was sure her friend would rather
 have talked it through.

Dale felt as if she was awake all night reliving the events of that day in Ushuaia, but she must have dropped off to sleep
 eventually because the ringing of her alarm clock woke her with a start at seven the next morning. She got up immediately,
 aware that she would need to look bright-eyed and bushy-tailed as many of the wedding party guests were booked in for manicures
 this morning before the service, and Marisa would be watching her closely.

But she didn’t feel like it. Those dreadfully upsetting images of Lotte through the night had left an ache inside her. She
 was silently praying this girl on the beach wasn’t her friend, she’d been through too much already, yet a sixth sense told
 her it was.

By quarter to eight Dale was in the spa getting her nail trolley set up for the first client, due at eight, when Scott came
 in dressed in his shorts and singlet for the gym.

They had managed only the briefest of conversations when he got back from Brighton the previous day, and that was about Marisa
 discovering that Dale had gone out without permission.

‘I hope the police contact us today,’ he said, rubbing his eyes. ‘I can’t stand just waiting for news. If that girl on the
 beach is Lotte, where’s she been all this time? Why didn’t she ever ring us and tell us where she was?’

Dale went over to him and gave him a hug. His sensitivity was one of his best traits. She doubted many men of his age, especially
 good-looking ones, would care much about what had happened to a girl who’d only been a friend.

‘Maybe we’ll find out soon,’ she said hopefully.
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CHAPTER THREE

Just after three in the afternoon Becky the receptionist came over to Dale while she was giving a client a manicure. ‘There’s
 a policeman wants to speak to you,’ she said, her sharp features sharper still with pent-up curiosity.

Dale smiled at her client, an attractive brunette in her fifties, and continued to paint her nails. ‘Don’t worry, he doesn’t
 want to arrest me,’ she joked. ‘And he can wait until we’re finished.’

She turned to Becky. ‘Give him a coffee and tell him I’ll be five minutes,’ she said.

The display of calm was completely false. Dale could barely manage to control her shaking hand to put a sealing coat on her
 client’s nails. ‘I expect you saw the story in the news about the woman found on Selsey beach suffering from memory loss?’
 she said. ‘Well, I think she might be a friend of mine. I’m hoping this policeman can either confirm or deny it.’

‘Oh, you poor thing!’ the woman exclaimed. ‘I wouldn’t have blamed you if you’d run off and left me only half done.’

‘My clients are too important to me to do that,’ Dale said silkily, hoping it might get back to Marisa. But making that rather
 phoney statement reminded her that Lotte had always really cared deeply for her clients. On Christmas Eve on the cruise she
 had worked from seven-thirty in the morning till after nine at night without a proper break all day, just to get everyone’s
 hair done. Not for the tips it brought, but just to see her clients’ pleasure. She was unique; no other hairdresser cared
 that much.

Dale fastened her client’s wristwatch for her and helped her into her jacket. ‘Sit for a while in reception and let your nails
 harden,’ she suggested. ‘Becky will get you a cup of coffee if you want one. And have a lovely time tonight. You won’t mind
 if I rush off now, will you?’

The woman thanked her effusively and begged her to go. Dale sped off and was told by Becky that the policeman was waiting
 for her in the bar.

The bar was closed until five so there was no one there but the plainclothes officer sitting by the window. He was in his
 mid to late thirties, with wide shoulders, light brown curly hair and a fresh complexion.

‘I’m Dale Moore,’ she said, holding out her hand. He smiled; his eyes were an unusual tawny colour. At any other time her
 heart would have leapt for he was very nice-looking.

‘Detective Inspector Bryan,’ he said, shaking her hand. ‘I hope calling on you here didn’t upset anyone?’

‘I don’t care much if it did,’ she said, sitting down opposite him. ‘Now tell me. Is the girl from the beach my friend Lotte?’

‘Yes, she is; her father was able to positively identify her at the hospital,’ he said. ‘But she hasn’t as yet regained any
 memory – she didn’t even know her parents.’

‘So you don’t know how she got there, or what happened to her?’

‘We think it’s likely she jumped from a boat. She could of course have been pushed, but it’s all a bit mysterious as there
 were rope marks on her wrists and ankles. You wouldn’t expect anyone to remove the bonds if they were intending to push her
 in! There again, she could have just walked into the sea because she was in some kind of crisis. So until she remembers or
 we get information from other people who had seen her recently, we’re very much in the dark.’

‘Is she going to be OK?’

‘She is weak, suffering from hypothermia and exhaustion, but her loss of memory is the most troubling aspect.’

‘Can I do anything to help?’

Bryan nodded. ‘I was hoping you might have some success in stimulating her memory.’

‘I’d like to try,’ Dale agreed. ‘Though you may have to charm the supervisor here to give me permission, that is, if I have
 to go in working hours.’

‘That will be Marisa De Vere?’ He arched one eyebrow.

Dale nodded. ‘She doesn’t like me much already, so please don’t give her anything further to hold against me.’

Bryan smiled. ‘She was a little frosty when I arrived here and asked to speak to you. I thought I could take you to the hospital
 later, as I understand you don’t have any more clients this afternoon?’

Dale agreed that was so.

‘If you could tell me everything you know of Lotte,’ he said, getting out his notepad. ‘Her friends other than yourself, family
 members she kept in touch with, favourite places she might have mentioned. But first, could you confirm the date you last
 saw her?’

‘It was the sixteenth of March, last year.’

‘Where was that?’

‘On the cruise ship, the morning we were all leaving. She shot off earlier than most of us, around ten in the morning.’

‘And she said she was going straight home to her parents in Brighton?’

‘That’s right, she did,’ Dale nodded. ‘And I had no reason to doubt it because she was bubbly and excited on the last day.
 It looks to me now that she must’ve already arranged to go somewhere else, but I can’t imagine why she didn’t tell me, she was such an open person normally. Or at least, so I thought
 until I found out what her parents were like. She kept that from me too.’

‘They certainly are a couple of cold fish,’ DI Bryan agreed, shaking his head as if bewildered by them.

‘Maybe it will be as well if Lotte never remembers about them,’ Dale said. ‘Or that she was raped in South America.’

The policeman raised his eyebrows quizzically and Dale felt embarrassed.

‘Don’t tell me you hadn’t already found out about that?’ she said.

‘Yes and no. Mrs Wainwright told me you’d said she was, but she and her husband didn’t seem to believe it. I got someone to
 contact the cruise line for their full report, but until that comes through it would be helpful if you’d tell me about it.’

‘It was in Ushuaia in South America, but I only know the bare bones. Lotte didn’t tell me anything until a week or more after
 it happened, and she was still reluctant to talk. She’d gone ashore alone, and apparently the man spoke to her outside a shop.
 He asked if she would go for a drink with him, or let him show her round. He was South American – I believe he was a native
 of Ushuaia and not quite the full shilling. Lotte turned him down.’

‘Would she have been rude to him?’

Dale shook her head. ‘No way, she didn’t like to hurt anyone’s feelings. Anyway, she cut up the back of town, and the next
 thing she knows he’s coming towards her in a very quiet residential street. He caught hold of her and hauled her back against
 a shed or garage and hit her when she struggled. He’d got her down on the ground and was actually raping her when Mr and Mrs Ramsden came along. They had apparently heard her scream. I think Mr Ramsden hit the man with a post or
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