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About the Author

As the clock on the office wall heralded the end of another working day, the staff in the Accounts department of Halpin, Green and Buckley, one of the larger law firms in the Scottish capital, started to trickle out of the open-plan office. Most thoughts were on the night ahead where many of them would be spending their time, and money, in the pubs and clubs in nearby Grassmarket, it being the last Friday of the month and, thus, pay day. 

Cheryl Millican was one of the last to leave as she logged off her computer and waited for it to shut down. She put on her coat draped around her chair, and lifted her handbag from beneath the desk. Someone passed her on the way out and asked if she'd changed her mind about coming for a drink. Cheryl smiled apologetically and shook her head. She had other plans that evening, plans that needed a clear, sober head.

Her flat in the Dalry area of the city was only a fifteen minute brisk walk in the autumnal climate so she had plenty of time for a leisurely shower and some dinner before readying herself for the night ahead.

The house had been chosen by the usual method: A map of Edinburgh spread out on the kitchen table, a closing of the eyes and then the random dropping of an index finger onto the map. She'd visit the chosen street the next day and case the area, picking the building that seemed of most value. When Cheryl had first come to this street, a few days earlier, one of the houses had immediately caught her attention. It didn't look exactly prosperous compared to its neighbours but Cheryl just had a good feeling that she would be foolish to ignore. As if to prove she had made the right decision, Cheryl had spotted the owner of the house - a young red-headed woman - left the house with a suitcase, as if departing for a weekend break somewhere. The house would be empty. Cheryl would not need to rush.

The actual break-in had been very simple, laughably simple, in fact. A window on the first floor landing was left open just enough for Cheryl to slip her latex-gloved fingers through and raise the old, wooden frame. Once she'd climbed through, thankful there were no tricky tables or suchlike making her descent awkward, she took out the flashlight from the rucksack on her back and headed up the stairs to the third floor. As Cheryl moved through the rooms of the house, realisation dawned that she had been right to go with her gut feeling about coming here. The place was chock full of interesting and exotic items and artefacts. Many were locked in display cabinets but that didn't deter Cheryl. She only felt sorry that she couldn't take everything she wanted.

It was in the bathroom, of all places, that she caught sight of the necklace. Of course she'd had no intention of looking through this room, not expecting to find anything worth stealing. But it was the glow from the piece of jewellery, reflecting the city lights coming in from the bathroom window, that forced her attention. As she stepped into the lino-floored room, she discovered that, just like the other treasures, this necklace was contained in a glass case. It sat on a short wooden shelf above an old-fashioned bath tub with brass taps on the end. Cheryl bit her lip and shone the torch over the bathtub. There was no way she could successfully lean over the tub and fiddle with the casing. She would have to step into the bath.

The owner had used plenty of bubble bath, judging by the amount of soap suds clinging to the white enamel, so Cheryl was careful not to slip as she climbed aboard. Steadying herself, she took her rucksack from her shoulders and unzipped it to take out her tools. But then she paused and regarded the glass, narrowing her eyes as she mused upon the same instinctive feeling she'd had when choosing the house. Raising her fingers to the glass box, she gently pulled on the lid. To her surprise, the front panel swung open without a fuss.

Idiot, she thought as she carefully took the long neckwear out, never make it easy for us thieves.

Gripping the necklace in her left hand, she cautiously climbed out of the bath again before having a good look at it with the flashlight. It reminded Cheryl of a necklace she'd once seen in a painting, being worn by some old goddess; all glistening gold with a rotund piece of amber set into the middle of it. As she gazed at the gold, Cheryl decided she would keep this one for herself. Obviously wear it underneath her clothing when around others. The rest of her haul would be sold on, as usual. Eventually, she tore her gaze away from the necklace, placing it into the rucksack with the other items, and continuing with the burglary.

The flashlight zipped around the living room as Cheryl walked in, noting all the bohemian-style rugs, furniture and art around the place. If truth be known, it wasn't a style she liked but her personal tastes never got in the way of a good theft. But before she could begin to rifle through the room for valuables, the unmistakable sound of a door being unlocked echoed in the hallway.

Cheryl slipped along to the staircase and climbed the steps. Opening the first floor landing window again, she raised the frame and left the building.
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Hattie chucked the brown leather handbag onto the side table next to the front door, relieved to be back home and able to take those bloody heeled shoes off. Not a huge fan of parties, she felt obliged to attend at least one a year, and it being a St Andrew's Day party - despite the event being held a full week before the actual day - she said yes to the RSVP. She headed for the living room and switched the purple-tasseled table lamp on, slumping into the battered-but-comfy orange armchair next to the fireplace. Mere seconds passed before her stomach made her remember she hadn’t eaten anything at the party. Getting to her feet before she became too settled, she decided to make herself some toast and jam.

'Jesus Christ,' she said, a small echo to her voice as she stood, mouth agape, in the kitchen. If anyone else had been looking into the room they would see nothing untoward. But Hattie saw that the drawer next to the sink wasn't completely closed and that the stainless steel bin by the back door was half an inch more to the left. Someone had been here. Someone uninvited. Stomach rumblings ignored, she went to check that nothing had been taken.

An hour later she was sitting on the doorstep, nursing the hand she'd used to punch the garden's sole tree; a willow. Things had been taken, though only one of the stolen items was of any true value: The Brisingamen, a sparkling gold necklace which had been forged by four dwarves in ancient times, and that had been displayed in Hattie's bathroom ever since she'd moved to Edinburgh. As soon as Hattie had realised the necklace was gone, she'd calmly went downstairs, left the house and taken her stupidity out on the tree trunk. Why the hell had she put the necklace in the bathroom? The best place to hide something is in plain sight, a voice from long ago reverberated in her head.

Hattie stood up to go back inside and put an ice-pack to her busted hand when someone opened the garden gate. It was Michael and his three children - teenage Tom, twelve-year-old Ben and seven year old Ingrid. Michael was leading the way, holding his daughter's hand. Ben was behind them, peering at Hattie's hand, and Tom was bringing up the rear, stealing frequent glances at the mobile phone in his hand.

'Hi,' Michael said. 'Thought I saw someone sitting here. Locked yourself out?'

'Not quite,' Hattie answered. She gazed down at Ingrid who was giving her a shy look in return. 'Hello.'

'Hi,' the little girl answered, moving behind her father a little, in a bashful manner.
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‘We’ve ordered something from Pizza Hut,' he said. 'You're more than welcome to join us.'

'Dad always orders too much anyway,' Tom added, looking up from the glowing screen of






















[image: ]








[image: ]


















[image: ]












[image: ]


















































[image: ]









d2d_images/cover.jpg
edinburgh elementals 02

gayle ramage






d2d_images/scene_break.png





