
  
    [image: Murder Wears Tartan]
  


  
    
      MURDER WEARS TARTAN

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      A JOYCE AND GINGER MYSTERY

    

    
      
        KATE P ADAMS

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © Kate P Adams 2026

      The right of Kate P Adams to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

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

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

      

      Cover design by Lewellen Designs

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY KATE P ADAMS

          

        

      

    

    
      THE CHARLETON HOUSE MYSTERIES

      Death by Dark Roast

      A Killer Wedding

      Sleep Like the Dead

      A Deadly Ride

      Mulled Wine and Murder

      A Tragic Act

      A Capital Crime

      Tales from Charleton House

      Well Dressed to Die

      Death on Display

      More Tales from Charleton House

      THE JOYCE AND GINGER MYSTERIES

      Murder En Suite

      Murder in the Wings

      Murder Wears Tartan

    

  


  
    
      For

      my readers.

      Thank you for your patience.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Joyce’s suitcase bounced off the walls of the narrow corridor as she negotiated her way to the cabin.

      ‘They clearly don’t expect anyone to have actual luggage with them, which is ridiculous for a sleeper train. Don’t they realise people are going somewhere?’

      Ginger patiently followed, her large rucksack on her back, experiencing no difficulties making her way down the carriage.

      Joyce found it equally as challenging to get her suitcase through the narrow door of the cabin and it banged against a ladder as she powered her way in. ‘Dammit, there’s a blooming great scratch on it now and…’ Joyce fell silent and looked around her at the tiny room. To her left was a set of bunkbeds, the step ladder for which had just gouged the side of her lurid pink suitcase. The room was dark, the navy carpet on the floor and walls had seen better days.

      ‘Bunkbeds? Where’s the captain? There’s been a mistake.’

      Ginger was blocking the door with a slightly sheepish look on her face. Joyce knew this meant trouble.

      ‘I think they’re called the train manager, and there’s no mistake. This is our room.’

      ‘You booked us a twin room, cabin, whatever. That’s what you told me.’

      ‘This is a twin room.’

      ‘Luxury, you said, new carriages…this is a twin room? No, not a chance, you’d have more room in a coffin than that bed. There must be another cabin we can have. Move out of my way.’

      Ginger stood her ground, which irritated Joyce. Her friend was the only person that Joyce knew who would stand up to her with such resolution. She respected it and hated it simultaneously.

      ‘The train is fully booked – we’re lucky we got this – and the renovation of all the trains has been delayed by another six months.’

      ‘I can’t climb that ladder…well, I can, I’m perfectly fit and able, but it’s not possible in these.’ Joyce looked down at her feet.

      Ginger followed her gaze. ‘Normally wear your stilettos to bed, do you?’ she asked sarcastically. ‘I’ll take the top bunk, and who cares about the size of the cabin? We’ll still have fun. We have a bottle of champagne and a platter of cheese, what more do you want?’

      ‘I don’t want bed bugs, or fleas, which I have no doubt are the permanent residents of this particular slum.’ Joyce knew she was being a little unreasonable. She was just rather taken aback, having expected something more akin to the Orient Express, which she’d spent a Christmas on more years ago than she cared to remember.

      ‘You weren’t really expecting the Orient Express, were you?’

      Can Ginger read minds now? Or am I becoming predictable? Joyce hated predictability so she put that thought aside and hoped Ginger had just realised a newfound psychic talent.

      ‘Of course not. There has been a lot of talk in the press about the sleek new trains being rolled out, but I guess a delay was inevitable when it comes to the British railway service.’

      There was a knock on the door and Ginger opened it to a red-haired man. He smiled.

      ‘Ladies, I am your train manager, welcome on board. I trust all is well.’

      Joyce was about to launch into a litany of complaints, but Ginger got in there first.

      ‘Excellent, thank you. We were just about to toss a coin to see who would be on the top bunk. Joyce here is adamant that she will be sleeping up there tonight.’

      The man’s smile widened. ‘Well, you could always take it in turns.’

      ‘Over my dead body…’ Ginger gave her a sideways glance and Joyce decided not to push her luck. ‘Yes, I do have one question. Where is the bathroom? I was led to believe that this room is en suite.’

      ‘Just through there, madam.’ He pointed at a silver door. ‘A colleague will be along shortly to take your order for breakfast. Good evening, ladies.’ He gave a half wave and walked off down the corridor.

      Joyce opened the bathroom door. She could see a toilet, which she wasn’t convinced she wanted to use, but no shower.

      ‘And the shower is?’

      Ginger pointed up to where a small shower head was fixed to the wall.

      ‘That’s not a shower, that’s a garden hose, and it’s over the toilet.’

      ‘It’s a wet room, Joyce. Have you never heard of that concept?’

      ‘I know very well what a wet room is, and this is not it. This is an en-suite torture chamber.’

      ‘Well, if you plan on keeping your legs crossed for the next eight hours, I get a bottle of champagne to myself.’

      And with that comment, Joyce immediately felt the need to go to the bathroom coming on. But there was no way she was giving up her share of the champagne.

      

      Ginger sat on the edge of the bottom bunk, her nose in the glass of champagne that Joyce had just handed her.

      ‘Apple and pear, but not too fruity. Slightly nutty.’

      Joyce finished pouring her own glass then held it out towards her friend in a toast. ‘You have no idea what you’re talking about. I could have washed my socks in it and you’d still drink it.’

      ‘You make me sound like a lush, but you’re probably not wrong.’ Ginger raised her glass. ‘Here’s to another holiday. May the champagne flow, the bagpipes play and you finally find out what a Scotsman wears under his kilt.’

      ‘A woman can hope.’ Joyce had spent the last week of work hearing nothing but kilt jokes from her colleagues. She was determined to find a very rude postcard to send them all.

      ‘Look out, Edinburgh, lock away your eligible sons,’ Ginger cackled, ‘and your ineligible ones too come to think of it. Joyce is a comin’.’

      Joyce, who was perched as elegantly as she could manage on the top of her suitcase, couldn’t disagree. She did rather like the idea of a rugged Scotsman.

      ‘How long is it since you’ve been north of the border?’ Ginger enquired.

      ‘I went to Glasgow with my last husband. That was my first and last trip to Scotland.’

      ‘And now he’s financing your second trip to Scotland.’

      ‘The rat bag was messing around. I made sure he paid me back, literally, in the settlement. The least he can do is fund a few holidays. Pass me some cheese, please.’

      Ginger held out the cheese plate that they had bought for the journey, along with grapes and fig spread. ‘So, you’ve never been to Edinburgh before? Well, you are in for a treat, my girl. I just hope you’ve got some comfy shoes with you, we’ll be covering some miles.’

      Joyce grimaced. She and Ginger had very different ideas of what made for a relaxing holiday. For Ginger, it involved long hikes in all weathers, museums and galleries, poring over travel guides and asking random strangers for their recommendations. Joyce was more of a spa and champagne girl. The sleeper train had already been a concession on her part, and although she hadn’t actually expected the Orient Express, she certainly hadn’t expected something that looked like it was from the seventies, and not in a fashionable retro way.

      However, despite Joyce being far more used to cocktail bars with expensive drinks and dimmed lighting, a little part of her was beginning to find this experience fun. But that was probably due to the champagne, and her bottom was starting to go numb on the hard plastic of her suitcase. The champagne, combined with the rocking motion of the train, was making her need for the toilet more urgent, but she was determined to hold off as long as she could. The bathroom resembled the facilities in a prison cell – not that she’d ever been to prison, much as she had thought about killing one or two of her ex-husbands.

      Joyce looked at her glass of champagne, and then at the bottle. Buying only one had been a dreadful mistake.

      ‘Please tell me there is a bar on this train.’

      ‘I don’t know about a bar, but there is…’

      ‘There has to be a bar, or a lounge car. If there isn’t, then I am disembarking at the next station.’

      Ginger looked at her watch. ‘You’ll have a job, unless you’ve been getting tips from James Bond and practising your tuck and roll, because you’ll be jumping from a moving train.’

      Joyce stared at her friend, unsure what point Ginger was making.

      ‘Our next stop is Edinburgh.’
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      ‘I think I should prepare you for bad news: I didn’t read anything about a lounge car. The new carriages that are coming, yes, but…’

      Ginger decided to stop talking. Joyce clearly wasn’t going to take her word for it and would discover the truth for herself soon enough. Ginger wasn’t sure if that was annoying or an admirable level of optimism. Very few people were prepared to take on the force of nature called Joyce Brocklehurst, but making a lounge car appear out of thin air was going to be beyond even the most dedicated of train staff.

      The carriages continued to roll gently as the pair made their way down the corridors, a hand on each wall to balance themselves. Ginger wasn’t concerned; she wore particularly comfortable and sturdy shoes, she prided herself on just how limber she was, and she kept her knees very slightly bent as she walked. Ginger Salt wasn’t exactly a small woman and people were often surprised at how many miles she could hike, or laps of a pool she could swim. She was strong and fit as a butcher’s dog, as her father would have said.

      Joyce stalked ahead of her on heels so high that Ginger felt dizzy just looking at them. She viewed them more as instruments of torture than fashion. Having said that, Joyce was as steady and confident in them as Ginger was in her hardy flats. Joyce’s mother had been a Tiller Girl, and although Joyce herself had never followed a dancing career, she had the skill and grace that would make you think otherwise, and was very much at home on the dancefloor. Even if that dancefloor was somewhat unorthodox.

      Ginger had first-hand experience of this. Her feet had barely touched the floor as Joyce had taken the lead and waltzed her up and down the central aisle of another train on another holiday.

      

      They stepped through the sliding door into the buffet car and Ginger took a deep breath. This wasn’t going to go well, but it was likely to be very amusing.

      A member of staff was going about her business behind the counter. A tall customer stood with his back to them, waiting, Ginger presumed, for his order. The counter held baskets of Scottish treats: marshmallow teacakes, shortbread, and tablet. The fridge contained sandwiches, which you could have toasted if you desired.

      ‘Excuse me.’ Joyce was using her Duchess voice as Ginger thought of it. She could swear like a sailor, but turned on the Received Pronunciation on a regular basis. ‘Excuse me.’

      The woman behind the counter turned round and smiled. ‘What can I get you?’

      ‘How much further to the club car?’

      Out of the corner of her eye, Ginger could see the man at the end of the counter glance over his shoulder, and then start to turn.

      ‘We don’t have a club car, madam.’

      ‘Well, the lounge, or the bar, or whatever you call it.’

      ‘We don’t have any of those either. What is it you would like? Perhaps I have it here.’

      Joyce gave the fridge the briefest of glances. ‘No bar? Of any kind?’

      ‘No.’

      ‘But where are we meant to get a drink? You don’t expect us to remain cooped up in our cabins the whole time, do you?’

      Ginger was sure she saw one corner of the woman’s lips start to wiggle, as if she was fighting a grin.

      ‘I do have wine, red and white, or I have canned cocktails.’

      ‘Canned…’ With horror in her voice, Joyce looked at the fridge properly as the staff member pointed out gin and tonic or whisky and coke in neat little tins. Next to them, stemmed plastic cups of wine with foil lids were lined up: pinot noir, pinot grigio, chardonnay. Well, at least there was a choice.

      The silence was thick and Ginger wasn’t sure what was going to happen next, but there was a good chance that it would involve Joyce’s head spinning on her shoulders and then exploding.

      ‘The pinot grigio isn’t at all bad.’

      All three women turned in unison to face the direction of the voice. The man at the counter had clearly listened to the entire conversation. He was tall and handsome, with grey hair and a deep, textured voice that made the royal family sound as if they were from London’s East End.

      Joyce looked ready to attack, but did such a double take when she laid eyes on him that Ginger briefly thought she was going to stagger backwards and end up on her bum. Then Joyce pulled herself up tall and formed her lips into what could only be described as an attempt at a sexy pout.

      ‘Really? You’d recommend it?’

      ‘Well, it certainly helps the journey go a little faster.’ He smiled, and even Ginger, a dyed-in-the-wool lover of ladies, felt a flutter. She took a step back and decided to enjoy the entertainment.

      ‘And the chardonnay?’

      ‘Hmm, not my favourite. Even when served in a crystal glass, it’s not my first choice.’

      Ginger knew that Joyce would have taken in the expensive leather shoes, the crisp navy-blue shirt open at the collar and perfectly tailored tweed jacket. If this man wasn’t some sort of aristocrat, then he was a very good actor.

      The sound of a microwave pinging disturbed the increasingly loaded atmosphere.

      ‘Your cheese toastie, sir.’

      He glanced away from Joyce to accept the paper bag. ‘Thank you very much.’ He turned back. ‘Pinot grigio. You’ll be in Edinburgh before you know it.’ He smiled warmly, and then walked away.

      Once the door had closed behind him, Joyce turned to the woman behind the counter.

      ‘Pinot grigio, please, four glasses.’
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      ‘It became palatable about halfway through the first glass.’

      ‘Glass?’ said Ginger. ‘I think you’ll find that it was the finest cut plastic.’

      ‘Whatever. Either way, he was right. I imagine he knows his wine. He might even sell it, perhaps he has his own vineyard.’ Joyce’s thoughts drifted to a sprawling estate and luxurious villa in France or Italy.

      ‘He?’ asked Ginger.

      ‘The particularly helpful gentleman at the buffet. Did you notice his hair? Thick and wavy. It has greyed in a wonderfully even pattern and I don’t think for one moment that he dyes it. Very natural.’

      ‘Really, I didn’t notice. I was checking out the caramel wafers.’

      ‘You absolutely noticed him, he made even you look doe-eyed.’

      ‘Even me?’

      ‘You know perfectly well what I mean, so don’t try and distract me with talk of caramels. I’m just pleased he wasn’t there to see you buy the whole basket of them. Surely one would have been enough?’

      Ginger looked down at the remaining chocolate biscuit in her hand.

      ‘There were only four in there, don’t make it sound worse than it really was.’

      ‘Right, wish me luck.’ Joyce had retrieved her wash bag from the suitcase and was preparing to venture into the bathroom. ‘I don’t know what I did wrong in a past life, but…’

      ‘Oh, shut up and get in there. It’s more than a lot of people in this world have access to. Just don’t wear your heels, they’ll get stuck in the rubber mat.’

      Joyce looked down at her feet. ‘Then what am I supposed to wear? I’m not putting my slippers on to go in there.’

      ‘I dunno, plastic bag on each foot?’

      Joyce was sure that Ginger was joking, but it wasn’t a bad idea. First, she put her slippers on, and then slipped over each foot the plastic bags she had been given when buying the champagne and cheese. She understood the need to save the planet and why plastic bags were bad for the environment, but paper just wouldn’t cut it right now.

      She enjoyed the bemused look on Ginger’s face. ‘You didn’t think I would, did you?’

      ‘No, and I’m impressed. Mind you, you look like the model for a fashion school end-of-year show. All very wacky.’

      Joyce rolled her eyes as she cautiously made her way into the bathroom. This trip was already proving to be much more of an adventure than she had imagined, or indeed wanted.

      

      Joyce woke with a start. The boat she was on was sinking. Rocked back and forth by the waves, she had no idea where she was, which ocean, which country was closest.

      The mast must have crashed through the roof of the cabin because now a tube-like object was coming at her, flailing around, heading straight for her head. She grabbed for the mast to protect herself, but it yelped and she woke again. No longer on a boat, she was in the pitch dark, still rocking but to a backdrop of what sounded like a train.

      ‘What are you doing, woman? Let go of me.’

      A light, not fully visible to Joyce, was turned on somewhere above her, the glow of the bulb bleeding into her space, and she could see that what she had wrapped her hand around was not the mast of a boat, but a leg. A leg that was making its way down a ladder right by her face.

      ‘Let go of me,’ Ginger repeated. ‘I need a pee. It’s bad enough having to go to the loo in the middle of the night at our age without being assaulted on the way.’

      ‘Our age?’ Joyce harrumphed and decided not to let on that she had already slipped out of bed to navigate to the bathroom in the pitch black.

      A few minutes later, Ginger was back.

      ‘Can you turn your light on?’ she asked. ‘So I can see the bottom step.’

      ‘Are you wearing underwear?’ grumbled Joyce. Ginger didn’t say anything. ‘Then I’m not risking it.’

      Ginger laughed. ‘You know full well that I wear pants big enough to serve as a parachute, so put the blasted light on.’

      Joyce reluctantly reached for the little bedside light. ‘This is the last time I let you book the transport for our trips.’

      ‘That’s a shame,’ said Ginger with a chuckle, ‘because I’ve already booked us a couple of tickets on the Trans-Siberian railway.’
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      ‘So, where do we find a decent coffee in this city?’ Joyce stepped down out of the train before turning to face the large pink suitcase, which was now obstructing the door, and putting a hand on her lower back.

      Ginger knew what she was doing. ‘Not this again. There is nothing wrong with your back.’

      ‘You don’t have to carry it down, just pass it to me. What do you think of me?’

      ‘It’s not what I think of you, it’s what I know, for absolute certain, about you.’

      Someone behind Ginger coughed and, with an exasperated sigh, she relented, picked up the suitcase and took a very careful step out of the train. It was quicker and simpler just to do it. One of these days, she was going to be holed up with a broken wrist or recovering from hip replacement surgery, and she would have Joyce running ragged, and love every minute of it.

      Edinburgh Waverley is a vast Victorian station with an impressive glass roof. Some travellers dashed to and fro, others shuffled, dragging huge and often multiple bags. But there wasn’t a frantic air about the place that Ginger had experienced in other stations, like Euston or St. Pancras in London. She had visited Edinburgh many times and always found the city, and Scotland in general, to have a much more relaxed attitude to things.

      ‘Ladies.’ They both turned in response to the familiar well-spoken voice. The tall, handsome gentleman was smiling and looking as if he’d had a restful and restorative sleep, which couldn’t be said for either Joyce or Ginger. ‘I see you survived the night.’

      Joyce gave a laugh that made Ginger cringe, it was so over the top. ‘Oh yes, I just think that the train is the most romantic and relaxing way to travel.’

      Ginger couldn’t hold back the look of incredulity that landed on her face. Joyce had clearly forgotten Ginger’s second trip to the bathroom at about 4am when she had stood on Joyce’s face as she misjudged how many rungs she was from the floor. Ginger had been afraid that Joyce was going to bite her little toe off.

      ‘Can I help direct you anywhere, or provide you with a lift?’

      ‘No, thank you,’ replied Ginger. ‘We don’t have far to go.’

      Joyce looked disappointed and a touch annoyed, but Ginger needed coffee, good coffee, and before she had it, she wasn’t prepared to deal with much more conversation, as pleasant as the man was.

      ‘Well, it was a pleasure meeting you both. I do hope you enjoy your stay in Edinburgh.’

      ‘Thank you, I have no doubt we will.’

      Ginger thought Joyce was about to curtsey. He gave a little nod and was on his way.

      ‘Why did you do that? We could have had our own personal tour guide.’ Joyce threw her hands up in the air.

      ‘I don’t think it’s the city that you want him to guide you over. You said yourself you needed coffee, so come on. The hotel is only up there.’

      ‘I know where it is, I booked the room, and the taxi rank is over there.’ Joyce waved her hand in the general direction of daylight. Ginger gave a little jump and a wiggle as she shuffled the heavy rucksack into a better position.

      ‘You must be kidding. It’s a five-minute walk in that direction.’ Ginger pointed.

      ‘Up multiple flights of stairs,’ said Joyce, sounding like they had to clamber over the Eiger.

      ‘There is a lift – two lifts – so you don’t have to use a single step.’

      ‘Lifts are invariably not working. I’m not dragging my suitcase all the way over there just to find that I must use the stairs.’

      After a brief moment of thought, Ginger smiled – a little smugly, she realised – and set off.

      ‘Okay, well, I’m heading this way. You’ll find the taxi rank in that direction.’ Ginger pointed again.

      ‘What are you grinning at? Ginger Salt, why are you sneering?’

      ‘No reason at all. Don’t get lost, only the route to the taxi rank is via two lifts, or some stairs if they’ve broken down.’

      Joyce managed to combine a huff and a tut into one sound as she started to follow Ginger across the concourse.

      

      Joyce had been determined to pay for the trip to Edinburgh. She had the money thanks to a divorce settlement from one of her three ex-husbands, but Ginger had managed to wrestle the responsibility for the travel from her, hence the sleeper train. Ginger had known it was a risk, but in between her sporadic grumbling, Joyce had appeared to relax. Well, right up until Ginger had stuck her foot in her face, but that was an accident. She knew that when it came to hotels, Joyce rarely compromised, and this trip was no exception.

      The Balmoral is five-star luxury that watches over the city and the station below. Ginger had been doing her homework and knew that the Gaelic translation of its name meant majestic dwelling, which was absolutely spot on. The reception was an oasis of calm. Ginger stood, surrounded by ionic columns and a balustraded gallery. A rather grand and simultaneously modern floral display took centre stage.

      A tip-tap sound caught her attention and she looked for the source, spotting a little Border terrier heading her way across the space. Ginger quickly bent down to say hello.

      ‘And what’s your name, little one?’ she asked, scratching the dog’s ear.

      ‘Otter,’ came the reply in a male voice. Ginger stared in amazement at the terrier for a second, then realised that he hadn’t actually replied to the question. Instead, he had been followed by a smartly dressed concierge. ‘He belongs to one of our regular guests,’ the concierge continued. ‘Or rather, the guest belongs to this little chap. We all do. Can I assist you in any way?’

      The gentle rolling Edinburgh accent gave Ginger a warm feeling. She loved visiting Scotland.

      ‘Thank you, but no, my friend is checking us in.’ She stood and nodded in the direction of the reception desk where she could hear Joyce talking like she had a plum in her mouth. Hopefully she wasn’t giving the staff too hard a time.

      ‘Ah yes, you’re in the Balmoral Suite. It’s a fabulous room, I’m sure you’ll have a wonderful stay, and if there’s anything we can do to help, please ask any of us.’

      ‘How about telling me where we can get a decent cup of coffee? I’m not convinced the stuff on the train had any caffeine in it.’

      He laughed. ‘If you head through to the brasserie, they can make you coffee and serve you any other breakfast items you might desire. And we can have someone take your bags to your room.’

      ‘I’m going to need coffee injecting straight into my eyeballs, so that sounds like a good idea.’

      Joyce was making her way towards them. She gave Otter a sniffy look before ignoring him.

      ‘Certainly, madam. Otter, come on, we have work to do.’ The concierge smiled and left them to it. Ginger could have sworn that Otter gave Joyce an equally sniffy look before trotting off in the direction of the front desk.
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      ‘Nectar.’ Ginger sighed. ‘There’s nothing like a really good cup of coffee after a long night.’

      ‘I thought you said the coffee on the train was perfectly acceptable.’

      ‘I was trying to keep things upbeat,’ said Ginger, looking at Joyce over the rim of the cup. Joyce opted to remain quiet.

      ‘So,’ said Ginger, managing to inject the word with a level of enthusiasm that Joyce found slightly unnerving, ‘what’s on our to-do list for today?’

      ‘To-do list? I thought this was a holiday.’

      ‘It is, but this is a great city. There’s tons to see and do, so much I want to show you. What sort of thing are you in the mood for first? A walk to orient yourself, a museum? We could head up to the castle…’

      Joyce reached across the table as though she was about to shake Ginger’s hand.

      ‘My name is Joyce, nice to meet you, let me tell you a few things about myself.’ Ginger pulled a face. ‘A nap, that is what I would like, or a few hours in the hotel spa.’ Joyce had already checked out the facilities in that department. The face and body ritual had caught her eye, but then the ishga Marine experience was intriguing. It was something to do with seaweed and lemongrass.

      ‘A nap I understand, but we need to get the lie of the land and a walk will do us good. As much good as a nap, in my opinion.’

      ‘Speaks the woman who takes nappetisers.’

      ‘There is a time and a place.’

      Joyce wasn’t well known for picking her battles, but this was one she was too tired to fight.

      ‘If you insist on heading out, you can do a reconnaissance for us. Find somewhere for dinner tonight.’

      Ginger nodded and picked up the menu. ‘I know we’ve already had breakfast, but I’m in the mood for Eggs Benedict.’

      ‘If you can call a tasteless porridge in a cardboard pot delivered in a cardboard carrier breakfast.’ Joyce could still taste the tasteless porridge, which was quite an achievement on the part of the porridge manufacturers.

      ‘I can’t disagree with you, my girl.’

      ‘Well, well, how lovely to see you both again.’ The two women looked up in unison to see the handsome gentleman from the train walking towards them, Otter at his feet. ‘It appears that we have the same taste in hotels.’

      Joyce forgot all about breakfast and found herself focusing on the fact that he had clearly been up to his room for a shower and change of clothing. He had looked immaculate when he had disembarked the train; now he looked equally immaculate, but had a fresh newly-showered air about him. There was a delightfully earthy aroma emanating from him, and Joyce detected cedar and possibly something brighter, a crisp sandalwood maybe. She took a deep breath.

      ‘I should introduce myself properly, Archie Buchanan.’

      The two women returned the compliment, and Archie responded with a warm smile.

      ‘Delightful to meet you both again. Can I suggest the full Scottish breakfast? Every aspect is delicious, and they have the best tattie scone. I believe in starting the day with something robust.’

      ‘Sounds divine,’ said Joyce. ‘I shall take your advice.’ She had actually planned on something a little healthier, but she was clearly bewitched by his aftershave or shower gel, or whatever it was that was lingering within her nostrils.

      ‘Also, I was wondering, would you both do me the honour of joining me at an event I’m attending this evening? It’s just a small thing, but I think you would both have fun.’

      Ginger didn’t wait for him to elaborate. ‘We would love to.’ She glanced over at Joyce and very slightly raised her eyebrows.

      ‘We don’t have anything planned for this evening,’ added Joyce.

      ‘Marvellous, it is being held up at the castle, 7.30. Drinks and canapés.’

      ‘The castle?’ asked Joyce. She was sure there were many in Scotland, and possibly in the city for all she knew.

      ‘Yes, you can’t miss it.’ He gave a rather mischievous grin. ‘I must be going. I have several meetings to attend while I am here in the city, but I’m very much looking forward to seeing you this evening. Ginger, Joyce, enjoy your day.’

      ‘You too, Archie,’ replied Joyce as she watched him walk away.

      

      ‘Hello…hello…’ Joyce thought she heard her name being called.

      ‘Sorry, what?’

      ‘Ah, so you are still with me,’ said Ginger, smirking. ‘Yes, he does have eyes like limpid pools, but that doesn’t mean you have to drown in them.’

      ‘What are you talking about? Right, so it is definitely a spa day for me, and ought to be for you too.’

      ‘What are you implying?’ Ginger was giving Joyce a look that seemed to say I dare you to dig yourself in much deeper.

      ‘We should just give ourselves a little pamper before our evening out. We will both want to be our best for an event at a castle.’

      ‘The castle,’ Ginger replied. ‘You know, I think it’s just sunk in: we’re going to an event at Edinburgh Castle. Not that it will be anything new to she who has a Duke and Duchess as employers.’

      ‘Indeed.’ Joyce gave it a moment’s thought. ‘I wonder if he’s royalty, he certainly has that kind of air. He likely has a title.’

      ‘Well, if he does, he rather underplays it.’

      ‘Yes, which is extremely appealing. Now then, let’s get some food in us, then we are both heading to the spa. First, however, we shall have a look at the wardrobe you have brought, just in case we need time to buy you something appropriate.’

      Joyce knew that would get a response. ‘What on earth are you saying? You know very well that I scrub up beautifully when the need arises. I bought a new pair of dungarees last week and I have no doubt they will do the job, I haven’t even worn them yet.’

      Joyce bit her tongue, she knew she was being wound up. Ginger really could look fabulous if she put her mind to it, and even gave Joyce a run for her money.

      Joyce fixed a young server with a come hither look, and he immediately jumped in their direction. Good. She hadn’t lost her skills.
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      It was only a short walk from their hotel to the castle, but Joyce had insisted on getting a taxi. For once, Ginger didn’t argue. Edinburgh is a beautiful city, but it is extremely hilly, and she really didn’t see the point in exhausting themselves on day one, despite her demands that they walk everywhere. Some of that was just to wind Joyce up.

      Ginger was also wearing a pair of heels. Nothing outrageous like Joyce, but still uncommon for Ginger. She knew the castle had plenty of cobbles and uneven floors and she had tried to balance style with remaining upright. Joyce had opted for her usual nosebleed-inducing stilettos, but then she could walk a tightrope in heels, Ginger was sure of it.

      As they were driven over the George Bridge towards the old part of Edinburgh, Ginger considered how they had been there less than a day and already they had received an invitation to an event at the fortress castle that loomed over the city. This was no fairy-tale castle; it bellowed power and control, but it was also spectacular. The car took them up the Royal Mile, past countless shops selling tartan goods, shortbread and whisky. Tourists ambled, taking photos, in no rush to get anywhere. Next to cobbles set into the road in the shape of a heart, a tour guide gathered her group around her, her bright orange umbrella calling to those who were not paying attention.

      The heart of cobbles marked
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