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Two inmates convicted of murder escaped early this morning from their prison transport. When their prison guard stopped at the Gränna motorway services on the E4, the men seized the opportunity and fled into the forest.

Several police patrol cars were summoned to the scene, but the search for the fugitives has as yet been fruitless.

According to the Swedish Prison and Probation Service’s press spokesperson, Karin Malm, the men are not considered to pose a threat to the public.

Aftonbladet, 5 June






Faye switched on the Nespresso machine. While it made her an espresso, she looked out of the tall window in the kitchen. As always, the view blew her away.

The house in Ravi had become her paradise on earth. The village itself wasn’t all that large – it was home to just two hundred permanent inhabitants. It took all of five minutes or so to walk around the entire village, if you dragged your heels a bit. But in the centre of the small piazza there was a restaurant that served the best pizza and pasta she had ever eaten. And it was packed to the rafters every night. Sometimes a few tourists would trickle in, and now that the end of May was approaching their number was increasing. Enthusiastic French cyclists or American retirees who had rented a motorhome and were now fulfilling their dream of seeing Italy, while their grown-up children wondered despairingly why their parents insisted on having their own lives instead of being on call as babysitters for the grandkids.

But no Swedes.

Faye hadn’t seen a single Swede here since she had bought the house. That had been a deciding factor in the choice of location. In Sweden, she was famous the length and breadth of the country. In Italy, she wanted and needed to be anonymous.

The beautiful old house she had bought wasn’t actually in the village – it was some twenty minutes’ walk beyond it. It was high on a hill with vines climbing the slope towards the house. Faye loved to stroll up and down the steep village streets buying bread, cheese and air-dried prosciutto. It was the ultimate cliché of life in the Italian countryside, and she was enjoying it to the full. Over the last two years, while her ex-husband languished in a Swedish prison, she’d made a safe haven here for the two people she cared about most in the world: her daughter, Julienne, and her mother, Ingrid. This week they’d been joined by Faye’s closest friend and business associate, Kerstin, who doted on Julienne as if she were her own and had spent her visit competing with Ingrid to spoil the child.

The espresso was ready. Faye picked up her cup and went into the living room at the rear of the house, where the sound of splashing and happy childish cries divulged that there was a pool before it came into view. She loved the living room. It had taken time to decorate the house, but her own patience and one of Italy’s most talented interior designers meant it was exactly the way she wanted it. The house had thick stone walls that kept the heat out and made it cool even in the hottest summer months, but it was consequently rather dark indoors. They had remedied that with large, light furniture and plenty of discreet lighting. The large windows at the back also helped to let in the light. She loved how almost imperceptibly the living room faded into the terrace.

The white drape caressed her as she stepped outside. She tasted the expresso and watched her daughter and her mother without them noticing her at first.

Julienne had grown so big, while her hair – bleached by the sun – was almost white. She got new freckles pretty much every day. She was beautiful, healthy and happy. Everything that Faye wanted for her. Everything that had been made possible by life without Jack.

‘Mummy, Mummy, look! I can swim without armbands!’

Faye smiled and made an expression of amazement to show her daughter how impressed she was. Julienne was swimming in the deep end of the pool, doing a tortuous doggy paddle but completely independent of her Bamse the bear armbands, which were lying on the edge. Ingrid was watching her grandchild nervously, half sitting, half standing, ready to throw herself into the pool if need be.

‘Relax, Mum. She’s got this.’

Faye took another sip of the espresso, which was almost all gone, and wandered further out onto the terrace. She regretted not having made a cappuccino instead.

‘She’s insisting on staying in the deep end,’ said Faye’s mother, looking despairingly at her.

‘I think she takes after her mother.’

‘Thank you very much, I can see that!’

Ingrid laughed and Faye was struck – as she had been on so many occasions over these past two years – how beautiful her mother was. Despite everything life had put her through.

The only people who knew that Ingrid and Julienne were alive were Faye and Kerstin. As far as the rest of the world was concerned, both were dead, Julienne murdered by her father – a crime for which Jack was now serving a life sentence in Sweden. He had come so close to crushing Faye. Her love for him had made her a victim, but in the end she’d seen to it that he paid the price.

Faye went to her mother and sat down next to her in a rattan armchair. Ingrid continued to watch Julienne, her body tense.

‘Do you have to go away again?’ she asked, without shifting her gaze from her granddaughter.

‘This is a busy time for us. Expanding the Revenge brand into the American market means negotiating our way through a lot of red tape. And then there’s the Italian acquisition, which will give us a foothold in Rome. Giovanni, the owner, wants to sell but, like all men, he seriously overestimates his own value. It’s just a case of making him realize that my price is the best offer he’ll get.’

Her mother looked anxiously from Faye to Julienne.

‘I don’t understand why you’re still working so much. You’ve only got a ten per cent stake in Revenge now, and you’ll never have to lift a finger again given the fortune you made selling your shares.’

Faye shrugged, drained the last drops of espresso and then placed the cup on the rattan table.

‘Sure, there’s part of me that would really like to hang out here with you two. But you know me. I’d die of boredom after a week. And no matter how many shares I have, Revenge is my baby. And I’m still chairman. What’s more, I feel a tremendous responsibility for all those women who came on board and invested and are now shareholders in Revenge. They took a chance on me and the company, and I want to carry on repaying that. In fact I’ve been thinking about buying a bigger stake, if there’s anyone willing to sell. It would be a good exit for them, at any rate.’

Ingrid sat up slightly as Julienne turned at the far side of the pool.

‘The sisterhood,’ she huffed, then caught herself and apologized. ‘I’m afraid I don’t have quite the same perspective on women’s loyalty that you do.’

‘We’re in new times, Mum. Women stick together. Anyway, Julienne is OK with me taking a quick jaunt to Rome – we talked about it yesterday.’

‘You know I think you’re incredibly smart? You know that I’m proud of you?’

Faye took Ingrid’s hand.

‘Yes, Mum, I know. You take care of the kid and make sure she doesn’t drown, and I’ll be home again soon.’

Faye went to the edge of the pool. Julienne was snorting, switching between strokes and swallowing mouthfuls of cold water.

‘Bye, sweetheart, I’m off now!’

‘Bye b—’

The rest was drowned out by another gulp of water as Julienne tried to wave while swimming. From the corner of her eye, Faye saw Ingrid hurrying towards the pool.

In the living room, her stylish Louis Vuitton case was packed and ready to go. The limousine to take her to Rome had probably already arrived. She lifted the case to make sure the wheels didn’t scratch the dark wood floors and headed towards the front door. As she passed Kerstin’s study, she spotted Kerstin absorbed in something on the computer screen, her glasses on the tip of her nose as always.

‘Knock knock – I’m off now …’

Kerstin didn’t look up – there was a deep worry line between her eyes.

‘Is everything OK?’

Faye took a step into the room and put down the bag.

‘I don’t know …’ Kerstin said slowly, without looking up.

‘Now you’re making me worried – is it something to do with the stock issue? Or America?’

Kerstin shook her head.

‘I don’t know yet.’

‘Do I need to worry?’

Kerstin took her time to reply.

‘No … not yet.’

A car honked outside and Kerstin nodded towards the front door.

‘Off you go. Seal the deal in Rome. Then we’ll talk.’

‘But …’

‘It’s probably nothing.’

Kerstin smiled reassuringly at her, but as Faye went towards the heavy wooden door, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was going on. Something threatening. But she would deal with it. She would have to. That was the person she was.

She got into the back seat, waved at the chauffeur to drive and opened the mini bottle awaiting her. As the car purred off towards Rome, she sipped the champagne thoughtfully.




Faye examined her face in the elevator mirror. Three men in suits were eyeing her appreciatively. She opened her Chanel bag, puckered her lips and carefully applied Revenge’s own lipstick to them. She tucked a strand of blond hair behind her ear, and replaced the cap with the engraved R just as the lift reached the lobby. The men stepped aside to let her exit first. Her footsteps echoed on the white marble floor, the night air making her red dress flutter as the doorman held open the glass doors.

‘Taxi, signora?’ he asked.

She shook her head, smiling without slowing down, and turned right when she reached the pavement. The traffic beside her was at a standstill. Cars were honking and drivers were swearing through wound-down windows.

She revelled in the freedom of being a solo visitor to a city where she knew almost nobody and where no one could demand anything from her. Free from responsibility, free from guilt. The meeting with Giovanni, the owner of the small family-owned cosmetics firm that was going to supplement Revenge’s existing line of products, had gone splendidly. As soon as Giovanni had realized he couldn’t use mastery and male dominance to convince her to agree to his terms, the meeting had been turned to her advantage.

Faye loved the game of negotiation. The opposing players were usually men, and they always made the mistake of underestimating her expertise simply because she was a woman. Later, when they had to admit defeat, there were two types of men. There were the ones who left the meeting boiling with rage, their hatred of women even more firmly entrenched. And then there were the ones who loved it, who were turned on by her commanding presence and know-how, who left the meeting with a hard-on in their trousers and an enquiry about whether she was free for dinner.

As Faye walked through the balmy evening, the city buzzed around her and she felt it drawing her in with everything she had longed for. Her walk had no objective. Some opportunity would arise, all she had to do was let the pulse of the city take over her body.

It wouldn’t be long before she had to put the mask back on again – play the role that had become hers in her home country. But tonight, she could be who she wanted to be. She continued to walk until she came to a beautiful cobbled square. She wandered deeper into the labyrinth of winding lanes.

You have to lose yourself to rise again, she thought to herself.

A man disengaged himself from the shadows and offered her his wares in a hoarse whisper. Faye merely shook her head. A large door bathed in the yellow hue of the streetlights opened softly and two people – a man and a woman – who had been waiting outside stepped through it.

Faye stopped and looked around before changing tack and heading for the door, which had closed again. There was a small doorbell. A camera above her. She pressed the button, listening for the sound but hearing nothing. Eventually, the lock clicked and the door slipped open. An enormous room filled with beautiful people and the sound of clinking glasses opened up before her. Directly ahead of her there was a glass wall and beyond it a magnificent terrace. The illuminated ruins of the Colosseum shone like the wreckage of a spaceship in the distance.

A large mirror with a gilded frame allowed her to see well-dressed, faceless shadows chatting in groups behind her. The women were young, beautiful and tastefully made up, wearing elegant short dresses. The men were generally somewhat older, but also looked good – radiating the calm and self-confidence that wealth so often gave. The small fragments of conversation that reached her were in Italian. Glasses were being refilled, drained, refilled.

Not far from her, a young couple were kissing. Faye scrutinized them with fascination, unable to tear her gaze away from them. They were young – perhaps twenty-five or so. He was tall and handsome in that Italian way with stylish stubble, a powerful nose and dark hair combed into a side parting. She was wearing an expensive bone-white dress that fitted tightly around her hips and emphasized her slender waist. She was wearing her dark brown hair up in a simple arrangement.

They were clearly so infatuated that they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Again and again, his long fingers would slip up the inside of her tanned thigh. Faye smiled. When her eyes met those of the woman, she didn’t lower her own gaze – instead, she calmly contemplated the couple. She raised her drink – a whisky sour – to her mouth. Once upon a time, she had been in love like that. But that love had suffocated her, turning her into an inert thing with no will of its own, contained within a gilded cage.

Faye’s train of thought was interrupted by the young woman, who suddenly came over to her.

‘My fiancé and I wonder whether you’d like to have a drink with us,’ she said in English.

‘You don’t look like you want company,’ Faye said with amusement.

‘We’d like yours. You’re very beautiful.’

She was called Francesca and had been born in the city of Porto Alegre, near to the Atlantic coast in Brazil. She worked as a model and was also a painter. He was called Matteo and his family owned a hotel and restaurant empire. He painted too, although he wasn’t as good as Francesca, he explained with a slight smile. They were friendly, polite and made her laugh. Their zest for life and unconcernedness was infectious. Faye became caught up with them and had another two drinks. She was dazzled by their beauty, youth and love for each other without feeling any envy. She didn’t miss having a man. She wanted to control her own life without thinking about someone else all the time. But she loved seeing these two together.

After an hour, Matteo excused himself and departed in the direction of the gents.

‘We’re about to leave,’ Francesca said.

‘Me too. I’m travelling home tomorrow.’

‘Would you like to come back to ours for a while and continue the evening?’

Faye weighed up the offer without dropping her gaze. She could catch up on the lost sleep on her way home. She didn’t want the evening to come to an end – not yet. She wanted to see more of them.

The taxi pulled up outside a looming, stately-looking house. Matteo paid and they got out of the car and were let inside by a liveried doorman. The apartment was on the top floor and had huge panoramic windows and a balcony facing a pretty park. The walls were covered with black-and-white photographs. When Faye examined them more closely she realized that some of them were of Francesca. Some kind of Italian pop was playing from the speakers. Behind her, Matteo was mixing drinks from a selection of spirits on a drinks trolley. Francesca told a story that made Faye laugh harder than she had in a long time.

Faye sat down on an enormous cream-coloured couch beside Francesca. Matteo passed them their drinks before sitting down on the other side of Faye. Her head was spinning pleasantly with intoxication. The murmur from the street below had a calming effect but at the same time she was filled with tense expectation and excitement.

Francesca put her drink down on the coffee table, leaned in slowly, pushing down the thin shoulder strap of the red dress with soft fingers, and kissed Faye on the collarbone. Waves of warmth raced through her body. Matteo twisted her head towards him, his lips getting closer before he feinted away at the last moment, grazing his mouth across her throat and nuzzling her neck before kissing her. Francesca’s hand softly caressed her thigh, moving up, stopping at the last moment and appearing teasingly at the small of her back. It was like being in a dream.

They undressed her first, then themselves.

‘I want to see the two of you,’ Faye whispered. ‘Together.’

Jack’s face appeared in her mind’s eye – she thought about the time he had talked about inviting a woman to join them. Faye had refused. Not because she found the idea unappealing – but because it had always been so apparent that it was for his sake. It was different for Francesca and Matteo. Faye was there for both of them. It wasn’t because they’d grown weary of each other, but because their love and attraction was so strong that it was brimming over and there was enough for one more. And she was taking delight from the entire situation.

Faye groaned when Matteo bent her over – across Francesca – and pushed into her from behind. Faye stared into the Brazilian’s wide eyes as her fiancé thrust into her. Francesca’s mouth was half-open, her eyes inquisitive, intense.

‘I like seeing you fuck her, baby,’ Francesca whispered to Matteo.

She was a means for them to strengthen their solidarity, although she was also included.

When Faye was close to coming, Matteo pulled out of her. The deep couch was a tangle of their naked, sweaty bodies. Faye had never experienced anything as intimate as becoming part of these beautiful, infatuated people’s pleasure. Her body trembled as Francesca moved closer to her. With their eyes fixed on each other, they got onto all fours at the end of the couch and curved their backs. Matteo stood behind them, first penetrating Francesca and then Faye, before moving his cock between them. Finally, Faye reached climax. She cried out loud. Matteo couldn’t contain himself any longer; his breathing was becoming heavier.

‘In her,’ Francesca panted.

Faye felt him get harder before he exploded.

Afterwards, they moved still entwined and lay down in the big bed in the adjacent bedroom – all three of them. They passed a cigarette between themselves, still breathing deeply. Faye set the alarm clock on her mobile to make sure she didn’t oversleep, before trying to drift off. After half an hour, she gave up. She carefully disentangled herself and clambered out of bed without waking the couple. They stirred slightly in their sleep, wrapped their arms around each other and crept closer in the warm patch where Faye had been lying.

Naked, she poured a glass of champagne from an open bottle and then took both out onto the balcony. The city was filled with sound and light. Faye sat down on a lounger and perched her feet on the rail. A warm summer breeze caressed her naked body, making it tingle and tickle. But what should have been a perfect moment was marred by thoughts of Kerstin’s expression as she had looked at the monitor in the study just before Faye had left the house the previous day. Not much upset Kerstin. She was a rock against which other rocks crumbled into dust. Something was up.

Faye sipped the champagne thoughtfully while her thoughts careered away. There was so much that could go wrong in a company as big as Revenge, especially given the sizeable investments they had made. Big money, big investments, big profits – but also big risks. Nothing was certain. Nothing was unshakeable. Faye of all people knew that much.

She turned around and saw the beautiful couple lying in bed inside. She smiled at them. Right now, she didn’t want to think about Kerstin’s troubled face; right now she didn’t want to think about everything that lay ahead. She wanted something else.




‘Mummy!’

Julienne came running towards Faye and gave her a wet hug.

‘Don’t run on the paving stones!’ Ingrid called out from over by the rattan sofas.

‘Now you’re wet, Mummy,’ Julienne said with concern once she had disengaged from the hug and saw that the front of Faye’s blouse now had a damp patch on it.

‘It doesn’t matter, sweetheart. It’ll dry out. But what’s this? Haven’t you got out of the pool since I left?’

‘Nope,’ Julienne giggled. ‘I slept in the pool and ate in the pool too.’

‘Fancy that – I thought I had a little girl, but it turns out she was actually a mermaid!’

‘Yes! Like Ariel!’

‘Just like Ariel.’

Faye stroked her daughter’s wet hair, which had begun to shimmer a slightly greenish shade.

‘I’m going upstairs to unpack, be back down soon,’ she called to Ingrid, who merely nodded and returned to her book. She had clearly begun to trust Julienne’s capabilities in the pool a little more.

Faye climbed the stairs and carried her bag into the bedroom. She quickly wriggled out of the wet blouse and the other clothes she had been travelling in and changed into a soft cotton loungewear set. She stowed the wheelie bag in her walk-in wardrobe. Her Girl Friday, Paola, would unpack it later.

The bed looked so inviting that Faye lay down on top of the covers with her hands clasped behind her head, allowing herself to relax. The thought of what had happened in the bed in Rome made her smile to herself. She yawned and could feel how tired she was – she had literally not slept a wink during the night. On the other hand, she had slept all the way home. She didn’t want to risk nodding off now, but over the years she had learned the art of taking a few minutes’ absolute rest before getting up with more energy. The trick was to resist the impulse to close your eyes, so she looked around and let her eyes linger on both the details and the big picture.

The bedroom was her oasis. There was also a light colour palette here – crisp white and a soft shade of blue. Sleek, elegant furnishing – nothing too heavy. Nothing like the enormous, solid desk that she had bought as a gift for Jack, solely because it had once belonged to Ingmar Bergman. Jack had loved that kind of thing. Big gestures. Major bragging rights. Being able to show visitors around the house and casually mention that this desk they happened to be passing had belonged to the great director.

Faye contemplated her own neat white desk with satisfaction. It had never been owned by any autocratic, self-satisfied, lecherous old bastard who had conned and exploited the women in his life. It had only ever belonged to her. Without the weight of what had gone before. Just like Faye. She had disentangled herself from her own story. Reshaped herself.

She sat up and swung her legs over the edge of the bed. The anxiety about what Kerstin had said was beginning to make itself felt again. It could no longer be postponed. Kerstin’s study had been empty earlier, so Faye assumed she was in her bedroom. Kerstin often liked to take a siesta, but Faye always tried to avoid thinking about the fact that she was no spring chicken any longer – that she had seen both sides of seventy. The very thought that Kerstin wouldn’t always be there at her side was enough to give Faye palpitations. The loss of her best friend, Chris, to cancer, had brought home to her all too clearly that nothing and no one could be taken for granted. And besides, death had been a part of her life for far too long.

She tapped on Kerstin’s bedroom door.

‘Are you awake?’

‘I’m not asleep.’

Kerstin sat up drowsily when Faye came into the room. She reached for her glasses on the nightstand, her eyes clouded with sleep.

‘Did you sleep well?’

‘I wasn’t sleeping,’ said Kerstin, standing up and smoothing her trousers. ‘I was just resting my eyes for a moment.’

Faye wrinkled her nose slightly at the scent of patchouli in Kerstin’s spacious bedroom. After she had met Bengt, who was posted to the Swedish Consulate in Mumbai, on a flight, she had begun to spend an increasing amount of time in India. She had got involved with an orphanage and always travelled out with great quantities of necessities for the children. The only thing was, she would return with gaudy gold-tasselled souvenirs to ‘brighten up’ the muted colour palette of Faye’s lounge. Paola was under strict instructions that any such items were to be returned to ‘Ms Karin’s room’. They had quickly given up all attempts at teaching the irascible Italian to pronounce Kerstin the Swedish way, so they had settled upon the rather more simple Karin by way of compromise.

‘Do you miss Bengt?’

Kerstin snorted and put on a pair of slippers that were neatly stowed at the foot of the bed.

‘At my age, you don’t miss each other. It’s like … something else when you’re a little older.’

‘Oh, that’s bullshit,’ Faye said with a grin. ‘Paola has been gossiping about how “Ms Karin has much nicer underwear now”.’

‘Faye!’

Kerstin blushed all the way down to her neck and Faye couldn’t resist the impulse to wrap her arms around her.

‘I’m so happy for you, Kerstin. But I hope he’s not planning to claim you on a full-time basis. We need you here too.’

‘Don’t worry. After a while over there, I get sick of him.’ But Kerstin’s smile didn’t quite reach her eyes. ‘Come on, let’s go down to the study. I’ve got something I have to show you.’

They descended the stairs in silence. Faye could feel her heart sinking with each step they took. Something was wrong. Very wrong.

Kerstin sat down behind her desk and switched on the computer, which began to whirr. Faye settled down in one of the two large Chippendale armchairs in front of the desk. Although the ban on gaudy trinkets extended to Kerstin’s study, Faye had decorated it with Kerstin in mind. In addition to her recently discovered delight in all things Indian, Kerstin had one great passion in her life: Winston Churchill. So Faye had ensured her study was done out in a classic English style with a modern twist. The pièce de resistance was a huge framed photograph of Winston Churchill in pride of place on the wall above the desk.

Kerstin turned the display towards Faye, who leaned forward and tried to bring order to the figures flickering past on the screen. She was most certainly knowledgeable in the numerology of the business world, but Kerstin had proven herself to be the true expert. Winston stared down at them sternly, but Faye avoided looking at the picture. Right now, she didn’t need the judgemental gaze of a man.

‘I’ve been looking after Revenge’s shareholder register since you’ve got so much on your plate with the American expansion and the new stock issue. Before you left for Rome, two shareholders had sold their holdings. And now another three have gone.’

‘To the same buyer?’

Kerstin shook her head.

‘No, but I can’t shake the feeling that they all seem to be synchronized.’

‘Do you think someone is trying to take over Revenge?’

‘Perhaps,’ said Kerstin, looking at her over the top of her reading glasses. ‘I fear that may be what we’re facing.’

Faye leaned back in the armchair. Her body was tense and every one of her veins throbbed with adrenaline. She forced herself to remain calm, even though her thoughts were running away with her. It was too soon for speculation. What she needed more than anything right now were facts.

‘Who’s selling?’

‘I’ve printed a list for you.’

Kerstin pushed a sheet of paper over to Faye. Kerstin knew her well. She always wanted critical business information printed instead of just reading it on a screen. She would have to save the trees by other means.

‘I don’t get it … Why are they selling?’

‘There’s no time for sentimentality right now. First we need to evaluate the situation – you need to get up to speed with everything while I keep digging. We can be pissed off later. But not now. It takes energy we can’t afford to waste right now.’

Faye nodded slowly. She knew Kerstin was right. Nevertheless, it was hard to refrain from speculating about which of the women she had trusted was selling their shares in Revenge. Behind her back.

‘I want us to go through everything together. Line by line,’ she said.

Kerstin nodded.

‘Let’s get started.’

Faye looked at her and then returned her gaze to the sheet of paper. Something turned over anxiously in her gut. She hadn’t predicted this. And that worried her more than anything else.




The house was silent. Everyone had gone to bed. Everyone except Faye. She was still up with the list, going through it over and over. Trying to collect her thoughts.

The figures danced before her eyes. She was tired and dejected – the latter an emotion she hadn’t felt in a long time. Not since Jack. And it was one she disliked intensely. Forbidden thoughts began to creep up on her. What if it was already too late? What if they could no longer save Revenge? What if she had let down her guard so much over the last two years that enemies had been able to sneak up behind her unnoticed? She would never be able to forgive herself. Weakness was something she had left behind. With Jack. He was the carrier of her weakness, and he bore it as close to himself as the ill-fitting prison clothing.

Faye put down the sheet of paper. The prospect of betrayal stung. The names on the list of women who had sold their shares were very familiar to her. Their faces flickered by – women to whom she had presented the idea behind Revenge. Women she’d persuaded to believe in Revenge. To believe in her. Why had no one said anything? Had all that talk of sisterhood meant nothing to anyone but Faye?

She rubbed her eyes, which were prickling with tiredness, and swore when she got a flake of mascara in her eye. Faye blinked frenetically and hurried to the bathroom to remove her make-up. She was much too tired to do any more this evening. The escapades of the night before were still making themselves felt, and she realized that without a good night’s sleep she would be no use to anyone. Not herself, not Revenge.

Just as Faye was pulling back the covers to slip between her crisp Egyptian cotton sheets, she stopped. She looked towards the door and felt the impulse throughout her body. She padded slowly into the hallway. The door into Julienne’s room was open – she didn’t like sleeping with it completely shut. Faye carefully opened the door wider and slipped inside. A small rabbit-shaped nightlight shone gently inside the room. Enough light to chase off all the ghosts. Her daughter was sleeping on her side, her back to Faye. Her long fair hair was spread across the pillow. Ever so slowly, Faye settled down beside Julienne. She pushed her daughter’s hair off the pillow and laid her head behind her. Julienne whimpered a little in her sleep and stirred slightly but didn’t wake up – not even when Faye put an arm around her. Millimetre by millimetre, she moved closer to Julienne until she had her nose buried in her hair, which smelled of lavender and chlorine.

Faye shut her eyes. She felt the tension slowly dissipate as sleep took over. Right there, with her arm around her daughter, she knew she would have to do everything she could to save Revenge. Not for her own sake, but for Julienne’s.




Fjällbacka – then

Even though I was only twelve years old, it felt as if I already knew everything about life. My existence in Fjällbacka was predictable. The same transitions between ten months of complete tranquillity and two months of summer chaos. Everyone knew everyone – in the summer the same tourists came year after year. Nothing changed at home either. It was as if we were running on a hamster wheel, round and round, without any chance of moving on. As if nothing was ever going to change.

So I already knew when we sat down to eat dinner that it was going to be one of those nights. I’d caught the whiff of booze off Dad as soon as I got home from school.

I both loved and loathed our house. It was Mum’s childhood home. She had inherited it from my grandparents, and everything that I loved about that house was to do with her. She had done the best she could. It was cute cosy – everything that was associated with a happy, thriving home. The shabby wooden table from Grandma and Grandpa’s day. The white linen curtains that Mum had made herself – she was good at sewing. The framed cross-stitch sampler given to Grandma as a wedding present by my great grandma. The crooked, warped staircase with a thick rope as a handrail that bore traces of the footsteps of several generations. The small rooms and their white transomed windows. I loved all this.

What I loathed were the traces of Dad. The knife marks on the kitchen counter. The dents on the wooden door to the living room, a reminder of the occasions when Dad had kicked it in an outburst of rage while pissed. The slightly bent curtain pole from the time Dad had pulled down the curtain to wrap it around Mum’s head until Sebastian had finally plucked up the courage to pull Dad away from Mum.

I loved the open fireplace in the living room. But the pictures on the chimneypiece were a downright insult. The family photos Mum put there, the dream of a life that didn’t exist. A smiling picture of her and Dad, of me and my big brother Sebastian. I wanted to tear them down, but at the same time I didn’t want to upset Mum. It was for our sake that she tried to keep the dream alive. One time, she put a photo of her brother there. But when Dad caught sight of the picture of Uncle Egil, he went mad. While Mum was in hospital, Dad made sure the photograph disappeared.

I had tummy ache while waiting for it all to explode. Like always.

Dad had spent the hours after I’d come home from school in his shabby armchair in front of the TV, which wasn’t even switched on, while his bottle of cheap Explorer vodka emptied faster and faster. Mum knew it too. I could see it in her anxious, flapping movements. She took extra care with the food and cooked a dinner that included all of Dad’s favourites. Big pork chops with baked brown beans, fried onions and potatoes. Apple pie with thick whipped cream.

None of the rest of us liked pork and beans, but we all knew that we should still eat all of it. At the same time we all knew that none of it would help. The critical juncture had already passed – like a seesaw that had tipped past the point where down was the only possible direction.

No one said anything. We laid the table in silence, picked the good crockery, set out napkins that I folded into fans. Dad never cared about things like that, but we always let Mum think that it might help. That he would see how nice we had made things, how tasty the food that Mum had cooked was. That something inside him would be moved by the consideration and he would let it be. Just let it be. Let the seesaw tip back to its original position. But there was nothing within him that could be moved or touched. It was empty in there. Desolate.

‘Gösta, dinner’s ready.’

Mum’s voice trembled slightly as she tried to sound cheerful. She carefully touched her hair. She had made herself nice. Put up her hair, put on a blouse and a stylish pair of trousers.

Before long we were all in our seats. Mum served up exactly the amount of pork onto Dad’s plate that she knew he would want. In precise proportion to the beans, potatoes and fried onions. Dad looked at the plate. For a long time. For far too long. All three of us knew what that meant. Me, Mum, Sebastian.

We were frozen mid-movement, frozen in a prison that Sebastian and I had lived in since birth and Mum had been in since she had met Dad. We were frozen to the spot while Dad stared at his plate. Then, slowly – as if in slow motion – he took a full fist of food. Pork, beans, onions and potatoes. He managed to get a little bit of everything from the plate in his huge fist. With his other fist, he firmly grabbed Mum’s hair – the do that she had spent ages struggling to put in place. Then he pushed the food into Mum’s face. Slowly, carefully, he mashed it around her face.

Mum did nothing. She knew that her only option was to do nothing. But both Sebastian and I knew that tonight it wouldn’t help. His gaze was too cold. The bottle was too empty. The grip on her hair was too firm. We didn’t dare look at her. Or each other.

Dad stood up slowly. He yanked Mum out of her chair. I saw the residue of pork and baked brown beans on her face. The scent of sugar and cinnamon in the apple pie was wafting from the oven. Dad’s favourite. I went through all the possibilities of what Dad might do now. All the body parts he could choose to target. Perhaps he would return to a well-frequented area. The arms had been broken in five places. The legs in two. He had cracked ribs on three occasions. The nose once.

Dad was apparently feeling creative on this particular night. With all the might of his muscular arm, he pushed Mum’s soiled face down towards the table fast and hard. Her teeth struck the edge of it. We heard the sound of them shattering. The shard of a tooth almost got me in the eye, but my eyebrow caught it and it tumbled down onto my plate. Right into the baked brown beans.

Sebastian jerked back but he still didn’t look up.

‘Eat,’ Dad hissed.

We ate. I used my fork to push Mum’s tooth aside.




‘Coffee?’

‘No thanks. But we’d love some more fizz and red wine.’

‘I’ll have a coffee, please.’

Kerstin accepted a paper cup filled with coffee from the air stewardess, who then went to fetch Faye’s order.

‘Who do you think it could be?’ Faye said in a troubled voice.

‘It’s impossible to tell. And it would be wasted effort to try and guess before we know more.’

‘I don’t understand how I could have been so naïve. I never gave a moment’s thought to the idea that the other co-owners would be able to sell their shares without talking to me first.’

Kerstin raised her eyebrows.

‘I warned you it was a risk selling such a big stake in the company.’

‘Yes, I know,’ Faye said in frustration, craning her neck to look for the stewardess bringing her bottles. ‘It felt like the best solution at the time. In the middle of the whole thing with Jack and Julienne, the trial, the media. And Chris dying. I secured the capital and I believed I’d be able to retain control as chairman.’

‘You should never believe in business,’ said Kerstin.

‘I know you love saying I told you so, but can you drop it for a bit? We’re talking about something else at the moment. I’m stressed out being stuck on a plane unable to do anything or find out any more until we’re in the meetings tomorrow. It’s bad enough that I’ve been thinking about this all day.’

The stewardess returned with a miniature bottle of sparkling wine and a miniature bottle of red wine. Faye picked up the two empty bottles on the table in front of her and passed them over in exchange. She opened the fizz first and placed the chilled bottle of red between her thighs to warm it up.

‘You could always drink something,’ Kerstin said drily, sipping her coffee while Faye drained the sparkling wine from her glass.

‘Like I said, we don’t have any meetings until tomorrow. So I fully intend to drown my sorrows in booze with a clear conscience. Anyway, shouldn’t you be drinking something? Given you’re scared of flying …’

‘Thanks for the reminder. I had just managed to stop thinking about it. No, if I’m going to die then I’m going to die sober.’

‘Sounds completely illogical. And unnecessary. When I die I want to go completely hammered. Preferably with that pilot between my legs …’

Faye raised her eyebrows and nodded towards one of the pilots who had emerged from the cockpit to exchange a few words with the stewardess. He looked to be in his thirties, had dark hair, a charming smile and an arse that divulged many hours spent in the gym.

‘You know what, I think it’s probably best if we let the pilot focus on flying the plane instead of potentially pursuing an encounter in the on-board lavatory.’

Kerstin looked nervous and Faye laughed.

‘Calm down, Kerstin. That’s why God invented autopilot …’

‘So that the pilot could sleep with the passengers? Seems doubtful.’

Faye downed the last of the fizz, opened the bottle of red wine and poured it into the glass.

She loved Kerstin, but she was often reminded that they came from different generations. Chris would have understood exactly what Faye meant and laughed with her – maybe even challenged her to make good on her talk about the pilot. Ever since they had made friends at the Stockholm School of Economics, Chris had been there for Faye. Guided her, protected her, been her biggest supporter – and most honest critic. Now Faye always wore her Fuck Cancer wristband as a reminder of Chris and what she had lost.

Kerstin patted Faye’s hand. As usual, she could tell when her thoughts had wandered onto Chris.

Faye cleared her throat.

‘It’ll take a couple of days before the rental apartments we looked at are available,’ she said. ‘We’ll have to stay at the Grand Hôtel for the time being.’

‘I’m sure we’ll manage there,’ said Kerstin drily.

Faye smiled. They most certainly would.

‘I sometimes think back to the early days after the divorce,’ she said. ‘When I was your lodger. Sitting there after dinner drawing up the plans for Revenge.’

‘You were an amazingly inspirational woman,’ said Kerstin, patting her hand again. ‘And you still are.’

Faye was forced to
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