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For my Sophia, 

Fuck the patriarchy, baby girl




‘Whoever fights monsters should see to it that in the process he does not become a monster.’ 

—FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE




Prologue

Unspecified location, London

I’ve missed this. 

I don’t care how far I’ve come in my recovery or how ‘good’ I’ve been for so long. The truth is, I’ve really fucking missed this. 

I feel powerful again. 

I feel like me again.

I feel like I can finally breathe after . . . well, a long period of not being able to.

I look at him. The man whose blood is making my skin clammy and my Comme des Garçons dress unwearable. The man who’s looking back at me wondering what my next move is going to be. Wondering what I’m going to do to him. Wondering if these are going to be his last moments of life. 

That’s the million-dollar question.

Are they? 

If I do this, if I kill him, there’s no going back. I’ll know I can never really stop. And I’ll know I don’t want to.

The monster inside me is unfurling, pushing its way out. I feel it flex its claws and take in a deep breath, getting ready to roar.

And it feels so fucking good. 

I lean forward and softly press my lips against the man’s blood-smeared cheek.

‘Thank you,’ I whisper into his ear. ‘Thank you for bringing me back.’
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Daphne’s Restaurant, Chelsea, a WEEK earlier

@BlazeBundy Here’s a joke for you.

Q. Why are so many women murdered?

A. Because they deserve it.

I know I shouldn’t be doing this. 

It very much isn’t part of my agreed recovery plan. The one I agreed with myself: to give up killing men, no matter how much they deserve it. Also my other plan to step away from social media, both influencing – which is what I used to do – and scrolling. Because I don’t need a therapist to tell me that, for me,  murder and social media are inextricably linked. The scrolling is where I find accounts like this. Accounts that promote misogyny, shame women and reduce them to nothing but body parts. They give me rage and the rage makes me murderous. And I don’t want to murder anymore. I don’t want to be a killer. A body count of eleven – and I mean actual bodies, not sexual partners – really should be more than enough for one woman. Not to mention the mental breakdown I had after accidentally killing the wrong guy last year when I was actually trying to kill his toxic brother. Oops. I have a life now, things to stay out of jail for. One of these ‘things’ is currently in the loo while I furtively sneak looks at Instagram: my boyfriend, Charlie. 

I’m doing super well actually, being murder-sober, even if I do say so myself. If there were some sort of step programme for not unaliving terrible men, I’d definitely have a few of those coin things by now. I haven’t killed anyone since last year. Not since I took out a high-profile serial abuser and his mad, treacherous daughter, who also happened to be Hen Pemberton, one of my best friends. Anyway, it’s all been going brilliantly and I’ve been able to channel my energy into my life, into living rather than killing. Isn’t that poetic? And right now, I can honestly say I’ve never been happier. Things with Charlie are going perfectly and I feel like I’m connecting on even deeper levels with my best friends – the two that didn’t turn out to be psychopaths – Tor and Maisie. 

Life is good. 

It’s really good. 

Except. 

There’s this one thing. This one man who is a huge, filthy fly jizzing into my beautiful, happy ointment.

This dick.

Blaze Bundy.

Ugh, even his name gives me the massive ick. 

He’s a relatively new Insta, TikTok and YouTube influencer. I use that term in the loosest possible way. He’s only been posting for a few months but he’s already built up a following of several million across his platforms. But Blaze Bundy is not the sort of person you want influencing anyone. He shouldn’t even be allowed a platform at all. Because all he does is fill it with this kind of rampant misogyny. I don’t know how many times I’ve reported his hate speech to Meta et al., but he’s still here, still spitting his poison out and into the eyes of disillusioned young men who make up the majority of his followers, who are also victims of the patriarchy even if they don’t realise it. So, even though I know I shouldn’t be looking at Insta, even though it feels wrong and seedy sneakily doing it at my birthday meal, while Charlie is away from the table, I have to. 

Somebody needs to keep an eye on this mother fucker.

There’s a problem though; I can’t keep as close an eye on him as I’d like to because I don’t have a clue who he actually is. Blaze Bundy is a pseudonym and he uses one of those sound modification devices so no one can recognise his voice. He’s also clearly subscribed to some Starter Pack For Incels newsletter because he hides his face behind a black bandana – where do you even get bandanas these days? – aviator sunglasses and a black baseball cap. He’s a prolific poster, uploading his disturbing brand of content several times a day, every day. And cross-platform too, just in case any of his followers miss anything. I used to judge people purely by their social media following and, let’s just say, if I was still that person, I would be extremely impressed. He’s got 3.9 million. It took me well over a year to hit the magic one-mill mark and he’s only been posting for a few months. And his count goes up by the hour. Imagine 3.9 million people hanging on to your every word. It would be intoxicating. It would make you feel so seen, so special. 

It would make you feel like a god. 

No wonder he’s such a narcissist.

And if the posts weren’t bad enough, the comments are an absolute bin-fire in hell. Thousands and thousands of men posting about how right he is. How terrible women are. Spreading Bundy’s fucked-up views like an antibiotic-resistant strain of gonorrhoea. 

I’m snapped out of my reverie of fury by the sound of glass smashing and I’m surprised to see broken shards on our table when I look down. There’s also a tiny puddle of blood pooling on the tablecloth. Pain registers in my little finger and I realise that I’ve been squeezing the stem of my wine glass so tightly that I’ve actually snapped it, the bulb of the glass shattering as it hit the table. I pop my pinkie into my mouth and suck the droplets of blood away just as a waiter and Charlie hurry over.

‘Kits? Are you okay?’ Charlie asks, a look of deep concern on his handsome face. ‘What happened?’

‘Nothing. I’m fine,’ I reply, smiling to show just how fine I am. ‘I’m so sorry,’ I say to the waiter who is frantically clearing up the broken glass. ‘I don’t know how that happened.’

‘It’s okay,’ the waiter assures me in a soothing voice. ‘Happens all the time.’

‘You’re bleeding,’ Charlie says, taking my hand and turning it over to see the wound. ‘Do you need a plaster or something?’

‘No.’ I pull my hand away and inspect my finger again. A tiny droplet of blood glistening like a red diamond. ‘It’s just a scratch. Nothing to worry about.’

‘But it’s your birthday,’ Charlie says. ‘You shouldn’t be bleeding on your birthday.’ Hmm. It doesn’t feel like a particularly good omen so I’m pleased I don’t believe in things like that.

I pull him towards me and kiss him on his gorgeous, stubbly cheek. ‘Really, it’s tiny. I’m fine.’

‘I’ll bring you a fresh glass and an antiseptic wipe,’ the waiter says. ‘Can’t be too careful.’ Feels like there’s a lawsuit behind that comment. 

Charlie untangles himself from my grip and sits back down opposite me, reaching for my hands. ‘Are you having a nice night?’ he asks. ‘Apart from the bleeding.’

He’s brought me out to one of my favourite local restaurants to celebrate my birthday. Not just any birthday either. Today I’m thirty. The big three-oh. Halfway to sixty. The age where women hit The Wall, according to Blaze Bundy. I’d very much like him to hit a wall actually. A brick one, preferably travelling at a very high speed in a vehicle without brakes.

Fuck’s sake. I need to stop thinking about him and focus on this lovely evening with my equally lovely and extremely hot boyfriend.

‘I’m having a gorgeous night,’ I say, even though the shard of icy anger from Blaze Bundy’s latest post is wedged firmly in my heart, making everything else seem slightly less beautiful, less perfect. Even the vegan chocolate dessert which is now being brought out to me with a single candle stuck into it. I cringe as the waiter starts singing ‘Happy Birthday’ and the other diners join in one by painful one. I specifically told Charlie I didn’t want any fuss. I shoot him a withering look and he mouths ‘it wasn’t me’ even though it clearly was because I certainly haven’t told anyone that it’s my birthday. The last thing I want to do is draw attention to myself. Even though I rarely post anything online anymore, there are still people who recognise me from my Instagram days and I really don’t want anyone asking for a selfie or worse – a video – tonight. The waiter places the pudding down in front of me with a flourish while around me everyone claps and whoops before turning back to their own meals and lives.

‘Compliments of the chef,’ he says, before giving a little bow and disappearing into the kitchen.

‘Ah, that’s nice of them,’ Charlie says.

‘They probably don’t want me to sue over my injury.’ I hold up my little finger, wiggle it and Charlie chuckles.

‘Happy birthday, Kitty,’ he says. ‘How does it feel being thirty?’

‘Honestly, it’s fine. Absolutely no different.’ I’ve been having a mid-size existential crisis for the past two months, terrified about being old. But actually, it’s nothing. Poor Charlie though. I’ve made him check my head almost every day for greys. I suppose he knows roughly what it would be like to have a kid with lice now. ‘How does it feel dating someone who’s no longer in her twenties?’

‘Hideous,’ he says with a little smile that makes his dimple pop and my crotch pulsate. ‘Might have to trade you in for a newer model.’

‘All right, Leonardo DiCaprio,’ I say. ‘Shall we get this to take away?’ I suddenly just want to be at home, away from people and eyes that might recognise me, curled up on the sofa with my sexy boyfriend.

‘I couldn’t think of anything I’d like more,’ Charlie says and disappears off to settle the bill and get the dessert boxed up.
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Kitty and Charlie’s apartment, Chelsea

‘It’s pretty late for the hard stuff,’ Charlie says from the kitchen. ‘Do you want decaf?’

‘Yes, please,’ I say.

While Charlie is busy making us Irish coffees, I open Blaze Bundy’s Instagram one more time. There’s another post. It feels like there’s always another post. Whoever he is, he could never be accused of not being dedicated to his cause.

This one’s a reel. As it plays I sit back, ready to hear whatever new poison he’s about to spill. 

‘Hi, disciples.’ 

Yes, he really calls his followers ‘disciples’. I wish I was making this up.

‘I hope you’ve all had a great day. I hope you’re all keeping your eyes open and staying awake to everything that is going on around you.’ Part of his spiel is that everything is a conspiracy theory and men are being lied to by everyone, from the government to their gym instructors. Blaze Bundy is the only person they should trust.

‘So I want to talk to you now about a date I went on last night. As most of you know, I’ll only date a woman until I have sex with her. After that she’s of no interest to me. And I don’t date anyone more than three times. If she hasn’t given herself to me by the third date then I have to assume she’s gay and hasn’t come to terms with it yet.’

I cringe at his words.

‘Sometimes I think there’s nothing wrong with taking it anyway if she hasn’t given it to me. You know what I mean, men. You’ve paid for the dates, you’ve taken the time out of your busy lives to wine her and dine her or whatever. And then she thinks she can just say, “It was nice to meet you but I’m not feeling this”? Well. I don’t think that’s okay. I think she owes me. It’s the reason I make sure I take my dates to the most expensive places. It’s why I insist on paying. Because then she feels like she owes me, you know?’ 

Is he for fucking real? I frantically click on the three dots in the corner and hit report. He’s promoting sexual assault. This has to be taken down. I tap the ‘violence or dangerous organisations’ option; his horrible distorted voice drones on in the background.

‘Last night’s date was date three. I’ll call her Ruby. Ruby’s hot. Of course she’s hot, I wouldn’t waste my time on a dog. No matter what anyone tells you about ugly women being better in bed, ignore it. It’s not true. And you don’t want to be seen out with an ugly female; it reflects badly on you. If someone sees you out with an ugly woman, they will assume you can’t get anything better. You don’t want that. You want people looking at your date with envy. You want them to think that this stunning woman is with you because you’re the man. No one will think that if you’re with some ugly girl, right? I’ve gone off on a tangent; I was telling you about last night with Ruby. So yeah, it’s our third date and time to pull out the stops so I took her to the most expensive, exclusive restaurant around here. You know I can’t tell you where I am because The Feds, but, let me assure you, this place is everything. It’s the sort of place where the wait list has a wait list. So when I told her that’s where we were going, I knew she was wet for me already. I knew I’d be getting it.’ 

I feel the lovely food and wine I had earlier this evening curdle in my belly, threatening to come back up. But I can’t stop listening.

 ‘And I wasn’t wrong. You guys have never seen a woman so blatantly gagging for it. But I kept teasing her. Kept telling her exactly what I planned to do to her when we got to mine. She didn’t even want to see the dessert menu. That’s how desperate she was for me. Saved me some coin. 

‘We got back to mine and I still didn’t even kiss her. Poured her a wine, took her shoes off, massaged her feet. She was practically whinnying with want when I put my hands on her. In the end I made her plead with me to fuck her. And she was so wet I didn’t even need to bother with foreplay. Slipped right in. When I’d finished I called her a car. She was so grateful she didn’t even ask to stay the night. Just kept saying thank you and looking at me with tears in her eyes and went home like a good girl. Obviously I blocked her the minute the door was closed behind her. If you’re watching this, Ruby, thanks for the orgasm. Don’t call me. 

‘If any of you want to learn my secrets of seduction, click the link in my bio and sign up to my Masters in Sex class. You’ll soon be beating them off instead of yourself.’ 

He laughs like a demon before adding, ‘Oh, I almost forgot. Before I sign out for the night and pick which female I’m going to sleep with, I want to wish someone a very happy birthday. I know you watch my stories, Kacey, I hope you’re enjoying them. Happy birthday, doll. There’s a present on its way to you soon. I’m sure you’re gonna love it.’ He laughs again and the screen goes blank.

I sit staring at my phone screen for a few minutes, my brain desperately trying to process what I’ve just seen. Whoever this Kacey person is, it sounds like there’s something pretty horrible heading her way. If I was still in the business of making this my business, I’d try to track her down and warn her. No woman, especially not a birthday twin of mine, deserves anything from that cretin. If there was anyone who could make me end my murder-sobriety it’s this guy. I should block him and get on with my life. But I just can’t bring myself to do it. Like I said, he needs eyes on him.

Charlie is at my side with our drinks. ‘What was that you were watching? Birthday message from a friend?’

‘Absolutely not,’ I say. I hold my phone up to him. ‘Have you heard of this Blaze Bundy person?’

Charlie rolls his eyes. ‘That misogynistic piece of crap? Yes. Unfortunately. Harry’s a follower and has been banging on about him for weeks. He keeps sending me links like “How To Discipline Your Girlfriend” or something equally gross.’ Harry is Charlie’s brother and this revelation doesn’t surprise me one bit, which tells you all you need to know about Harry. ‘I checked out his accounts. He’s disgusting. Needs shutting down,’ Charlie’s saying now. ‘Why are you watching his shit? He makes me fucking angry and I have a nice spot within the patriarchy so I don’t even know how furious it would make a woman.’ My Charlie, the ally.

‘Pretty fucking furious,’ I say through gritted teeth. ‘It’s just so backward and gross. I can’t believe anyone actually listens to him, let alone laps it up like his three point whatever million followers do.’ Charlie sits down next to me, handing me my coffee and sliding my phone out of my hand. 

‘Yep. He’s a total tool. But anyway, don’t think about him. Not now. Don’t let him put you in a bad mood and ruin your birthday night.’ He leans over and kisses me on the neck. ‘You look very beautiful, by the way. Did I mention that?’ I turn to face him and kiss him on the mouth, gently, slowly. Yes. Distraction. This is what I need.

‘You did not,’ I say. ‘Why don’t you tell me now?’

‘You look very beautiful tonight, Kitty Collins.’ He kisses my neck again, takes my coffee out of my hand and puts it on the floor.

‘Even for a thirty-year-old?’ I say as his lips make their way down my throat. 

‘Hottest thirty-year-old I’ve ever seen.’ He’s unbuttoning my shirt now, slipping it over my shoulders. ‘Now be quiet. I’ve got work to do here.’ 

I sigh as his mouth dips down even lower and soon I’m not thinking about Blaze Bundy and his fucked-up video. I’m not thinking about anything other than how very lucky I am to have Charlie. And Charlie’s very skilful tongue.
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Kitty and Charlie’s apartment, Chelsea

‘Oh, I almost forgot,’ Charlie says a little bit later after he’s distracted me on the sofa, in the shower and in the bedroom. Twice. ‘There’s a package for you in the lounge. It came earlier. Shall I get it?’ I make a move to untangle myself from the sheets we’ve managed to twist into sweaty knots but Charlie shakes his head. ‘You stay exactly where you are. I’m not done with you yet.’ 

I watch as he gets out of bed, naked, and wanders through to get my post, thinking again how lucky I am to have him in my life. I’ve never had a love like this. A love where I feel safe and secure, no leaking anxiety slowly poisoning everything. It’s like Charlie sees me, sees my scars, but instead of recoiling from them, he runs his fingers along them, kisses them. He doesn’t want to make me better, but he does. He has his own scars too, a broken relationship with his father, a bone-deep wound left by the death of his mother, his own addiction – drugs – that he will always be in the shadow of. And I kiss them too, hoping that I also make him better but without wanting to change him at all. 

Charlie returns about ten minutes later with a fruit platter, two glasses of champagne, a small parcel and an envelope. 

‘Oh,’ I say. I don’t get a lot of unexpected post these days. Since I took a step back from Instagram, the freebies that used to arrive by the truckload have more or less stopped coming. Charlie hands me the envelope. It’s thick and white and has a postmark from France. It’s from my mother. It must be. She’s been living on the French Riviera for the best part of fifteen years. Ever since the night my world came crashing down and I walked in on my father trying to rape her. I lashed out, smashing his head in with an antique vase. It turns out antique vases are pretty sturdy and the blow killed him instantly. I can’t imagine anything from Next at Home causing such damage to a human skull. Anyway, I saved my mother and then she saved me back by getting rid of the body. In one of my father’s own abattoirs. Being an heiress to a meat-processing business has its perks, even for a vegan like me. Things were never the same between my mother and me after that night though. I think we both saw something in each other that scared us. Still, she’s the only person I know in France who would send me something for my birthday. Not that I was expecting anything. It’s more her style to transfer an obscene amount of money from my father’s fortune into my bank account. But I won’t look a gift card in the mouth or whatever the saying is. I take the package from Charlie, the envelope forgotten for the moment. Who’s interested in cards when there are presents? I tear off the paper and find a deep red jewellery box inside.

‘Gosh,’ I say to Charlie. ‘This is from Cartier. She’s really pushed the boat out this year.’ Charlie leans over my shoulder, keen to get a close-up of whatever my mother has sent me. I open the box and inside is one of the most beautiful necklaces I’ve ever seen. A small cylindric pendant made of white gold and encrusted in dozens of tiny diamonds which twinkle up at me. I pull the necklace out of the box, gently, because the chain is as thin as spider thread. ‘Wow,’ I say. ‘This is beautiful.’ I turn the little pendant over in my fingers a few times. It’s gorgeous. There’s a card in the package too. I take it out.

My darling Kitty, 

Happy thirtieth birthday, beautiful girl.

Please wear this necklace always so part of me is forever with you.

I love you.

Your mother x

Christ, she makes it sound like she’s implanted some of her DNA in it or something. Ew. I hope she hasn’t. It’s very pretty though. No one can say Carmella Collins doesn’t have taste.

‘Shall I?’ Charlie asks, holding his hand out for the necklace. I nod and stand up, pulling my hair out of the way so he can fasten it around my neck. Then I look at my reflection in the mirror. The pendant sparkles back, a tiny galaxy sitting at my throat. ‘It looks beautiful on you.’

He’s absolutely correct. I can barely tear my eyes away from my reflection, but then I remember the envelope. My mother hasn’t sent me a birthday card in years. Certainly not in my adult life. She ostensibly doesn’t believe in cards, thinks it’s a waste of paper and time, but I actually think it’s just because she never usually remembers until it’s too late. The envelope is luxuriously thick and white and the card inside feels expensive too. But when I pull the contents out, I realise it’s not a birthday card at all. It’s an invitation.

A wedding invitation.

To my mother’s wedding.

Kitty Collins and Charlie Chambers are cordially 
invited to join Carmella and Gabriel as they 
celebrate their wedding.

What? 

Who the hell is Gabriel? 

Can my mother even get married? As far as the rest of the world knows my dad’s a missing person. No one apart from the two of us knows for sure that he’s never coming back. My head swims and I need to sit back down on the bed as I read the rest of the invitation.

The wedding is in ten days. 

‘What you got, Collins?’ Charlie asks, looking at the invitation in my hands.

‘My mother’s getting married. Soon. In France. She wants us to go,’ I say miserably.

‘Sounds fun,’ Charlie says, popping a grape into his mouth and bursting it with his teeth. It’s something I’d usually find achingly sexy, but right now it just irritates me. I need some time to process this news. There’s a lot to unpack. Not just the fact that my mother is marrying someone I’ve never met, never had the chance to vet, her track record with men isn’t the best, let’s be honest. But also, why didn’t she tell me sooner? Is our relationship so fractured that she couldn’t share this news with her only child? I suppose it is. Something shattered between us the day my dad died, something irreparable. There’s a reason we’ve barely spent more than an hour in the same country since then, a reason we can’t look at each other. I won’t be going to this wedding. 

‘I’ll start looking for flights,’ Charlie is saying. ‘What’s the date?’

‘We’re not going,’ I tell him. ‘No. Nope. No way.’

He looks at me, confused.

‘Why not? It’s your mum. You can’t miss her wedding.’ 

‘I’ve barely seen her in the past fifteen years,’ I say, aware my voice is getting hysterically high-pitched. ‘I’ve never even met Gabriel.’ I say the name in an exaggerated French accent. ‘Why would I want to go to the wedding? And why would I ask you to endure it too?’

Charlie looks at me, a little crease appears between his eyebrows.

‘But I want to meet your mum,’ he says. His voice is all calm and even and in its usual key which makes me even angrier. I feel my jaw tense. I’m sure I read about a Botox treatment that stops this. I need to look into it before I grind my teeth to powder. ‘I want her to get out the Kitty baby photos,’ Charlie is saying. ‘I want to know everything about you when you were little. I bet you were super cute.’

‘But I want us to go on holiday together this summer,’ I whine. ‘Somewhere really hot and exotic. Like Mexico. Or the Seychelles. Lots of sun. Floating breakfasts. Couples massages. Lazy, holiday sex.’

‘We can do all of that in the South of France,’ he says. 

I don’t want to go to fucking France and face my mother. 

Not after everything that happened. It’s a whole level of family dysfunctionality that I’d really like to keep hidden from my shiny, new live-in boyfriend. 

‘It’s not the same,’ I grumble.

Charlie leans over and takes my hands in his, stroking my fingers with his thumbs. ‘It’s your mum, Kits,’ he says, still in his sensible voice. ‘I know things are weird between you and all that, but it’s your mum. I’d give anything to get something like this in the post from my mum.’ He’d have a fucking Olympic-sized shock considering his mum has been dead for almost twenty years. I don’t say this even though the words are dancing on my tongue.

‘You’re emotionally blackmailing me,’ I say instead. Charlie’s mum died when he was a teenager, leaving him with his emotionally constipated father and brown-nosing, money-loving brother. Her death and his grief sent him spiralling into a pretty severe cocaine addiction that almost ruined his life. It was only when he founded The Refugee Charity that he got clean and started healing.

Charlie thinks for a moment. ‘A little bit,’ he concedes. ‘And I’m sorry for that. But it’s more that I’m asking you to remember that we don’t get the luxury of knowing how long people are going to be in our lives for. I don’t want you to regret anything.’ He lifts my hands to his lips and kisses them. ‘Your mum obviously wants you there for her special day. Why not use it as a chance to repair your relationship? She must really mean it. That necklace isn’t nothing.’

‘About ten grand,’ I say. ‘Loose change to my mother.’

‘Kitty, I wish you’d tell me what happened with the two of you,’ he says. ‘I wish you’d let me in.’

‘You know everything,’ I say even though it’s not true. Charlie doesn’t know what really happened to my dad, Michael ‘Captain’ Collins. Like the rest of the world, Charlie thinks he mysteriously vanished one night, never to be heard of again. ‘She took off to France the moment she was sure I’d be able to survive by myself and didn’t look back.’ It’s not exactly a lie. There’s also the fact that I despise myself for failing to protect her. I wasn’t there for her when I was younger, when she really needed me. I was in my father’s thrall like so many other people. A daddy’s girl while he hurt and humiliated my mother. It turned out that night was just the tip of the domestic -
abuse iceberg. She went through so much at his hands and I should’ve realised it sooner. It’s something I can never forgive myself for. It’s why I find it so hard to be near her. 

Guilt. 

It’s a fucking killer.

‘Will you at least think about it?’ Charlie asks.

‘No,’ I say firmly with a shake of my head. ‘We’re not going. And I’m actually furious that she’s sprung this on me like this. On my fucking birthday.’ I grab one of the flutes of champagne from the tray and down it in one even though my head is starting to thump.

Charlie looks at me. All sad face and puppy eyes which would usually make me melt. I don’t care. He won’t change my mind about this. ‘Do you want some more champagne?’ he asks eventually.

‘No, thank you,’ I say. ‘I’m done celebrating my birthday now.’ I pull the sheets over me and close my eyes feeling like a horrible bitch. Charlie and I have never gone to sleep on an argument before. 

Trust my mother to make it happen for the first time.
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Kitty and Charlie’s apartment, Chelsea

When I wake up, I reach for Charlie. My heart sinks a little when I realise he’s not next to me and I remember our argument the night before. 

This is the start of it then. The start of him seeing me for who I really am and pulling away. 

I can’t really blame him, I suppose. He lost his mother, who he adored, and he can’t understand why I wouldn’t leap at the chance to have mine back in my life. I gently touch the pendant around my neck. He is probably realising right now that I’m not as good as he is. Not good enough for him. 

You don’t have a dad but you don’t try to push Charlie into a relationship with his. 

I shake the thought away, even though it’s actually a very good point. But, just as I’m about to crawl out of bed and find Charlie probably getting ready to move back into his own flat, the bedroom door swings open and he comes in with a tray loaded with breakfast paraphernalia. 

‘Breakfast in bed for your birthday Boxing Day,’ he says. ‘And to say sorry. I shouldn’t have pushed things last night.’ I watch, just delighted that he isn’t leaving me, as he places the tray down next to the bed and hands me a coffee. ‘There’s something I haven’t told you,’ Charlie says, fixing my eyes with his. My heart sinks. No conversation in the entire history of conversations has gone well after opening with that line.

‘What is it?’ I pull my hands away from his, crossing my arms over my chest. He suddenly looks so dejected I want to pull him into my arms again but I can’t. I’ve drawn a line between us. 

‘My mum and me weren’t speaking when she died,’ he says, dropping his gaze to his hands which are now in his lap. 

‘Why not?’

‘She knew about the drugs,’ he says miserably.

‘What do you mean?’ Charlie had always let me think that he’d turned to drugs after his mum died, using them to bury his grief and fill his hollows. I didn’t know he was already taking them before her death. 

‘I started when she got ill,’ he says, still not meeting my eyes. ‘I couldn’t cope. Seeing her so sick and helpless and knowing there was nothing I could do. Anyway, she knew. She knew me better than anyone, she could tell that I wasn’t okay. Obviously she didn’t approve.’ He gives a bark of dark laughter before finally lifting his gaze up to mine. ‘I was so angry with her, Kits. For getting cancer. Which is really fucking stupid because it wasn’t her fault. She needed me and I was too selfish to see it. I don’t think I’ll ever forgive myself.’

Now. 

Now would be the perfect
































































Keep Reading

Find out where Kitty’s journey began. . . 
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Meet Kitty Collins.
FRIEND. LOVER. KILLER.

He was following me. That guy from the nightclub who wouldn’t leave me alone.

I hadn’t intended to kill him of course. But I wasn’t displeased when I did and, despite the mess I made, I appeared to get away with it.

That’s where my addiction started . . .

I’ve got a taste for revenge and quite frankly, I’m killing it.
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Something bad happened last night. 

I’ve woken up with the hangover from hell, a stranger in my bed, and I’ve gone viral for the worst reasons. My best friend Posey is dead. The police think it was a tragic accident. 

I know she was murdered.

There’s only one thing stopping me from dying of shame. I need to find a killer.

But after last night, I can’t remember a thing…
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… and there’s even more Kitty Collins in the third book in the series!
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If a man hurt your best friend – like, really hurt her – what would you do?


	Key his car?

	Broadcast what a scumbag he is to everyone in his life?

	Hunt him down and chop him into little pieces?



If you picked number 3, I think we could be friends. Because that is exactly what I intend to do.

I’ve tracked this lowlife to LA and brought my little sister Antoinette along for the ride. It’s like a girls’ trip, only with more knives.

It won’t be the first time I’ve killed for revenge. But it will be the sweetest.

Available in audio, ebook, and paperback
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