


Chapter Eight

I stare at Jack, dumbfounded, and sink back into my seat. I can’t seem to get what he’s just said through my head. At last I find my voice.

‘What?’ I say, almost laughing in disbelief. ‘You mean – you’ve kidnapped me?’

Jack gives a sharp nod, his lips tight.

‘But . . . how on earth are you going to get away with this?’ I’m struggling to take it in. ‘Jimmy and Charlie know I’m with you. They know who you are.’

‘Do they?’ The words rap out and strike me with a force that makes me blink.

Do they? I feel like I’ve plunged over the edge of a cliff. They don’t know where we are. I don’t know where I am. Oh my God – no one has a clue. 

‘But you’re Charlie’s friend,’ I say lamely.

‘Charlie has no idea,’ Jack says. He walks into a small galley kitchen that leads off the dining area and gets two glasses of water from the tap. My mind races as I watch him. 

‘They know your name and where you work!’ I call through the open door. 

‘No they don’t.’ He returns and puts a glass down in front of me, then sits and gulps his while I stare into the ripples in the water, a cold horror filling me. I look up at him.

‘You’re not . . . who you said you are,’ I whisper.

He shakes his head. ‘Nope.’

‘You don’t design cars.’

He shakes his head again.

‘Then what about the one outside?’

‘That’s nothing for you to worry about. Let’s just say a friend lent it to me.’

‘Then . . .’ I’m putting pieces together. It’s a puzzle that I seem to have been doing all my life, afraid of seeing what it will finally reveal. And now the pieces have slotted together and it’s finished. The picture on it is my worst nightmare. The words come out shaky. ‘Then you know who I am.’

Jack gulps more water and gives a short, mirthless laugh as he slams the glass back down. ‘It was kinda cute, the way you tried to put me off the scent.’ He does an imitation of my voice. ‘“Oh yes, my sisters are called Florence and Frances.”’

I wince. I feel heavy, sick and dazed, as though someone has put stones in my stomach. ‘But you already knew.’

‘Of course I did.’ He won’t look at me. Instead he’s pushing a droplet of water around the tabletop.

‘How? Charlie says he didn’t tell you.’

‘He didn’t. I’ve known a long time.’ Then he looks up at me, the expression in his dark eyes unreadable. ‘I’ve always known.’

A cold shiver runs down my back. I’m suddenly freezing in my thin dress. There’s more here, much more than I understand. I manage to speak, though it’s barely more than a whisper. ‘You want money.’

Jack’s fists clench and a look of fury crosses his face. ‘I don’t want your money,’ he spits.

‘But then . . . why?’ For the first time, I feel a rush of misery and tears spring to my eyes. ‘Why, Jack?’ A tear spills over and runs down my cheek. ‘Why are you doing this?’

He sees and looks away. ‘I told you, I’m not going to explain. No more questions.’ His voice is rough, as though he can’t bear to see my sadness. When I sniff, he strides towards the door. ‘I’m getting some things from the car.’ Then he stops and turns back towards me, breathing hard. ‘But before I do . . . I’m sorry, Summer, but you can’t stay there.’

I look about me at the blameless dining area, wiping away my tears and sniffing. ‘Why not?’

He comes over and takes my arm again, lifting me up although not roughly. ‘Follow me.’ 

Jack leads me to a door that opens off the living area. Inside is a small room with one window, tiny and set high up in the wall so that it’s more like a skylight. It’s impossible to reach without standing on something. There’s some sparse furnishing, including a single bed covered in a patchwork quilt. ‘Wait in here,’ he instructs. 

I look around the bedroom. ‘Oh – I see. Is this my cell? Is this where you’re going to keep me?’ I turn on him, my eyes flashing. My tears are gone. And I’m not going to let him see me cry again. ‘Are you one of those crazies who takes girls and keeps them prisoner for decades? Have you been building some kind of dungeon for me, like those evil losers in the news? Maybe you’ve seen my picture in magazines and decided that you’re going to adopt me as your own little pet, is it that?’ I laugh bitterly. ‘You’re pathetic!’

His own eyes darken in response. ‘Shut up! Don’t say that.’ 

‘Well, it is pathetic!’

‘You don’t know the first fucking thing about this,’ he shoots back, his expression fierce. ‘And I’m putting you here so you don’t do something stupid like run off and get lost where nobody can fucking find you. So shut up and stay here till I get back.’

He steps out of the room and slams the door. The key turns in the lock and I’m left staring at the white-painted wood of the door, wondering how on earth I got here, and how I’m going to get out.

I walk to the bed and sit down on it, staring at the pretty squares of patchwork. 

Flora, are you there? Can you believe this asshole?

Summer . . . you flew close to the wind talking to him like that. You need to be more careful.

I’m not going to let him treat me like this without putting up a fight! Besides, what if I’m right? What if he’s decided to keep me for the foreseeable, like those poor girls I’ve read about?

Your safety is paramount. Don’t do anything foolish until you understand more about what’s going on here.

I close my eyes and realise my fists are clenched hard. But this is my worst nightmare! What am I going to do? What if he wants to hurt me, or kill me? What if I never see you again?

Stay strong. I’m with you. I’ll find you, wherever you are.

I’m shaking. The shock is hitting me now. I hunch over to keep warm, my body beginning to shiver violently. I hope to God my twin telepathy is real. I pray that Flora, wherever she is, can hear me or at least sense that I’m reaching out to her. All my life, I’ve feared this very thing. And now it’s happened and I have the horrible feeling that this has always been my fate and there was nothing I could do to avoid it. I’ve been walking towards Jack without knowing it. I had to meet him. And now, here I am, alone and completely at his mercy. 

I’m afraid.



I don’t know how long it is before Jack returns but when the door opens, I don’t open my eyes. I stay where I am, hunched and shivering on the bed.

‘Summer?’ he says roughly as he throws a bag on the floor. ‘Are you okay?’

I don’t answer. I can’t. My teeth are chattering and I’m shaking so hard, I must look like I’m wired to the mains or something. He’s beside me in two strides.

‘What’s wrong? Are you cold? Here, I’ll get a blanket.’ I hear him go to the closet and open it. He rummages about and a moment later he’s back, and a blanket is draped around my shoulders. ‘It’s not so cold here but your dress is thin. What did you bring with you . . .?’ He leaves me again and I hear him unzip something. I open my eyes to see him squatting by my bag, frowning at the contents. The sight is enough to enable me to speak through my chattering teeth.

‘Not much, I’m afraid. I guess I would have brought more if you’d told me I was going to be kidnapped!’

Jack says nothing but pulls out the cardigan I packed in case of a midnight swim. He tosses it over towards me. ‘Put it on if you’re still cold.’

I take it and pull it under the blanket. Instead of putting it on, I clutch it to me like it’s a comforter, hugging it as though it were my favourite teddy. Jack is watching and when I glance up, I can see that same look of bewilderment in his face. 

He doesn’t know why he’s doing this.

That thought comes unbidden into my mind, a little spark of revelation. But when I look again, his face has taken on the closed-off look I already feel I know so well. That glimpse of his humanity helps me calm down and take control. I force myself to breathe regularly, and attempt to stop shaking. As Jack stands up and looks down at me on the bed, I manage to control myself enough to bring the trembling down to a minimum.

‘What’s going to happen now?’ I ask.

Jack paces about again, his agitation returning. ‘We’re going to stay here for a while. I’m not sure how long. Please don’t think about calling anyone – I’ve got your phone and there’s no landline here. And if you’ve got any crazy ideas about trying to escape, then forget it. All the doors and windows are locked, and even if you did get out, there are miles between us and anyone else. You’d never find your way.’

There’s always a way, I think, but I don’t say anything. I need to listen to what he’s saying.

‘Your family will see sense pretty soon,’ he continues. He stops pacing and turns to look at me. His eyes are glowing with a fierce intensity. ‘They won’t want to risk anything happening to you. Not after last time.’

‘So you know about that, do you?’ A bitter depression swamps me. ‘You know what we’ve been through in the past and yet you’re still able to inflict that kind of pain on my family again?’ A mirthless laugh escapes my lips. ‘Well, congratulations. I think you’ve just won the Fucking Shit of the Year competition.’

His expression changes in front of my eyes, his face contorting with fury. ‘You don’t know what you’re fucking talking about!’ he roars. ‘You have no idea!’ He seems to want to burst out with something more, but stops himself, turns on his heel and storms out, slamming the door behind him. The lock shoots back into place. He’s left me on my own.



I don’t know how much later it is when the door opens again. I’ve been lying here, staring into the darkness, my thoughts whirling round and round until, without realising it, I’m trembling on the edge of sleep. It’s only when I start up at the sound of the door that I guess how close I was to unconsciousness. I can’t believe I could relax so far as to sleep.

‘Summer?’ Jack’s voice comes softly from the doorway. ‘Are you okay?’

‘What do you care?’ I retort, pulling the blanket tighter around me. I’m warm now but I still need its comfort.

‘The light was still on. I wondered if maybe you can’t sleep.’

‘You expect me to sleep?’ I demand, not admitting I was about to sink into slumber despite the light blazing out. ‘After what you’ve done?’

He stands there silently for a moment. I won’t look at him so I have no idea of his expression. After a while he says, ‘I haven’t done anything to you.’

I can’t let that go. I wrench myself round to stare at him furiously. ‘Then take me home! Right now.’

He looks tired and there’s a shadow of dark stubble on his chin. His hair is mussed as though he’s been running his hands through it. He sighs, his shoulders hunching slightly, and then says quietly, ‘I can’t do that. Not now.’

‘Why not?’

‘It’s . . . it’s too late for that.’

I sense something wavering in him, and push on. ‘Why is it? It’s not too late! Please, Jack . . .’ My voice is filled with all the beseeching I can put into it. ‘Please, take me home. We can put this behind us, I promise.’

He looks down, and puts his hands in his pockets. He’s like a boy whose been caught out doing something wrong and now wants to admit it and makes amends, but is too proud to stoop to it.

I speak in a soft, cajoling voice. ‘Please take me home, Jack. You know it’s the best thing you can do.’

His face twists and he bursts out, ‘I can’t do that, Summer! I told you, it’s too late now. I’ve got you here, and I have to keep you here.’

‘Why? For how long?’

‘Until your family does the right thing!’

‘My family? So this is about money!’ I can’t hide the scorn that I feel from showing in my face. ‘All along you’ve planned this abduction so you can ransom me for cash . . .’ I shake my head. ‘And I trusted you. Jimmy said not to, but I didn’t listen. I thought he was being unkind not giving you a chance. I should have paid attention to him – after all, I know for sure that he’s a genuine friend. Not someone who wants to make a buck out of me.’

‘It’s not that simple,’ Jack says shortly. ‘You don’t understand.’

‘So tell me.’ I stare at him furiously. ‘Make me understand.’

He returns my stare mutely, his eyes narrowing.

‘So here’s something you don’t understand,’ I snap. ‘If you think you’re going to make money out of my family, you’re wrong. For your information, my father has just decided to cut me off. I’m not the rich little girl you think I am. I’ve probably got less money than you.’

Jack’s complexion visibly pales. ‘What?’ he stammers.

I feel something like a surge of disappointment. So it was all just for cash. He’s done this for the money. He is no different to all the rest of the gold-diggers and gigolos. No, wait, he’s worse. After all, none of them tried to kidnap me.

‘Your father has cut you off? He doesn’t care about you?’ He looks almost agonised. 

‘I can see you’re clearly sympathetic to my plight,’ I say sarcastically. ‘But yes. He doesn’t give a shit about me any more. So if you’re after money, you’ve made a big mistake. You may as well let me go right now!’

Jack hardly seems to hear me. He’s staring at me, flabbergasted. I expect him to say something, but he says nothing, just turns on his heel and walks out. As he goes, he flips the light switch and slams the door to behind him.

I’m left in total darkness, staring at the unseeable walls of the strange room I’m in.

Flora’s voice seems to whisper in my ear. That was dangerous, Summer. Maybe he thinks you have no value if there’s no money to be had.

I don’t care! I sound defiant but I’m scared. He may as well know right now that my father isn’t going to pay any ransom.

With that thought, I lie back on the pillows and curl up under my blanket. When two hot tears break out from under my lids and flow down my cheeks, I wipe them angrily away.

‘Fuck it, I’m not going to cry,’ I say through clenched teeth.

But the fear that my father won’t care when he learns what’s happened makes my heart want to break.





Chapter Eleven

I’ve been on my own in this room for so many hours now, sometimes sitting on the bed and sometimes lying on it, staring up at the ceiling and wondering how my life has shrunk down to these four walls. 

Jack must have seen the expression of horror on my face when he told me that this was about revenge, because he hustled me quickly back in to my tiny bedroom as though he couldn’t stand the sight of me. Since then he’s knocked at the door and offered me food, but I refused to answer and eventually he gave up and went away. I spent a whole day in here and fell asleep crying. Now I’m awake again, wishing it wasn’t to find I’m still in this nightmare. My stomach feels so empty and the hopeful gurgles it gives out from time to time tell me I’m hungry, but I have no appetite at all. I’m afraid, and that seems to have quelled my ability to feel hunger.

Why am I here?

I always thought that it was my father’s money that was the risk factor in my life. It was the motivating force for people who wanted to harm us. It was the reason we lived in fortresses with guards, watched over by ever-observant cameras and security screens, why our homes had panic rooms and electric fences. As long as money was the motive, then there was also a way to buy safety – a ransom could always be paid. Even if my father didn’t choose to pay, he had the means to.

But Jack doesn’t want money . . . his motive is something else entirely. What could he want revenge for? What have I ever done to him?

I lie, staring up unseeingly at the white-painted ceiling, feeling almost frozen by the emotions swirling through me, wondering what on earth I can do now and what Jack intends to do with me. I know nothing about him and yet I can’t believe he truly intends to hurt me. I think back to the way he talked to me about his family, his sister, his mother. I think of the expressions on his face – the bewilderment, the concern, the happiness and laughter. Either he is the greatest actor the world has ever known, or he has at times been honest with me, and been himself. I’m sure I’ve seen the real Jack – and that’s why I can’t understand how he can be capable of a ruthless kidnap. 

But if he can do that, what’s to stop him doing something worse?



It’s early evening when there is another knock at the door.

‘Summer? C’mon, you must be hungry by now. Do you want something to eat?’

His voice comes through the door a little muffled, but I can still hear the beseeching note in it. I can tell he’s worried about me.

Good. He should be.

I don’t reply but carry on staring upwards. I’m wondering what Jimmy is thinking right now. Surely he must be getting worried, without any word from me for two days and nights. He’ll be doing something to find me now, I’m certain of it. 

Jack knocks again. ‘Summer? Are you okay in there? Please say something.’

No. You might be able to control where I am, but you can’t control what I think or say. I stay silent.

He waits a little longer and eventually says, ‘I’m going to open the door, okay? I need to make sure you’re all right.’

Do what you want. See if I care.

A moment later, I hear the key turn in the lock and the door opens. He’s there. I don’t look but I can sense his presence in the doorway. He doesn’t come in, as though he’s hesitant about invading my territory. It’s strange how the ownership of a place can change: when I got here, this room was his place but now that I’ve inhabited it for almost two days, it’s become my space. Even Jack senses that, which is why he doesn’t barge right in. 

‘Are you all right?’ He takes a step over the threshold and I can tell he’s looking over at me. ‘You’re so quiet in here.’

I won’t look at him. What does he expect? That I’ll be singing to myself? Chatting away happily? Doesn’t he understand that when you do something bad to a person, it changes them and how they relate to you? We can’t be what we were.

‘Can I get you something to eat?’

My silence is so intense it can almost be heard. The stubbornness of my refusal to look at him or speak to him is practically vibrating in the air.

‘Please, Summer . . .’ He takes another step towards me, his voice full of pleading. ‘I don’t want to hurt you. You’ve got to understand that.’

Don’t do this. Don’t ask for my pity. I’m the one who’s suffering here. Not you.

He sinks down into the small rattan armchair by the closet. I can hear it creak under his weight. It’s ornamental, really, not made for sitting in. He’s silent too and after a while, I slide my gaze over to see what he’s doing. He’s not looking at me any more – he’s hunched over with his head in his hands. I stare at him, wondering why he’s looking so defeated. Then at last he speaks, his cracked voice low and husky.

‘Shit, I’m not cut out for this,’ he mumbles to the floor. ‘I thought I could do it easily. But it’s not as simple as I imagined.’ He looks up at me, his dark-brown eyes agonised, his expression almost pleading. ‘You think I’m a pretty evil guy, don’t you? Well, I’m not. But I thought I’d be able to see this through all right and that I was tough enough to do it without getting affected by it. I told myself that all I had to do was think about why I was doing it, and that would be enough to keep me strong. And – if I’m honest with you – I thought you’d be a bitch. That would make it easy, you know? Because you’d be a haughty mean girl with your nose in the air, someone who needed a fucking good lesson. But you’re not like that at all.’

I stare back at him, hoping my gaze is an eloquent one. I’m thinking that even a spoiled little rich girl doesn’t deserve to be frightened like this, no matter how irritating she might be. 

Jack gazes back at the floor as though he can’t take the look in my eyes. Despite everything I can’t help admiring him: the taut muscles under his T-shirt, the width of his shoulders and the depth at his ribcage. His dark hair gleams in the late afternoon light coming through the small window, and his skin looks warm and smooth.

He speaks again. ‘But I’ve done it now. It’s done. It had to be done. I’ve got to see it through.’

I can’t stop myself. ‘But why?’ I ask, my voice full of despair. ‘Why? I thought we were friends. I thought we were becoming more than friends.’

He winces. ‘I . . . That wasn’t supposed to happen. I mean, it was the way I was going to get close to you – pretending I wanted to date you and stuff. But I honestly imagined I was going to have to steel myself to bear your presence. I told myself I could do it, even if it repelled me. I wasn’t supposed to enjoy it but then I did. As for actually liking you – I would never have believed it was possible.’

His words make my mouth go dry. ‘Why do you hate me so much?’ I whisper. ‘What have I done to you?’

‘It isn’t you.’ He sits up, straightening his body, looking me full in the face. ‘It’s your tribe, the people you belong to.’

‘My family? But why?’ I crease my brow, trying to think of what my father might have done to hurt Jack. ‘Is it business?’

He shakes his head. ‘Nothing like that. No.’ 

‘Then I don’t understand.’

‘Your family hurt my family. We were both kids at the time, so I guess neither of us were to blame for what happened, and sure, it wasn’t just your family’s fault. But we’ve suffered ever since, every day. We lost so much and I’ve never forgotten it. I can’t. My grandparents . . . they’ve suffered too. My brother. He told me that one day it would be my destiny to redress the balance, and make sure that your family pays its dues. That’s what I’ve been planning for and working towards. I’m halfway there. I’ve got to keep going.’ His eyes take on that agonised look again. ‘I can’t let them all down.’

‘How can your family possibly want you to do this?’ I ask. I push myself up on an elbow so I can look at him properly, then sit up completely, tucking my legs up under myself. ‘This is a criminal act, Jack! You can go to prison for it. Your own life could be ruined. Why would they want that?’

‘They want justice!’ he says, his voice rougher all of a sudden. ‘And so do I. We want recompense for everything we’ve gone through. Your family has money to cushion itself against life, and we have nothing. It’s not fair, Summer. I have to make it right for all of us, and if that means I sacrifice my future, then that’s the way it has to be.’

We’re back at the money.

‘You need to explain,’ I say. ‘I want to help you if I can. If my family really has caused yours pain and distress, then I want to make it right. But unless you tell me what we’re supposed to have done, I can’t do that. Will you tell me what we did to you?’

‘Yes.’ He closes his eyes and seems to think for a moment. When he opens them, the soft brown velvet is smouldering with intensity. ‘You killed my father. You condemned my family to a life without him, and to poverty. You condemned my grandparents to unending grief in their old age. You made my brother rot away his life in prison. That’s what your family did to mine.’ He stands up, his face twisting with the emotion that’s clearly surging through him. ‘That’s why you’re here. I need something the Hammonds really care about, to make them listen to me and to make them understand what it feels like to have someone take away a person you care about.’ He looks at me. ‘You’re that person.’

I’m aghast. ‘How did we do those things to you?’ I demand. 

‘Did they never tell you about us?’

I shake my head. ‘No, not a thing.’

He laughs bitterly. ‘I guess no one gave us another thought.’ Then his lips tighten. ‘Well, they’re going to think about it now, I can promise you that.’ He sits down again and looks over at me. ‘I wasn’t going to move so fast, but I don’t think I can wait this out as long as I’d expected. They were going to sweat for a good long time, but I can’t do it.’ He pulls something out of his pocket. I realise it’s my phone. ‘Soon I’m going to send a message.’

‘Who to?’

‘To your family.’

‘What’s the message?’ As I stare at the phone, I feel a surge of energy. This is a lifeline. Surely if I move quickly, I could snatch it from him. Maybe run to the little bathroom and lock myself in – I’ll be able to call the police, find my location with the maps app, alert them to what’s happened . . .

Jack gets up and comes to sit beside me on the bed. ‘Tell me your code.’

‘Tell me the message,’ I say, turning my head to look at him. His nearness is disturbing. I can smell that delicious cologne he wears coming warm from his skin. I can see the dark shadow of stubble sweeping up his jaw and the soft hair at the nape of his neck. 

‘I have something to ask you first.’ He fixes me with a piercing look. ‘Do you believe those things I told you – about how your family has hurt mine?’

I gaze back. I can’t doubt his sincerity – he clearly thinks he has a good cause to hate the Hammonds. But I’ve never heard of the things he’s told me, and I can’t imagine my father actively doing the things Jack’s described. It has to be some kind of misunderstanding. Doesn’t it? Then I think of my father’s ruthlessness and his drive to succeed. I know he delights in flattening the competition and trampling over others in his quest for victory. But killing someone? Putting innocent people in prison? Really? 

If he’s not capable of it, then the people who work for him might be. There’s Pierre, his horrible head of security – I can imagine him wiping people out with no qualms at all. I can picture him ordering that sort of thing. Anything to stay in my father’s good books. 

‘Yes,’ I say slowly. ‘I think I do.’

‘Then will you help me? Please?’ Jack looks as though he’s holding his breath.

I gaze down at the phone in my hand. It’s strange that this small rectangle is capable of so much, if I should choose to use it. It could liberate me, it could help Jack, it could change lives in an instant. It’s also dependent on being charged and I don’t have my charger with me. I wonder how much power is left in the battery and if Jack has a charger for it.

I look over at him. ‘I want to help both of us to get out of this as quickly as possible,’ I say frankly. ‘But I need to know more, Jack. I need to know exactly how my family hurt yours. Right from the start.’

He stares back at me. ‘Okay,’ he says. ‘I’ll tell you everything.’





Chapter Fifteen

I’m back in my small room, alone in the dark. 

Jack led me inside after our talk, his mood sombre. He seemed to be sinking away somewhere into a kind of bleak weariness. My fear wavered again. Whenever I thought the worst and wondered what he was capable of, I felt sure he wasn’t the man he was trying to be. I was convinced that he was forcing himself to be a ruthless revenger but that his nature went against it.

Nevertheless, he took me to my room and opened the door.

‘I thought I was going to send a message to my family,’ I ventured, not wanting to go back into that tiny bedroom. I don’t want to be alone. I want to be with Jack.

He sighed. ‘Not tonight. And anyway, we’ll probably use another phone. Do you know your father’s contact number off by heart?’

I thought, and shook my head. ‘No. I keep it in my contacts. But I know Jane-Elizabeth’s.’

He nodded. A nasty shiver crawled across my skin as I realised that he knows exactly who Jane-Elizabeth is. I can’t close my mind to the fact that he has been researching me and my family for some time. ‘Okay,’ he said. His low voice rasped and I couldn’t help the tremor of response in my belly. He stood close to me, setting my skin alight with tingling awareness. I felt as though I needed him near me, and an intense longing for him cut through me – a deep desire for him to fold me in his arms and hold me close.

That’s ridiculous. He’s my captor. How can I feel like that about him?

But I remembered how I felt at the pool party when he emerged out of the shadows to talk to me. We were the two loneliest people in the whole place. And now, here we are. We have only each other. If only it wasn’t in this awful way. We’re together but there’s a gulf between us that seems unbridgeable. A wave of sadness washed through me at the mess we’re in.

He was looking at me, watching my face intently with those dark velvet eyes of his. I wondered if he could read what I was thinking. He murmured, ‘I’m going to sleep now. Can I get you anything?’

I shook my head. We’d eaten a simple supper earlier and my appetite is minuscule anyway.

‘Okay. Then I’ll see you in the morning.’

‘All right. Goodnight, Jack.’

‘Goodnight, Summer.’ He held the door so I could enter my tiny bedroom, then he pulled the door shut behind him. I had nothing else to do, so I curled up on the quilt on my bed to think.


I must have slept but I’m awake now, watching light play on the walls of my room. As I watch it, I realise I can also hear a sound. A kind of snapping and cracking. The light on my walls is yellow and orange. Then I smell it: the acrid scent of wood smoke.

All at once I’m on my feet. I know that these things together mean one thing: fire.

Is someone having a bonfire on the beach? I remember parties late at night on warm shores under starlight, the golden warmth of a flickering fire, its salty smoke fed by driftwood. Maybe I can call out to them – get some help!

I’m at the window, the tiny opening high in the wall that only opens on one side, making it impossible to climb out of. I pull my bed so that it’s under the window but I need the small cane chair by the wardrobe to stand on as well so that I can peer out. Even then, the chair sinks into the mattress and wobbles precariously as I climb on to it. I haul myself upwards, putting my weight on the sill so that the cane of the chair doesn’t crack and bend quite so alarmingly. Now I can look outside and see what’s going on. I gasp.

Oh shit. Oh my God. 

The wooden balcony where we were sitting just a short while ago is ablaze, huge tongues of red flame shooting up into the night air and releasing a dark cloud of thick smoke. I can feel the heat of it, intense even from the distance I’m at. It only takes a second for me to understand the extent of the danger.

The cabin will catch light soon if we can’t douse the flames. Then there’ll be no stopping it.

Cold panic drenches me as I grasp what this means. I will burn to death in here. I can’t escape.

But I have to get out.

I slither down off the chair, and from the bed to the floor. I’m at the door in an instant, wrenching at the handle and screaming. 

‘Jack! Jack! Wake up, for God’s sake! We’re on fire! Please wake up!’

I shake the door, panting, close to hysteria. He’s on the other side of the cabin but surely he can hear me . . . Unless his room is already on fire. I couldn’t see the whole balcony. Maybe the blaze has taken hold of the other side of the building.

Panic builds in my chest, threatening to choke me. I can feel the oxygen fighting its way into my lungs as I gasp against the tightness in my throat. Is this what it will be like when the room fills with smoke and I can’t get the air I need?

Okay, Summer. Calm down. You need to think. If Jack can’t let you out, you need to get out yourself. 

I try to remember what I know about fire safety. The smoke will rise, so if it comes into the room I should stay close to the floor. I have to beware of windows heating up and exploding. 

Come on. I need to do something fast. The fire could be spreading very quickly. If only the door wasn’t locked.

A thought springs into my mind. When I wrenched the handle of the door, it rattled. It hasn’t done that before. I’m back there in two steps, on my knees and squinting into the key hole. There it is. The key in the lock. Jack hasn’t taken it out like he did before.

That’s my only hope.

Years ago when we were children, Flora and I were put in separate rooms by a nanny who told us it was time we were big girls and didn’t sleep in the same room any more. We hated it and always crept to one or the other, so that we could fall asleep whispering our secrets. So she started locking the doors of our rooms. But she always left the key in the locks and once we figured out how to do it, we easily escaped. She was baffled for weeks by the way we were always in one unlocked room – but the other room was locked with the key still in the door. In the end, she gave up and let us go back to sharing. At least that way we stayed in our own beds.

I look about for what I need, but I can see nothing at all. Then I remember my bag, the one that had my beach clothes in it. At the bottom is a thin magazine left over from some trip somewhere, the kind that is mostly advertising and made from thin, slippery paper.

It’s not ideal. But it will do.

I take it to the door. There is a decent gap between the floor and the bottom of the door and, thank goodness, there are smooth wooden floorboards. I push the magazine under the door, but it’s too thick, so I pull it back, open it and detach some of the centre pages. My hands are shaking and my fingers are clumsy but I try not to let panic overcome me.

Come on, Summer. You’ve got to do this. Come on . . .

Split in half, the magazine works better now, and I slide it under the door until only a strip of it is showing on my side. Now I need something small enough to slip into the lock. I don’t have any of those useful hairpins I had when I was eight. I rush around the room, throwing things about in my quest to find what I need. I dash into the bathroom but it’s as bare as I remembered. I can’t see anything that will help me. Back in the bedroom, gazing frantically around, I feel my breathing start to race. I’m going to hyperventilate in a moment. I can hear the fierce crackling of the fire and the heat seems closer now. I imagine the flames licking at the balcony door, then catching the curtains and racing up them to engulf the ceiling. I’ve probably got only minutes.

I glance down and see my sandals on the floor. They have strips of leather that buckle at the ankle. I snatch one up and stare at it. The leather is thin and supple but still strong. I stride to the door and poke the ankle strap into the keyhole. It hits an obstacle at once, but I wiggle it gently, sure that it’s just slim enough to do the job. It moves past the first obstacle with a gentle jerk and then hits another. 

Calm. Stay calm . . . Just a little bit more . . .

My tongue is clenched between my teeth as I try to manipulate the little piece of leather into the keyhole. I’m holding my breath and every muscle is tight with strain. Then I slip and the whole strap comes out. I have to start again.

‘Oh shit!’ I say, my voice high and tremulous with panic. ‘Fucking hell. This has to work. It has to!’

I start again, sliding the leather gently into the keyhole. It goes past the first and then the second obstacle. Now it hits a hard wall. I hope it’s the key itself. I start to push, wiggling the leather as hard as I can. It bends and gives. It won’t push the key out at this rate. I try to hold the sandal in such a way that it gives the leather more rigidity and wiggle it again. I don’t want to panic and find that I’m wasting my time.

‘Come on,’ I beg it, as I shove it forward. ‘Come on, please, please, please . . .’

Then, suddenly, the wall is moving, the leather slides forward rapidly and I hear the clunk of the key hitting the floor.

Elation rushes through me as I drop the sandal to the floor. I did it! Now, please let it have fallen on the paper . . .

Carefully I pull at the edge of paper showing under the door, and obediently it slides towards me, bringing its treasure with it: the heaviness of the key to my room.

It’s there in my hand. I can hardly believe my eyes. With shaking fingers, I slide it into the keyhole and turn it. The door is unlocked. I can get out. The next moment, I’m standing in the main area of the house and looking out aghast at the balcony. It’s alight, the flames reaching up into the night sky. Thank goodness it hasn’t yet reached the house, but it’s feeding heartily on the wooden veranda, and the thick smoke is filling the room, hovering in dense layers. I realise with a start that I’m free now. I can go. The car key is on the counter in the kitchen area. The door is easy to unlock. In a moment, I can escape entirely and I can leave Jack to his fate. Let him take his chances, the way he left me to take mine.

Go, says a little voice in my head. No one knows about this. Go, and you can leave it all behind you. Your family will be safe from his dream of revenge. You’ll be safe too. The fire will destroy him if he doesn’t wake up. Even if he does, it might be too late . . .

I know I can leave, but behind that closed door opposite mine, Jack is asleep. He has no idea what’s happening. I can’t abandon him to such an awful fate.

But he was prepared to hurt you. He’s taken you away from your life against your will. He doesn’t deserve your compassion.

I stand there, the crackling of the fire growing more intense in my ears as thoughts whirl around my head. The heat from the balcony is fierce on my bare skin. I know I could walk away and leave Jack to die. But I’m not that person. I’m not, and I won’t let anyone make me into that person, no matter what they choose to do to me.

I run to his bedroom door and fling it open. Instantly I start to choke and my eyes sting. The smoke has been coming in through the open window and now hangs thick and dense in the air, grey ribbons floating through the room. Jack is asleep on the bed, still fully dressed, one arm flung up on the pillow. How can he sleep in this horrible fug? Unless . . .

A terrible thought strikes me: unless he’s already dead from smoke inhalation.

I rush to him and touch him – he’s breathing but very deeply and he’s closer to unconscious than asleep. I shake him. ‘Jack! Jack – wake up.’

He’s a heavy weight under my hand and barely moves. I use both hands to push his shoulder back and forth, shouting his name, but he still doesn’t wake up. 

‘Fuck it! Will you wake the fuck up, Jack!’ I turn and see the bathroom door open. Dashing in, I turn on the light and see a bucket on the floor by the bath, with a sponge and a back scrubber sticking out of it. I toss them out into the tub and run the bucket as full of cold water as I can, the water hitting the tin with a loud ringing sound. When it’s nearly full, I lug it back into the bedroom and with a huge effort, I toss the lot over Jack’s prone body.

The icy drenching has the effect I want. He moans and turns over, opening his eyes.

‘What the fuck . . .?’

‘Wake up, Jack, we have to get out! The balcony is on fire.’ I grab his arm and put it



































Chapter Eighteen

Flora and Jimmy have a room service breakfast together, eating fresh fruit salad and yoghurt, though Flora can barely get that down with the anxiety churning inside, and sipping on strong coffee. Charlie arrives while they’re still eating and sits down to join them for coffee. He goes straight into the developments he’s made. 

‘I went to Jack’s workplace – the place he told me he worked, anyway,’ Charlie says. ‘And I made sure they’d never heard of him. No one knows of any Jack Fuoco. Definitely not. I asked to see a staff list.’ He pulls a sheet of paper out of his bag. ‘The receptionist wasn’t that keen to hand over the staff list to a complete stranger, but when I spun a story about a surprise birthday party and a lost friend, she kind of melted and got me a photocopy.’

‘Well done, Charlie!’ Jimmy says, and clinks a coffee cup against Charlie’s.

‘I suppose so,’ Flora says slowly. ‘But what good will it do if no one there has heard of him?’

‘Well . . .’ Charlie takes a sip of his coffee. ‘Jack does live in Los Angeles – or at least he does at the moment. He told me that his sister works in a hospital downtown. That seems to me to indicate that he is based here.’

‘Unless that was a lie too,’ Jimmy puts in.

‘Yeah – but it was said in the kind of way that seemed more like throwaway information. As though he wasn’t really thinking when he said it. I don’t think it was something he said to mislead me, that’s all.’ Charlie sighs. ‘So my train of thought is that he picked this car design company because he has some kind of connection there. A friend or something. That’s why he uses it for his cover story.’

‘Risky?’ asks Jimmy.

‘Maybe less risky than picking somewhere he’s completely unconnected to. At least this way he can walk into the building if he has to.’

‘Good point,’ concedes Jimmy.

Flora picks up the staff list. ‘So we work our way through this, and call them all? Ask if they know Jack Fuoco? As it’s not his real name, as far as we can work out, I don’t see how that will help.’

Charlie takes another sip of his coffee and says, ‘Have you ever heard of the fifteen-inch rule?’

Flora shakes her head, and Jimmy says playfully, ‘It sounds like a good one!’

Charlie shoots him a look and says, ‘There’s a saying that if you’ve mislaid something, the chances are that it’s probably within fifteen inches of where you think you left it. I’ve tried it, and it works nine times out of ten. I think there’s a similar kind of thing we can apply here. When Jack made his cover story, he probably created a life that was not that far removed from his actual one. It’s easier to remember that way. So what do we know about Jack?’

Flora picks up a piece of paper and says, ‘Let’s write down everything you can think of.’

Charlie and Jimmy rack their brains for everything they can recall about Jack, and at the end, they have a decent list of facts they absorbed over their friendship with him.

‘How will this help us?’ Flora says, scanning the list. ‘Number one – he’s Italian.’ She looks over at the other two. ‘Do you think that’s true?’

‘I do,’ Jimmy says, ‘if his looks are anything to go by. Classic olive skin, dark-brown eyes, dark hair. Very Mediterranean.’

‘I agree,’ Charlie says and looks at the staff list again. ‘He might not be Jack Fuoco but he’s definitely Italian. So let’s look and see if there are any Italians working at the car company. Maybe that’s a link we can identify.’

‘Maybe,’ Flora says, looking worried, ‘but it’s tenuous.’

‘Here,’ Jimmy says, pointing at a name on the list. ‘Alvaro da Silva. Is that Italian?’

Charlie says, ‘I don’t think so – more Spanish, I think.’

‘Yes, I agree,’ says Flora, craning to see the list. ‘But this one, Mark Belluccio. That’s Italian, I’m sure.’

‘And this one – Antony D’Angeli. That’s definitely another.’

They find four in total that look as though they are Italian.

‘I think this is hopeless,’ Flora says, sitting back on the sofa and looking disheartened. ‘We have no idea what might link these names to Jack. One could be his real name but how will we find out?’

‘We’ll think of something,’ Jimmy says consolingly. ‘And it’s all we’ve got right now.’

They’re still mulling over plans when the phone rings. It’s the front desk, letting them know that a visitor is on the way up.

‘A Mr McManus, Miss Hammond.’

‘Thank you.’ Flora puts the phone down and turns to the others. ‘Mac’s on his way up. Maybe he’s got something to tell us. I’m desperate to have some information for Freya when she gets here.’

When Mac arrives at the suite, still dapper in his cowboy boots, jeans and a linen jacket, Flora tells him what they’ve been up to.

‘That’s a good start,’ he says. ‘I have to say that I’ve done some extensive searches and I haven’t turned up anyone by the name of Jack Fuoco. Anyone with a name even vaguely similar checks out, I’m afraid. I was gonna ask you for exactly this – a resumé of everything you know about him. May I see, please?’ He examines the piece of paper, pursing his lips and making little whistle noises through them as he does so. ‘His sister is a nurse, is she? Any idea which hospital?’

Charlie shakes his head. ‘I can’t remember if he said. I did get the impression it’s somewhere central though. And not so famous that I’d heard of it.’

‘Yeah – nothing so easy as that.’ Mac shakes his head. ‘It never is. And maybe the sister is an invention anyway.’

‘Charlie doesn’t think so,’ Jimmy puts in.

Mac pushes the fact sheet away from him and sits back on the sofa. ‘What’s puzzling me right now is that we still haven’t heard anything from him. I expected some kind of communication last night. That would work with the kind of timeline these people usually have. They leave it long enough for fear and panic to set in, but they also want to come in before the police have got involved. They usually don’t want to keep the victim for any longer than necessary, so find it hard not to make their demands within a day or two of the kidnap.’ He frowns and his jaws move up and down as he chews his gum. ‘Yeah, that really is strange. I’d have put good money on the fact that he was gonna call us last night. And then he didn’t.’

‘Maybe he called someone else – like my father,’ suggests Flora.

‘Does Summer know that number off by heart?’ Mac asks.

Flora shakes her head. ‘I don’t think so. He changes phones and numbers all the time. We’ve never been able to learn them all. But she has the number stored on her phone.’

Mac says, ‘I don’t think he’ll want to turn on that phone if he can avoid it. He’ll know that it can be traced easily once it’s turned on its location services. My guess is that he’ll call from another phone and he’ll want to use a number without accessing Summer’s contact list inside her phone.’

‘She knows my number off by heart,’ Flora says quickly.

‘I guessed as much. And that’s why I thought I might get a call from you in the night or first thing this morning saying that contact had been made.’ Mac ponders for a moment, staring at the remains of the breakfast. ‘Say – can you think of any reason apart from money why your sister might be taken? Does she have any enemies?’

Flora shakes her head again, her expression bewildered. ‘No! That’s the crazy thing. It’s got to be about money, there is literally no other reason. Summer doesn’t have any bitter ex-boyfriends or anything like that.’

Mac stares at her thoughtfully. ‘Okay. But I’m gonna make a copy of this list of yours, all right? Then I’m going to take it away and study it properly.’

Jimmy explains about their idea of finding a link at the car design company.

‘That’s not a bad avenue of enquiry at all,’ Mac says encouragingly. ‘You guys should carry on with that. Something might come of it, you never know.’ He picks up a pen. ‘I’ll do the copy of this list and you can start making me a list of things I ought to know about Summer as well.’

‘Okay,’ Flora says. ‘I can ask Freya when she gets here too.’

‘Freya?’

‘My older sister,’ she explains. ‘She’s arriving from Scotland to help look for Summer.’ Her phone beeps and she takes it out to look at it. Then she frowns. ‘Goodness. My father is coming as well. Jane-Elizabeth says they’re on the way to the airport now. They’ll be here this evening.’

‘Quite the gathering of the clan,’ remarks Mac with a smile. ‘Well, that’s nice. I’m a pushover for a family reunion.’

‘Somehow,’ Flora says, rereading the message, ‘I don’t think that’s quite what will happen here.’ She looks over at Jimmy. ‘This should be interesting.’



Freya finally manages to get to sleep not long before they come in to land at LAX. Miles doesn’t wake her until the last possible moment, and she comes to properly when the plane hits the ground with a light bump and then the braking begins, the vast power of the plane’s acceleration tamed and drained as they travel along the runway.

‘We’re here,’ Miles says, with a smile. ‘Do you feel all right?’

She blinks. ‘I feel groggy.’ A huge yawn overtakes her. ‘How long did I sleep?’

‘You got about two hours, I’d say,’ Miles says. He rubs her hand. ‘This is going to be a tough couple of days. I want you to know that I’m right here for you.’

‘I know.’ She leans over and kisses him. ‘Thank you. I can’t believe what you’ve given up for me.’

‘Not as much as you’ve given up for me,’ he says, and stares intently into her eyes. ‘You know why.’

‘Yes,’ she whispers back, a dark excitement turning over in her stomach. He still has the power to turn her liquid with a look. 

‘Come on. Let’s get ready to disembark,’ he says. ‘It’s a bit sunnier here than Scotland, I’ll give it that!’

Fifteen minutes later, they’re off the plane and through passport control. Miles collects their luggage while Freya goes to the ladies’ room. When they meet again, she’s freshened up and is smiling.

‘I’m ready for action,’ she announces. ‘Let’s do this.’

‘Great,’ Miles says. Their cases are loaded on to a trolley and waiting. ‘Let’s go and find your sister.’



In the arrivals hall, they see Flora and Jimmy at once, even though Flora’s partially hidden under a large floppy hat and shades. Flora waves hard and is dashing towards her sister in an instant and the next moment they are hugging fiercely. When they pull apart, Flora has tears falling down her cheeks.

‘Hey!’ Freya regards the tears with a worried expression. ‘What’s this? Is there news?’

‘No – nothing,’ sniffs Flora. ‘I’m just so happy to see you. And I’m so worried about Summer. It’s all getting on top of me.’ She turns to Miles with a smile. ‘Hi, Miles. Thanks for coming with Freya. I can’t tell you how grateful we are.’

‘You’re welcome. I’m fond of Summer. I want her home safe and sound as much as anyone.’ Miles looks at Freya with tenderness. ‘And I wasn’t going to let Freya go through this alone.’

Flora smiles at them both, but it’s a little faltering. Freya wonders if something is wrong but before she can ask, Flora says brightly, ‘And it’s going to be quite a gathering before too long. Dad is on his way.’

‘Oh God.’ Freya shuts her eyes and feels faint for a second. ‘It must be bad. Is there something you’re not telling me?’

‘No, no,’ Flora says hastily. ‘But I had to tell Jane-Elizabeth to alert him. You know that.’

Freya nods. ‘Yes, I suppose so.’

‘Jane-Elizabeth emailed me to say that they’ve booked an entire floor of the Ritz-Carlton. She wanted to know if I would like to move suites and join them.’

‘Not surprisingly, Flora wants to stay exactly where she is!’ pipes up Jimmy. ‘Hi, Freya. Great to see you. I’m just sorry it’s in these circumstances.’

‘Hi Jimmy.’ Freya kisses him hello. ‘Lovely to see you too. Now – much as I love the airport, do you think we can head off now? I’m dying for a good cup of coffee.’

‘I booked you on the same floor as us,’ Flora says as they head for the exit.

‘So it really is going to be all of us together,’ Freya says, shaking her head. ‘I thought we might never be together again, after the last time.’

‘We don’t have Summer,’ Flora reminds her. 

‘Not yet,’ Miles puts in firmly. ‘But we will.’

Flora smiles at him gratefully. ‘Yes, we will. And I’ll tell you all about our private investigator in the car. He’s on the case.’

Miles raises his eyebrows. ‘A gumshoe, eh? Interesting.’

Freya is struck by a cold thought. ‘We won’t just have Dad, though, will we? We’ll have Estella as well.’

‘I suppose so,’ Flora says. ‘I don’t think she’d tolerate being left behind.’ 

They emerge into the warm sunshine from the air-conditioned chill of the airport.

Freya says, ‘I just hope she doesn’t make things more difficult than they need to be. Surely even Estella has enough compassion to stay in the background at a time like this.’

Flora gestures to the sleek SUV that the hotel has sent to pick them up. ‘There’s our ride. And as far as Estella is concerned, I wouldn’t bank on any kind of compassion, no matter what the circumstances. If I know her, she’ll be looking for opportunities to further her own cause – and nothing else.’

‘She sounds like a real charmer,’ Jimmy says cheerfully.

Freya shoots him a meaningful look. ‘You’d better believe it. And then some.’

‘I can’t wait to meet her,’ Jimmy says, almost gleeful. 

Flora laughs. ‘You’ll probably love her,’ she says, ‘and the two of you will end up best of friends.’

‘Are you kidding?’ Jimmy opens the door of the SUV as the driver loads the luggage into the back. ‘You girls are my number one stars, and always will be. Now let’s go and take over the Ritz.’ 
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