
[image: Cover for Children of Wolves]



[image: Vintage Books]




Also by Lawrence Osborne

Ania Malina

Paris Dreambook

The Poisoned Embrace

American Normal

The Accidental Connoisseur

The Naked Tourist

Bangkok Days

The Wet and the Dry

The Forgiven

The Ballad of a Small Player

Hunters in the Dark

Beautiful Animals

Only to Sleep: A Philip Marlowe novel

The Glass Kingdom

On Java Road

Burning Angel




PRAISE FOR CHILDREN OF WOLVES

‘Children of Wolves confirms Lawrence Osborne as one of the most intelligently entertaining writers around. You don’t so much read his dark idylls as dream your way through them, and this tale of beautiful danger in the form of four young renegades at large in Turkey is a superb addition to his canon’

James Lasdun

‘Children of Wolves is the most arresting book yet by a master of contemporary fiction. An entirely original voice, Lawrence Osborne has perfected a new genre: the novel of suspense that illuminates our current condition. Revealing the feral creature that lies beneath civilised humanity, he shows how uncertainty and suspicion have become part of the way we live. Read the first page, and you will be hooked to the end’

John Gray

‘The inimitable genius of a Lawrence Osborne novel is that underneath the gripping plot and the dazzling, cut-crystal prose, there’s always a dark truth about the world laid bare that we didn’t expect to face. In Children of Wolves, perhaps Osborne’s most menacing novel yet, that truth involves the privileged, cushioned lives of the children of the rich. Who has the sharper teeth, the billionaire titans of the world or their aimless, attractive offspring? Osborne paints such a gorgeous picture of louche, jet-set Istanbul, you almost forget to watch your back’

Christopher Bollen

‘Osborne continues to push his brand of haunted escapism into strange, new places – even if for many of his characters, escape itself proves impossible. A pack of idle rich kids, desperate to give their lives meaning through a senseless act of violence. And Tyler, the older, unmoored private detective at their heels, who realises too late that this generation gap might be unbridgeable. Just don’t go confusing him with the novel’s author. In Children of Wolves, Osborne stays a comfortable step ahead of writers half his age’

Joseph Knox

‘What begins with a Ripley-esque premise – an American sent abroad in search of the badly behaved scion to a wealthy family – soon turns into a seductive cat and mouse, with the roles ever-changing. Children of Wolves is at once a labyrinthine thriller, set on dusky back streets and the terraces of five-star hotels, and an interrogation of privilege and (the performance of) politics in America’s imperial shadow’

Rob Franklin




PRAISE FOR LAWRENCE OSBORNE’S PREVIOUS BOOKS

‘Sumptuous and sinister, languorous and tense, this is a novel that gives Osborne’s remarkable talents haunting scope’

Sunday Times

‘The bastard child of Graham Greene and Patricia Highsmith’

Metro

‘Osborne goes from strength to strength’

Lionel Shriver, Evening Standard

‘Sensual, provocative and riveting portraits of lives and places in flux’

Washington Post

‘Osborne’s novels are lavishly filmic’

Blake Morrison, London Review of Books

‘This is a tip-top thriller. Osborne knows how to keep the pages turning’

Independent

‘Edgy and gripping … Written with unfailing precision and beauty’

Guardian

‘One of Britain’s very best novelists’

Daily Mail
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For Ezgi Esma and Sebastien de Courtois

‘Guests come without fail each evening

My door is open to all songs.’




Prologue

Olive Lake Boulevard lay behind the Colorado River among the silos and beet fields north of Blythe. No one ever went by foot along those straight-arrow roads with their dry ditches and leaning telegraph poles, from where the Chocolate Mountains could be seen when the dust wasn’t high. In the day the heat made them sullen and colourless; at night cool river winds swept across the rectangular fields and great squares of bundled hay. The Colorado River Station’s captain rarely passed there after dark unless he was driving home from Brawley. He knew the owners of the warehouses and silos, the men who worked the dawn shifts, crossing the border quietly to work the radishes. Over the river there were often mists that chilled the skin and that came on towards dawn. When he was roused by a phone call at 3 a.m. one night he saw it settled around his house off Chanslor Way. The caller was a Mexican foreman who had seen fires near where Olive Lake Boulevard met Tenth Avenue.

The blaze was visible for miles, but in a place where almost nobody lived. Telegraph poles on Tenth Avenue had been set alight along with a small house by the canal. When the captain reached the desert crossing where the poles still glowed, he stopped and got out to finish his doughnut and coffee and watched smoke rising above the dusty palms along Tenth Avenue. He could not conceive who could be out there during the night among the wrens and phainopeplas. A mile along Olive Lake he saw the embers of the old shack by the canal. It lay on a small green plot where three orange trees defied the desert, and were untouched by the fire. The house still glowed with lowering flames. If the fires were arson it was a fairly meaningless act as nobody would witness it; a prank without an audience. Standing by the canal he noticed a small rowboat pulled up by the ruins of the shack. Someone must have rowed it up from the Colorado nearby. He ran his flashlight over it and saw cans of peaches in syrup and what looked like the butts of joints.

The house itself was gutted and there was little else to see until daylight. Going back to the car he looked for footprints in the sand, but finding none he drove slowly down the road between the lettuce fields where it shadowed the canal. Halfway along he saw a pair of plastic flip-flops by the roadside. Taking his flashlight he wandered into the creosote bushes given life by the canal and listened: there was splashing from the water and low, guttural laughter. Two people.

He pushed down to the canal and sent a beam from the flashlight skimming across the water. Whoever was swimming there went quiet and he heard them coming back to land. He called out to them and told them to go to the road. He went there himself and looked over the flip-flops, which clearly belonged to a girl, and watched the glow of the old utility poles on Tenth. Even though they were no longer in use he knew there would be paperwork filing his report. Who would torch disused utility poles in the middle of the night?

Two figures came out of the creosotes, a boy with a shock of wet blond hair and a girl in soaked shorts and shirt. They stumbled into the road covered in wet sand and he put light into their faces and saw that they were young, the boy remarkably handsome with an arrogant air. He asked them what they were doing there.

‘Swimming,’ the girl said.

‘And what about them burning poles on Tenth?’

‘We say they’re pretty,’ the boy said. ‘Wouldn’t you say?’

The captain went back to his car and radioed the station. No one answered. He turned to signal the girl to come over, and saw that the boy had slipped away. The girl was cool, unabashed. The fires had died down and the sky had turned a paler blue, swallowing the last stars. The captain asked if she was cold and needed a towel. She looked at him without animosity. When he asked, ‘Where’d your little Robert Redford get to?’ she simply smiled and said that he was always running off somewhere.

‘That right?’

‘We were hot so we went for a swim. It isn’t a crime.’

‘No it ain’t. But burning houses is.’

He drove her to the station and on the way she said she couldn’t remember about the poles. They’d drunk a fair bit of ‘Manhattan on the Mississippi’. She said her friend hadn’t done anyone any harm. He just liked fires. He wanted to make a show for her. The burning poles were a show and the wires had long been disconnected so it didn’t matter, did it? The house was hers and you were allowed to burn your own house, weren’t you?

Back at the station house his deputy had just started his morning shift and Captain Bellows put the girl in his charge. She asked for a cigarette and a coffee, putting her naked feet up on a chair. Bellows went back outside and drove to the end of the tarmac road on Tenth then walked to the canal at the end of the fields. Something about the twisted look in the girl’s eyes made him want to find her slippery friend. But the boy had gone. The captain returned to the smouldering poles and walked around them a while.

A great arrow of sunlight came upon the desert and he thought he half understood it in some way. There were hippies and nomads up and down the Colorado, they had camps out in the wastelands and they could be seen sometimes at Paymaster Landing near the abandoned mines. But the girl was only partially that. Back at the station his deputy was waiting for him outside as if he wanted to talk to him privately.

‘Do you recall a few years back the telegraph poles set on fire by kids from the Sacred Valley remedial school down by Cibola? It was also on Tenth Avenue. I talked to the girl while you were away. She says her father’s a businessman in New York and her mother’s Turkish.’

‘Turkish?’

‘What she says. She says she’s about to go back east.’

The captain remembered the truants from Sacred Valley very well. But people in their twenties often bear little resemblance to their adolescent selves.

‘Are we going to charge her?’ the deputy said.

‘For what, burning down her own house?’

Later that day the captain sat at Karma’s Calling cocktail bar in Blythe thinking about the girl, the way she had walked out into the street in her bare feet while an Uber waited for her. ‘I’ll send you a postcard,’ she had called to him before she opened the door. But from where? he had thought, and still did.




ONE

Across the bay the yachts of the city’s rich lingered motionless all summer, never seeming to arrive or depart. The Hotel Halicarnassus lay on the eastern side of Gündoğan Bay, surrounded by dry hills and the olive trees which Herodotus might have known as a child. When Tyler took his orta kahve in the morning the air was always the same, dry and hot, the pines planted by the Greeks in their heyday stood sombre in their shade, and down by the edge of the swimming deck the more vigorous of the guests ate feta and bread before launching themselves into the waters. It was there that Tyler Sedgewick, an American on a mission, hoped to catch sight of Chana Simavi Knight fresh from her sleep, alone or with a boyfriend. When and if she did appear his Celestron binoculars and Leica camera would be ready as he held vigil at the window of his room on the upper floor of the hotel. But it was already well into July and although the days lengthened and the expenses he billed to her father grew ominous, they passed without her appearing and his prowess as an investigator began to be called into question.

When James Arthur Knight Jr gave Tyler her picture at the beginning of the year, the investigator was sure that he had seen her before. He didn’t say anything to Mr Knight then but deep down he was persuaded of it. He had seen her in the street, maybe, in a bar somewhere on a forgotten summer night, in conditions of half-light and alcoholic ease. They had lived at the same time in New York and they might well have crossed paths. The images which Knight had given him for reference had reminded Tyler of a line of poetry he had read at school somewhere about a woman’s eyes resembling ‘forests forever under the axe’. What is wounded cannot be hidden. Even in the photograph which Tyler had pinned to the wall, the ‘forests’ in those eyes could be seen and felt. They watched him as he lay numbed with raki on the bed under the mosquito nets after sundown, or working at the desk during the day. From somewhere in the middle distance the adhan sounded, the call to prayer, probably from the Tarihi Mosque in Gündoğan, and that ‘echo of the dead’, as he liked to think of it, chimed perfectly with the face on the wall. She was the stranger you’ve seen before at close quarters but who never made contact with you, the ship that passed yours in the fog bank and didn’t care about your four-second proximity.

‘You know,’ her father would say to Tyler during their periodic consultations by phone, ‘she never got over the death of her mother.’ No one could say if this was hyperbole or excuse, but it did occur to Tyler that the wound in the eyes came from that. Still, everyone’s mother dies. It didn’t explain anything. It didn’t explain why she had disappeared or why her own family felt it necessary to find out why. She had ‘gone revolutionary’ was all her father claimed to know. She had always been left-wing, at war with her family and her social class, a precocious teenager with ready reasons for why her own society should be destroyed. The Knights had assumed that all bookish teenagers were a little like this. But Chana had never grown out of her radicalism. On the contrary she had grown into it. Dismaying, but what could one do? It was an affliction of certain generations. Meanwhile Knight had discovered that the house she had been living in with some of the comrades had burned to the ground in the desert somewhere near a small settlement in California. After which wilful, persuasive, impossible Chana had gone to ground.

In the mornings Tyler ordered an orta kahve from room service and sat by the shutters of his open window looking down at the hotel decks with the Celestron that he had bought in a mall in the Istanbul neighbourhood of Etiler near where he had been living. Youngish couples in terry cloth robes, solitary middle-aged men dark as Onassis from a lifetime on the yachts. He didn’t know the scene down in Bodrum, it was his first time, and yet one could see how it worked. The Halicarnassus was in all the rakish guides. And so he watched them like a birder waiting for the American heiress on the lam to appear like some rare African chaffinch.

Although he knew Chana’s face he assumed that she had changed the colour of her hair. One never knows the lengths to which self-styled radicals on the run will go. Every other evening at 7 p.m. he checked in with the anxious father who was then staying up at Montauk. Knight was a businessman who had taken on the weight of a dynastic petrochemical enterprise and there was something lugubriously burdened about him, as if he had been given a great industrial task to which by nature he was not very well suited. He laboured for others. His daughter also seemed to be a burden to him. Chana was the fruit of Knight’s marriage to a wealthy Turkish society girl and as a result she had grown up both in Turkey and her father’s country. She was bilingual, bicultural, like many of her generation; she was able to slip between places and societies with ease. Perhaps this had contributed to a rare form of schizophrenia. She was mercurial, haughty, unusually attuned to other people’s needs and wants, altruistically volatile, genuine and manipulative, chaotic and secretive, a lover of masquerades and shams.

Knight had contacted Tyler at the end of the previous year to ask if Cyclops Eye might consider trying to locate this twenty-seven-year-old chimera. He had done so because he knew that Tyler had been at Groton with the man just appointed to be the American consul in Istanbul, a David Meltzer whom Tyler was sure to remember from school. It was surely a connection which Tyler could use to his advantage if he agreed to take on the assignment and move to Turkey for a few months at the command of the Knight family.

‘I am sure,’ Knight said during a long lunch for two at the 24 Club during the winter, ‘that she has entered a period of what I will call vagabondage. Global vagabondage. She failed to show up for a family wedding in Maryland. There were hints that she was in Bali. There was even a credit card transaction in Shanghai from a bar called Sober Company.’

‘And you haven’t seen her in a year?’

‘My people have been looking for credit card transactions. But they are few and far between. She seems to be running on cash.’

‘And where was the last transaction?’

‘There we have it. Turkey. It’s hardly surprising. She has connections in Istanbul, she can blend in. She speaks the language as a native. But here is my bind. I don’t want a professional Turkish spy following Chana. I need someone who can pass for a clueless tourist.’

So that would be me then? Tyler thought.

He didn’t want to admit that he barely remembered David Meltzer. He wanted the assignment and he was happy to play along with this garrulous egotist shovelling crab ravioli into his mouth as he talked. He said he could certainly play a clueless tourist.

‘Not play, Tyler. Just actually be one. I’d like you to find her but not reveal anything. Just befriend her if you can. I want you to find out what is making her embrace her own disappearance.’

‘And then what?’

‘Inform, Tyler, inform. I want to be informed. I think you could gain her confidence, even if you are a bit of a shamus.’

‘A what?’

‘Never mind. I was thinking you could pretend to be something ordinary while you were over there. A writer. A writer drifting about. She would like that. She would find it attractive. Can you pull that off?’

‘It’s better than playing a solitary tourist.’

‘Good man. I’ll pay you double whatever you’re getting at that miserable agency of yours. I’ll get you a nice little house in Istanbul too. It won’t be bad at all. It’ll be refreshing. Think of it as a working vacation.’

Afterwards they walked together through Bryant Park in the snow, where Knight gave vent to his frustrations. It was a tricky matter, as families always were. The Simavi family in Istanbul had been no help. They claimed to have not seen Chana in years. She was as alienated from them as her mother had been after she had married an American. Knight himself wanted to know what Chana was really thinking, what had gone wrong with her. This way, he would keep it ‘in the family’, though not in the actual family. He added something else that was more private to the Knight family. When she was fifteen he’d had her sent to a disciplinarian boarding school in the California desert, a therapeutic reform school as they termed it. It was a place cut off from the outside world where wayward children of the rich learned how to recalibrate their lives. They were taken out of their privileged milieu where drugs and sex were an everyday diversion, and forced to give up phones and media, to clean stables, swim in cold rivers and observe strict laws of silence among themselves. It was a harsh cure for the ills of their time and he had often wondered if it had done more harm than good.

‘She came out of there at eighteen more violent – I mean mentally violent – than when she went in. All that was good was that she stopped taking cocaine for three years.’

From Tyler he might get information about his daughter’s current mental state, and without arousing her contempt should she ever discover, later in life, that her father had put her under surveillance. He wanted to retain her respect if that was at all possible. Respect, he kept repeating as he stepped in the snow so as to avoid the puddles, was the cornerstone of every relationship. ‘Just as I respect you, Tyler. I know how highly your colleagues speak of you.’

This was untrue. Tyler was in the middle stretch of a career which had not panned out as he had hoped. Restless and frustrated, he was eager to get any work outside the country. He could feel that his stock at Cyclops was fading as his enthusiasm for the profession wore off.

In recent years he had been doing mostly marital-affairs work in the tri-state area, venturing out to a surveillance job in Monaco concerning an illegitimate American love child and then to Brazil for an insurance-fraud case. His success rate over the previous two years had been 60–40. He had let it be known to his partners that these foreign assignments were much more to his taste than merely spying on husbands in Manhattan hotels; when the Knight case came into the office, therefore, and they were discussing how to handle it, Tyler said to them that he had been at school at Groton with David Meltzer, the consul in Istanbul.

Tyler and Meltzer were from different social backgrounds but Tyler had a recollection of the lanky hockey player and timid snob against whom he had brushed from time to time. They had been in the same year. His colleagues offered the opinion that the consul could step in if things got difficult. Meltzer had gone on to become a star lawyer in Manhattan in his twenties while Tyler lived in the city beginning his work at Cyclops, but once or twice they had glimpsed each other in bars, or rather Tyler had glimpsed Meltzer. Meltzer had become a man about town in the gay scene while Tyler had fallen into the fringes of PI mundanity. From these widely separated perspectives they were bound not to mingle, but Tyler retained from school his slight feeling of inferiority towards the boy whose father attended the yearly Alfred Smith Dinner. He knew almost nothing about him, however.

The father was a politically connected banker, his mother might have been a friend of C. Z. Guest. She was said to have appeared in photographs of the Black and White Ball when very young. But the parents remained opaque. Nor was David ever in focus at such a distance, he was not quite real, just as the Knights were not quite real. They emanated from the same aquarium, brilliant little fighting fish who could only be observed from the other side of the glass.

Tyler admitted to Knight during their walk in the snow that he had no idea which parental connections Meltzer had pulled, but it was certainly also the result of Meltzer’s talent for social climbing. ‘Get to know him again then,’ Knight said. Around the status-seeking and suave consul there was sure to be a rich compost of intrigues and subterranean stories out of which an enterprising investigator could make something that might well relate to a wealthy woman who could not be indefinitely invisible. But even if the consul spurned him, Knight was sure Tyler could come up with something solid eventually. He just had to float about the city’s party scene.

‘The consul will probably welcome you with open arms and take you into his circle. Old Grotonians stick together. It’s preposterous but I like it.’

Thus Tyler moved to Istanbul, knowing no one and gladly giving up a bolthole in the West Village. He found a house waiting for him on a side street on the crest of the Etiler hill and he set about researching his quarry. For a while she eluded him.

When Knight informed him that Chana had made a charge on her card at the Halicarnassus he flew down to Bodrum and found a room at the same hotel. Yet to his surprise she didn’t appear, nor was there any sign of her in the hotel registry. Naturally she was using a false name. There were American girls there travelling alone but none of them matched her description. No forests under the axe, no anxious loners seeming to bide their time. It didn’t matter as much as it should have done because he was getting paid and he had begun to enjoy the dolce far niente of a Turkish summer. It did not escape his sense of irony that if Chana Knight had disappeared then so had he. Her disappearance had set in motion his own.

He wondered about this obviously dysfunctional family. The old man was a boor and a vindictive tyrant to the people who worked for him. Little wonder his errant daughter had disappeared – probably to save her own sanity.

He took an electric bike every day after coffee and trawled through the cafés of Gündoğan or Türkbükü hoping to spot Ms Knight. He never saw her, but he didn’t care. The summer heat had arrived and the Istanbulites had arrived with it, the fat men with yachts and the women with personal hairdressers. The blue days had returned after a long winter and the roadside lemons could be smelled. He was bound to reflect, eating ice creams and îles flottantes on another man’s dime, that there are worse ways to spend the hot months. He realised that it didn’t matter whether he found her or not. He had his reprieve from mounting bills and debts at home. Nor was it even a realistic mission. He would probably never find the errant daughter among the tourist masses gathered like thirsty animals at the Mediterranean’s edge. With a light heart, then, he had packed a small bag with binoculars, bandanas and the collected poems of Nâzım Hikmet.




TWO

When he walked down from the Cape Bodrum café in the searing afternoons he came in view of headlands with rows of white houses and umbrella pines enduring the heat within pools of immortal shade. As if insulting this serenity Americans on bikes came puffing uphill in swimsuits and espadrilles, and belonging to the same species, and knowing each other on sight, they and Tyler traded weary salutes. As he laboured afterwards towards the Karya Sitesi he saw them coasting downhill in the opposite direction, but as usual there was no Chana.

He sat on the terrace of the Olabella watching the yachts. Later in the day he rode up to Ruby Mare on the other side and ate an early dinner with his binoculars at hand, staying there until dusk drinking raki with sardines. The wind cooled and the little islands faded. Naturally he wanted to waste time. He came to realise finally, in those days, that he never wanted to go back to America. He was happy there and could easily stay indefinitely. The waiters now recognised him and anticipated the order for his favourite Yeni Rakı brand. They called him effendi as a joke. They saw that he was reading the national poet and their respect stiffened a little. In this way, the days passed human-watching and aimless typing, followed by more idleness and yet more aimless typing. He was preparing himself to pretend to be a would-be writer. And yet he had the feeling that it was not idleness. His mind was weaving new patterns while he slept with Hikmet’s words. The great communist poet who had lived the last part of his life in Stalin’s Moscow and its surrounding countryside. Thus, existing day by day in a landscape of olive trees and blinding Aegean heat, he was filled nevertheless with images of snow-covered pine forests and frozen lakes. Exile and utopia. He kept thinking about Chana Knight, trying to fit together impossible pieces. The pattern would emerge eventually, he was sure. The girl would materialise one afternoon out of the sunlight, deranged, wholesome and wonderfully implausible all at once. Nights were spent drinking in his room and waiting for daylight. He knew the bars by the waterfronts but he used them sparingly. He was turning like water down a plug, the drain beckoning but not quite reached. Effendi indeed, but still a quietly desperate nowhere man underneath his tan.

The Halicarnassus was a boutique place for people who thought nothing about sinking €600 a night on a room. Its paths were lined with cacti, beach towels were always on hand and the tinkle of ice cubes rang through the quiet. He wondered if this enclave might be the kind of place where people like Chana would spend time. On the few occasions when he wandered down to the hotel restaurant he sat alone with a plate of French fries and his Yeni Rakı. But even though the place was packed with her generation, he hadn’t seen Chana. He had to assume that if she was still at the Halicarnassus, she didn’t like crowds. That, or she had already left for somewhere better.

On the fifteenth morning, however, he saw through the Celestron a girl standing by herself at the edge of the deck and gazing at the rocks below as if hesitating before jumping in. These rocks were tinged with red algae as though something had just been killed in the water. She was still in a terry bathrobe and there was a tray with coffee and croissants on a stool next to her deckchair. She slipped off her robe and laid her sunglasses next to the croissants. She flexed her back with her hands joined above her head, greeting the sun, and then dove elegantly into the blue. Her head surfaced ten metres from the deck. She shook out the saltwater and began to bob outwards towards a buoy which kept the yachts at a safe distance.

He watched her swim parallel to the line of hotel parasols, then return to her starting point. As she hauled herself out of the water a boy of the same age, mid-twenties by the look of it, came up also swathed in a similar robe and sat down in the chair next to her coffee pot. He leaned over and began to eat one of her croissants. Tyler had a better look at her face this time and the hair cut short to the



















































































































































































[image: Vintage Books]


Read Boldly. Think Differently.

Continue the conversation:

Twitter: @vintagebooks

Instagram: @vintagebooks

TikTok: @vintageukbooks

Facebook: @vintagebooks

Sign up for the Vintage Newsletter to hear more about Vintage books.

www.vintage-books.co.uk

World-class writing. Beautiful design. Ideas that matter.






VINTAGE

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
New Zealand | India | South Africa

Vintage is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

www.penguin.co.uk

[image: Penguin Random House UK]
First published by Chatto & Windus in 2026

Copyright © Lawrence Osborne, 2026

The moral right of the author has been asserted

Cover photograph © Alana Celii/Connected Archives x Kintzing, incorporating an artwork by Shinro Ohtake, Shipyard Works: Stern with Hole, 1990. Courtesy of the artist and Benesse Art Site Naoshima
Cover design by Dan Mogford

Excerpt from The Dictionary of Obscure Sorrows by John Koenig. Copyright © 2021 by John Koenig. Reprinted with the permission of Simon & Schuster LLC. All rights reserved.

Nazim Hikmet, excerpts from ‘Ninth Anniversary’ and ‘Things I Didn’t Know I Loved’, translated by Randy Blasing and Mutlu Konuk, from Poems of Nazim Hikmet. Copyright © 1994, 2002 by Randy Blasing and Mutlu Konuk. Reprinted by permission of Persea Books, Inc (New York), www.perseabooks.com.

ISBN: 978-1-529-96314-4

Penguin Random House values and supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes freedom of expression and supports a vibrant culture. Thank you for purchasing an authorized edition of this book and for respecting intellectual property laws by not reproducing, scanning or distributing any part of it by any means without permission. You are supporting authors and enabling Penguin Random House to continue to publish books for everyone. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems. In accordance with Article 4(3) of the DSM Directive 2019/790, Penguin Random House expressly reserves this work from the text and data mining exception.

The authorized representative in the EEA is Penguin Random House Ireland, Morrison Chambers, 32 Nassau Street, Dublin D02 YH68

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library


All correspondence to:

Vintage

Penguin Random House

One Embassy Gardens, 8 Viaduct Gardens, London SW11 7BW



EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/prh_uk_logo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/banner_large.png
IJ
I\





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avenir-light.otf


EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/logo_large.png





EPUB/images/cover.jpg
Never fall for your prey...





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/title_page_logo.png
VINTAGE





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avenir-heavy.otf


EPUB/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		By the Same Author



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Prologue



		ONE



		TWO



		THREE



		FOUR



		FIVE



		SIX



		SEVEN



		EIGHT



		NINE



		TEN



		ELEVEN



		TWELVE



		THIRTEEN



		FOURTEEN



		FIFTEEN



		SIXTEEN



		SEVENTEEN



		EIGHTEEN



		NINETEEN



		TWENTY



		TWENTY-ONE



		TWENTY-TWO



		TWENTY-THREE



		TWENTY-FOUR



		TWENTY-FIVE



		Acknowledgements



		Copyright













		261



		iv



		i



		ii



		iii



		v



		vii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		259



		vi













		Cover



		Frontmatter



		Begin Reading











