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For Ruth, for all the adventures.


CHAPTER ONE

My future self would be jealous of this moment.

I was lying on the soft grass of Central Park, New York City, my head resting on the sun-warmed T-shirt of my boyfriend, Ezra Montgomery, as we sipped iced coffee and watched baseball players practising their pitches.

It still sent a rush through me to say my boyfriend, Ezra.

Whenever I looked at him, it made me realise that through all the chaos and the bad stuff, sometimes things go exactly right. Exactly how you want them to.

Yesterday we went up the Empire State, he laughed at how amazed I was, we cycled over to Brooklyn and rummaged through vintage shops. Last night was a film premiere. Afterwards we walked the streets of Soho in the dark, eating ice cream, and fell asleep on the giant cream sofas of his family’s Manhattan penthouse. This morning, we wolfed down stacks of pancakes with maple syrup and fresh juice in a diner with low lights and turquoise booth seats.

All this he’d done a million times before. For me it was a novelty. I’d never even been on a plane before.

As Ezra and I lay in the haze of sunshine, I wished the moment could be paused in time. Because right there, right then, I was living the fairy tale.

‘Don’t go home,’ Ezra said, arms tightening around me.

I laughed. ‘OK, I won’t.’

I could feel him smile.

In the distance I could hear the crack of a baseball on a bat in the nets. Traffic. The yapping of dogs. Above us perfect white fluffy clouds blocked out the glare of the sun.

‘It’s rubbish here on my own,’ Ezra said, lying back, propped up on his elbows.

‘You’re not on your own. You have your tutor,’ I joked. I’d met the very stern private tutor his parents had hired so he kept up to date with the UK curriculum.

‘Great!’ Ezra rolled his eyes.

‘It’s not for much longer,’ I said. ‘You’ll be back by the autumn.’

Ezra said, ‘Yeah,’ as if trying to convince himself.

When Ezra had offered to pay for my ticket to New York, I’d immediately declined. No matter the fact it was small change to him, I couldn’t accept something that expensive. But then his tone had changed and he’d said, ‘How about if I said I was asking as a favour for me? I need you here, Norah. Just to keep me sane.’

Well, how could I say no? Even my mum was on board. ‘You deserve something lovely,’ she’d said, and smiled.

In Central Park, the clouds slid away and the sun dazzled. The grass tickled. I twisted in Ezra’s arms so we were face to face. So close I could see flecks of violet in his brown eyes. ‘It’ll be OK.’

Ezra’s family were in New York for pioneering treatment for his brother, Josh, who had almost fallen to his death on holiday in Cornwall. The fact he’d been secretly following his heroic big brother up a crumbling cliff at the time was something Ezra was still struggling to come to terms with.

Ezra sighed, resting his forehead against mine. ‘I’m so pleased you’re here.’

I smiled. ‘Me too.’

I moved so I could lie next to him, head on his shoulder. I could smell the fresh cut grass and the familiar warmth and washing-powder scent of him. I shut my eyes, just to inhale, already nostalgic for that moment. Then I moved so my palms were flat on his chest, my chin resting on the backs of my hands, and looked at the bow of his lips, the point of his nose, and the clean, sharp line of his cheekbones.

He still had his eyes shut. ‘Are you looking up my nose?’ he asked.

I laughed.

He suddenly grabbed me tight and rolled over so he was on top of me. ‘I’ll really miss you, Norah Whittaker,’ he said.

And I said, ‘I’ll miss you, Ezra Montgomery.’

Then he kissed me, long and slow, the sunlight dancing on my closed eyelids.

When I opened my eyes he was looking down at me.

‘I think I love you.’

The word love hung in the air. Neither of us had ever said it before. I felt my heart skip.

‘You think or you know?’ I asked.

‘I know.’

Ezra looked suddenly bashful, maybe embarrassed. I bit my lip to stop the beaming smile I felt beneath the surface. Then his expression changed, suddenly all hooded eyes and serious as he said, ‘I definitely love you.’

‘I love you too,’ I said.

And he said, ‘You don’t have to say it just because I did,’ pushing his too-long hair back from his eyes.

‘I know.’

His lips tilted into a half-smile. ‘OK then,’ he said. ‘Good.’

A few days later, it was all just as I had predicted. Cycling to school through the bleak grey London drizzle for the start of the summer term at Chelsea High, the jealousy I felt for my former self was almost painful.

I was so tired as I pulled up to the curb. I’d flown back on the red-eye and spent yesterday in and out of a jetlagged haze. But my memories of Ezra were more than enough to make it all bearable.

Everyone arriving at school was fresh from Easters spent skiing in Klosters and Megève or, for the chosen few, Coco Summers’ St Moritz chalet. They hugged and air-kissed on the steps, comparing their snow tans while snapping selfies and stalking into school as chauffeurs pulled away.

It was so different from my old school. Back then, we never left the little Thames-side Mulberry Island because everything we wanted was on our doorstep – the river to swim in, the meadow to laze in, our friends and a dilapidated basketball court. Now I was at Chelsea High and I too was fresh off the plane from an exotic holiday. I looked up at the giant red-brick building with its turrets, flags and stained glass. Was I one of them now?

A dark green Range Rover pulled up beside me, straight through a puddle, drenching my legs. Great.

A blond guy got out of the back seat. Didn’t even notice me. The car was already pulling back out into the traffic.

‘Hey!’ I called.

The blond guy turned. ‘What?’

‘You just soaked me.’

‘Well, don’t stand next to a puddle,’ he said, like the fault could only be mine. He laughed, all mocking green gaze, then took the steps two at a time up to the doors of the school.

No, I wasn’t one of them. I reluctantly followed him up the steps, past the gold plaque gleaming with the Chelsea High motto, Vincere fecit – made to win. I would never be one of them.

I had my own motto now to get me through till the end of the year. Ezra loves me. And already I was smiling.


CHAPTER TWO

I still had trouble believing that my bohemian parents had once been part of this rich elite. After my dad was arrested for fraud, my surprisingly rich grandparents had paid for the lawyers and arranged a flash new mooring for us in Battersea, where our scruffy old houseboat stuck out like a sore thumb and the neighbours whispered about us disapprovingly. My grandparents paid my school fees now.

We could never go back to Mulberry Island, or the life we’d had before. My dad had lost too much of our friends’ money. Now me and my mum were living a life on pause while he served his jail sentence. We struggled to find our place in a world where we no longer fitted.

I filed down the dark corridors of Chelsea High into assembly, breathing in the smell of cleaning products and old money. Coco Summers and her gang sashayed ahead of me. Most people knew Coco from Instagram. I knew her because she was Ezra’s ex-girlfriend. If it was up to Coco, they’d still be together. I was now the constant target of her furious jealousy. Deep down, I was sure there was an insecure little girl inside Coco, but she kept her well hidden.

The main buzz seemed to be about Coco’s new hair. All the kids in the year below were nudging each other to look. Gone was her giant white-blonde cloud, and in its place were tousled beach waves in tumbling shades of caramel.

‘It’s what Vox wanted,’ Coco was telling her gang, running her hands through the glossy curls.

I’d probably have known what she was talking about if I hadn’t muted her on Instagram at the beginning of the holidays. I couldn’t stomach the multiple shots of her picture-perfect ski chalet, or Coco and her pure evil BFF, Verity Benitez, in matching fur hats and all-in-one Gucci ski suits posing under a giant stag’s head.

‘Vox?’ I whispered to my friend Daniel as we trooped into the Great Hall. ‘As in the fashion brand?’

‘Keep up, Norah,’ he said as we sat down. ‘She’s the new face of the brand.’

I do Art and Drama with Daniel. He’s one of the few funny, normal people at Chelsea High.

In front of us, Coco was saying, ‘They’re just launching the new Midsummer perfume. Apparently they had me in mind when they blended the scent.’

A voice from the row behind cut in. ‘I dread to think what it smells like then.’

Coco’s eyes narrowed. The boys in her gang smirked – the tall, loping redhead, Rollo Cooper-Quinn, and Freddie Chang with his wide, elastic grin and jet-black hair tied back in a little knot.

I turned, wondering who had the nerve to so casually attack Coco Summers. It was the same blond guy who’d sauntered out of the Range Rover that morning. Broad shoulders, dark eyebrows and a freckled ski tan. His high cheekbones and eyes that narrowed wickedly as they smiled made him seem strangely familiar.

With a casual shake of her mane, Coco said silkily, ‘When I want your opinion, brother dearest, I’ll ask for it.’

Her brother?

He smiled. Equally silky. Now I could see the resemblance. They had the same presence. They both emanated entitlement. The world owed them a favour because they had deigned to live in it.

The headmaster strode on to the stage. ‘Good morning, students.’ His teeth were whiter than ever. ‘I am delighted to welcome you back for what I hope will be a fantastic summer at Chelsea High.’

‘I didn’t know Coco had a brother,’ I whispered to Daniel, who was trying to have a snooze with his chin in his hand.

‘How can you not know about Laurent Summers?’ Daniel thought about this, yawning. ‘Actually, I suppose he’s been in Argentina for a while. And you are always the last to know everything.’

‘Laurent?’ I repeated the name, intrigued. ‘What was he doing in Argentina?’

Daniel made a face like he didn’t really care. ‘Training with a polo guru or something. I don’t know. Probably just having a good time, knowing Laurent.’

I snuck another look at Coco’s brother. He was lounging back, surveying the place with an air of cocky self-assurance.

‘And the school didn’t mind?’ I said.

The headmaster was droning on in the background.

Daniel raised an eyebrow. ‘Norah, have you learned nothing about the Summers family? Money talks.’

That should be the motto for the school, I thought, looking at all the perfect, polished faces around me. Entitled and effortlessly pleased with themselves. They lived by a different set of rules here. It was no wonder I was always one step behind.

From her chair at the end of the row, Mrs Pearce, our form tutor, leaned over. ‘Norah, Daniel, shush!’

‘Gladly.’ Daniel closed his eyes again.

The headmaster read out some mundane notices. Then he clapped his hands, his face alight. ‘And now for the most important announcement –’

In front of me, I heard Verity murmur quietly to Coco, ‘Emmeline Chang has found love in the big, strong, muscular arms of Rollo Cooper-Quinn.’

My head jerked up.

‘I’m proud to announce that the annual Inter-School Sports Tournament will be held this year at our very own Chelsea High,’ the headmaster went on. ‘This is a great privilege for the school, and something to make sure that your parents and any alumni have in their calendars. On home ground we really do expect wins from you all. So get training. No excuses.’ He surveyed the sea of faces. ‘It is exceptionally good timing to have back in the fold our very own champion, Laurent Summers, who will no doubt captain the Chelsea High polo team to a magnificent victory.’

Laurent didn’t even blush as the headmaster led a round of applause.

I was too busy looking for Emmeline to join in. To my horror, she really was sitting snuggled next to Rollo, with his big arm draped possessively across her thigh.

Emmeline Chang – French Korean, impossibly beautiful with waist-length hair and an addiction to reading – was one of my other main friends here. Her and Daniel made the place bearable. If she was going out with Rollo, then she would be sucked into Coco’s orbit and I’d never see her.

I watched Rollo twine his fingers through Emmeline’s. She caught me looking, and her face coloured with a self-conscious blush, proud but embarrassed. I gave her a surprised thumbs-up because she looked so sweetly awkward.

‘Rollo?’ I whispered to Daniel. ‘But Emmeline’s so clever!’

‘And he’s so stupid?’ Daniel replied. ‘Opposites really do attract.’

‘Norah! Daniel!’ Mrs Pearce chastised again.

‘And of course, the Sports Tournament will be rounded off with the annual Variety Performance, which I expect to be a celebration of our victories,’ continued the headmaster. ‘Audition dates will be circulated by your form tutors.’

Beside me Daniel perked up. He was co-running the Variety Show with head of Drama, Mr Benson. ‘You’re doing it, yeah?’ he said to me.

I shook my head. ‘No.’

That finally woke him up. ‘What do you mean, no? Norah, you’d be one of the leads.’

‘I’m playing netball.’

‘Who cares about netball?’ he asked in distaste.

I shrugged, non-committal. It was a poor excuse and he knew it, but I wasn’t up to explaining how my voice stuck in my throat like tar every time I thought about singing now. My lifelong ambition to be an actress was too tied up with memories of my dad.

Me and him were at our happiest on stage. Singing and acting was synonymous with life. It was what we lived and breathed. My dad had always been on the cusp of hitting the big time, but never quite got the break. I grew up listening to his stories of auditions, the smell of stage make-up, the heat of the lights. It was all I’d ever wanted to do and be.

But now he was in jail, a shadow of his former larger-than-life self.

My dad had always wanted to do everything quick. He had an infectious energy for life and never wanted to wait. So when a scheme came along that promised to make him rich and a star – one that funded feature films – he didn’t ask questions. He just jumped. He wasn’t the kind of person who read the small print. Of course, it was a scam. Soon he was in too deep to get out. And now he was paying for his mistakes.

To sing now felt like a betrayal. Made my chest tighten at the memory of our happiness. I had to find a new dream for the future.

‘Norah, you have to audition!’ Daniel urged.

Mrs Pearce saved me from having to answer by clicking her fingers and saying, ‘Daniel, get over here, now!’ and pointing to the space next to her chair.

‘This isn’t finished,’ Daniel told me, getting up.

The headmaster was still talking. ‘If you’re not in a sport, do audition. We expect to see all our pupils giving back to the school in one form or another. And on that note, to finish off today’s assembly, I’d like to welcome to the stage Coco Summers, who has some thrilling news to share with the school. Coco?’

‘Oh, that’s me.’ Coco giggled, like she’d forgotten. She skipped up to the front, hair billowing, and hopped on the stage.

‘So!’ she said, all gesticulating arms and shimmering pink lips. ‘That’s great about the Tournament and the Variety Performance. Go, Chelsea High!’ She did a whoop and everyone laughed. ‘But before all that, I have some incredible news that could involve some of you guys.’

An excited ripple ran through the crowd. I watched Mr Watts, my Maths teacher, fold his arms and purse his lips with disapproving interest.

Coco went on. ‘As you know, I have been chosen as the face of the new Midsummer perfume for the brand Vox.’ She paused to allow applause, seeming to grow as she spoke, fuelled by the adoration. ‘And they want to shoot a commercial on a gorgeous Greek Island featuring a group of us from Chelsea High!’ Another pause. More gasps and claps. ‘So the one and only Margot de Souza, head of Vox, will be coming here, to pick out who will star alongside me!’

Cue squeals of wild excitement.

God I missed Ezra. A wry eye-roll would have had us both suppressing laughter. Instead, I was surrounded by frenetic whispers and giddy preening.

From the row behind, I heard Laurent Summers’ cut-glass voice drawl, ‘God help us all.’


CHAPTER THREE

I came home to an empty boat. Since my dad was in jail and my mum had gone back to full-time work, I always came home to an empty boat.

Mum’s new job was at Hudson and Sons, a company that supplied the shirts old men bought from places like Marks and Spencer, or that were advertised in the back of bird-watching magazines. It wasn’t the worst job, but it sounded pretty dry when she bitched about it. Her job as designer seemed to involve choosing between white plastic buttons or mother-of-pearl.

‘Men,’ her boss, Frank Hudson Junior, had told her in the interview, ‘do not like change.’

I wondered if anyone liked change.

We were a world away now from Mum’s old vintage clothes stall at Portobello market, where tourists bought Hawaiian shirts and eccentric regulars picked old nylon shell suits and big feathered hats. Even wrapped up against the frost at five in the morning to set up the stall, I had loved it. But what I missed the most was my mum’s smile when she picked out the perfect vintage gown for an indecisive customer, or shook her head at the terrible jokes cracked by Big Dave at the army surplus stall. It was ages since I’d heard her laugh.

I dumped my bag and went to look in the fridge for something to eat. The summer rain tapped gently on the glass, flattening the river water and spattering off the ducks sheltering on our deck.

There was very little food in. I had a bowl of Weetabix and sat at the little kitchen counter, kicking my leg against the cupboard, wondering if anyone had taken our Portobello pitch yet, or if there was just an outline on the floor like at a murder scene. Here lies the remains of the best second-hand clothes stall in London and the smiles of everyone who worked there.

I thought of my mum’s best friend and old business partner, Jackie. We hardly saw her any more. Jackie claimed she was too old to run the stall on her own. What would she think of us now? Our world had shrunk, with us just waiting out the years till my dad came home. Counting them down on a giant invisible calendar. Trying our best to live a normal life in between prison visits. Psyching ourselves up every month for the sadness of seeing him.

I couldn’t think about it too much. That first visit when I’d felt the hands pat me down. Sat in my socks while they checked my shoes. And the smell . . . It got in your eyes, down your throat, lingered on your clothes and skin. I remember my dad shrugging and saying, ‘It’s fine. I hardly smell it any more.’ And then, by the end of the visit, crumbling before our eyes, sobbing into his hands. ‘It’s so awful. I can’t bear it. It’s killing me in here.’

I had tried so hard not to cry when I saw him, all grey-faced and greasy-haired. But when he cracked, I cracked. I knew what he’d done was wrong, but I wanted there to be a different punishment. I wanted to plead with the judge – can’t you see he’s a good person? He’s my dad!

I was sick in the car park afterwards.

After that, it was as if we made a silent pact to pretend it had never happened. We all got through it our own way. My dad plastered a fake smile on his face. My mum started her new job. And I spent the hours when New York was awake on the phone to Ezra.

Finishing my Weetabix, I headed into my bedroom, which was little more than a box with a huge window at one end, just big enough for my bed. All my clothes were folded in drawers under the mattress. My dad built it so it was a bit wonky, and one of the drawers had never shut properly, but it was my favourite place in the world.

I had an hour to kill before Ezra was done with his tutor. I pulled on his old hockey hooded sweatshirt and lay staring out at the river, thinking of everything I could tell him about the first day of term. Trouble was, I’d spent most of it daydreaming about being back in New York with him. I had homework to do, but I didn’t do it. Instead I closed my eyes and relived the trip for the ten millionth time.


CHAPTER FOUR

Coco was top of the pecking order for a reason. Bad stuff slid off her shiny surface. She was charismatic and funny and she made life exciting. She was like an addiction.

Our little group of Daniel, Emmeline and me quietly disbanded. Emmeline’s relationship with Rollo pulled her towards Coco and her gang. Daniel, when he wasn’t working on the Variety Performance, drifted after her.

Coco was loving all the attention. During English she whispered, ‘Emmeline, Rollo, you’re going to audition for my Vox advert, aren’t you? I’m going to get us all there together. Margot de Souza has final say, of course, but I have influence.’

‘Less talking, more listening, Coco,’ Mrs Pearce called from up at the front. ‘So, what did everyone read during the holidays? Emmeline, shall we start with you?’

Emmeline’s cheeks coloured and she swallowed. ‘Nothing actually,’ she said, to Mrs Pearce’s surprise. Emmeline was renowned for always being hidden behind a huge paperback classic.

‘Who needs books when she’s got me?’ Rollo quipped.

Mrs Pearce looked very disparaging. I couldn’t believe my whip-smart friend had disappeared into her relationship so easily.

Lunch hours were the worst. I tried to hang out with Daniel, but that meant sitting on the periphery of Coco’s gang, silent in her presence. And to make matters worse, my other friend, Tabitha, was on a Paris exchange this term as part of her music scholarship.

To my surprise, it was the impending Sports Tournament that gave me a viable alternative. The expectation from the headmaster for wins all round meant practises had been ratcheted up.

Sport was everything at Chelsea High. There was no opting out. I’d picked netball because I’d been good at it at Mulberry Island Academy. To my surprise, the netball coach, Ms Stowe, had thought I showed enough promise to be reserve for the team. I quite liked the training. It took my mind off everything going on at home, and gave me something tangible to focus on. I sat on the bench at matches, playing the occasional quarter, which suited me fine, unless it rained.

Unfortunately, I hadn’t stuck to the holiday training schedule, so the laps of the sports field Ms Stowe had us doing were killing me.

‘Problem, Norah?’ Ms Stowe bellowed from the gate of the courts, stopwatch in hand. She was an ex-England goal attack, and her aspirations for glory meant she pushed her players to the limits.

I looked up, gasping, wishing I’d done a bit more jogging over the holidays. ‘No, Miss!’

‘Well, get on with it!’

The other reserve on the team was a girl called Malaika, who was in the year above me. She attempted a sympathetic smile.

Ms Stowe was having none of it. ‘Focus, Malaika! There’s too much slacking, we’ll do another lap.’

I looked up in horror. I was knackered. My heart was beating so loud and hard, I wondered if I might pass out.

Malaika grimaced. She was as sweaty as me, skin glistening. Malaika’s parents both worked for the foreign office. She’d grown up in Turkey, Italy and Greece, and had moved to the UK the previous year. She was fluent in five languages, though she spoke English with a slight American accent from all the international schools she’d attended. She was going out with a guy from a boarding school in Hampshire, and was also a killer netball shot, which meant she had more chance of getting off the reserve bench than me because I tended to lose my shooting skills under pressure.

At the mention of another set of laps, the team captain, Bettina, a six-foot blonde Dane, glared at me. ‘Thanks a lot!’ she spat, speeding past with vice-captain, Layla Bryant.

I pushed my damp hair from my face. ‘It wasn’t just me!’ I protested, but, like the machine that she was, Bettina was already back in the zone.

The Vox auditions for Coco Summers’ perfume advert were taking place by the school hall. Everyone had suddenly had a new haircut and beautiful new highlights. Coco was strutting about the place, whispering promises of parts and giggling good lucks. The sky was bright blue and the sunshine bright, like even the weather wanted in.

‘It’s like the whole school’s auditioning,’ said Malaika as she and I jogged side by side, taking in the queue outside the hall.

They’d had to stagger the audition times. The queue snaked outside and round the corner, everyone sipping water or fiddling with their hair and make-up. The boys were trying to look nonchalant and cool, like they weren’t interested but they were there all the same. Everyone had a number pinned to their front like it was The X Factor.

‘You auditioning?’ Malaika asked.

I shook my head. I couldn’t imagine anything worse than a trip with Coco and co. Or the idea of all the people on Mulberry Island seeing me in a swanky perfume advert when my dad’s double-dealings had left them all penniless and ruined. But there was something intoxicating about the anticipation of the waiting auditionees, their birdlike chatter and giddy grins, and I felt a tiny bit jealous.

‘What about you?’ I asked as Ms Stowe blew her whistle for us to hurry up.

Malaika was definitely beautiful enough to audition. She had immaculate bone structure and giant, almond-shaped eyes. ‘No,’ she said. ‘I don’t have the time allocation.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I allocate my time according to my key major interests,’ she said as we jogged on. ‘I want to be a neuroscientist, so I do Science club with Mr Scott-Davidson. He’s one of the best psychology professors there is. My dad says, you find the best and learn from them.’ She wiped the sweat off her forehead. ‘And I want to be on the netball team. Ms Stowe’s one of the best in the country, so she works us hard. I also want to see my boyfriend. Like I said, I don’t have the time allocation for modelling.’

As we passed the queue, she grinned. ‘It would’ve been fun, though, wouldn’t it? Island paradise, hair and make-up, on TV.’

No one here mentioned the hefty fee that came with the job. They didn’t need to. They all had enough. I’d only seen it when I scanned the flyer pinned on the noticeboard. For me, money was the one factor that might have swayed it. It would be such a help to my mum that I felt a flicker of guilt for not even giving it a try.

‘Don’t know what you two are wittering on about,’ said Bettina ahead of us. ‘You wouldn’t have been picked anyway!’

‘Get on with it!’ shouted Ms Stowe from the netball courts, hands on hips.

Next to us, on the field, some of the polo boys were warming down on ponies that were damp with sweat. Freddie Chang, Ned Fitzgibbon, Emir Faez – whose media magnate father owned his own polo team in Abu Dhabi – Yannis Costopoulos and, of course, Coco’s brother, Laurent Summers. The boys had mud and grass stains on their white trousers. Freddie had unbuckled his helmet and was wiping his damp hair with his hand. They all stopped to watch, astride their priceless ponies, as we jogged to the courts in our maroon netball skirts.

‘Ladies,’ Laurent said, bowing his head like a gentleman, though there was nothing gentlemanly in his expression.

Bettina beamed and blew him a kiss. Layla giggled.

‘Don’t stop, girls!’ Ms Stowe hollered.

Laurent shouted back, ‘Huge apologies, Ms Stowe. Didn’t mean to distract.’

‘Shut up, Summers!’ Ms Stowe shouted, but her demeanour had cracked when subjected to the full force of Laurent’s grin.

He blew her a kiss. Still laughing, he caught sight of me jogging at the back and said, ‘Christ, don’t kill yourself.’

I immediately flushed beetroot with humiliation.

Out of nowhere, the wind started to whip up around us. I heard a noise like thunder. Looking across, I saw a big black helicopter landing on the east rugby pitch. Clouds of dust rose from the ground and leaves were torn from the chestnut trees. The noise startled the ponies.

‘What the hell!’ Laurent looked furious, trying to calm his ride.

Freddie’s palomino went nuts, eyes wild, ready to bolt.

As the helicopter noise increased and dust filled the air, Freddie’s pony suddenly took off at a canter. Taken off guard, Freddie’s helmet flew out of his hands. So did the reins. The pony was completely out of control and it looked like Freddie was about to fall hard – until Laurent cantered over. He grabbed the reins and pulled the terrified palomino up. Sliding off his own pony and getting right down close, he muttered
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