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EDEN

30th October

Everybody lies and everybody dies. Those are two of the only things you can be certain of in an uncertain world. The half dark is my happy place. That thin sliver of time that separates night from day, and day from night. Twilight. Sunset. Nightfall. If we give things a different name, it’s easier to pretend they aren’t the same. Like love and heartbreak. No joy lasts forever. No sorrow lasts forever either, and time is too precious to be wasted. So, even though it is getting late, and the sky is already dressing itself for dusk, I head out into the night and I run.

The cool evening air slaps my face and stings my skin and I see clouds of my own breath in front of me, but I like the cold almost as much as I like the dark. The smell of the sea floods my senses, and I can hear relentless waves crashing in the distance, getting louder as I run closer. The next sixty minutes are mine. For the next hour I am not just the wife, or a mother, or a woman trying to find her way in an increasingly lost world. For the next hour I am just me. I leave my worries behind, along with my phone, knowing that my problems will all still be waiting for me when I get home.

I jog down the hill towards the village, my long blonde ponytail swinging from side to side as my trainers pound the pavement. I live for these moments of feeling young and free again. Thirtysomething isn’t old, but the milestone of a big birthday motivated me to make a few changes. Running was just one of them. I’m so grateful for everything that I have – my husband, our home, my health, our freedom – but sometimes I can’t help wondering how things might have turned out if I had made different choices when I was younger. Life is filled with sliding doors and dead ends, and I’m sure everyone wonders what if from time to time. I run a little faster, as though I can escape the thoughts if I put enough distance between me and them. I’m good at running away from the world when real life gets too loud.

The picturesque fishing village that recently became our home is small and quaint and quiet. Hope Falls is bordered by the Cornish coast on one side and wild moors on the other. Stepping into the village feels like stepping back in time, and I like living somewhere with so much history. Modern places rarely have a good story to tell, a bit like modern people. A network of narrow lanes and cobbled streets tightly packed with tiny, terraced houses and quirky independent shops lead downhill to the seafront. Almost all the shops are closed, as are the cafés and restaurants at this time of year when the tourists retreat to the cities they came from. Former fishermen’s cottages painted in pretty pastel shades line the harbour, but most of them are now holiday homes so sit empty in winter. The ghost-town vibe might bother some people, but I like the peace and quiet. I find it calming.

I keep running, only slowing down when I reach the art gallery, but I still don’t stop.

Not even when I see my name on a poster in the window.


EDEN FOX

Local artist exhibition

8 PM tonight



My first exhibition still feels like a dream come true.

A dream that I’ve had for so long. Too long.

That’s what happens when you live someone else’s dreams instead of your own.

I got married young. For years, being a wife and a mother seemed to take up all my time, but I finally have some spare to do something for me again now that our daughter no longer lives with us. Once I got over the initial guilt of putting myself first for a change, it felt good to rehabilitate my ambition, and painting is my one true passion. Dreams deflate as we get older. Sometimes they disappear completely, real life sucks all the air out of them, but I’m trying to resuscitate mine. Tonight will be the first time I’ve shown my work, and it’s the first time my husband and I will meet our new neighbours. People who I hope might become friends, because I don’t have too many of those. Remembering why hurts, so I concentrate on my breathing, find my rhythm and run away from my worries.

They soon catch up with me again.

My husband hasn’t been himself since our daughter moved out and we moved here. I can’t decide whether it’s just empty-nest syndrome or something more. Moving out of the city was my idea, but moving to Cornwall was his, despite his job in London. Harrison kept our old flat in the city and sometimes stays there instead of coming home to me. I don’t mind; his work is important. I do mind that he secretly sees our daughter without me and thinks I don’t know, but the two of them always had a closer bond. Even though I’m the one who gave up their life to care for her and raise her because he was too busy.

It’s almost completely dark when I reach the scenic harbour where I am greeted by panoramic views of the ocean. The tall, black granite harbour walls have protected this village for over two hundred years, and will no doubt still be standing long after I am gone. Sturdy. Strong. Safe. These walls are all the things I am not but wish to be, and I touch the stone for good luck even though I know there’s no such thing. Lines of bobbing fishing boats decorate the waterfront, their different colours now shaded by shadows, and the night air is still and cool and quiet. By the time I turn onto the coast path, the last of the light has been swallowed by the horizon and the only thing lighting the sea now is the reflection of a full moon: a shimmering silver path dancing on blackened waves. There is an infinite black blanket of sky covered in star-shaped sequins, a whole universe of endless possibility and wonder, and it reminds me how small and insignificant we and our sometimes seemingly insurmountable problems are.

I am painfully shy. The thought of meeting so many strangers at the gallery tonight, knowing that they’ll all be silently judging me, not just my work, fills me with fear. Some people love a good party; personally, I prefer a good book. I spent years alone at home taking care of our daughter. Things might have been different if she was normal, but she needed me twenty-four seven, and as a result I am out of practice when it comes to social situations. I rarely leave the house at all these days, except to run. Harrison is the opposite. He has always known how to charm strangers and make them fall in love with him. Just like he did with me. I have never been a people person. I have spent a lifetime feeling as though I don’t fit and don’t belong, but I hope things might be different now that we have moved here.

A brand-new start for a brand-new me.

I run with the sea-salt wind in my face and the soothing sound of the ocean in my ears and propel myself along the steepest part of the coast path to the top of the hill, where there is a waterfall crashing and cascading down the cliff. Harrison and I shared a romantic picnic here recently to watch the sunset. He called it our special place, but the scenic spot that gave Hope Falls its name is also the place where many people give up hope. The carefully positioned suicide hotline poster always dampens my mood. I guess sometimes hope fails. I continue on my circular route for a mile or so, then turn off the coast path, heading further inland and onto the moor. I run to get away from it all but always end up back where I started. The irony is not lost on me.

Our house is just outside the village, all on its own at the top of a steep hill, literally built into the cliffs overlooking Hope Falls. It was called Spyglass when we bought it and the name suits the quirky building with its huge windows that look like eyes. The house has white, wonky, wavelike walls, and knowing it is our forever home makes me so happy. It’s an emotion I haven’t worn for a while and I’m relieved it still fits. Hopefully the vintage black velvet dress I have chosen to wear later will still fit too.

Spyglass was built in the sixteenth century; it was previously owned by a woman who had lived there for almost one hundred years. It looked more like a museum than a home when we first stepped inside, couldn’t have been more different from our modern flat in London, and I could tell Harrison wasn’t sure. The potential cost almost blinded him from the potential, but when I fall in love with something I have to have it. Renovating is more my bag than his – my husband doesn’t have the patience – but sometimes even the simplest of makeovers can transform a place – or a person – making them almost unrecognizable.

When I reach the front gate I see that Harrison’s midlife-crisis car is in the driveway. I’m so happy that he is home from London on time for the exhibition that I run down the garden path, excited to see him. We’ve had more than our fair share of hard times and heartbreak over the years, but all of that is behind us now. Hope Falls is a fresh start for our marriage, not just for me, and I’m hoping he’ll be proud of me tonight. Maybe look at me the way he used to, when we were still just us. Who I used to be is always doing battle with who I want to be.

The only thing I take with me when I run is my key to the front door.

When I go to slot it in the lock it doesn’t seem to fit, so I try again.

It still won’t go in and I don’t understand.

It’s as though it’s the wrong key, or the wrong house, which isn’t possible. This is the only property on this quiet country lane overlooking the village.

I stare at the key, then at the door. The key is on a key chain Harrison gave me the day we got the house. We shared a bottle of champagne in our special place by the waterfall, watching the sun set and the moon rise, and he handed me a beautiful gift box. Inside was the key to the house attached to a silver key chain with my name – Eden – surrounded by stars on the front, and the words Love you to the moon and back on the other side.

I try to open the door again and when the key still doesn’t work, I tap the fox-shaped knocker three times. There must be some simple explanation. Harri will probably take the key from my hand and slot it straight in the lock and make me feel like a fool. The thought makes me smile again, but the smile is soon replaced with a frown.

My husband doesn’t open the door.

A woman does.

I’ve never seen her before but there is something familiar about her.

She looks a lot like me.

“Can I help you?” she asks, and I’m shocked by how much she sounds like me too.

At first, I don’t speak. It feels like I can’t. Instead, I just stand and stare.

She’s wearing my black velvet dress, the one I was going to put on tonight.

“Who are you?” I ask, but my voice comes out as a whisper.

“I’m Eden Fox. I live here.”
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I’m Eden Fox. What are you talking about?”

The woman stares at the key I am still holding as though I am brandishing a weapon. She looks down on me in every way, making me feel oddly self-conscious about my running clothes, when she is wearing my dress and standing in my home. Then she looks at me as if she thinks I am crazy or dangerous or both.

For a moment I wonder if I am.

But I am Eden Fox and this is my house.

We might have only moved in a few weeks ago, but I’ve barely left Spyglass since then. The previous owner lived here for almost one hundred years. To say that the house was in a state of disrepair would be putting it politely, but things that get broken can often be fixed with a little love and hard work. Despite my husband’s impressive salary as the CEO of a company in London, there still wasn’t much spare cash after the move, so I did a lot of the work myself. I haven’t forgotten ripping up carpets, sanding floors or painting the walls all on my own while Harrison was still in the city. I put my blood, sweat and soul into the place.

This house is mine.

“I think you’ve made a mistake,” says the woman claiming it’s hers and that she is me.

She does look a bit like me.

She’s wearing my clothes.

She even smells of my perfume.

The woman starts to close the door, and I feel off-kilter and strange, like when you know you’re having a bad dream and try to wake yourself up. But this isn’t a dream and I don’t understand what is happening.

I put my foot in the entrance, preventing her from closing the door, and she stares down at my running shoes. Her mouth forms a perfect O. She looks so shocked I almost apologize.

“I don’t know who you are, but this is my house,” I insist.

“You’re clearly confused. I moved here a few weeks ago,” she says, sounding afraid.

But she’s lying.

She didn’t move here a few weeks ago, I did.

A million thoughts race through my mind, but none of them make sense.

I worry that this is some kind of elaborate identity theft, but there is very little of any value inside. Harrison has a well-paid job, but with the mortgage and our daughter’s fees to pay, we are not cash rich. There is no logical reason for anyone to want to steal my name or my life or my things. We’re just normal people, living in a normal house, leading normal lives. I wish I hadn’t left my phone behind on the kitchen counter. At least then I’d be able to call someone, though I’m not sure who. I study the woman’s face, unnerved by how similar we look. Her long blonde hair is even styled the same way as mine, her skin is painted with the same minimal makeup and I know that’s my dress. It was from a tiny little boutique in London and I’ve had it for years, fixed it myself when it got torn at a party. I tend to make do and mend everything about my life.

She really does look like me. A slightly older, more polished version of me. Like the me I could have been if I cared more about what I looked like. If I’d been able to spend the last ten years only looking after myself instead of my family.

The woman is clutching the front door and I see something else I recognize on her hand.

She’s wearing my engagement and wedding rings.

I always take them off when I run. Never wanting to attract attention to myself when out running alone at night. Stripping myself of anything valuable when I am vulnerable, because of a deep-rooted fear of having the things I love, things I worked so hard to get and to keep, taken from me.

I stare at my ring. My dress. My home. Her face.

Confusion transforms into rage, and my fear twists into fury.

“What the fuck is going on?” I blurt out.

She tries to close the door again. “I’ve asked you to leave my property.”

“It isn’t your property, you crazy bitch,” I say, raising my voice. She suddenly looks terrified and stares over my shoulder as though there might be someone standing behind me in the darkness. I look too, there isn’t, but when I turn to check I see Harrison’s car in the driveway again. “Where is my husband?”

“I don’t know who you are, or who your husband is,” she says, regaining her composure. “But if you don’t leave right now, I will call the police.”

“Good. Go ahead and call them,” I tell her. “If I had my phone I’d call them myself.”

And then I hear his voice and it is such a relief.

“Is everything okay?” Harrison says, hurrying down the hallway behind her and staring in my direction. He’s still dressed in his suit from the office – the black Armani accompanied by a black shirt and tie. Despite being ten years older than me, his well-groomed appearance and immaculate dress sense often make him seem younger than his years. Some men get more handsome with age and my husband is one of them. He’s my rock. My lover. My best friend. Whatever this is will be okay now that he is here.

She answers before I can.

“This woman thinks she lives here,” she tells him. “She’s making all kinds of threats and won’t take her foot out of the door.”

I expect him to demand to know who the hell she is and let me inside.

But Harrison stands in our doorway, places a protective arm around a woman I’ve never seen before, then glares at me before speaking.

“This is our home. I don’t know you. Please leave,” he says.

Then my husband slams the door in my face.
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I never cared about what goes on behind closed doors until the door was mine.

I stand and stare at it in disbelief, then I pound my fist on the door.

Nobody answers and it doesn’t open.

In desperation, I try my key again but of course it doesn’t fit.

Did someone change the locks while I was out for a run?

If this is a joke, it’s not funny. I have my first exhibition tonight, I don’t have time for this, whatever this is. I need to get showered and changed and ready. I need to get into my house. I need someone to explain what the fuck is going on.

I ring the doorbell repeatedly, then I push the letterbox open and peer inside, but all I can see is an empty hallway.

It’s cold tonight and now that I’ve stopped running, I’m freezing.

And I’m trembling, but I don’t think that’s because of the temperature.

“Open this bloody door!” I yell.

Nobody replies.

Nothing about this makes sense. I need my mobile but it is inside the house, along with my purse and my car keys. I could walk to the village but where would I go? I don’t know anyone here yet. I only ever spoke to the art gallery owner over email and once on the phone. I was hoping to meet them in person and make a good impression tonight.

I bang on the door again. This time, when nobody answers, I walk around to the rear of the house. I try the back door but it’s locked, as are the windows. The closed curtains and blinds prevent me from seeing inside, but the lights are on. I know they’re in there. I’m so cold and confused and I can feel myself starting to crumble. This feels like a bad dream, but I can’t seem to wake up. Tonight was important for me, for us. I don’t know why Harrison would go along with something like this.

And then the realization hits me. He wouldn’t. At least not willingly.

I make my way to the front of the house again and stop when I hear a car in the distance. We live on a lane with no name at the top of the village, there is rarely any traffic, and I wonder if I flag down the driver whether they might be able to help me. But what would I tell them? What could I possibly say that wouldn’t make me sound crazy? What I really need to do is contact the police. There is a small police station in Hope Falls – housed inside a former fisherman’s cottage – but I doubt it is staffed twenty-four hours. This place isn’t exactly a hotbed of crime. Harrison is clearly doing this against his will, which must mean that the woman is dangerous. If I had my phone I’d dial 999, but without it, running to the police station seems like my next best option.

I don’t need to.

The sound I heard was a police car, and something like instinct makes me stay in the shadows as it pulls into the drive. I crouch down in the darkness and watch as a uniformed police officer makes his way to the front door. He looks too young, too handsome and surely too inexperienced to handle the situation. Like a child playing dress-up. I wait and watch as Harrison opens the door, then I listen to him lie.

“I’m sorry to have called you but we didn’t know what else to do. There was a woman banging on the door, insisting that she lives here,” my husband explains to the police officer. “She seemed confused and unstable. She threatened my wife.”

I’m his wife.

I never knew my husband could lie like this.

Hearing him do so makes me feel unsteady on my feet.

The young officer nods his pretty head, runs his hand through his floppy hair, then scribbles something in his notebook before asking for their names.

“I’m Harrison Woolf and my wife is Eden Fox.”

That’s my name, not hers.

An angry voice inside my head tells me to march over there and say something. Demand that he tell the truth. But a calmer voice tells me to stay hidden, keep quiet for now, try to understand what is going on here.

“And you’ve never seen this woman before?” the officer asks.

“No. Never,” Harrison says, and the lie is so convincing I almost believe it myself. “My wife and I only moved in a few weeks ago and this area felt so safe until now.”

“I assure you Hope Falls is one of the safest places to live in the county. Lowest crime rates in all of Cornwall,” the child police officer tells him proudly, as though he is personally responsible for this statistic. He seems to believe everything Harrison is telling him, but why wouldn’t he? My husband has outsmarted him, but then my husband outsmarts everyone, that’s just who he is.

“Would it be possible to speak to your wife?” the officer asks Harrison then, and I experience a tiny glimmer of hope. “It would be helpful to get a description of the woman from both of you.”

“I’m afraid my wife suffers from migraines and has had to take some pills and lie down. Tonight was supposed to be a happy occasion – her first art exhibition – but being threatened on her own doorstep by a woman who is clearly unhinged has left her feeling a bit out of sorts.”

The officer nods. “I understand—”

“But in terms of a description, the woman was petite, thirtysomething, with long blonde hair tied back in a ponytail. She was dressed all in black. I only saw her briefly and that’s all I can remember.”

My head is spinning.

My chest hurts as though my heart might actually be breaking.

Why is my own husband pretending not to know me?

“We’ll get to the bottom of this. Try not to worry. Like I said, this is a very safe area, and just to make sure things stay that way, we actually have a new senior detective starting tomorrow,” the officer says.

“Well, perhaps I could talk to him?” Harrison asks. He’s a man who always wants to deal with the most senior person in the room, as though he believes that’s the only one he’ll have anything in common with.

“Of course. Until then, I’m Sergeant Carter and my mobile number is on the back of this card. If the woman comes back, or if you remember anything else in the meantime—”

“There was something,” Harrison says. “This might sound strange, but she did look a little bit like my wife. Like a younger version of her. And her voice … it was almost as though she was trying to imitate her.”

The officer frowns. “Well, I’ll check around the property, but I want to reassure you, and your wife, that Hope Falls is a safe place. I’ve lived here all my life …”

Says the child police officer.

“… That said, maybe lock all your windows and doors. This sounds personal to me.”

It sounds personal to me too.

I feel like I have fallen down the rabbit hole to a world where I don’t belong.

A world where I don’t exist.

I stare at my husband standing in the doorway of our home, and a police officer writing a description of me in his notebook, and I feel the panic take hold of my body and mind. I try to calm down, slow my breathing, but I can’t seem to get enough air into my lungs.

I stumble, a twig snaps beneath my feet, and they both look in my direction.

I duck down, but the policeman reaches for his flashlight and I know that the shadows won’t hide me for long.

So I do what I always do when real life gets too loud. I run.
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Six months earlier

Nobody wants to be themselves anymore, everybody wants to be somebody else.

Including me.

I wish I could be her.

I lie on the cool metal bed wearing nothing except a flimsy hospital gown. I am in a white room and I am alone. Again. Like always. The fake-friendly nurse made me remove my jewellery when I arrived. All of it. Taking off my rings made me feel even more naked and my fingers feel too light without them. All of me feels weightless in this moment, untethered to a reality that is too loud, and in my imagination I float up to the ceiling and stare down at myself. I do not look like me. Or her. My long black hair – it wasn’t always this colour – looks untamed and wild, having been released from the braids I normally wear. My skin looks too pale, having been starved of sunlight for too long. The only familiar things about me are the tattoos stretching from the top of my right arm to my wrist. I trace the outline of the swallow on my right hand with my fingertips as though stroking a pet. Without my rings, my skinny fingers and short, neat nails remind me of my mother’s hands instead, and for a moment I wish she was here with me. I’m forty years old. My mother has been dead for most of my life, and yet I still miss her every day.

Selfish fucking bitch.

I tell myself that it isn’t really her that I miss. It’s the idea of her. The concept of unconditional love. Fuck her for abandoning me the way she did. Some relationships are harder than others but sometimes we use the word complicated to describe something that is surprisingly simple. The parent is always the parent, the child is always the child. Time and age shouldn’t bend those rules, because things can get broken when they do. The sense of loss I still feel seems illogical – you can’t lose something you never had – and there wasn’t enough love to go around when I was a little girl. Besides, what happened was a lifetime ago – another life, another time, another version of me – and our memories can make liars of us all.

She’d hate my tattoos. She’d hate what I’ve done with my life.

I often wonder, if she were still alive, whether my mother might hate me.

I loved her so much it still hurts.

There is a clock on the wall and it ticks loudly, reminding me that my appointment was meant to start an hour ago. I fucking hate hospitals. The only reason I’d ever set foot in one is if I was presented with symptoms and facts suggesting I might die if I didn’t. The thought fuels my fear, which soon translates into anger, an emotion I am fluent in. First, they kept me waiting in the aptly named waiting room, now again here in this white-walled room. I hate it when people behave as though their time is more important than mine. As though I have all the bloody time in the world.

When maybe I don’t.

I want to cry but I won’t.

I want to leave but I can’t.

I need to know what’s wrong with me because I know that something is.

So I stay. And the clock ticks my time away. And I wait a while longer.

The fake-friendly nurse comes back into the room and smiles. She’s pretty and young and inexplicably cheerful and I do not like her. Her voice is too high pitched and she sounds like a fucking mouse. I tell my face to smile back anyway, but I am too terrified to function normally so it doesn’t listen. I can’t do hospitals. I can’t do this. I have an overwhelming urge to get up and get the fuck out of here—

“So sorry for the delay,” she squeaks.

“Oh, no problem at all. I know how busy you must be.”

You insincere bitch.

The sound of my own voice out loud – instead of the one I am more familiar with inside my head – surprises me. I sound like the polite and friendly person everyone thinks I am. The person they expect me to be. I suppose we’re all actors on the stage of our own lives, some of us are just better at it than others. I can smell the cigarettes on the nurse’s breath. She’s probably just been on an elongated smoking break, and I hate her for that too. I’d kill for a smoke right now even though I gave up years ago. She starts wrapping a contraption around my arm to take my blood pressure and I can feel it rising already. Her fingers touch my skin and I recoil.

“Sorry. Cold hands, warm heart,” she chirps.

That wasn’t why I flinched. I don’t like to be touched. By anyone.

I can’t remember the last time someone did, and the thought makes me shrink inside myself a little bit further.

“Trust me, this won’t hurt a bit,” the nurse lies, smiling with all her teeth.

What a warmhearted bitch.

I wasn’t always the person I am now. A life of crime has turned me into someone else. I suspect my heart is cold, and hard, and smaller than it used to be, and I don’t trust anyone. When you have seen firsthand what people are really capable of doing to each other, the way I have, it is only logical to never let anyone ever get too close. Not a lot of people could do what I do for a living. Or see what I have seen. Or feel what I have felt. My job is easier when I feel nothing at all. Self-preservation meant flicking off my feelings the way you might flick off a light, and I learned to see in the dark. There are things I have done because of my job that still keep me awake at night, but I’m good at what I do. Sometimes I think it might be the only thing I am good at.

“Try not to look so worried,” the nurse says, and I imagine taking the pencil from her pocket and stabbing it in her eyeball. I wish she’d stop talking and get on with it. “The MRI machine looks and sounds scarier than it is,” she adds, pushing buttons on the enormous contraption I will shortly be inside.

I am not used to people speaking to me as though I were a child. Nobody ever has. Even when I was a child. Before she died my mother often said that I was born old.

I wonder if that means I might die young?

Stop it.

Is forty considered young?

Isn’t it?

I try to shake the negative thoughts from my mind, but they linger and join all the others. Fear can kill a person far faster than anything real so I try to ignore it.

If only I’d ignored the damn letter from my GP inviting me for a routine health check when I turned forty, I’d still be none the wiser and none of this would be happening. That’s a lie. I knew I was ill, but I thought it
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ARIELLA

I am in love with being in love. There are worse things I could be, but not many. Wanting makes the world go round, not love. Some people want everything, but everyone wants something. It might be money, or sex, or power, or fame, or something a little harder to achieve, like world peace or great hair. Trying to get what we want in life is what makes life worth living. Dreaming of what we want, longing for it, working for it, plotting for it, begging for it. Even killing for it. Deep down, we all know what we want and what we would be willing to do to get it. All I want is to be loved.

We get married on a Tuesday. Getting hitched in Hackney was his idea, and the town hall is a perfect venue. I’ve never been here before. There was only one room available in the old Art Deco building for a small wedding at short notice. It has teal walls, wood panelling and a registrar who doesn’t comment on the lack of guests. At twenty-eight, I’m not exactly a young bride, but love is one of the few things in life genuinely worth waiting for.

Love tends to turn up uninvited, or not at all; often arrives late or leaves early.

Love is a transaction and sometimes the price is too high.

Love is a mystery best left unsolved.

“I love you,” my husband says as soon as the ring is on my finger. I swear those three magic words sound sweeter now we are married. I smile because I feel loved – just like every bride should on their wedding day. I can hear it in his voice, feel it in his touch, see it on his face. He can’t take his big brown eyes off me. Luka is a smidgen older than I am and the personification of tall, dark and handsome. He’s wearing a blue Armani suit, a shiny new wedding ring and a smile so wide you would think he had just won the lottery. He is the kind of man I used to believe was out of my league, and it makes me wish that there had been some guests at our wedding after all, just to see their faces when they saw me with him.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m a hot ticket too. Clever; both fun and funny; and attractive enough to get what I want. If I were a humble person, I’d describe myself as a nine, but humility is for losers. I’m a solid ten. Sometimes I think I’d marry myself if I could. But I didn’t always look this good. I didn’t always have the knowledge or know-how or, frankly, the resources necessary to be the version of me I am these days. Who I used to be is a stranger to me now, but that doesn’t mean I’ve forgotten her. Reinvention is the key to success, and to be irreplaceable you must always be different.

After we say “I do”, Luka and I take a selfie on the town hall steps. Then he kisses me, inserting his tongue into my mouth and no doubt spoiling my expertly applied makeup. I’m cross about that – imperfection is inexcusable on a day like today – but then Luka says he has a surprise for me. I like surprises: they are close friends with secrets. When I was a child, I used to write down all my secrets in a little notebook, then tear out the pages and eat them. That’s a secret too.

Luka hails a black cab and asks the driver to take us to the Shangri-La. His hand rests on my bare leg throughout the journey, a little higher than might be considered polite in public, his fingers lightly stroking the inside of my thigh. My hands rest in my lap, twisting the new ring I am wearing, round and round. I like shiny things. When we arrive, he pays the driver with cash and tells him to keep the change, even though there isn’t much to keep. Then he takes my hand and practically drags me inside the hotel, and I laugh. The sound is so unfamiliar it surprises me.

We are the only two people in the lift, but there are an infinite number of my husband reflected in the mirrors, every version looking equally happy with himself. Apparently they put mirrors in lifts to reduce anxiety – to make an enclosed space feel larger and less claustrophobic – but I’m not convinced it works. I catch a glimpse of my own reflection and remember that every mirror has a dark side. I see a well-put-together woman with pale skin and blonde hair wearing a white dress. She looks stunning. I smile, and she smiles back.

The hotel occupies eighteen floors of The Shard – London’s highest building – and our room has panoramic skyline views of the River Thames and many of the capital’s highlights, including St Paul’s Cathedral, which was once the highest. The buildings in this city are always trying to outdo each other, a bit like the people, but there’s nothing wrong with that. Ambition is healthy. And sometimes the grass is greener. There are rose petals on the bed, spelling the word congratulations, and a silver ice bucket containing a bottle of champagne. Luka twists the cork until it pops, pours two glasses and tells me that we are here for our honeymoon. We’re so high up it looks as if we are in the clouds.

“Look at this incredible view!” I say, walking over to the floor-to-ceiling windows.

“You’re incredible,” he replies, following me and pulling me towards him. I don’t disagree because I am. He kisses me again, and I kiss him back because it seems both appropriate and polite given the situation. Plus I’m a great kisser. I practised with girls when I was at school, then perfected my technique on boys before graduating to men. I know what comes next and I wonder if the sex will be different because we are married. My husband’s hands roam my body as though it belongs to him now, and I suppose marriage did use to mean that. But not any more. He paws at the parts of me that were once private before reaching impatiently for the zip at the back of my dress.

“Careful,” I say. It is not a traditional wedding dress, but it cost a small fortune, and I thought I might wear it again one day. Once the dress is safely removed, I walk around the room in just my white lacy underwear and high heels. I enjoy watching him watch me, making him wait for what he wants, then I lie down on the bed, spread my legs nice and wide and beckon him towards me with my finger.

We don’t leave the hotel for three days and spend most of that time in bed, making love on 1,000-thread-count sheets. He’s keen to make the most of the amenities, as well as our time together, so we also have sex in the shower, on the designer desk, in a very uncomfortable chair and up against the huge glass windows. We order room service, eat gourmet food and drink champagne while watching spectacular sunsets over the city skyline. The hotel bill at the end of this is going to be insane, but I tell myself to relax, celebrate, enjoy the moment. After all, most people only get married once.

Luka is still naked beneath the sheets when I start getting dressed on the third morning. I can tell he doesn’t want me to leave, still hungry for more despite all that I have given him. I get a kick out of the way he looks at me when he sees me dressed in my flight attendant’s uniform. Like he just wants to undress me again.

“Do you really have to go so soon?” he asks.

“Sadly, yes.”

“Where is it this time?”

“Sydney.”

“That’s so far.”

“The flight takes twenty-five hours and five minutes.”

“And five minutes,” he says, mocking me. But details are important.

“Then I have a layover, and because of the schedule, I won’t be back for a week. But then I promise we can pick up where we left off,” I say before kissing his handsome, clean-shaven face.

He tries to pull me onto the bed, but I wriggle free and smooth down any creases he just inflicted on my uniform.

“Goodbye, husband.”

“I love it when you call me that. Goodbye, wife.”

Once I’ve collected my car, it doesn’t take too long to drive to the airport. I navigate my way to the same multi-storey I always use and park in the usual spot. Then I take my suitcase from the boot, walk across to the opposite side of the car park and get into a different car. I am not really flying to Sydney today. I am not flying anywhere. I start the engine, exit the car park and take the motorway away from London. I drive south for an hour until I reach a turn-off that leads to a picture-postcard-pretty place called Killerton. It’s all narrow country lanes, cobblestoned streets and cute cottages. If Disney did villages, this would be it. I park outside a beautiful double-fronted house with a white picket fence, check my reflection, spray myself with perfume, grab my bag and walk up the lavender-lined path.

The door opens before I reach it. A man appears, stares at me, then folds his muscular arms. He’s younger than the man I left in bed, and a little rough around the edges. Handsome in a wholesome way, with shoulder-length dark hair and a well-kempt beard. I can’t help noticing the six-pack making itself known beneath his too-tight white T-shirt.

“You’re late,” Noah says.

“Sorry, my flight was delayed,” I lie.

His face creases into a smile. “We missed you.”

A pretty little girl wearing a wide smile and a homemade dinosaur costume pushes past him and comes running towards me. She leaps into my arms while simultaneously screaming, “Mummy!” A giant Labrador, wagging his black tail at full speed, runs at me next. I smile at my perfect child, my perfect house, our perfect life. And I think the same thoughts I always do every time I come home.

For something to mean anything, it has to cost you everything.

“I missed you,” Noah says, hugging me tight.

“I missed you too,” I say, kissing him on the lips. “You’re my favourite husband.”

And he smiles, because I’ve said this before and he thinks it’s a joke.

He thinks I only have one.




BEAUTIFUL UGLY
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‘I was consumed by this book, it’s her best ever’ – Lisa Jewell

Author Grady Green is having the worst best day of his life.

Grady calls his wife as she’s driving home to share some exciting news. He hears Abby slam on the brakes, get out of the car, then nothing. When he eventually finds her car by a cliff edge, the headlights are on, the driver door is open, her phone is still there … but his wife has disappeared.

A year later, Grady is still overcome with grief and desperate to know what happened to Abby. He can’t sleep, and he can’t write, so he travels to a tiny Scottish island to try to get his life back on track. Then he sees the impossible: a woman who looks exactly like his missing wife.

Wives think their husbands will change, but they don’t.

Husbands think their wives won’t change, but they do.




DAISY DARKER
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‘Clever, sinister, claustrophobic, beguiling and utterly compelling’ – Peter James

Isolated on their private island in Cornwall, the Darker family have come together for the first time in over a decade. When the tide comes in, they’ll be cut off from the rest of the world for eight hours. When the tide goes back out, nothing will ever be the same again. Nothing – because someone in the family is a killer …

As the autumn leaves fall, Daisy Darker arrives at her grandmother’s house for her eightieth birthday celebrations. Seaglass, the Darkers’ ancestral home, is a crumbling Cornish house perched upon its own tiny private island.

Every member of the family has their secrets. Nana, alone for so long. Daisy’s absent father, Frank. Her cold-hearted mother, Nancy. Her siblings, Rose and Lily, and her niece, Trixie, full of questions and without a father of her own. Daisy has never had an easy relationship with her family, but some secrets are much darker than others. This will be a gathering that some of them won’t remember.




GOOD BAD GIRL
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‘I was on the edge of my seat the whole time’ – Taylor Jenkins Reid

Sometimes bad things happen to good people, so good people have to do bad things …

Twenty years after a baby is stolen from her pushchair, a woman is murdered in a care home. The two crimes are somehow linked, and a good bad girl may be the key to discovering the truth.

Edith may have been tricked into a nursing home but, at eighty years young, she’s planning her escape. Patience works at the home, cleaning up mess and bonding with Edith, a kindred spirit. But Patience is lying to Edith about almost everything.

Edith’s own daughter, Clio, won’t speak to her. And someone new is about to knock on Clio’s door … and their intentions aren’t good.

With every reason to distrust each other, the women must solve a mystery with three suspects, two murders and one victim. If they do, they might just find out what happened to the baby who disappeared, the mother who lost her and the connections that bind them.
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