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Chapter One
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Kayla Marshall woke in the unfamiliar bed to the sound of screams, which she soon realised were her own. She remembered this wasn't the trailer in Vancouver. It was the family home in Manchester, England, where she had spent the first six years of her life. This was the room which she had shared with her twin sister, Maria, but it was different now. Instead of two beds, there was only one and the pink wallpaper had been replaced with black wallpaper featuring gold stars and moons. The walk-in wardrobe was still there, but the chest of drawers was new. She didn't have much to put in either. Her adopted parents had kept her moving around Canada, so she had never accumulated many belongings. It only meant more to pack. The door opened, and her father entered the room. 

'It's okay, honey,' he tried to sound reassuring as he wrapped his arms around her protectively. 'You're home now.' 

Kayla felt torn, she had dreamt about this room, this house, and this family, her family. It wasn't a dream. That didn't make it any better though. She closed her eyes and tried to imagine she was back with the couple who had been her parents for fifteen years. That didn't make her any happier either. She wished she could be somewhere else or anyone else but herself as she fell back into a restless sleep. 

Robert watched his daughter clearly looking torn and upset as she fell back to sleep. It had been fifteen years and yet she still seemed unfamiliar to him. He could almost imagine he was watching Maria and not Kayla. She hadn't shown much emotion when he had told her Maria was dead. Kayla hadn't even asked him how. Maybe discovering that her parents weren't her real parents and that her real mum and sister had both died while she was gone was too much for her. He felt guilty as he was reminded of how caring Maria had been, always thinking of others and wanting to make sure everyone was happy. He had one daughter back. He knew he should be happy about that, but despite being right in front of him, at that moment Kayla may as well be in Canada for how distant she seemed to be. 

When Kayla woke again it was light, but her dad was sleeping in the small armchair next to her bed. Kayla guessed he had stayed there all night, and immediately felt responsible. Her dad's already grey hair seemed to be a shade greyer than usual. Kayla decided she would have to make more of an effort. It wasn't the fault of her birth family that she had been taken and sold to a childless couple all those years ago. 

It's not like I didn't want to come back, she thought to herself. I was six years old. 

There was nothing I could do.

Kayla knew there was nothing her real parents could have done either, at least nothing more than what they already did when trying to find her. She guessed it must have been even harder on both her parents to be police officers, but still be unable to find her. Kayla wished she could feel something other than guilt. In all the time this had been happening Kayla, or Michaela, as her adopted parents had named her, had experienced a rather normal and happy enough childhood with a few exceptions. She had still had some memories of her first six years of having a different family but was almost able to convince herself that family was a dream or her overactive imagination. Now she was here with them she had to face up to the reality of everything that had happened, and she didn't know where to start. 

'There's no handbook for this situation,' she told herself as her eyes fell to the bookcase filled with every genre of book she could think of, all because she had mentioned to her dad that she enjoyed reading. She wouldn't have mentioned it if she had known he would rush out the next day and buy half the stock of the local bookshop. 

Her dad opened his eyes. 'Good morning. I thought we could go into town today. 'Your brother has a surprise for you.' 

'Okay,' Kayla tried to sound enthusiastic. 

'It's nothing bad, you'll like it.' 

Her dad left the room. Kayla quickly dressed and met up with him outside, where he was already waiting by his car. They drove in silence. He parked outside a building on the outskirts of the city centre.

Kayla only got out of the car when she spotted Dominic standing near the entrance.

'Hey, Dominic.' Kayla hugged her older brother. 'Peace of Mind Dogs?' she asked as she pulled away, seeing the sign hanging above the building which Dominic was waiting outside. 

'I read an article about specially trained dogs and I thought you might like one,' Dominic tried to explain as he ran his hand through his short dark hair. 

'Specially trained to do what? Handstands?' Kayla questioned. 

'They're mental health dogs,' her father tried to elaborate. 

'I don't have a mental health issue,' Kayla replied. 

'Of course not, honey but...' 

'Dad,' Dominic interrupted him, 'I've got this, go get a coffee or something and we'll meet you outside the coffee shop in an hour, Okay?' He pointed to a small coffee shop further down the road.

Their father opened his mouth to protest and then changed his mind. 'Fine, one hour,' he agreed, forcing a smile to mask his disappointment as he left them. 

'Kayla,' her brother began, 'I know you don't have mental health issues. I just think you might feel happier with a companion that doesn't constantly crowd you, try to tell you how you should be feeling, or what you should be thinking all the time. To my knowledge, there's no place I know of that train dogs to look after people who were taken from their families fifteen years ago and are now trying to come to terms with being back. This was the closest thing I could find,' he finished as he extended his arm towards the building. 

'Thank you,' Kayla said. 

'That's okay, this place wasn't that hard to find out about and I guess they fast-tracked things a little bit and offered us a huge discount because your story was in The Sun and The Mirror last week, titled The Kidnapped Girl Who Came Back. You're famous, sis.' 

Kayla pulled a sour face. 'I hate that nickname. I hope it doesn't catch on. I didn't mean that anyway. It's just that everyone is refusing to talk about what happened to me. Well, they're talking, but just...' 

'Not to you?' 

'Exactly.' 

'They're just trying to protect you.' 

'I wish they wouldn't try so hard. It's exhausting.' 

'That's where the dog comes in. You'll feel a bit safer and I'm hoping Dad will see that and back off a bit,' Dominic explained. 'Let's just go inside, meet the dog that the therapist picked out for you, and then the rest is up to you. No pressure.' 

'Okay,' Kayla agreed. 

Once inside the building, they were taken into a room where a middle-aged man sat waiting for them at a wooden desk, which looked small in comparison to the rest of the large but mostly unfurnished room. Kayla paid almost no attention to him as he explained the role of a mental health dog. She only had eyes for the black Labrador who stood patiently by the side of the desk. Kayla nodded and smiled from time to time, but her mind was already made up before the man had finished talking. 

'I'll take him,' Kayla announced. 

'You can take some time to...,' the man began to offer. 

'I don't need time,' she said as she knelt in front of the dog and patted his fur. 

'Alright then,' Dominic agreed as he took out his wallet and paid the man. 

Huge discount? Kayla thought doubtfully as she watched her brother hand over a large wad of notes. She was still getting to grips with English money, but she guessed it was around three hundred pounds. 

'I'll pay you back,' Kayla said when they were outside. 

'What?' Dominic asked. 

'For the dog. I'll get a job and I'll pay you back.' 

'You're my sister and I just bought you a present. I mean, I did miss your last fifteen birthdays, so let’s just call it square?' 

'We're going to be good friends, Shadow,' Kayla told the dog. 

'Shadow?' Dominic questioned her choice of name. 

'Well, he's meant to go everywhere with me like my shadow, right? Maybe that name will give Dad the hint that he doesn't need to be my shadow anymore.' 

'You could just ask him to give you some space.' 

'I can't though, can I?' Kayla looked pained, 'I've been gone fifteen years and Dad wants me to just become part of the family overnight. Michelle just seems to hate me for some reason. My mum and twin sister died while I was gone. I haven't even had time to grieve for either of them and now I have a new step-mum and the people I thought were my parents are facing jail for buying me, which just makes me feel I'm a sack of potatoes or something. Yet Dad doesn't understand why I'm not happy and if I tell him to back off he'll be upset.'

When Kayla finally stopped to catch her breath, she was fighting back tears. Shadow sensed her distress and looked up at her with his big brown eyes. He seemed to understand how she was feeling. 

'I think it's just hard for everyone to understand and they all have they own ideas about what you've been through, but nobody is asking you what you think. In some ways, they've all made up their mind about what you must be thinking or feeling.' Dominic put his hand on her shoulder before they continued walking again. 'It will get easier, I promise, and you've always got me and Shadow.' 

Dominic met up with his wife Trisha for Lunch at a local coffee shop. 

'Spill,' Trisha ordered as she recognised the troubled look on her husband’s face. ‘Didn't she like the dog?' 

'She loves the dog,' Dominic told her. 'She wanted to get a job and pay me back.' 

'And this bothers you?' 

'She's not ready and that's not what is bothering me. She's my sister, but maybe I shouldn't be getting too close. She's been through enough I don't want her to be upset if...' 

'We agree that you wouldn't talk like that,' Trisha ordered. 'You need to be positive. You've got your sister back after all this time. You can't tell me that doesn't make you happy.' 

'Of course it does, but I told her that I would always be there for her. I didn't mean to, it just came out. I wanted to make her feel better, but how's that going to help if it turns out to be a lie?' 

'Dominic, I love you, but you're an idiot,' Trisha told him. 

'Thanks.' 

'You have one more reason to fight now. If me and the rest of your family weren't enough, you have Kayla and she needs you, because otherwise your dad and sister are going to push her away.'

Dominic looked down at the floor.

'What?' Trisha asked, sensing that there was something else. 

'I kind of hoped you wouldn't mind if I went around there tonight. It's important.' 
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Chapter Two
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Kayla and Michelle sat on the white curved sofa in the front room, with only Dominic between them to prevent Michelle from acting upon the murderous stares she was casting towards Kayla. Both sisters knew Dominic was only there to prevent bloodshed, after Michelle had been asked to stay with Kayla while their dad and step-mum were out for the night. Kayla was less than happy by her dad’s assumption that she needed babysitting by her younger sister, while Michelle had begrudged having to give up a night out with her friends to babysit, or overgrown babysit as she had called it.

Kayla glanced around the room, looking for something which could be used as a weapon, remembering what her adopted parents had often told her while teaching her how to protect herself. Almost anything could be used as a weapon. She noted matching lamps, one at each side of the room, thinking they could be good for fighting her sister off. There were always the checkered curtains, she could wrap her in those and use the tie backs to restrain her if she was going to go for the non-violent option. Her eyes wandered to the large cabinet as Michelle glared some more.

Forget non-violent, she thought. I could just push it on her. She half smiled, knowing that she would never do any of those things, but thinking about doing them was better than getting caught up in a staring contest. 

'We were never allowed a dog when we were growing up, were we, Dom?' Michelle tried to look innocent while she posed the question to their brother, as Shadow slept peacefully on his dog bed near one of the lamps. 

'Kayla is twenty-one years old, I don't think she's “growing up” as you put it.' 

'You know what I mean. It doesn't seem fair.' 

'Just give her a break.' 

'I'm sitting right here,' Kayla interrupted. 'Can you two stop talking about me like I'm not here?' 

'If it bothers you that much, you could always leave. Then you won't have to listen to us talking about you,' Michelle suggested. 

Dominic stood up and walked towards the cabinet at the far side of the room. He picked up a key. 

'I'm sorry, Kayla,' he began while ignoring Michelle, 'but I'm out of ideas about how to get you two talking like adults.' 

'No, no, no!' Michelle jumped from her seat but was too late. Dominic left the room and locked the door from the outside just before Michelle reached the door. 'Dom! This isn't funny, you can't leave us in here together.' 

'I'm going home to my wife before she forgets who I am,' came his reply from the other side of the door. 'I'll be back to let you out in the morning.' 

'Dominic!' Kayla called out this time. 'Please let us out.' 

'Sorry, sis. I wish there was a better way,' were the last words she heard him say before the front door slammed. 

Both sisters sat back down at separate ends of the sofa. The silence rang in Kayla's ears, louder than anything her sister could have said. Michelle glared before looking away again. Kayla began to wonder if she was capable of any other facial expressions. More silence followed and she looked up at the clock on the mantelpiece while her younger sibling looked up at the ceiling defiantly. Kayla sat back and crossed her arms. Almost an hour had passed, and a realisation dawned on her. If she didn't speak first, Michelle would be stubborn enough to sit in silence all night. 

'He's really not coming back until morning,’ Kayla realised out loud. 

'Looks that way.' 

'At least we agree on something,' Kayla thought out loud. 'Why do you hate me so much, Michelle?' 

Michelle opened her mouth to speak, then shut it again before finally saying, 'I don't hate you, I just hate that you look like her.' 

'Maria was my sister too,' Kayla replied. 

'For six years maybe, but she was my sister for a lot longer than that. I have memories of her, happy ones. I don't have any of you, but you're just wearing her face.' 

'I didn't ask to be taken.' 

'You didn't ask to come back either, did you?' 

'What?' Kayla was confused. 'I was six years old and how would you know what I did or didn't ask for?' 

'She waited for you, right up until the day she died. She always thought you were coming back,' Michelle accused. 

'I wanted to.' 

'Then tell me, why did you never try to find us before she or mum died?' Michelle's voice choked up. 

'They told me it was a dream or my imagination and as I grew up, I believed them. I thought they were my family,' Kayla tried to explain, feeling close to tears too. She looked away, refusing to let Michelle see her pain. 

'They never gave up looking for you,' Michelle continued. 'It ruined our parents’ marriage, you know that?' 

'I know that it put a strain on their marriage and I'm sorry,' Kayla's voice shook. 

'It was more than that, Mum moved out for a while. Dad thinks I don't remember and Dominic was always there for me and Maria, he had to give up a lot and grow up fast.' 

'How would I know that? Nobody tells me anything! I have to find out everything by eavesdropping.' 

'That's because Dad doesn't want to hurt your delicate baby feelings,' Michelle replied bluntly. 

'But not you,' Kayla answered, choosing to ignore the intended insult. 

'I don't care about your delicate baby feelings,' Michelle admitted. 

'How did she die?' Kayla asked. 

'Cancer, just like Mum. She fought it for three years. I was sure it was just so she could see you again. She even said near the end that she was sorry, but she couldn't fight any more. That's the kind of person she was. She was dying, and she was apologetic about it.' 

'I wanted to believe you were real and I hadn't just imagined you all, you have to know that.' 

'I guess we both know what it's like to have parents who lie to us then,' Michelle admitted. 'I lost count of the amount of times Dad told me Mum was working or visiting friends, when really she was chasing up a lead on you or she was living away from us.' 

'I can't change...,' Kayla began to say, but there was a loud banging sound at the front door. 

'Someone's trying to kick the door in,' Michelle jumped off the sofa, trying to find her mobile phone. 'Do you have your phone? I don't think mine is in here.' 

'It's in my room,' Kayla said, trying not to display the panic that she felt.

'Useless,' Michelle snapped.

Shadow woke up and began to bark. 

'Hey, be quiet,' Kayla whispered going over to him. To her surprise, he stopped barking straight away. 

'What do we do?' Michelle asked. 

'The door is locked, so I guess that's a plus.' 

'So is the front door, but I don't think that's going to stop whoever it is,' Michelle hissed. 

Kayla realised the banging had stopped and wondered if that meant whoever it was, had gotten into the house. One look at Michelle showed that she was thinking the same thing too. They both froze for a minute until Michelle grabbed hold of her sister’s arm and pointed her in the direction of the window where someone was looking through. Both women screamed and huddled together, but then he was gone. 

'Oh my god! Has he gone or is he going to come inside and kill us both?' Michelle squealed.

'It’s just a burglar, not a murderer,' Kayla tried to reassure her sister. Her heart was beating so fast that it felt like it could burst out of her chest at any moment. 'Okay, we just stay in here. The door is locked, so we'll have warning if he does try to get in and if that happens, we have weapons.' 

'What weapons?' 

Kayla pointed to the giant lamps. 'If he gets in here, we both grab one of those and we do whatever we have to.' 

'Who are you?' Michelle looked at Kayla as though she had sprouted horns on her head.

'I wish I knew.' 

––––––––
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'Is everything okay? I didn't expect you back tonight.' Trisha said, looking up from the television as Dominic arrived back at their flat. 

'I may have done something really smart or really stupid,' he said sitting down on the sofa, beside his wife. 

'What happened?' 

'Michelle.' 

'Did she hurt Kayla?' 

'Not yet, but I locked them in the front room together, so anything could have happened by now.' 

'Can I ask why you did that?' Trisha asked, while trying her best not to laugh, as a small snigger escaped. 

'It's not funny, I love Michelle, but she winds me up sometimes. We finally get our sister back and all she can do is bicker. I've tried to understand where all this is coming from, but it's all a mystery to me, so tonight I just ran out of ideas.' 

'You do know that your dad will blame you if anything happens?' 

'I wasn't thinking clearly.' 

'We could invite Kayla to live here,' Trisha suggested. 

'You wouldn't mind?' 

'Well, it's not entirely unselfish of me,' Trisha admitted. 'Of course I want to help her, but once she's back on her feet maybe she can pay her way a bit, because between all the time you've had off work and the bills stacking up, our savings won't last much longer.' 

'I'll ask when I get a chance, but we can't rush her into getting a job, okay?'

'Agreed, but can't we just gently encourage her?' Trisha insisted. 

'I mean it, Trisha,' Dominic said. 

'Everyone needs a little gentle encouragement. We would be helping her really.'

'I won't use my sister for our financial gain,' Dominic snapped. 

'Fine,' Trisha held her hands up in defeat. 'I guess if it comes to it, we can all be homeless together.' She stood up and stormed out of the room. 

'Trisha!' Dominic called after her before slumping down on the sofa and staring at the ceiling, which he realised was slightly cracked. 'Just like my life,' he thought out loud.
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Chapter Three
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'I'm really sorry,' Dominic said for the fifth time since both of his sisters had relayed the events of the previous night. 

'It's not your fault. You couldn't have known this would happen,' Kayla reasoned. 

'It was a stupid idea anyway, leaving you two in here all night. I didn't think it through properly. Now Dad's never going to trust me again.' 

'Yes, he is,' Michelle began, 'because he's never going to find out about any of this. We'll get the front door fixed, tidy up the mess and he won't be back until later this afternoon. He never has to know.' 

'Good idea,' Kayla agreed, knowing that if her dad and step-mum found out, both Dominic and Michelle would somehow get blamed. That would give Michelle cause to hate her even more and her dad would never let her out of his sight again. She already felt suffocated enough. 

'I'd better call someone about the door then,' Dominic decided. 

'You're going to be late for work and Michelle has college. I'll sort it out, okay?' Kayla offered. 

'Are you sure?' Dominic asked. 

'I can deal with this. Don't look so worried.' 

'You don't need to tell me twice.' Michelle was already heading towards what was left of the front door. 

'I've got Shadow with me, I'll be fine. I don't need babysitting,' Kayla said when Dominic didn't leave. 

'You don't have any money,' Dominic pointed out, taking his bank card from his wallet and handing it to her. 'You'll need this,' he continued, as he wrote his pin number down for her. Kayla hesitated. 'Unless you have a secret stash of money to pay for the door to be repaired?' 

Kayla knew he was right. 'If I take that, will you go? I'm not going to be responsible for you losing your job.' 

––––––––
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'Do you want a lift?' Dominic asked, when he finally caught up to Michelle in his blue Nissan Micra.

'Only because I'm late, since someone locked me in Dad's front room all night. Otherwise, I wouldn't be seen dead in this thing.' She walked up to the car and reluctantly got in, sitting in the front passenger seat. 

'How many times do I have to say sorry?' Dominic questioned, as he started the car again. 

'I don't know. How many times could myself and your precious Kayla have been stabbed by the maniac who tried to break into the house last night?' 

'Stop with the dramatics. You don't even know if he had a knife.' 

'You don't know that he didn't,” Michelle countered. 'And do you know what your freak did? She only started talking about using the lamps as weapons if the intruder got inside.' 

'What?' Dominic looked at his sister. 'Actually, that's quite resourceful.' 

'Well, you would say that. The almighty Kayla can do no wrong in your eyes and why did you even do that anyway? In what universe did you think us both locked in a room together could ever be a good thing?' 

'That makes a change.' 

'What?' 

'You not understanding me. I haven't understood what is going on in your head since Kayla got back.' Dominic cast a meaningful glance towards her before turning his attention back to the road. 

'There's nothing to understand. I had a sister and I lost her.' 

'You had two sisters and you lost them both. I did too, but we got one of them back,' Dominic argued. 'Why try and push her away?' he asked, stopping the car around the corner from Michelle's college. 

'Maria tried to fight her cancer and stay with us. Kayla didn't even try to get on a plane and come back to us. She made no attempts to alert the police. She was obviously happier where she was. So why try and keep her here?' Michelle demanded before leaving the car and rushing off to her lectures. 

––––––––
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Kayla had just finished cleaning the house and the front door had been fixed shortly before her dad and step mum returned. 

'Hi, honey.' Her dad found her reading in the front room. 

'Hi,' she tried to sound light-hearted. 'Did you have a nice night?' 

'It was lovely,' her step-mum gushed. 'The food in the restaurant was delicious, the hotel was stunning, and the show...’ 

'Was everything okay here?' Kayla's dad interrupted. 'No big fall outs between you and your sister? I know things have been a bit off.' 

'Everything was fine, nothing special though/ I want to hear about the show you went to see; it sounds great,' Kayla changed the subject. 

Her dad looked at her, his eyes suggesting suspicion, but Kayla's step-mum was more than happy to fill her in and began to almost re-enact the show scene by scene as she told her all about it.

Kayla was glad it wasn't something she wanted to go see, as the plot twist would have been ruined.

'Irene, you two should have a date night more often,' Kayla smiled sweetly at her step mum. 'You seem really happy.' 

'Well, that's exactly what I was saying,' Irene replied, 'but your father seems to think you need him here.' 

'That's silly. I'm twenty-one years old.' Kayla forced a small laugh. 

'After everything you've been through...' her dad began. 

'It's fine, really. Whenever you want to go out, just do it. Don't worry about me. I've got Shadow now.’ Kayla patted her new friend who sat loyally by her side as she announced. 'Actually, we're going to go into town.' 

'Just you and the dog?' her father looked uncertain. 

'Yes, Dad, just me and Shadow.' 

'And what about the press?' 

'I already gave them my story, what more could they possibly want?' 

'Robert, she’ll be fine,' Irene told her husband, as she pulled out her purse and handed Kayla £100. 'Treat yourself.' 

'I can't...’ Kayla began. 

'I gave your sister the same amount a few days ago. I'm hardly going to leave you out,' she insisted. 

'Thank you,' Kayla said, already knowing what she would spend it on. 

––––––––
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'Are you sure about this?' Kayla was sat in Jenny's Hair Salon as the hairdresser ran her hands through Kayla's long dark hair. 

'Yes, very sure,' she told the hairdresser. 

'Okay then. Is that your dog out there?' she asked. 

'Yes. He's not a problem, is he? He's a good dog. If he doesn't come everywhere with me, then my dad thinks he should instead and the dog is less over-protective,' Kayla explained.

'What's his name?' The hairdresser smiled knowingly as she began to cut away at Kayla's hair. Kayla couldn't help wondering if she recognised her from the recent media frenzy. 

'Shadow,' Kayla responded, feeling awkward. 

'He can come in. I mean, he can't be in the shop, but I can ask Sharon,’ the hairdresser nodded towards her colleague, 'to take him upstairs. I'm looking after my brothers Labrador. Shadow will have some company up there.' 

'That sounds nice,' Kayla agreed. 

––––––––
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It was almost dinner time when Kayla and Shadow returned home. 

'What did you do?' her dad's tone of voice suggested that she had committed murder, rather than having her long dark hair cut to shoulder length and layered, then bleached blonde.

Michelle, Dominic, and his wife Trisha were sitting round the large dining room table waiting to eat. 

'Wow,' Michelle couldn't hide her surprise. 'You look completely different.' It was the closest she had come to paying Kayla a compliment, but her expression quickly changed to a scowl when Kayla thanked her. 

'I think it looks nice,' Dominic chimed in before their dad could make any more comments. 

'I agree,' Trisha told Kayla. 'I think we all need a change of image sometimes.' 

Kayla's dad muttered something incoherent as Irene filled their plates with mashed potatoes, carrots, Yorkshire puddings, and roast chicken. 

'I hope everyone is hungry. I think I made too much and I made chocolate pudding for dessert,' Irene told them all over-enthusiastically.

'Nice hair,' Michelle sniggered as they ate their dinner and avoided their father’s stares throughout the meal. 

It was only while Kayla was washing up in the kitchen when her father got the chance to talk to her. 

'I think your hair was fine the way it was before,' he stated while looking betrayed. 

'I'm not her,’ Kayla slammed a dish into the draining tray almost breaking it and she immediately regretted the words as soon as they left her mouth, but she couldn't take them back. Her father needed no explanation about who she was referring to. 

'I never said you were.' 

'But you crowd me all the time,' her father remained silent, so Kayla continued. 'And the way you look at me, it's like you’re trying to believe that Maria is back.' 

'That's not what I...' 

'And I can't be her,' Kayla cut him off. 'I just want to be me. I don't know exactly who that it yet, but how I meant ever going to figure it out if you won't back off a bit?' 

'I have done nothing but bend over backwards since you got back,' her dad raised his voice, bringing everyone hurrying into the kitchen. 

'And I'm grateful, but this,' Kayla touched her hair, 'it's just hair, and you're making a big deal out of it. Everything you've done since I got back, it's just too much.' 

'Calm down.' Dominic stood between the two of them while everyone else stood and watched. 'I know things are a bit tense right now and you both have a lot you want to say, but this isn't...' he began an attempt at been diplomatic before his dad cut him off. 

'Did you put her up to this?' he demanded. 

'What?' Kayla looked stunned. 'I have a mind of my own and that's the problem. You think I need protecting from everything and everyone all the time, like I can't think for myself.' 

Kayla's dad opened his mouth to protest but changed his mind and stormed out of the room instead. 

'I can't do this anymore,' Kayla turned, ran up the stairs to her room, and began throwing her belongings into a suitcase. 
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Chapter Four
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Kayla sat on the park bench with her suitcase at her side while Shadow sat by her feet. 

'I'm sorry I got you into this mess.' Her apology was aimed at the dog. As she contemplated her next move, she couldn't help remembering the last time she had seen her adopted parents. 

'I'm sorry, Michaela,' her father had called out as the Canadian police dragged him and her mother away. She hadn't understood what was going on back then and all the police would tell her was that she was safe now. She hadn't felt very safe and wasn't sure if she ever could again. Kayla had been taken to a room at the police station, unable to understand what was going on. Eventually a kindly looking middle-aged lady had come along to explain it all to her. Apparently, the police had rescued her and her dreams of having another family in England weren't dreams at all.

'Where do I belong?' she asked Shadow, but he only looked up at her with his big brown eyes, as I to say he didn't know. 'No, I don't know either,' Kayla agreed. 

'I do,' a familiar voice interrupted.

She turned to see her brother join her on the bench. 

'I'm not going back there.' Kayla was happy to see him, but felt that she had to make it clear that she couldn't return to their dad’s house. 

'I didn't say you had to, but Dad's
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