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  Chapter 1

  
  




Monday, 15th of July

“Yeah, I’m serious. I’m grounded for the rest of the summer. Do you even know how sad that is? But maybe this is a sign from the universe.”

“A sign to do what?”

“Maybe it’s time to set the house on fire.”

“Woah! Woah, Jasmine! Take it easy. That’s probably a bit too far.”

“I know,” sighed Jasmine. She aimed for the closet door as she kicked off her slippers and dumped herself onto her bed. “But what choice do I have? If I don’t do something, they’ll keep finding ways to ruin my life forever. I hate it here. And I hate them.”

“I know, babe. But you can’t let them see you over-reacting,” replied Benny. “I’m proud of you no matter what happens. I don’t know anyone else who could steal their dad’s car and write it off on the same night. You’re so dynamite. I love that about you.”

She could hear him strumming his acoustic guitar in the background, and she smiled. “You’re just saying that because it’s all your fault.”

“Hey!” he laughed. “I didn’t tell you to do anything to make it to the city. I just told you it’d be great if you could make it by any means necessary. It’s not my fault you decided to go extreme.”

Jasmine huffed.

“Look,” Benny continued, “just wait a few days. I’m sure they’ll forget about it. I mean, they always do. Right?”

“Not this time.” Jasmine glared up at her bedroom ceiling. “This time they’re serious. This time they’ve found me something to do. And they’ve signed me up for it already. Oh, my god, Benny. I’m telling you, I could kill them. I could kill them all!”

“Wait, wait, wait!” Benny cried. “What’s this thing they signed you up for?”

“Some moron in this dumb little town has funded a new summer camp idea,” Jasmine replied. She cringed when she remembered the way her brother, James, grinned about the idea over breakfast. This is all his fault, she fumed. If he hadn’t brought it up, they would never have thought about sending me away, too. She hated the way he grinned over the stupidest things, so she filed away a mental note to remember to kill James first. “But the upside is that it only goes for a week.”

“Where is it?”

“What?”

“The camp, dummy.”

“Oh.” Jasmine snorted in disgust. “You know that creepy little island in the middle of the lake. Shivers’ Folly. It’s there.”

“Woah.” Benny sounded taken aback. “That sounds like a prison sentence. Trapped on an island with a bunch of little kids.”

“You see what I’m talking about, then,” she insisted. “Everyone wants me to be miserable. They’re doing everything to make it happen. And you wanna know what the worst part is?”

“Mhm.”

“They’ve put me in charge of organising all the games for the week. Like I’m supposed to know how to do that?”

“Look, babe,” Benny chuckled. “I don’t want you to be miserable. So take it easy. It’s like you said. This’ll only last for a week. You’ll be back home plotting to run away again in no time.”

“Yeah,” she laughed with him. Hearing Benny laugh always made her feel better. His way of looking at the world was so free and easy-going. Fun. They’d only become friends during his last semester at Twisted Lakes High before he’d graduated and moved to the city. Jasmine had been devastated, but he’d promised they’d always stay friends. And ever since Jasmine had taken up dance classes in the city, they’d become a little more than friends. “Well, tomorrow I have to go into town to look for board games,” she explained. “I don’t even know where to start.”

“What about that game shop next to the music store? In the plaza. Near the sports centre.”

“What are you talking about?” Jasmine frowned. “That place is for gamers, not selling games.”

“What are you talking about?” Benny shot back. “They sell games there.”

“Sure,” Jasmine replied, starting to feel bored. “But games for nerds. Dungeons and Dragons type stuff. They have tournaments there. What if I turn up and they’re in the middle of that? I won’t be able to handle it.”

“You could always join in,” Benny teased. “You’re always saying you want to try new things.”

“You’re the worst person in the whole world,” Jasmine said.

“Okay, okay.” Benny strummed his guitar. “Why don’t you try that antique store? The one on the other side of the park.”

Jasmine rolled her eyes. “I don’t know. That sounds kind of nerdy, too. But maybe you’re right.”

“It’s the best I’ve got,” he said. The tone of his voice told Jasmine that he was getting ready to end the conversation and hang up.

“Well, you’ll call me, right, when I’m on the island?” she asked.

“Are you kidding,” he said. “It’s the weirdest thing Twisted Lakes has ever done. I want regular updates. Of course I’ll call you. So you’d better make time for me every night.” He strummed his guitar again, and Jasmine thought she heard soft giggling beneath the sound.

“Is someone there with you?” she asked.

“No,” he said, quickly. “I mean, yeah. Mike is in his room. But I’m alone in mine. And besides, you know you’re the only girl of my dreams.”

That makes sense, she thought. Of course Benny’s roommate was there, and of course that was the noise she’d heard. It’s not Benny’s fault you’re worked up over this summer camp. Don’t start accusing him of things, Jasmine. He’ll think you’re insane.

“Anyway,” he said, brightly, “I’ve gotta go to band practice now. Actually, that reminds me, we’re playing at some pretty awesome venues this week. It’s a shame you’re not going to be there. It’d be great if you change your mind and find a way to make it.”

“That’s so annoying,” Jasmine huffed. “It’s like you didn’t listen to a word I said. Summer camp, remember?”

“Oh,” he said. He was starting to sound distracted. “Right. Well, talk to you soon, okay.”

“Okay,” she said and ended the call.

With another huff, she sat up and threw her phone onto the bed behind her. The time on her alarm clock read 00:28. She must have spent longer talking to Benny than she’d realised. Peeling back the covers, she climbed beneath them and switched off the bedside lamp. Tomorrow was going to be a total pain. Not only did she have to be up early to hunt for games in town, but she needed to pack and be at the rickety pier on Miriam’s Beach by three o’clock in the afternoon, where a boat would be making trips back and forth to get all the campers and counsellors to Shivers’ Folly.

A feeling of dread twisted in the pit of her stomach at the thought of the island, but she did her best to shake it off. She’d never been easily scared of anything and wasn’t about to start now. It’s just an island, she told herself. A dumb little island. It probably doesn’t even have any wildlife. I’ve got nothing to worry about. And it’s only a week. Just one week, then I can come home and plot my next getaway. Just like Benny said.

Why did he say that stuff? she wondered, recalling Benny’s insistence that she was the only girl of his dreams. I never said anything about a girl.

Take it easy, Jasmine. Don’t let this summer camp ruin the only good thing in your life.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




“James!” shouted Mrs Hughes from the living room. “Stop winding up your sister!”

“Sorry, Mum,” James called back. But his eyes sparkled as he grinned across the breakfast table at Jasmine. “All I said was that everyone’s gonna finally get to see what a delightful person she really is. She’s not going to be able to run away and hide like she normally does. The island’s too small. Unless that’s a game you want to organise, Jasmine.” His grin widened. “Hide and seek.”

“Drop dead, freak,” Jasmine snapped. She sipped her coffee and glared at him.

“Now, Jasmine,” Mr Hughes said, without looking up from the newspaper he held in front of his face. “I know you’ll at least try to make the most of this week. You’re mother and I have been good enough to give you this one final chance to behave like a real young lady and do the right thing for once. Mess up one more time, and you know you can look forward to spending next year at boarding school. Very far away. Maybe in another country.”

“Stop being dramatic, dear.” Mrs Hughes entered the kitchen carrying two suitcases. “I just pulled these out of the storage containers under the house,” she told Jasmine and James. “They’re a little dusty, but they’ll do the trick.”

“Great,” Jasmine sighed, taking another sip of her coffee. Gross old suitcases from a million years ago. Why can’t my parents update things like normal people?

“Thanks, Mum!” James got up to hug his mother.

“No problem, honey,” Mrs Hughes smiled and hugged him back. “But you’d better hurry up and take your sister into town to get those games. It’s already ten o’clock. I’ll start packing for you while you’re out.”

“Don’t touch my stuff!” Jasmine snapped.

Mrs Hughes looked startled for a moment, then she frowned and levelled her daughter with a cranky look. “Keep it up, Jasmine.” She nodded. “Boarding school.”
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“Why can’t you try to be nice to Mum and Dad?” asked James as he pulled into a parking spot in front of Yesterday, the antique store. “They’re doing their best. You’re so ungrateful that they’re not sending you away to boarding school.”

Jasmine rolled her eyes, only half listening to him as she peered through the windscreen of James’s bright red chrome ‘83 DeLorean DMC at the dark window of the antique store. This is such a stupid car, she thought for the millionth time when they climbed out onto the street and began closing the gullwing doors. She hated the way it always attracted so much attention from passers-by. Across the road, sitting on the short stone wall bordering Silverleaf Park, a little boy with his mother started laughing and pointing. Jasmine stuck her tongue out at him. The kid laughed harder.

“I’m serious, Jasmine,” James was still trying to lecture her. “Are you planning on spending the rest of your life causing problems for people?”

I’m planning on setting the house on fire with you in it, was the lightning-fast thought that flashed through her mind. But she kept silent and ignored him. It was always best to ignore James. Engaging in arguments with him always ended in an embarrassing screaming match, no matter where they were. But she couldn’t help it. He just knew how to make her furious.

“I’m going there,” she told him, pointing at the antique store. “And you’re not coming with me.”

“Whatever.” He shrugged, indifferent. “I’ve gotta go and pick up a book I ordered from Etørnia Books.”

She stared at him till he turned and walked away. Gross, she thought, picturing the smelly second-hand bookstore he was going to. She could never understand why he spent so much time there, or why he was such good friends with the owner. The idea of hanging out with a boring little old lady all the time was enough to make her yawn.

“She’s great,” James would insist. “Flora’s the most interesting person in Twisted Lakes. She knows the history of absolutely everything. She’s a genius.”

Flora, Jasmine sighed to herself as she made her way to the antique store. “Damn!” she exclaimed and stamped her foot. It was closed. All of the lights were off inside and there were no signs of life.

OPENING HOURS: SUNSET TILL WHENEVER I FEEL LIKE CLOSING IN THE EARLY HOURS OF THE MORNING, read a sign taped to the inside of the window. Jasmine smiled. The new owner sounded like they had a decent sense of humour. But it was a shame she wouldn’t be able to visit the store and get to know them before leaving for the island. She sighed and turned away. Across the road, the small child was still looking at her, so she poked her tongue out at him again.

Where to now? She folded her arms and looked up and down the sidewalk. But this particular street didn’t have anything else that would even closely resemble fun for children. Unless she counted the space pinball machine up the back of Joan’s Groceries a couple of doors down. But she couldn’t exactly take that to the island. She didn’t want to go to the game store, though…

Suck it up, Jasmine. Marching herself across the road, she smirked at the little boy, who was still watching her, then made her way down past Silverleaf Park Cafe and turned the corner onto Shoreline Road, where the plaza was.

So hot, she grumbled to herself as she trudged along the sidewalk. Hopefully, this lame summer camp would include plenty of water activities. If she’d had the summer to herself, like she was meant to, she would have spent it swimming at Miriam’s Beach the way she always did. Things change. She sighed, but when she reached the part of the street where she had to walk past The Complex, the creepy, two-story apartment block that sat right on the edge of the park, a weird chill crept up her spine, and a knot of anxiety clenched in her stomach. She’d never liked the place, and couldn’t understand why anyone would ever want to live there. Their high school art teacher, Mrs Smith, lived there. But Jasmine supposed that was understandable. Mrs Smith had always seemed kind of strange to her. Not just quirky the way art teachers were probably supposed to be. Wrong… slightly unhinged. Although if you weren’t paying attention, you’d probably just think she was a totally normal person.

Shaking off these thoughts, Jasmine ignored The Complex, and hurried on, up past the blossoming cherry treed garden of Twisted Lakes’ poshest restaurant, The Pearl, and into Miriam’s Plaza, where the game store was. She liked it here. The space was a lot more modern than most other places in town. Better paved, with nicely tended Maple trees and clean benches to sit on. The two small cafes in the plaza were bustling today, just like Silverleaf, and Jasmine wished she could stop for a coffee. She smiled, remembering the time when Benny convinced her to ditch school with him after lunch to have coffee at one of the plaza cafes. He’d said it would be okay, but that sleazy bio teacher, Redmund, had caught them there. She’d been grounded for a week over that.

Redmund, she thought as she searched for the game store. He’d been murdered recently by the Silverleaf Slasher, Twisted Lakes’ resident “serial killer.” Jasmine rolled her eyes. As far as she was concerned, that was a whole other story that was none of her business.

This is it, she told herself when she spotted the arcane-looking game store beside an equally bizarre little thrift store. That must be new, she thought, then sighed as she turned her attention back to the game store. Just go inside, and pray no one you know sees you. She took a deep breath and opened the door.

“Hi,” said a smiling boy behind the store counter. “Here for the tournament?”

Jasmine sighed and shook her head. Great, she thought. I’ve walked into my worst nightmare. They really are having geek matches up there. This is hell. Pure hell.

“Oh,” the boy replied to her, still smiling. “Well, what can I help you with, then?”

“I need games,” she said, giving him a curious look as she approached the counter. He was kind of good-looking, in a super nerdy way, and she definitely knew him. Of course you know him. You’ve seen him at school. But it was weird that she recognized him. Normally, the nerds didn’t enter her awareness. She always just saw them as faceless space fillers that drifted around the school on a completely different plane of reality from hers. But this guy…

“Orson,” he said, brightly, extending his right hand over the counter.

Cringing on the inside, Jasmine realised she’d been staring at him and he’d taken it the wrong way. But now she was stuck. Orson? Do all the store attendants in this town have old person names?

“Jasmine,” she replied, shaking his hand. Make this quick, Jasmine! Get the games and run! “I’m looking for a couple of games that ten or eleven-year-olds might be interested in.”

He nodded, continuing to smile. “Okay. Do you have anything particular in mind?”

“I wouldn’t be discussing it with you if I did,” she said, frowning at him.

He started blushing and his smile became shy as he stepped out from behind the counter. “Sorry. You’re totally right. I’m so dumb sometimes.”

He’s really cute. She continued to frown at him, annoyed with herself for thinking that.

“Hey, Orson!” came a squeaky voice from somewhere in the loft above the main part of the store.

Jasmine looked up to see three faces peering down at them over the loft’s railing.

“We thought you were only going down for chocolate,” said a boy with lots of freckles and big, thick-rimmed glasses. “How did you end up hooking up with a babe like a total champion?”

“Shut up, Milton,” Orson snapped. “Sorry,” he said again to Jasmine. He pointed up at the three faces. “They’re so lame.”

“The games?” Jasmine said, suddenly feeling very uncomfortable.

The three boys giggled and disappeared back into the loft.

“So,” Orson said as he took her to a shelf that held rows and rows of board games, “are these for family? Friends?”

“Summer camp,” said Jasmine, flatly.

“Huh?” He gave her a questioning look.

“Yeah,” she sighed. “Some loser funded putting a bunch of cabins on that island, Shivers’ Folly. And then they decided to hand over more cash and make it a summer camp. Philanthropists.” She rolled her eyes, disgusted by the thought of wasting so much money on something that was only going to happen once a year.

Orson chuckled. “Do you know who the loser is?”

“What? Oh. I think it’s the owner of The Driftwood since the place is called Camp Driftwood.”

“Camp Driftwood?” Orson frowned for the first time since she’d stepped into the store.

“I know, right?” she raised her brows. “Owner of the seediest bar in town decides to put a summer camp on the creepiest island known to man. It sounds like the recipe for a…” she shook her head.

“A bad slasher film,” he finished for her. “A recipe for disaster.”

“Right,” she said, smiling at him. She was beginning to like how fast his mind worked. Usually, Jasmine found that people took way too long to understand things that, for her, were obvious. It made having conversations unbelievably frustrating.

“How many kids will be there?” he asked.

Jasmine shrugged. “Thirty, maybe.”

“You’re probably better off getting role-playing card games,” he told her, pointing to a different shelf. “No,” he said when he saw her look of disdain. He pointed up at the loft. “Not like the roleplaying game we’ve got going on up there. There’re a lot of other ones that aren’t as in-depth. More like silly fun.”

“Okay.”

“Why did you sign up for something like that?” he asked, reaching past her to pull a game off the shelf.

“I didn’t,” she snapped, instantly regretting how harsh she’d sounded. “Sorry.” She shook her head. “I crashed my dad’s car, so I’m grounded for the rest of the summer. But that wasn’t good enough, so my parents decided to sign me up. Which I have to admit,” she smirked, taking the game from him to look at its description, “is supervillain diabolical.”

“You’re parents sound charming,” he sympathised.

“You have no idea,” she replied.

He sighed. “I guess not. My parents are never here. They’re both always out of the country on business. I’m mostly here on my own.” He waved his hand around to indicate the store.

“You live in this store?” asked Jasmine. The idea of it sounded wild, and kind of fun. Orson just gets more and more interesting.

“We’ve got a house up in the Ivy Hills,” he explained. “But I hate being there alone. I prefer the loft upstairs,” he nodded over his shoulder at the stairs towards the back.

“Oh,” she nodded slowly, suddenly feeling awkward. “Okay, well, I should get this one,” she held up the game, “and probably something similar.”

“Great,” he smiled.

After finding another game, she paid at the counter and said goodbye. But at the door, she paused. “Hey,” she said, stopping Orson as he was about to head up the stairs. “Maybe when I get back, I’ll drop by to let you know how bad the summer camp slasher was.”

Orson grinned and started blushing again. “Wow, yeah. Okay. I’d like that. But aren’t you grounded? Won’t your parents mind if you go out?”

“I’m good at being sneaky,” she told him with mock sincerity. Then she laughed and stepped out into the plaza.

That Orson kid is alright, she thought, feeling unusually light-hearted as she wandered back to James’s car. Even The Complex didn’t bother her as she passed by.








  
  
  Chapter 3

  
  




“You’re an idiot.” Jasmine sneered at her brother after pulling her door closed.

He didn’t look at her as he slid the key into the ignition and switched on the engine. He was staring ahead at a young couple who’d just stepped out of Silverleaf Cafe and were busy hugging and swinging each other around.

They’re idiots, too, Jasmine thought, watching them. Only idiots act that way in public. But the girl part of the couple, Sage Monroe, was someone Jasmine actually liked, although she would never admit that to anyone, and James had seriously dropped the ball when he let her get away. Now Sage was dating a boy called Reece, someone Jasmine would have described as a total nerd. On the surface, James should have been a better option, but Sage had scored herself points with Jasmine by being someone who looked a lot deeper below the surface.

“Such an idiot,” she insisted.

“Shut up,” James snapped. “Or walk home.”
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“Maybe we could say we’ve come down with something,” Jasmine said. “The flu. They’ll never make us go if we’re sick.”

“Great idea,” James replied, sarcastically. “The only thing worse than being stuck on some stuffy little island with the sheriff would be if Mum insisted we stay in bed all week covered in blankets. It’s the middle of summer, Jasmine. You need to think better.”

She scowled at James, but the sheriff was speaking again, so she turned the withering look on him instead. She couldn’t believe he was going to be one of the adults supervising on the island for the week. It could have been anyone else. Why him? Jasmine hated Sheriff Cane. No one else in town made her more angry. And that was saying a lot because her entire family made her mad on a daily basis.

But Sheriff Cane… On the three occasions she’d been arrested and taken to the local police station, she’d had the misfortune of getting to know him better than she wanted to. He didn’t get angry with her the way everyone else did. He seemed to treat everything like it was a joke. He treated her like she was a joke, which Jasmine found irredeemably unforgivable.

So arrogant, she thought, watching him speak. She let her eyes wander over the gathering on the small pier till they came to rest on Angus Reed. Oh, god. He’s here, too? She was about to be stuck on a creepy, stinky little island with two disgustingly arrogant people. My life is over. Letting her gaze drift over the rest of the teens that had signed up for counselling positions, she saw that she knew them all, and most of them were from the year above her. The year that had just graduated.

April, Alex, Emilia, she mentally ticked off. Eve and Matthew, the nauseating power couple. Lucy? Okay, whatever. Angus and his weird girlfriend, Lyndal. Sage and Reece. She looked at James with a nasty smile but he was fully focused on Sheriff Cane. She resumed her head count. Riley, Sheriff Cane’s daughter, was there, too. Jasmine felt a moment of sympathy for her but quickly remembered that Riley was one of the happier kids in town, despite having only one parent. Along with Misty, Jasmine and Riley were on the cheer team together, and she’d never seen her in a bad mood. There was nothing to feel sorry for.

And Misty… ew. Jasmine scrunched up her face as she looked at the girl. I can’t wait to tell Orson how right he was about the bad slasher that’s going to happen. She smiled. I’d better make sure I’m the final girl.

“You think that’s funny, Miss Hughes?”

Jolted from her thoughts, Jasmine looked across to the sheriff who was smiling lazily at her over the heads of all the campers. Everyone turned to look at her, and she was mortified to feel her cheeks start heating up.

Don’t blush, don’t blush! she screamed at herself.

Too late.

She huffed and folded her arms.

The sheriff smirked and went back to running the group through the do’s and don’ts of the coming week.

“You’re so embarrassing,” James whispered to her.

Jasmine shrugged. “Good.”

“Now,” Sheriff Cane said as he untied the rope that was mooring a medium-sized motor boat to the peer. “Obviously we can’t all go across at once. I’d say five or six at a time. Who wants to go first?”

Silence.

“James! Jasmine!” Mr and Mrs Hughes, who’d let their children go on alone while they found a parking spot, and told them not to leave till they’d had a chance to say goodbye, had entered Miriam’s Beach and were running towards them as fast as they could.

“I’ll go.” Jasmine rushed forward. She jumped into the boat before Sheriff Cane had a chance to help her.

“Okay.” He looked shocked by how well she’d made the jump without tipping over the boat. “Great.”

“Whatever,” she said, throwing a desperate look at her parents who were already hugging a forlorn-looking James. “Just hurry up and get this thing moving already.”

“Fine. But we need more.” The sheriff turned, annoyingly slow, back to the gathering. “Who else?”

“Me!” cried a girl with wild golden hair and sparkling green eyes. She grinned at Jasmine and tried to jump into the boat the way the older girl had, but the sheriff stopped her and insisted on helping her in.

“Take it easy, Judy,” he said. “Your parents will kill me if I let you drown before we’ve even left the mainland.”

Judy looked at Jasmine and rolled her eyes, but allowed the sheriff to help her on.

“I guess me, too,” said a boy who looked like he had a serious case of resting miserable face.

“Great
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