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1

Edie




What had I done? Had I done the right thing?

Either way, it was too late to go back.

I cried into Dave’s cinnamon-coloured fur. He was curled up in my arms, but he didn’t seem to care that I was upset. He didn’t try to console me like Tilly would’ve.

Was I really ready to leave Tilly? What would she think? She was a dog! She wouldn’t understand.

Then again, I wasn’t sure I did.

Had I overreacted? Was I finally turning into my mother and being a drama queen for no reason?

No. It wasn’t for no reason. She’d lied to me about one of the most important things in my life. It was one thing to not know I was more powerful than her. But to lie about how Dad had died? Why would she do that? And why had Dad never said anything?

Dominic put a mug of tea on a pop-up table in front of me. I’d ran to his after leaving home. I’d had nowhere else to go. I didn’t have anyone else for moral support. I’d lost Mum and Josh, the only two people I’d ever really trusted.

And now I was a sobbing, puffy eyed mess on Dominic’s threadbare sofa, cradling his apathetic border terrier like he was a teddy bear.

‘Thanks,’ I said, picking up the tea and hugging it to me. Dave didn’t move from my lap even as I reached over to get it. He was a weird dog.

Dominic sat beside me, his own cup of tea in hand. ‘How are you feeling?’

‘How do I look?’

He yawned, then sipped his tea. ‘That’s not what matters. Your family lied to you. You did the right thing.’ He rubbed his neck, focusing on a particular spot for a moment, massaging it, then lowering his hand. Where his hand had been was a faint purple bruise. That was some sensitive skin he had right there. I really didn’t know him at all, did I?

‘Yeah, you’re right,’ I said. ‘I just don’t get why. Why tell me Dad died in a car accident when he was killed by a poltergeist?’

Dominic shrugged. ‘Do we ever really understand another person’s motivations?’

‘I used to think so. Now I’m not so sure.’ I took a few more gulps of tea. ‘Thanks for letting me crash, by the way.’

He smiled. ‘Of course. You can stay as long as you need to.’

‘Thanks.’

I didn’t know where Dominic and I stood, but at least he was honest with me. He’d told me the truth about my dad’s death. And he was the first necromancer I’d met that I wasn’t related to. Dad hadn’t even known he was a necromancer when he was alive, which meant he wasn’t much help, even though he wanted to be.

Gran, meanwhile, seemed to like playing games. Which meant that she answered questions in riddles, then got annoyed when we summoned her back to fill in the gaps.

I didn’t have any of that with Dominic. He was upfront with me. The only person who ever really had been.

Sure, he hadn’t told me he was a necromancer right away, but who would? It’s not exactly the kind of thing that rolls off the tongue, is it?

‘Do you want to go get some of your stuff in the morning? When your mum has gone to work?’

‘Yeah, that would be good.’



*





Dominic’s old sofa was lumpy. But that wasn’t why I didn’t sleep that night. I tossed and turned, unable to shake my mum’s face from my mind.

At first, I pictured her after our last conversation, when I’d stormed out. Then, I started to consider how things would go if she was there when Dominic and I moved my stuff out. All the different ways she’d try to stop me. My imagination even went so over the top that it pictured her using magic to stop me. Which was ridiculous, because she wasn’t that powerful. And she was even less powerful lately, since her magic had been playing up. We still didn’t know why. She’d been too busy trying to help other people to look into it. Maybe there was some hope for her after all.

What was I saying?

She’d lied to me. She’d lied to me for ten years. That wasn’t normal. Or healthy. Or setting an example. Or any of those things parents are supposed to be or do.

Dominic emerged from his bedroom, his dark hair mussed up and bags under his eyes. Was it morning already? ‘Sleep well?’ he asked me as he walked past to go into the kitchen. Dave followed him, his tail wagging.

‘Not really,’ I said. ‘You?’

‘Can’t complain,’ he said, wiping at his forehead with the back of his hand. There was a slight sheen to his face, as if he’d just done an intense workout or woken up from a really gross, sweaty sleep. His house was freezing, though, and he didn’t seem to exercise much. Maybe he’d just had a weird dream or something. ‘Tea?’

‘Please.’

Waking up as Dominic’s house guest felt oddly natural. Was this what my future looked like? Living with Dominic and Dave, instead of Mum and Tilly?

‘What time does your mum leave for work?’ he asked as he prepared Dave’s breakfast. It was a bowl of kibble, which seemed odd to me given the raw food I was so used to Tilly eating.

‘She doesn’t. The foreman banned her from the building site because of her rib injury,’ I said. She kept insisting she was fine, but the purple and blue bruises all over her ribs, and the way she struggled to walk, said otherwise.

Dominic folded his arms and paused. ‘Why don’t we drive past in a bit, see if her car’s there?’

‘Yeah. That works.’

I was meant to go to college, but I wasn’t in the mood to be around people, let alone risk running into Josh and his new girlfriend, Tessa. Just thinking about it made me want to vomit. I’d spent most of my life hoping Josh would see me romantically, then a demon had messed it up less than a month after he’d finally given me a chance.

Now, he couldn’t even look at me. And when he did, it was like he didn’t even know me anymore. All because demons had made themselves look like me to torture him. For which he blamed me, even though it wasn’t my fault. How could it be? I’d done nothing but try to save him!

That didn’t matter to him, though. He’d gone from dating me to dating Tessa, the most popular person at college, as his rebound. She was fully embracing it – and him – too. She’d hated me ever since I’d started at the beginning of the year, both because I didn’t fit into her cookie-cutter expectations of people and because Josh preferred me over her.

Or at least, he had.

I was pretty sure even he didn’t know where his head was at anymore.

I had some Corn Flakes – which sounds boring but I was grateful Dominic had them in, as they were my favourite – then Dominic and I drove to Mum’s. There was no car on the drive, which meant she’d gone somewhere, just not to the building site. Had she found another client? Or gone grocery shopping? Whatever. It wasn’t my business.

It was weird, going back to the house. It had only been just over twelve hours since I’d last been there, but it already felt alien to me.

Moony, the gnome/gargoyle I’d named, was still there, his broken foot pointing towards the road. Mum and Ben weren’t sure if he’d still work with a piece of him missing, but Mum clearly thought he was worth leaving out just in case.

Tilly jumped up at me as I walked through the front door, her tail wagging and her tongue licking me as she told me off for daring to leave. I picked up the ball of white fluff as I walked upstairs into my room. It was just how I’d left it. A part of me had expected Mum to trash it in her anger or something.

‘All right, Tilly. Stop it!’ I said, although I was still laughing, which seemed to encourage her. I put her on my bed. My old bed. It wasn’t mine anymore. 

Tilly watched as I took my suitcase out from the bottom of the wardrobe. She danced around the bed.

Dominic stood in the doorway, studying my room. It looked so childish in comparison to his sparse flat. My walls were covered with posters, and a few days before I’d left I’d put up some fairy lights around my headboard to try to cheer me up. There was way more stuff in my room than in the whole of Dominic’s flat. Or at least, it looked like it. Embarrassment washed over me. I hadn’t realised just how lucky I was.

It wasn’t just that, though. He was only the second boy to ever set foot in my bedroom. And he was so different to Josh. Josh’s room had been similar to mine, with posters and junk all over the place. Dominic’s had had stuff all over the place just because he couldn’t afford any storage to put things in. I’d never realised how lucky I was.

That didn’t change the fact that I was leaving.

‘Want any help?’ Dominic offered.

‘Could you get that bag from the top of my wardrobe, please?’

‘Sure.’ Dominic gave Tilly a head rub, then pulled my tartan weekend bag down. I half-expected a plume of dust to fill the air, but Mum must’ve cleaned it recently because there wasn’t a speck of dust in sight.

I took my bag from him and chucked it on the bed. Tilly sat behind it, then looked up at me with her big, brown eyes.

Spectre floated in to see what was happening, settling beside Tilly. I stroked his grey fur. He preferred his own company, but I think he liked living in a house where the occupants could actually see him. He seemed to enjoy the odd bit of fuss, anyway.

‘You have a ghost cat?’ said Dominic.

‘We do,’ I said. ‘This is Spectre. Spectre, this is Dominic.’

Dominic reached out to fuss Spectre, but his hand went through him. Dominic sighed.

‘I thought necromancers could touch ghosts?’ I said.

‘My necromancy powers don’t work, remember?’ He rolled his eyes, then reached to open a drawer beside my bed.

‘Wait!’ I said, reaching out and grabbing his hand. ‘I’ll sort that one.’ There was no way I was having him go through my underwear collection. It was definitely too early into whatever was going on between us for him to see my knickers. Especially as some had Hello Kitty on them.

Dominic shifted, moving his hand away from the drawer. But as he moved, he inched closer to me. So close I could smell how different he was to Josh. How much more grown up he was.

I blinked, looking away. No doubt my cheeks were crimson.

I cleared my throat. ‘You can, er, you can sort my college stuff. It’s all on my desk. Just throw it into the rucksack in the chair.’

Dominic smiled, a glint in his eye. ‘Will do.’

After he went over to my desk, I took a moment to compose myself. Why was he scrambling my brain? Why was I even thinking about anything happening between him and me? It was never going to happen. It shouldn’t. If things got messed up with him, I’d have nowhere to stay. It wasn’t an option.

Calm down, hormones. Some things are more important.



*





The whole time we were packing, Tilly didn’t settle, as if she knew something was happening and she wouldn’t like what it was. She kept trying to get my attention by nudging my hand or barking at me.

Even Spectre was restless. Instead of lying and watching things happen, like he usually did, he kept circling the room, as if he was waiting for something. If he was, nothing happened.

After about an hour of packing, I’d filled my suitcase, a weekend bag, and a rucksack with things. As I picked up the suitcase, Tilly jumped off the bed and tried to chase me down the stairs. It wasn’t easy carrying something that heavy with a dog chasing me.

‘Tilly! Stop it!’ I said. She didn’t, because of course she wanted her own way. And that way was attention from me.

Somehow, I made it down the stairs. That didn’t stop Tilly from jumping up at me in the small hallway. It was way too cramped for me, Tilly, Dominic, and all my bags. Especially when Tilly seemed to have turned into a kangaroo and wouldn’t stop jumping up. I picked her up and hugged her, saying one last goodbye into her fur. ‘You be a good girl, yeah?’

Tilly licked my nose. Was she trying to break me? It was working.

Spectre watched on from the top of the stairs, a curious expression in his golden eyes.

‘Ready to go?’ said Dominic.

I blinked back tears as I lowered Tilly on to the bottom step. I didn’t want to leave her. She hadn’t done anything. But I couldn’t stay around Mum. Not after everything she’d done. I needed to unpack everything and figure out who I really was. I couldn’t do that with her hovering over me.

‘Let’s go,’ I said, before I lost my nerve. I gave Tilly one last kiss, locked the door behind me, then posted my key through the letterbox.







2

Niamh




I sat outside the lawyers’ office, twiddling my thumbs. Deep reds, wood panelling, leather chairs. It was straight out of the 1980s, although most of the decoration didn’t look that old.

My stomach cramped. I sucked in my breath, curling my hands into fists. The cramps had been happening a lot lately. As if I didn’t have enough to worry about. And I wasn’t already sore enough from my stupid rib injury.

Stupid periods. If they got any heavier I was going to buy shares in a maxi pad company.

The guy sitting beside me was so enthralled by the home improvement magazine he was flicking through that he didn’t seem to notice my discomfort.

Oh, to have the luxury of money to improve our house. I’d done it on a budget when we’d moved in, but what I really wanted was a new bathroom. Using a bathroom that had once belonged to someone else always made me uncomfortable, but I couldn’t afford to replace it. We’d moved in just under a year ago, but so much had happened in that time.

My powers were wonky. I could see ghosts, but I couldn’t sense them. Which felt completely unnatural for someone who’d been able to see and sense them her whole life.

And my daughter wasn’t just more powerful than I was, she was a necromancer. She could use her magic to control ghosts. And even to kill people.

It scared me, knowing what she was capable of. And how little she really knew about her powers and the consequences of them.

What was more terrifying was that I hadn’t seen her since last night. I’d tried ringing her, but she’d rejected every call. I texted her, but she ignored my messages. I only knew she’d seen them because of the read receipts. At least I knew she was alive. But it wasn’t reassuring for our relationship.

‘Ms Porter?’

I looked up. A woman with her hair tied into a tight bun and wearing wire-rimmed glasses had come down the stairs. I followed her upstairs and through the labyrinthine corridors and to her office. She closed the door behind me, then gestured to a chair in front of her desk. I sat in it, while she sat in the one opposite.

The old desk chair hugged me as I sat in it. The 1980s wood panelling continued in here, so I picked a knot in the wood to study.

‘I’d say it’s a pleasure to meet you, but that feels wrong given the circumstances,’ she said.

I nodded. My friend was dead. Because Edie had used her powers to kill her. What kind of monster had she turned into?

The lawyer went into a desk drawer, removed an envelope, and handed it to be. ‘Mrs Brightman wrote you this.’

She’d written me a letter? Edie had taken away our chance to say goodbye to each other. Was this Mrs Brightman’s way of saying goodbye?

But then, how would she have known to write one? When had she written it? What did it say?

‘Thank you.’ I placed it in my handbag, to read when I was alone. Or at least when I didn’t have someone watching me to see my reaction.

The lawyer shuffled some papers on her desk. ‘Were you aware of the contents of Mrs Brightman’s will?’

‘No. She never mentioned it.’ I was never comfortable asking her about it; it didn’t feel like my business. That’s why the lawyer summoning me had been so surprising. I hadn’t even countersigned it for her. Had she asked someone from church to do that?

‘Well, she left you everything.’

‘Pardon?’

She turned the paperwork to face me. Sure enough, it stated that everything Mrs Brightman owned – her house, her money, her belongings – were now mine.

I gulped. ‘But…why?’

‘Perhaps read the letter. That should explain everything.’

She waited, as if expecting me to read it there and then. But I didn’t. I couldn’t.

‘Is there anything else?’ I said.

‘There’ll be some paperwork for you to fill in, but I can email that to you,’ she said.

‘Perfect.’ I stood up before I started crying in her office. ‘Thank you.’

I practically ran out of her office, gulping in the crisp, cold air as soon as I reached the outside. What the hell had just happened? How had I gone from broke to inheriting the fairly substantial estate of my deceased friend? She’d owned her house, had upper-five figures in her bank account, and a significant collection of jewellery. And now it was all mine.

I felt guilty. Like I didn’t deserve it and the inheritance was dirty. Edie had been the one to kill Mrs Brightman, after all.

Oh god. I felt sick.

I leaned against the red brick wall, trying not to hyperventilate as I craned my neck to see the medieval church on the hill in front of me. It was so old and it’d seen so much. So much that the world had already forgotten. It was a reminder that no matter what happened – or what I wanted – life went on. The world kept spinning.

I was a twenty-minute drive from home. There was no way I could wait that long to find out what was in the letter. I wouldn’t be able to concentrate on the road.

Not that I could concentrate on my surroundings much either. I tried to focus on the church, or the cobblestones, or the brick wall in front of me. But nope. It wasn’t happening. I needed to calm down so that I could process everything that was happening and didn’t cause a scene in public. That was the last thing I needed.

Then again, there was every chance reading the letter would trigger that anyway. I desperately wanted to read it, but I was also afraid to. What would it say?

More importantly, how could she have valued me enough to leave everything she owned to me? Surely there must’ve been someone at the church who was just as good of a friend to her? Or a distant family member? Why me? I didn’t deserve it. Especially not after what my daughter had done.

Coffee. I needed coffee.

There was a cafe around the corner, and, since it was mid-morning, there was a free table. It was small inside; barely big enough to hold fifteen people. But it had good food and good service, and that was all I cared about.

I chose a table at the back, not even looking at the menu, as I knew what I wanted to order. There were only a handful of other people inside, so at least there weren’t too many people to witness me crying if her letter did set me off. Which it was highly likely to.

I could wait and read it when I got home. But I wasn’t sure I’d be able to. I already felt jittery from the anticipation. The longer I waited, the worse I’d get. I’d just have to read it while I waited for my coffee. Rip the plaster off, as it were.

Dear Niamh,

If you’re reading this, I’m no longer here. I’ve moved on, hopefully to spend eternity with my husband. Oh, how I’ve missed him. I know he’ll have been waiting for me in heaven.

Please don’t feel sad for me. This is what I’ve wanted for a long time. I was old, and tired, and in pain. Every day. After a while, it gets exhausting.

You, Edie, and Tilly have filled me with so much joy in the time we’ve known each other. My only regret is that we didn’t get the chance to spend more time together. But I know that we’ll see each other again some day, so please don’t mourn me for too long. You have so much of your life left to live. Your heart is much kinder than you let on, if only you’d let more people in. You really do deserve love and happiness.

I know you’re probably confused about why I left you everything. But the truth is, I don’t have anyone else. When you get to my age, and you don’t have children, few people treat you with kindness. They treat you like you’re invisible. You never made me feel that way. You made me feel seen; interesting; loved. More than anyone has in a long time.

Look after yourself, Edie, and Tilly. Love like that doesn’t come along very often. You’re a strong family unit. Don’t ever lose that.

Your friend forever, and perhaps now your guardian angel,

Mrs June Brightman

I dabbed at my eyes with a napkin. I’d always treated her with respect. It had never occurred to me that other people wouldn’t offer her the same courtesy. Why were people so rude? So cruel?

It wasn’t just what she’d said about feeling invisible, though. It was what she’d said about Edie. Knowing Edie was the reason I was reading that letter in that moment just made me angrier. It being what Mrs Brightman had wanted didn’t change anything. It wasn’t Edie’s place to decide people’s fates, and that’s what she’d done by taking Mrs Brightman’s life. Whether she did it to ease my friend’s suffering or not, it didn’t matter. We had modern medicine. We didn’t need magical powers.

I ate my food in silence, chugged my coffee, then made my way home in a daze. The whole drive home, all I could think about was what Mrs Brightman had said about us having a special relationship. So special I didn’t even know what my daughter was capable of.

My dead husband, Javi, was floating in front of the door when I went to go inside. ‘There’s something you should know—’

I sighed. ‘What now?’

‘Edie’s stuff…’

‘What about Edie’s stuff?’

He moved out of the way so that I could unlock the door and go inside. Her key, complete with keyrings, lay on the doormat. No. It couldn’t be real. She wouldn’t just move out like that. She wasn’t that irresponsible. Or stupid. Or naive. Or helpless.

Was she?

I ran up to her room, still clutching her keys.

Tilly followed me, wondering what all the excitement was about. 

Edie’s wardrobe, drawers, and desk, were empty. She was gone.



*





I ransacked her drawers to find a slither of something left, but, aside from a few blank sheets of paper, there was nothing. All her clothes, college work, technology, gone.

Javi stuffed his hands into his jeans pockets, staring at the floor. ‘She picked up her stuff while you were out.’

Tilly jumped up at me, to try to get my attention. I ignored her, going through everything, trying to find one last piece of my daughter in our home.

‘Didn’t you try to stop her?’

‘I couldn’t.’

‘Why not?’

‘I’m not supposed to interfere, you know that.’

I rolled my eyes. ‘You’re not doing that right now?’

‘I’m not an active participant. It’s not the same.’

As if he hadn’t interfered in the past. Why was this any different? Did he think I was a bad parent? Was that why he hadn’t got involved?

I sat on the bed, pulling the sheets up and hugging them. They still smelled like her. The mixture of hair dye and her favourite musky perfume.

While I was angry at her for what she’d done, that didn’t change that she was my daughter. Or that Mrs Brightman had been sick and had a low chance of survival. How powerful Edie was, what she’d done, and what she was capable of, didn’t change my love for her. She was meant to be with me.

‘Where’s she staying?’

‘With Dominic.’

I wrinkled my nose. ‘Him? She barely knows him.’

‘She feels like he understands her.’

‘And I don’t? I’m her mother!’

‘I know, I know.’ Javi sat beside me on the bed. Well, hovered, since he wasn’t corporeal. ‘But she just needs some space right now.’

‘Space? She wants space? She killed my friend, and she wants space from me?’ I got out of bed and tore the covers off the bed, angrily removing the quilt and pillowcases. Javi flew upwards out of the way, then back down so that he was floating beside me.

‘How dare she take the moral high ground on this? She used her magical powers – powers she doesn’t even understand – to murder someone. If anyone should need space, it should be me from her! But here I am, alone in a house I bought to give her a fresh start! And look how she repays me!’ I sank on to the floor, sobbing. Tilly ran over, jumping up at me. I picked her up and put her on my lap. She licked my tears as they fell down my cheeks.

‘Good girl,’ said Javi.

Tilly briefly looked up at him, as if to agree with him that she was a good girl, then continued to lick my face.

‘I can’t believe she’s making out like I’m the villain here.’

‘She’s upset about—’

‘I lied to protect her! I didn’t want her to grow up being afraid of ghosts when there’s nothing she can do to avoid them!’

He sat beside me on the floor, reaching out to me even though he couldn’t touch me. What I wouldn’t have given, in that moment, to feel his touch again. To be hugged by the one person who’d always made me feel normal and loved unconditionally. ‘I know that. But she needs time to process it all.’

‘What if she never does? What if she hates me forever?’

‘She won’t.’

‘Are you sure?’

Of course he wasn’t sure. He was just trying to make me feel better.

Still holding on to Tilly, I went downstairs. I needed to clear my head, so I put her lead on and took her for a walk.

Well, it was more of a march, really. As if she knew I wasn’t in the mood for messing about, Tilly followed, keeping pace and barely stopping to sniff anything. I was grateful she understood in that westie way of hers.

Javi followed too, but kept his distance. Just how long could he stick around, exactly? How powerful was he? Could he have saved himself from being murdered if only he’d known what he was really capable of?

What did it matter? The more pressing question was what my mother had taught him on the Other Side. Were they in cahoots? Ugh. The thought turned my stomach, but it made sense. My mother was the only other necromancer Javi knew, and she seemed to know everything there was to know about necromancy.

Was everyone more powerful than me?

Javi, Edie, my mother, Ben.

Ben.

What had happened with him?

One minute, it had looked like something might happen with us. The next, he’d started acting as if Edie was a threat that needed to be stopped. He’d turned into a totally different person. I still didn’t fully understand what had happened.

And people wondered why I was trying to protect my heart. After everything I’d been through with Javi and Dan, I couldn’t handle more heartbreak.

Yet, there I was, marching through the dead grass to try to heal my broken heart for what felt like the fourth time in a week.

‘If it helps, Mrs B is doing well,’ said Javi, catching up with me.

‘How do you know?’

‘I saw her. Introduced myself. She was with her husband and couldn’t stop smiling.’

I stopped for a moment, leaning against a tree as I tried not to hyperventilate. That was good. That she was happy. She had what she wanted. But her life hadn’t been Edie’s to take.

‘That doesn’t justify what Edie did,’ I said, too angry to care if anyone walked past and saw me talking to air. Maybe they’d assume I was talking to Tilly, who sat at my feet, looking back and forth between Javi and me.

‘No, it doesn’t. But I was hoping it would make you feel a little better.’

Did it? I didn’t know anymore. My head was such a mess I could barely think straight. It felt like my mind was filled with a thousand diseased hamsters, frenetically running around with no direction or purpose.

Someone giggled in the distance. I looked up to see Tessa walking across the playground at the bottom of the hill, her arm hooked inside Josh’s. If Tessa had just left Edie alone, she wouldn’t have been so socially isolated. If Josh hadn’t broken her heart, she wouldn’t have ran straight into Dominic’s arms.

When he and Maggie had been put into comas, their souls had been tortured by demons. Demons who made themselves look like Edie and me. The Morgans, formerly our closest friends, hadn’t spoken to us since they’d woken up three weeks ago. I didn’t blame them, but the lack of contact from people I’d once spoken to daily still hurt.

We had no idea if she and Josh were still targets, which meant if someone came after them again, they had no one around to help.

But that argument wasn’t good enough. They needed space.

And, as much as it irritated me, I had to respect that.

Tessa flicked her balayaged hair over her shoulder. She looked so pleased with herself. Like she had exactly what she wanted in life. I was going to smack that smug smile right off her—

‘Don’t do it,’ said Javi.

‘Stop reading my mind!’

‘Don’t need to. It’s all over your face.’

‘Doesn’t she deserve it? She injured our daughter. Twice! Then stole her boyfriend.’ I ground my teeth together.

‘Oh, she totally deserves it. But you don’t deserve the consequences.’

Harrumphing, I stormed off in the opposite direction. Maybe I needed to invest in a punching bag. I definitely needed to throw a good punch at something.
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Edie


I didn’t really have anywhere to put my stuff at Dominic’s, so it was going to be a case of living out of bags. It wasn’t the most organised system, with them shoved away in a corner of his living room, where Dave’s bed had once been, but it wasn’t like I had a choice. Dave was annoyed that his bed had been moved to the other side of the room, but, since he couldn’t get to his old corner anymore, it wasn’t like he could do anything.

I felt gross and really wanted to shower and wash my hair. It was greasy and flat and frizzy even though I’d only washed it a couple of days ago, before everything had gone wrong. Really attractive.

Then again, it wasn’t like Dominic had shown any interest in me in that way. Had he? I mean, he’d been nice to me. But that didn’t make him attracted to me. I still wasn’t sure how I felt about him. He was hot, and he was nice to me, but did I like like him? I sure cared what he thought about me, but that wasn’t the same thing.

I crouched down in the corner of the room to rifle through my suitcase for my shower things. I didn’t have a toiletries bag, so everything was strewn kind of haphazardly around my suitcase and bags. I knew I’d put my shampoo, conditioner, and shower gel into my suitcase, so that was my focus. But everything seemed to have sank to the bottom of it. I turfed everything out, looking for the big red bottles.

Dominic came in carrying two cups of tea and placed one on the pop-up table. ‘How’s it going?’

‘Oh, you know. Can’t find anything I actually want or need,’ I said with an eye roll. I tried to pretend I was fine about it, but I was already annoyed at myself. Mum had always packed my stuff on the rare occasions we’d gone away, and she was super anal about what went where. She sometimes even labelled the bags so that stuff was easy to find. My system hadn’t been that well-organised. It wasn’t even close. Which was why I couldn’t find anything.

‘What’s that box?’ Dominic gestured with his tea to Gran’s box, which I’d put on the floor and forgotten about in the frantic search for toiletries. He put his tea down then knelt down beside me, picking up the box to study it. ‘Looks old.’

‘Yeah, probably. My Gran gave it to me.’

Her warning about sharing the contents with people replayed in my mind. She’d told me that people would be just as interested in the contents of the box as they were with me. Gran was paranoid, though.

‘It’s pretty,’ he said, turning it around and examining it from
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