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Prologue


PART ONE





Sophia was intrigued by a man at the bar. His impeccable attire and charming smile exuded an air of mystery. He sat on a stool, leisurely sipping a glass of brandy, his gaze fixed on her. Feeling his attention, Sophia frowned and turned away. 

At their small table, her friends were talking about the concert.

‘What a show tonight! The music is still buzzing in my head,’ Melissa said, sipping her champagne. 'I doubt if Nigel Kennedy could have played the solo violin any better.’

‘Fantastic acoustics,’ Claire added, puffing on her e-cigarette and looking at her watch. ‘Our ride should be here soon. I hope Richard knows where we are.’

‘He does,’ Melissa said, turning and narrowing her eyes. ‘There’s a guy at the bar smiling at us. He looks rather dapper.’

Sophia glanced at him, and he waved as if he knew her.

‘Do you know him?’ Claire asked Sophia.

‘I’m not sure. He does look familiar, but I can’t place him.’ Sophia felt her heart flutter with excitement, and she had to resist the urge to steal another glance at him.

A waiter came over carrying a drink on a silver tray.

‘Excuse me, ladies,’ he said with a northern accent, facing Sophia. ‘The gentleman at the bar asked me to give you this drink. He is Lord Anthony Radcliffe and would like to meet you.’

Sophia glanced briefly at the man. He smiled, and she felt an attraction to him. Taking the cocktail, she made a face with a raised eyebrow at her friends and stood.

‘I might as well meet him.’ She had been single for several months and enjoyed the thrill of dating new men and women. However, she had yet to find her true love. Of course, Claire, one of her ex-girlfriends, wouldn’t be pleased about her meeting this man. After their brief holiday romance in New Orleans during Mardi Gras, which she ended because Claire was too domineering, their friendship had become strained.

‘You know our lift will be here soon!’ Claire stated loudly. ‘Why are you always so impulsive, Sophia?’ she added, her voice tinged with annoyance.

‘I know, but I want to meet him, and I can always get a taxi back.’ She picked up her bag and wandered over to the bar. He stood to greet her and smiled. He was tall, his frame accentuated by a silk-trimmed blue tuxedo and an open-necked white shirt. His close-cropped dark hair was starting to grey at the temples, adding a touch of maturity to his rugged charm, and his brown eyes held a hint of mystery. From the small age lines on his face, she realised he was older than she had first thought, which added a layer of intrigue.

‘Thank you for joining me.’ He gave her a charming smile. ‘I’m certain we met at Ascot. You are Sophia, aren’t you?’

‘I am, and I was at Ascot this year, but I don’t recall meeting you.’

‘Strange, because I remember you. Anyway, you look even more enchanting tonight. Did you enjoy the concert?’

‘I did, yes. I have always loved Vivaldi’s Four Seasons.’ She sipped her cocktail, savouring the blend of tangy fruit and the warmth of aromatic brandy. ‘That is nice. What is it?’

‘I had the barman mix you a special. He calls it Blissfulness.’

‘It certainly has a kick.’ Seeing her friends preparing to leave, she finished the drink and felt quite woozy.

He touched her hand, and she trembled with excitement. There was something intriguing about him—something mysterious and alluring.

‘I’m going to a nightclub in the West End if you fancy a bit of fun.’ He took out his phone and made a call. ‘Brian, I’ll be leaving shortly,’ he said, then listened and put the phone away. ‘Good, my chauffeur will be outside.’

His eyes had a glint of mystery that caught her interest, and she felt a tempting urge to go with him. However, she felt uneasy, concerned that he was a stranger, and she didn’t recall meeting him at Ascot.

‘I know your father, Sir John,’ he said reassuringly. ‘We meet frequently at the Masonic Lodge. He likes playing chess, and we’ve had several challenging games.’

She smiled with relief and glanced back at her friends. Richard had arrived, and Melissa waved her over. She thought about going with them, and then, smiling at Anthony, she decided to have some fun.

‘I’m staying, guys,’ she told them, picking up her silver shawl from the chair at their table. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.’

‘Who is he?’ Melissa asked.

‘One of Daddy’s Masonic friends. I think we met at Ascot.’

‘I was at Ascot with you and didn’t see him there,’ Claire said with narrowed eyes. She picked up her bag and shook her head.

‘Yeah.’ Sophia chuckled. ‘But you were wasted most of the time there.’

Claire scowled at her. ‘So were you!’

‘You take care,’ Melissa said, picking up her bag.

Sophia enjoyed Claire’s annoyance. ‘I’ll call you tomorrow,’ she said, watching her friends leave with Richard. Then, smiling, she joined Anthony.

‘What’s this club like?’ she asked him.

‘You’ll love it. Got some great underground bands from the US playing tonight.’

‘Let’s go.’

Outside, a man in a uniform stood by a blue Range Rover. He nodded to Lord Anthony as they approached, then opened the back passenger door for them. They climbed in, and he closed the door.

As she settled, the chauffeur glanced at her from the driver’s seat. He smiled with a raised brow, turned, and drove off.

‘Thank you for joining me,’ Anthony said with a beaming smile, moving closer to her.

Sophia closed her eyes for a few moments, feeling weak and disoriented. Rubbing her forehead, she wondered if it was the effect of that potent brandy cocktail. Then, looking out the window, she realised they were driving away from the West End, and she felt a chill of concern.

‘I’ve changed my mind. I don’t want to go clubbing,’ she said, breaking out in a hot sweat. ‘I don’t feel well. Please stop. I want to go home.’

As she fumbled in her bag for her phone, she noticed Anthony reaching into his jacket pocket and pulling out a small white sponge. Before she could ask what he was doing, he crushed the sponge in his hand, releasing a potent smell that made her nose twitch. Suddenly, Anthony grabbed her and held the sponge firmly over her mouth and nose. The pungent odour numbed her senses. Panic set in as she struggled to push him away, but his strength was too much for her. She felt a wave of dizziness wash over her and slumped, losing consciousness.










  
  
Chapter one



Edward, struggling for breath, his heart pounding in his chest and his body throbbing with fatigue, leaned heavily against his front door and fumbled for his keys. This morning’s jog around the park near his townhouse in Kensington had left him utterly depleted. Inside, he hung his sweater on the wooden coat stand, caught a glimpse of his reflection in the hall mirror, and let out a weary sigh. At forty-seven, his hair was greying at the temples, and he had fine lines around his eyes and a deeply furrowed brow. 

In the double-aspect, teak-panelled study, he slumped into his worn leather recliner and stretched out his aching legs. Yawning, he closed his eyes, took a few slow breaths, and relaxed. As he was drifting off to sleep, he heard a young woman calling urgently, ‘Help me, please help me, please!’ He sat up and looked around, but no one was there. Holding his breath, he realised it was a psychic impression, and a chill ran down his spine. Breathing a heavy sigh, he lay back down and closed his eyes again. It had been years since he had tapped into his psychic ability.

Focusing on the chakras in his body, he connected the Ajna centre in his forehead with the centre in his solar plexus. As the internal chakras aligned, a host of fleeting contacts entered his awareness, and he had to filter out the spurious background impressions. Gradually, he created a calm, psychic sensitivity and waited a long time before the woman connected with him again.

‘Help me… Please, I’ve been abducted!’ She sounded desperate.

‘I’m Edward. What’s happened?’ he asked.

‘Edward, Edward Caster! You hear me! Thank God. I’ve seen your TV shows and been calling you in my mind.’

‘Who are you?’

‘Sophia. My father is Sir John Henderson. Please contact him.’

‘Where are you?’

‘I don’t know, I—Oh, shit. They’re coming for me again, and they use drugs that make me—’

Edward sat up and rubbed his forehead. When Sophia connected, he had the impression that she was imprisoned underground in what seemed to be an old bunker. He made some notes and drew a floor plan of the place in a notebook on his desk.

The study door opened, and his daughter Lucy entered with a tray of tea and biscuits. She placed the tray on the desk, looked at him and frowned.

‘You all right, Dad?’ 

He smiled at her. She had inherited some of his psychic abilities.

‘Have you heard of Sophia Henderson?’

‘Henderson, Sophia?’ She puckered for a moment. ‘Yeah, that does ring a bell. She’s a socialite. I saw a picture of her in Tatler. She was at Ascot with some boozy friends. Why?’

‘Well, I got a psychic buzz from her. She seems to be in trouble.’

She frowned. ‘But you stopped that psychic stuff when you finished your TV shows.’

‘I did, but she still managed to get through and asked me to contact her dad. Can you do some research on them?’

‘Sure, I’ll Google them.’ She poured a cup of tea and handed it to him.

‘You look happy.’ He took the cup.

‘It’s good to see you interested in something. You’ve been moping around ever since Mum passed away.’

He took a deep breath and, with a sense of nostalgia, thought about Glenda, his wife. ‘It’s hard to believe it’s been two years already,’ he said. They had first met at one of his psychic shows in London and were immediately drawn to each other. After a whirlwind romance, they married in Florida during his tour of America. A year later, Lucy was born. ‘It’s still strange not having her around,’ he said and sighed.

‘Yeah, but we know Mum’s okay. She came to both of us several times after her funeral.’

He nodded, feeling a bite of anger at her killer, who was never caught, while Glenda, his loving companion, was dead. All because he used his psychic ability to help convict a group of terrorists. The car bomb was meant to kill him, but his wife had used the car early that morning instead. The memory surfaced of her calling goodbye to him as she left, and he had experienced a psychic chill. He rushed to the hall, opened the front door, and was hit with the sound and shock wave of the explosion. The image of his dead wife in the burning car was forever etched in his mind.

‘Dad!’ Lucy nudged him. ‘What’s this?’ She motioned to his drawing of the bunker.

‘That’s where I sensed the girl was being held. It may be nothing. You know how these psychic impressions can be wrong or misunderstood.’

‘Not with you. I’ll do the research.’ She sat at his desk and used his laptop.

He watched her and smiled. She was now seventeen, a young adult. Her blonde hair was pulled neatly back, and she wore a short blue dress. She had grown up fast since the accident. Occasionally, he sensed his wife overshadowing her but said nothing. Closing his eyes, he recalled some happy times before the car bomb and drifted off to sleep.

‘Dad.’ Lucy woke him.

He yawned, rolled his head, sat up and looked at the wall clock. He had been asleep for two hours.

‘Sir John wants you to call him,’ she said, stretching her back. ‘After a lotta hassle, I got through to him. Initially, he wasn’t keen, thought it was a scam, but his wife’s an avid fan of your TV shows.’ She chuckled. ‘I heard her pestering him on the phone, and then she spoke to me. You’re right. Their daughter has disappeared.’

She showed him a picture on his laptop. ‘That’s Sophia on Facebook.’

He viewed a laughing, dark-haired young woman with her thumbs up. She had light-brown eyes that sparkled with mischief, a fair complexion, and ultra-white teeth. There was a caption under the photo: Footloose and fancy-free.

‘Are the police involved?’

‘Not sure. He didn’t want to talk on the phone but gave me a secure number for you to call him.’

‘Okay.’ He picked up the phone and smiled at her. ‘You are an excellent assistant. Well done. I’ll have to put you on the payroll.’ He could see from her big smile that she liked being his assistant.

He called the number. ‘Hi, Sir John? It’s Edward Caster.’

‘Thank God. I need to see you, Edward. My chauffeur will be with you soon. Your secretary assured me you would come, so I sent Henry over.’

‘Okay, I’ll be bringing my assistant with me.’

‘Fine, time is of the essence, you understand?’

The doorbell rang, and Lucy went to the front door. 

‘John’s chauffeur is here,’ she called out.

‘We’re leaving now,’ he told Sir John.

Replacing the desk phone, he felt a twist of apprehension in his gut. What was he getting involved with again? There was always a danger, and he had Lucy to look after.


      [image: ]Edward and Lucy arrived at a detached Georgian house in Mayfair, and a grey-haired butler in a dark suit and red tie greeted them with a big, friendly smile.

‘Sir John is waiting for you,’ he said with a soft Irish accent. He then showed them into a spacious lounge with a black marble fireplace, red leather armchairs and Chesterfield settees. Two men and a woman stood by some open bi-fold doors that looked out onto a private courtyard.

‘Mr Caster.’ A middle-aged man in a green tweed suit and a paisley cravat approached them. He had a pale complexion, a broad brow and thinning dark hair. ‘I’m John Henderson.’

They shook hands.

‘I’m Edward, and this is my assistant, Lucy.’

Sir John nodded to her. ‘We talked on the phone.’ Then, he motioned to the others. ‘This lady is Audrey, my wife.’ She made a little nod with a tight smile. ‘And this is Inspector Bradley from the Met.’

‘How do you know about the abduction?’ Bradley asked. The man was stern-looking, with dark eyes and bushy brows. He wore casual clothes and brown shoes.

Edward sensed his hostility. ‘I received a psychic call from her, and she asked me to contact her father.’

‘I know you’re a celebrity psychic, and I’ve seen a couple of your shows on the telly.’ He scowled. ‘Not had much use for you guys. So where is she, and who abducted her?’

‘I haven’t made contact with her again.’ He faced Audrey and John. ‘She said they drugged her.’

Audrey gasped and held John’s arm.

‘At the moment, I believe she is all right.’ Edward looked at Bradley. ‘What happened?’

‘Two days ago, Sophia went missing after a concert at the Albert Hall. Her friends said she met a guy she knew in the bar and went off with him. The next day, Sir John received a call from the man who abducted her. He calls himself the Governor. He played a voice message from Sophia, pleading with her father to help her. Then, he demanded a ransom of five million pounds and insisted on no police involvement, or they would never see her again.’

‘Bradley is not here officially,’ Sir John said. ‘But he’s a friend and works at Scotland Yard.’

‘Can you contact her again?’ Audrey asked Edward.

‘I can try. It would help to hold something personal of hers.’

‘I’ll take you to her room,’ Audrey said, motioning for him to follow.

On the way, she glanced at him with a half-smile. She was still an attractive woman with curly chestnut hair and a slim physique. She wore a tight-fitting navy designer dress with gold bangles on her wrists. Only the fine lines on her face and neck showed her age.

‘How old is Sophia?’ he asked.

‘Nineteen.’

‘Any boyfriends?’

‘She’s had a few, but no one recently.’ Audrey opened the bedroom door, and they entered.

The bedroom was expensively furnished with mirrored, built-in wardrobes, a king-size bed and a cluttered dressing table. A faint scent itched in his nose, and he sneezed. Audrey opened one of the windows, letting in a cool breeze. He stopped and closed his eyes briefly to sense Sophia’s lingering presence in some things. On the bedside table was a red diary.

He sat on the bed and placed his left hand on the diary. Closing his eyes, he created the alignment to open his psychic awareness, then focused on linking with Sophia. After twenty minutes of calling her name, her agitated thoughts connected with him, and he experienced her fear and desperation.

‘Edward, thank God. I’m locked down here in the dark. I’m terrified, and they’ll be back soon.’

‘How many are there?’

‘Two, maybe three men and a woman.’

‘What happened?’

‘I had a spiked drink and ended up here. I don’t know where it is, but I did hear the men moaning about living in an old property. And it’s a long way from London, maybe near the coast. When we arrived, I heard seagulls.’

‘Any idea who they are?’

‘The guy who abducted me was Anthony Radcliffe. I think the woman is called Maggie, and one of the men has a Scottish accent. What’s going to happen?’

‘They’ve contacted your dad and want a ransom. He is arranging for the payment.’

‘Fuck! The light just came on, they’re here—’ The contact abruptly ended.

Edward shuddered and opened his eyes to close his psychic awareness. Standing, he faced Audrey and John. ‘Sophia is okay but afraid.’ He turned to Inspector Bradley. ‘She thinks there may be three men and a woman. They’re in an old property, and she’s locked in an underground place.’

‘We knew a team must be involved.’ He frowned.

‘Got a name,’ Edward said. ‘The guy who abducted her called himself Anthony Radcliffe.’

He grimaced. ‘Anthony Radcliffe? I’ll check on him at the Yard. What we need to know is where they are.’

‘What about a projection?’ Lucy suggested to Edward.

‘Haven’t done that for years.’ He paused and looked at Sir John. ‘What’s the situation with the ransom?’

‘I’ll have the money by tomorrow evening. But we have no details on the transference other than the police must not be involved.’

‘How will they know?’ Lucy puckered. ‘Unless they’re watching this place or have someone in the police force.’

Bradley raised an eyebrow at her. ‘We’re taking precautions here and at the Yard. But this team is unknown to us. The only contact has been with one guy, who calls himself the Governor, and he uses a voice scrambler.’

Edward glanced at Lucy. She was very astute for her age with a psychic shining, but emotionally, she was still a teenager. And now it bothered him about getting involved.


      [image: ]The light flickered on, and the sound of a metal door opening caused Sophia to stand abruptly, filled with a biting fear of what might happen next. Who were these people? Her heart raced, and she held her breath, trembling in the damp, musty confinement. A masked man in dark overalls stepped inside. Shaking, she slowly backed away, her arms crossed defensively.

‘It’s all right,’ the man said in a kind voice. ‘We’re not going to hurt you.’

‘Please let me go,’ she pleaded submissively.

‘We can’t do that until your dad pays up.’

‘He will pay. I know he will. And stop drugging me. It’s making me ill.’ She sat on the cot bed with her head in her hands and started to cry.

A masked woman in a floral dress entered carrying a tray with a ready meal, a mug of milky coffee and a bottle of mineral water. She placed the tray on the table.

‘Don’t cry, honey,’ she said with a slight American accent. ‘This’ll soon be over.’

‘I just want to go home!’ Sophia said, trembling.

‘You will. Now, drink your coffee, and you’ll feel much better.’ The woman motioned to the tray.

‘She doesn’t want to be doped again,’ the man said. ‘It’s making her ill.’

‘You sure?’ the woman asked him.

‘Yeah, she ain’t going anywhere.’

‘Okay.’ The woman took the coffee, went into the back of the bunker, and tipped it into a chemical toilet.

‘And please leave the light on. I hate being in the dark.’ She dried her eyes. ‘You don’t have to punish or drug me. I’ll do what you tell me. I want to go home.’

‘You will soon, honey,’ the woman said, and then she and the man left.

Sophia stood numb after the encounter. So, she had been kidnapped for money. Who would do that? She sipped some of the mineral water but didn’t feel like eating. Lying on the bed, she tried to relax. The smell and dust of the old mattress itched in her nose. She managed to doze for a while, then woke when the metal hatch door opened.

The masked woman entered, and Sophia got up. 

‘Not hungry?’ the woman said, looking at the tray. ‘Here.’ She handed Sophia some magazines and a chocolate éclair. ‘We are not bad people. You’ll be home soon. And we’ll leave the light on, okay?’

‘Thanks,’ Sophia said, catching a hint of the woman’s perfume. She watched her leave through the hatch door and noticed a masked man outside. The door slammed shut, and she was alone. At least the woman seemed friendly. It was a little comfort.

She trembled on the bed, gazing at the drab, mildewed, damp walls. After soothing her throbbing forehead, she tried to compose herself. Flipping through the magazines, she nibbled on the éclair. Fortunately, they had left the light on.

Later, she tried to contact Edward but couldn’t make a connection. She needed to be in a specific state of mind, and he had to be receptive. Lying on the bed, thoughts of her parents overwhelmed her, and she broke down in tears. She knew her mother would be beside herself with worry, and her father would do anything to bring her back safely. She prayed for them and herself. Then, she felt a pang of guilt. It had been a long time since she had last prayed.


      [image: ]Edward and Lucy sat in the study by the dark marble fireplace that was warming the room with a glowing log burner. Sir John and Bradley sat opposite while Audrey stood solemnly looking out at the courtyard, smoking a cigarette.

‘Have you any leads?’ Edward asked Bradley.

‘We suspect this Governor might be an American. I’m unofficially looking into it.’

‘I wonder why they picked Sophia?’ Lucy asked.

‘Good point,’ Edward said. ‘Could someone close to Sir John be involved?’

‘We don’t think so.’ Bradley shook his head.

Edward rubbed his chin. ‘Who is this, Governor?’

‘We’re not certain. Over the years, he has turned up in various places, using aliases and disguises.’

‘When is he going to contact you again?’ Edward asked.

‘Midday tomorrow,’ Sir John said. ‘But the money won’t be here till late afternoon, early evening.’

Edward narrowed his eyes. ‘Do you hand over the money and get Sophia back, or do they get it and tell you where she is?’

‘I don’t know yet,’ Sir John said, balling his fist.

‘It will have to be an exchange,’ Bradley said. ‘It’s the only way you can be sure to get Sophia.’

Audrey came over. ‘If only we knew where Sophia is. Can you help us, Edward?’

‘You could try remote viewing,’ Lucy suggested. ‘I’ll be your monitor.’

‘Remote viewing, what’s that?’ Audrey asked.

‘It’s a form of psychic probing,’ Edward said. ‘But it’s been a while since I’ve used that technique.’ He sighed, not wanting to get too involved, but recalling Sophia’s desperate situation and afraid of what might happen to her, he decided to try.

‘It may help if we do it in Sophia’s room,’ Lucy said, facing Audrey. ‘I’ll need a pen and notepad. And it could take about an hour.’


      [image: ]Edward made himself comfortable in the yellow armchair by Sophia’s bed, and Lucy sat at the dressing table.

‘When you’re ready,’ she said, pen in hand.

Edward prepared his mind and created a focal point like a psychic inner eye sensitive to impressions.

‘Sophia… Sophia… Sophia…’ He used her name as an energised command and waited while holding the intent for any impressions to appear. After several minutes, an image of a sandy beach formed. Zooming into the image, he said, ‘I see waves…a coastline with fishing boats and tourists. Now I’m moving away, inland, following a river. There are housing estates.’

‘Can you see any street names or landmarks?’ Lucy asked.

‘Whoa.’ He paused to focus as the impression changed. ‘I’m in a field. There are buildings and a barn. It might be an old farm. Looks like a rusted tractor in an overgrown paddock.’ He paused again. ‘I’m back on the beach. Kids are playing, and some are watching Punch and Judy. Damn! I lost it.’ He opened his eyes and found Audrey and Bradley in the room. ‘My feeling is Sophia is somewhere near a coastal resort.’

‘Plenty of coasts around the UK,’ Bradley said dismissively. ‘And a lot of seaside resorts. A name would help.’

‘These are just impressions,’ Edward said, ignoring Bradley’s attitude. ‘She could be anywhere.’ He checked Lucy’s notes on his remote viewing and recalled a feeling in the impression that she was there. But he had no idea of its location.


      [image: ]Sophia felt restless and hated being confined in this smelly, damp, claustrophobic space. She had been through the magazines and decided to explore the bunker. There were only three small rooms. One had the hatch door, two metal cot beds, a small table and a wardrobe. Inside, she found an old coat, a woollen hat and a pair of men’s shoes that had gathered a thick layer of dust. In the coat, she found an old petrol lighter, a tobacco pouch and a small notebook with a shopping list for some hardware items and fittings from a shop called Godfreys.

In the middle room were seats, a table and an old rusting propane cooker. Against one wall were two metal lockers. She was about to open them when a light breeze on her face made her look up at a narrow air vent to the surface. One locker had cooking utensils, cutlery, plates and mugs. The other locker had some tins of beans, corned beef and tomato soup with faded labels.

The last room had a basin, towels, and a chemical loo that stank. Next to the loo was a new plastic container of Jeyes fluid. Holding her breath, she poured some into the loo and left. As she was passing through the middle room, she stopped. From the surface vent, there was a sound like a generator and a gentle movement of air.

She examined the metal hatch door in the bedroom and tried to open it, but it didn’t move.

Lying on one of the smelly, bug-infested beds, she curled up and pulled her thin evening dress around her body. Being in this hellhole was a living nightmare. If only she hadn’t gone with Radcliffe, she wouldn’t be here. It was just for a bit of fun and to annoy Claire. Thinking of her home and friends, she closed her eyes and cried until she was exhausted. Then, she tried to connect with Edward again, but was too upset.


      [image: ]Later that evening, the butler brought in a trolley with refreshments and a decanter of brandy.

Edward looked at his watch. ‘It’s getting late. I guess we’d better be going.’

Audrey shook her head. ‘You can stay here. We have plenty of spare rooms and a guest wing.’ 

‘Not tonight.’ Edward looked at Lucy, and she nodded.

‘I’ll be leaving now.’ Bradley stood. ‘I’ve got some work at the Yard in the morning, but I’ll be here before midday.’

Sir John rose. ‘Thank you. I appreciate your support.’ They shook hands, and the butler showed Bradley out.

‘It’s a shame you are not staying,’ Sir John said, pouring a large brandy. ‘You fancy a nip?’

‘I’ll settle for tea. I need to keep a clear head. Have you any questions before we leave?’

‘Are you sure Sophia is all right?’ Audrey asked. ‘I have a terrible feeling of…of what they could do to her.’

‘Bradley says if we pay the ransom, Sophia will be fine.’ Sir John raised his hand. ‘I don’t like it, but we have no choice.’

‘I think Sophia is safe because they want your money. And I will continue investigating. If I need to contact you, I’ll call that number you gave me.’

‘Good man. I’ll have Henry drive you home.’

As they left, Edward couldn’t get Sophia out of his mind and wondered if she would ever be free. He glanced at Lucy. If she had been kidnapped, he would do anything to get her safely back, anything.
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