





[image: The Private Island, by Ali Lowe. A sandy beach at sunset, with two dark palm trees in the foreground. The sky is pink, orange and dark blue, over a bright blue sea.]












Ali Lowe is the author of three acclaimed novels: The Trivia Night, The Running Club and, most recently, The School Run, which was a WHSmith Book of the Month in Australia.


Ali is a journalist by profession: she was Features Editor at OK! in London and has written for bridal magazines, parenting titles, websites and newspapers. She has dual Australian and British citizenship and lives on Sydney’s northern beaches with her husband and three children.









Also by Ali Lowe


The Trivia Night


The Running Club


The School Run









The Private Island


Ali Lowe


[image: ]









Copyright


First published in Great Britain in 2025 by Hodder & Stoughton Limited


An Hachette UK company


Copyright © Alison Lowe 2025


The right of Alison Lowe to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


Cover photographs © Shutterstock.com


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library


ebook ISBN 978 1 399 71788 5


Trade Paperback ISBN 978 1 399 71785 4


Hodder & Stoughton Limited


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ


www.hodder.co.uk









For Mum and Dad, with love.









[image: A map of the Island of Loloma. The island is U-shaped, with North Beach on the bottom left and South Beach on the bottom right. In the top left of the map is a wooded area titled ‘Bush Land’. There is a path that proceeds down North Beach, with Snake Rock on the beach, opposite Bure 1 and a number of small villas. Continuing down North Beach, there are a number of small buildings labelled ‘Foyer / Bar’, ‘Reception’ and ‘Dive Shed’. This is also the Main Entrance to the resort (from the sea). Continuing further, there is a beachfront restaurant and the Main Bar, as the North Beach becomes South Beach. The path then continues off the map towards Bush Walk. In the centre of the map are the Gardens, Pool and Bar, with the Doctor and Spa buildings just opposite. Finally, at the top of the map is the Laundry building and Staff Village.]









The imprints of her footsteps in the wet, glutinous sand fill as the tide rolls in. She tests the water inside the foot-shaped puddle with the tip of her toe and feels the lure of its warmth. But she will not immerse herself.


She takes a deep breath and stares out at a horizon that’s white with the lip of a wave, denoting the outer reef. She is safe here at the edge of the water, where the South Pacific is gin-clear and tepid like a child’s bedtime bath, but she understands the hazards even of these shallows. A place where venomous yellow and black sea snakes stalk their territory between the rocks underfoot. Where octopuses with stunning, iridescent blue rings, which can inject a human with enough poison to kill twenty-six men, float listlessly between strands of knotted seaweed on the ocean floor. After the agony comes the convulsing, followed by paralysis, then a stopped heart.


Even the most beautiful things, she thinks, can be deadly.


She takes a step back and wraps her arms around herself against the onshore breeze. She wonders if the goose bumps that cover her flesh are a sign of foreboding, because how can she be cold here, on this sun-kissed Fijian island?


She closes her eyes and breathes in the salty air of the ocean. When her eyelids open again, she catches, in her peripheral vision, the movement of something on the fringe of the wave as it kisses the shore. It moves in a rhythmic motion, a sort of caress against the wet sand, like a human making love. Squinting to get a better look, she steps into the water instinctively, forgetting the tropical oyster shells clamped to the rocks underfoot, which could slash the tender, unhardened flesh on the arch of her feet.


She gasps as the torso comes into focus, the flesh a shade of bluish grey. It is the waist and hips she makes out first, the naked pubis. Her eyes dart further down to the thighs and calves, almost completely eaten away. Flesh hangs off bone, and flaps of skin dance on the surface of the water, ebbing and flowing like flotsam on the moving tide.


She does not want to see the face, but like a voyeur passing a car crash on the road, she cannot stop herself. Her left hand flies to her mouth. Part of the cheek is gone, where hungry sea creatures have nibbled away at the soft flesh. The forehead is scored with abrasions from where it has been dragged cruelly across the shoal on the tide. Hair floats like seaweed about the face.


She steps back, a hand to her beating heart. She looks from left to right, for someone – anyone. She cannot cry out for help, cannot raise the alarm because she is winded, her breath stolen clean away. All she thinks of as she stands, frozen and useless, her lacquered toes just inches away from the mangled body of someone who was once living and breathing just like her, is the Tennyson poem her father read her as a girl: ‘She has a lovely face; God in his mercy lend her grace, The Lady of Shalott.’
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FRIDAY 29 DECEMBER


Cocktail of the Day: Heart of the Ocean


(Cointreau, lemon juice, syrup, bitters, cognac, prosecco)
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Una


Una plucks four red hibiscus flowers from their stems and steps inside the bure – or bungalow, as some of the guests like to call it. Bure One sits on a cobbled pathway that runs parallel to the main beachfront, the first to link the most expensive rooms at Loloma Island Resort together like the chain of a necklace.


Bure One, like all the exclusive rooms along the path, opens out almost directly onto the seafront, requiring just a single hop to reach the silken sands of the South Pacific from the front door. The most luxurious of them all, Bure One enjoys uninterrupted ocean views, without so much as a palm tree, a bush or even a fallen coconut to block its cerulean vista. A super king bed sits regal in the centre of the room, its sheets pulled so tightly across the mattress that they shine like the glossy coat of a meringue. Two bedside tables, fashioned from native beach mahogany, gleam with polish, their reading lights pointed down at exactly thirty degrees. On the hand-carved coffee table sits a fresh fruit basket and a large hessian beach-bag that reads LOLOMA RESORT & SPA, FIJI. Loloma means ‘love’ in Una’s native tongue.


Una scoops up a handful of bottle-green hibiscus leaves to accompany the inviting tropical pink flowers and begins to spell out Welcome Home on the bed. It’s a nice touch, Mr Roko says, a gesture that makes guests feel like Loloma is a home away from home, their own spot in paradise – a simple courtesy that guarantees the drop of guests’ shoulders, the slowing of their racing city heartbeats. It is for this reason that the bed, more than any other feature of the room – more than the marble-set bathroom sinks or the built-in wardrobes with their sliding doors – must be pristine. Not just because Una has been instructed it should be so, but because she herself believes it should.


It is deeply ingrained in Una Simpson, this need for perfection. Her mother had been like that, too. Una does not have children of her own, because she never found a man who quite challenged her enough, and at forty-three, it is too late now. But if she had become a mother, she is sure her offspring would have been just as fastidious as she is. These days, she babies her nephew, Sailasa, instead. Her late sister’s son is now a man and working alongside her at Loloma. He, like the rest of Una’s colleagues, both loves and hates her attention to detail. They all enjoy her cleaning up after everyone in the vicinity yet roll their eyes in the cramped staff village when their mugs are swept away and washed before they are finished with. ‘Una found my coffee!’ It is a familiar lament. ‘Every time!’


But the fact is, Una sees everything: the faint purple ring of a wine glass on the gleaming surface of the coffee table, the slightest smudge of a fingerprint on the vanity mirror, a cobweb in the highest corner of the hand-painted tapa cloth roof, a strand of blonde hair on a bathroom tile, a speck of blood on a pillow slip. And she notices everything: snatched conversations, a covert glance, the almost-wink of an eye, a husband who casts a lusty glance at another woman across the crowded bar …


Happy that her work is done, Una closes the door of Bure One with a click and sweeps the sand from the patio with a traditional Fijian broom made of dried reeds. As she listens to the scratch and swish of the bristles, she thinks of Christmas Day and Boxing Day just gone, of bins overflowing with luxury wrapping paper and boxes balanced on top of waste-paper baskets labelled Cartier and YSL and Chanel, of the sound of Christmas carols carried around the resort on tuneful acapella voices.


Those guests have gone now, and soon the New Year’s Eve revellers will arrive, bringing with them their sequinned gowns and their lavish Venetian masks for the biggest event on the resort’s calendar, the New Year’s Eve ‘Love’ Ball. Una is fascinated by it: the frocks, the glamour, the drunkenness, the drama. There is never a dull moment on the New Year’s Eve shift – or afterwards for that matter. When their shifts are over, the staff will celebrate in their live-in quarters, ringing in the New Year with cups of kava and leftovers from the guests’ lavish celebratory dinner.


Una clicks off the brake on the trolley with her foot. The large grey cart is laden with fresh white towels, bed linen and miniature Bvlgari shampoos, conditioners and shower gels for the bathrooms in each of her allotted bures, and she is forced to give it a hard push to gain momentum on the cobbles. The mini bottles shake as the trolley rattles along. The guests tend to pocket them on the first day to take on future holidays (because even the wealthy like to get things for free), which means she has to refresh them on a daily basis.


She puts the brake on outside Bure Two, the second of her four designated suites, three of which look out on the northern tip of the Mamanuca Islands. The last, Bure Four, is set back from the seafront in the resort’s lush garden and is Una’s favourite of all ten guest rooms due to its surrounding frangipani trees, with their pretty white-yellow flowers and strong jasmine fragrance. The three beachfront bures – with glass-panelled doors to afford a generous view of the ocean – share Bure Four’s beautiful floral aroma only when the wind is blowing just right, catching the scent and carrying it off on the breeze.


Today isn’t one of those lucky days. Instead, outside Bure Two, Una smells something rancid – the distinctive aroma of decay. She turns her head and sniffs tentatively again, but the pungent smell has gone. Much like the scent of the frangipani, it has been whisked away to some other spot on the island by the breeze.


‘Una!’


Una’s hand flies to her chest. It is only Nunia.


‘You scared me.’ She scowls. ‘Why are you creeping up on people like that?’


Nunia looks down at her feet, her toes painted blood red. Una’s eyes follow and note the chips in the polish. Una’s own toes, painted peach, are perfect, of course. She gets the spa manager, Ema, to do them for her in quiet moments. Una has always taken pride in her appearance: neat hair, a little coral lipstick, a dab or two of rouge …


‘I wasn’t creeping,’ Nunia insists. ‘Do you want your transfer list before the first boat arrives or not?’ She holds up a clipboard in her left hand and taps on it with fingernails that are as chipped as her toes.


‘Your nails,’ says Una. ‘Get Ema to see to them before Mr Roko notices. You work on reception, Nunia. You’re the face of the resort!’


‘Pah,’ says Nunia and waves a dismissive hand in Una’s direction.


Una picks up a stack of beach towels and rests them on her belly, which she would like to protrude slightly less than it does. ‘Well, who have I got?’


Most of today’s arrivals will make their way to the island on Loloma’s own private speed-boat from Port Denarau Marina on the main island of Viti Levu; others will come on the passenger ferry that leaves from the same place. However, some guests do not like the public ferry because it resort-hops, from the six-star Turtle Cove Resort & Spa that sits on stilts twenty metres out to sea, along to Sunshine Island, the family-friendly Totoka Resort, and then, finally, to the most exclusive of them all, Loloma.


Nunia, in the regulation white ‘bula’ shirt that denotes she’s administration staff (considerably more modern than Una’s avocado-green maid’s dress with its stiff white collar) shoves the plywood clipboard under her arm and secures one of Una’s hibiscus flowers into the side of her hair with a bobby pin. ‘Benedict and Luella St John-Gray in Bure One. First visit to Loloma,’ she says. ‘I heard Roko say she’s an heiress of some kind. Verrry rich.’


Una shrugs, unimpressed. All of the guests are wealthy. They have to be in order to pay the prices they do; a week’s stay at Loloma is more than Una earns in a whole year. The resort is marketed as ‘six-star plus’, the ultimate adults-only destination where children under the age of fifteen are kindly uninvited. Guests always arrive around lunchtime, only a couple of hours after the previous guests have checked out, because the Los Angeles and Sydney flights land at Viti Levu’s Nadi International Airport late morning. As their boats appear on the horizon, resort staff assemble ready to perform the Loloma welcome song, and however fuggy guests are from travel or jet lag or an early wake-up call, the upbeat choral greeting ensures the general vibe on arrival is happiness. It’s the opposite a week or so later, as they depart the island to the same staff voices singing a mournful goodbye. Una wishes it wasn’t such a miserable send-off – she’s heard more upbeat tunes at funerals.


‘An heiress.’ Nunia rubs her thumb with her index and middle fingers to denote wealth. ‘Maybe she’ll leave a big tip.’


It’s a nice thought. Like most of the staff at Loloma, Una relies on tips to supplement her income. Most guests are generous: a note or two handed to her with a flourish, so that the benefactor can receive gratitude for their generosity, or tucked discreetly under the fruit bowl. However, on more occasions than she cares to remember, Una has been left nothing but foul stains on the toilet basin and dried spheres of minty toothpaste in the bathroom sink. She knows not to expect gratuities or indeed to rely on them. What she desires most is kindness and respect from her guests, and in return, she will do her best for them – after all, she wants holidaymakers to return to her beautiful island again. It is in everyone’s interests, isn’t it?


Nunia peruses her list. ‘In Bure Three, you’ve got Fergus and Kitty Miller. They’re coming in on the speed-boat with Luella and Benedict St John-Gray.’


Una makes a mental note. She hasn’t had anyone named Fergus before, but she thinks she had a Kitty a couple of years back. ‘And in Bure Two?’


‘Dr Sofie Barthélemy. French. Lists her place of work as the Pitié-Salpêtrière Hospital in Paris.’


Una is impressed. She has heard of that hospital – it is where Princess Diana died, and Una considers herself somewhat of a royalist. She was pivotal in decorating the resort for King Charles’s coronation. She even persuaded Roko to allow the chefs to bake a cake.


‘Dr Barthélemy is travelling alone,’ says Nunia. ‘So is your last one, Thomasina Delana.’


‘Delana. That’s a South Pacific name,’ says Una.


Nunia nods. ‘She’s in Bure Four.’ She studies her fingernails as if to ascertain if she can get away with the chips for another day. ‘Two single women this time. Unusual, no?’


‘Perhaps.’


It is unusual for lone female travellers to visit Loloma – with a name that translates as ‘love’, their island home naturally attracts couples. However, it’s not unheard of. Sometimes they come for the spa and the dawn yoga, or to escape their young children or husbands. They say things to Una like: I just wanted a week without having to cook any meals! Una prefers these guests by a golden mile – they’re tidier than men, for one, and then there’s the basic fact that a single person in a bure makes for one less name to remember. Roko is militant about remembering names. If guests feel cared for, they will re-book, he says, which in turn pleases the big bosses. Make them feel like they’re the only guest that matters! Do not forget their names, for pity’s sake!


Una repeats under her breath, ‘Luella and Benedict St John-Gray, Kitty and Fergus Miller, Dr Sofie Barthélemy, Ms Thomasina Delana.’ She will remember those easily. A little unusual, all of them – none of them easy to forget.


Nunia fans her face with her clipboard. ‘Ugh, what is that smell?’


‘You notice it, too?’


‘Yes! It’s awful! Must be a sewer issue.’ She grimaces and turns to leave. ‘You should call maintenance before the boat comes in.’


‘I will.’ Una clicks open the bure with the key card she wears around her neck. ‘See you later.’


In the bathroom, the smell comes to her again through the slatted wooden window at the very back of the bure, with its outer layer of mosquito netting. She winces and pulls the blinds shut. Did the newlyweds who left early this morning notice it? She empties the bathroom bin, ties a tight knot in the top of the rubbish bag and turns to the bed. On the bedside table is a bottle of Fiji water with a fifty dollar note under it, a pair of used sponge earplugs and a well-thumbed book, face down.


Una puts the tip in her pocket and picks up the book. The blurb on the back says it is about serial killers, and on the front is a photo of a man with close-set eyes and thick-rimmed spectacles. His face makes Una shiver, and she places it on the coffee table next to the rubbish bag. Creepy or not, she will take it with her to the staff village for Sailasa. He loves a good crime book. The gorier the better for her inquisitive nephew.


Una cleans the rest of the room methodically and arranges the leaves and petals on the bed. When she is satisfied that her work is done and everything is pristine, she backs out of the villa, mopping as she goes so as not to leave footprints behind her. Outside, she takes the foot-washing bucket – filled with sandy water from the previous guests’ repeated trips to and from the beach – around the side of the bure to rinse out and refill from the outdoor tap.


That’s when she locates the source of the smell – a rancid stench that fills her nostrils like a rotten egg. Her hand flies to her mouth, and she stumbles over herself to step back. A mongoose, its stomach torn open, stares up at her, eyes wide, from the sand. Maggots, hundreds of them, feast greedily on its entrails, shaded in their labour from the sun by the imposing awning of the bure’s bamboo thatch.
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Luella


Luella St John-Gray clutches her handbag to her chest at Nadi airport as she passes three traditional Fijian warriors in grass skirts. Tall, handsome men with bare chests clutching wooden axes. So young, so rugged, so vital. They’d probably have her handbag in a flash. Nowhere to stash it, though. Not much room in a grass skirt.


Luella rolls her neck on her shoulders and looks away.


‘Darling?’ Benedict ushers her forward to the glass-fronted cubicle, where a border security officer in a blue suit and with a stern expression holds out a hand for their passports. The woman looks Luella up and down with disdain.


‘Hair behind your ears, please,’ the officer says.


‘Ears?’ snaps Luella. ‘In Britain, we look at someone’s face.’


The security officer regards her, expressionless, and hands back the passport. Benedict keeps nagging her to change it into her married name, but Luella cannot abide pointless admin, even if it is a legal requirement. She stuffs the document in her bag and sweeps through the gangway separating the passport control cubicles and the baggage carousels from the outside world.


Benedict leans in. ‘Almost in paradise, darling,’ he says. ‘Just remember, downtown Nadi is not indicative of where we are going.’


Luella bites the inside of her cheek. Why does Benedict address her this way, as if she is stupid and not an intelligent and well-travelled thirty-nine-year-old woman? She knows this airport town is bustling and industrial, that it is the antithesis of the turquoise and golden palette of the island destination to which they are heading. Still, she will let this indignity slide. It is too humid to argue.


A baggage handler attempts to lift the smaller of her bags. ‘I’ll take that,’ Luella says and passes it across to Benedict to put on the luggage trolley instead.


The journey to Loloma Island Resort is expected to take an hour and a half. A twenty-minute cab from Nadi Airport to Port Denarau Marina and then an hour by speed-boat to the island. Benedict has informed her umpteen times that he has done the route before, only to a different island with a different woman – a long-term ex about whom Luella does not care a single jot, because what could she have possibly offered Benedict that Luella cannot? Luella has visited the South Pacific, too, also with a former lover, who, as it turned out, was only after one thing – and it wasn’t her svelte size eight body.


‘It’s not too late to get a chopper,’ Benedict says as he pulls her larger Louis Vuitton suitcase off the conveyer belt and deposits it on the luggage trolley.


‘No!’ Luella holds up a palm. She will not do it, because helicopters are simply not safe. Flying death-traps! She, for one, does not want to go down somewhere over the South Pacific and end up the subject of newspaper fodder on account of her sizeable wealth. She would much rather expire somewhere more upper class: perhaps Monaco or St Tropez, right outside Le Club 55, for example, or even the Paris Ritz. Besides, she shudders to think what the maintenance would be like on a helicopter in a place like this: blades falling off and everything. Pilots drunk on the job! It doesn’t bear thinking about.


Luella applies some ludicrously expensive factor 50 sun cream to her face (because what would be the point of paying for acid peels like paint-stripper if she is going to cultivate more age spots in the space of a week?) and conveys as much to Benedict.


‘It’s not the third world,’ Benedict tells her. ‘It’s Fiji, darling. It’s heaven on earth! The people, the hospitality … it’s all exquisite. We are going to have the most wonderful holiday, Luella. What’s not to love about seeing in the New Year in paradise?’


Luella smiles sweetly. One must endure what one cannot cure, after all – and in this case, she must tolerate Benedict’s wanderlust for developing nations.


‘Of course, my darling.’ She cups his cheek with her palm and plants a light kiss on his lips.


They walk through the baggage hall, through the dodgy X-ray machines at customs and into the arrivals hall, where the sticky air appears to be being merely churned around by giant plastic fans. Air-conditioning appears strictly sanctioned for the customs area and Luella feels her nostrils flare at the combined smell of hot chips and sweat and duty-free perfume, and … is that coconut oil?


Men and women with dots of perspiration on their foreheads and upper lips, dressed in printed shirts and sarongs and dresses, are positioned all over the place, holding shell necklaces and placing them round the necks of weary travellers. Luella pulls her handbag in close. Ugh, she’s barely out of the airport, and they’re trying to sell her things!


‘No, thank you.’ She ducks her head out of the way as a woman attempts to lift a circle of shells to her head.


‘Bula!’ The woman smiles, hand still hovering in front of Luella’s forehead. ‘Welcome to Fiji!’


Maybe she hasn’t heard Luella correctly! ‘I said no, thank you,’ she snaps.


The woman’s smile falters, and she turns towards Benedict as if for an explanation. Benedict leans his six-foot frame forward to accept a shell necklace and thanks the woman, who casts an anxious glance back at Luella.


‘Come on, darling,’ he says, a hand on the small of Luella’s back. ‘It’s a custom, a welcome gift. Just take one.’


Luella stares pointedly ahead at the row of drivers holding up hotel placards with travellers’ names on and pretends not to hear. Benedict takes a shell necklace for her anyway, muttering his thanks, and hurries behind her towards a smiling limousine driver, who is holding up a whiteboard with the words: ST JOHN-GRAY / LOLOMA RESORT written in thick black ink.


At Port Denarau Marina, the heat is even more stifling. Luella pulls on her sun hat, flicks open the lavish Japanese uchiwa fan she bought at an upmarket boutique in Kyoto and pulls it up to her face. In front of her, a young Fijian woman in a tight cobalt-blue dress drags two young boys wearing Manchester United shirts along by the hands. On her back is a baby in a fabric sling drinking water from a Fanta bottle. Just ahead, a porter in a lime-green T-shirt and shorts shouts to his colleague loudly in their native tongue; behind a tourist information desk, a lady laughs loudly, and at a desk selling diving tours, a woman braids a giggling child’s hair. The café inside the marina, named the Dolphin Café, blasts out nineties hits and a pungent smell of garlic. It is sensory overload, and Luella feels slightly affronted that everyone needs to be so … loud.


‘Can we go straight to the boat?’ she calls impatiently across to Benedict, who is over by the water, taking photographs and in no apparent hurry to make this cultural melting pot a mere pit stop. He puts his phone in the pocket of his linen shorts and beckons her over with his hand. ‘There’s just a little delay while the boat chaps sort out the luggage,’ he tells her. ‘Come and look at the view with me, darling.’


Luella pouts and points towards a white speed-boat at the very end of the jetty. ‘That boat says “Loloma Island & Resort”, does it not? Are they going to invite us on board, or do I have to row to the island myself?’


Benedict digs his hand into the pocket of his shorts. ‘I’ll investigate, my darling,’ he says. ‘Sit tight.’ He opens his wallet and marches with purpose to the information desk for Loloma Island Resort, where he waves a large wad of Fijian dollars at the perplexed desk clerk. But the woman waves Benedict’s hand away in a simple movement that requires no translation. Thank you, it says, but however much you pay me, the boat is simply not ready.


Luella sighs. She snaps her fan shut and shoves it in her Chloé bag, pulling out a bottle of water instead. She unscrews the lid and glugs the icy liquid, irritably snapping her gaze away from a small child who sits on the floor of the marina, watching her.


‘It’s just so hot, isn’t it?’ says a soft, barely audible voice behind her.


Luella turns to see a woman in last season’s Stella McCartney resort wear with wildly frizzy hair fanning herself with a dog-eared paperback. She leans against the wall of the boat terminal as if she is about to expire.


Luella makes a mental note to book herself in for an iron infusion and a B12 shot when she returns to London.


‘I didn’t realise it would be this stifling,’ the woman continues. ‘It’s playing havoc with my hair. Talk about frizz!’


Luella isn’t in the mood for tedious small talk – she does not consider it a bare necessity of life as so many others do – so she simply nods and turns towards the water, where the faint waft of fish from the fishing vessels jostling for space against the wall hits her like a sudden slap to the face. She takes out her Aesop rose petal and bergamot facial hydrator spray and leans into the fragrant mist.


The woman edges forward, undeterred. ‘I see from your luggage tags you’re also off to Loloma Island,’ she enthuses. She must detect the raise of Luella’s right eyebrow because her hand flies to her chest. ‘Gosh, I so apologise. It is rather presumptuous of me to look at your luggage tags,’ she says.


Luella offers a curt nod, and the woman looks confused, as if she can’t work out if Luella is confirming their mutual destination, or whether she agrees that the studying of someone else’s personal luggage is, in fact, wholly intrusive. Luella does nothing to clarify the situation either way.


The woman presses on regardless. ‘We’re going to Loloma, too! I’m Kitty – Kitty Miller, and that’s my husband, Fergus.’ She gestures over to an overweight man with a ruddy, booze-bloated face and red hair, standing at the water’s edge. ‘Fergus loves the water, unlike me. I’m an awful bore, but I’d much rather be perched on a sun lounger with a book.’ She holds up her battered paperback with a peeling library sticker on the spine. ‘I hope you don’t mind me asking, but are you on your honeymoon? You have a rather newlywed glow!’


Luella smiles stiffly and glances up at Benedict as he strolls back from the information desk. ‘Just a holiday,’ she says and hopes it invites no more questions.


Just a holiday. One of many: the Maldives, Malaysia, Whistler, Zanzibar – all this year alone. She and Benedict enjoy frequent vacations, and this one is no more special than the rest – except, of course, that it straddles two calendar years: a sojourn that will take them out of one year and deposit them head first into the next before almost anywhere else in the world, twelve hours before their native London and a whole seventeen before the glitter ball drops in New York’s Times Square.


‘How divine,’ muses the woman named Kitty. ‘And do I detect an English accent?’


Luella sighs. ‘Yes.’


‘Oh, how wonderful. Were you on the Fiji Airways flight from Heathrow via LAX?’


Luella nods.


‘Us too! Right at the back near the loos, unfortunately!’ Kitty wrinkles her nose.


Luella is tired and does not have the energy to muster a response. These are not like-minded people. They will not be friends. They will not exchange phone numbers and arrange to meet up over champagne at the Sloane Club in a month’s time.


‘Loloma Island is meant to be incredible,’ Kitty waffles. ‘According to the resort website, the views from the mountain at the top of the bush-trek are phenomenal. It’s definitely on my holiday to-do list. How about you?’


Luella does not respond. She takes a step back and turns to look out over the marina.


‘Do you have your mask for the New Year’s Eve “Love” Ball?’ Kitty persists. ‘I mean, of course you do – we were asked to bring them, after all. I presume you got the email? Rather bossy, wasn’t it? “You must have a mask!” I’m really rather impressed, if I’m honest. It must take an awful lot of work to co-ordinate such an affair!’


Luella studies the woman’s face. Kitty Miller isn’t unattractive. In fact, she is rather striking in a horsey kind of way – vibrant eyes and a full mouth. There is a sort of aristocratic air about her – a little Camilla Parker-Bowles, perhaps. But they flew economy, which is puzzling.


‘I was feeling inspired, so I actually made my own mask,’ Kitty continues in lieu of a response to her questions. ‘Out came the feather box and the craft glue, and I went hell for leather!’


Luella grimaces. ‘How creative.’


‘Where did you get yours?’ asks Kitty.


‘Philip Treacy.’


Kitty Miller’s smile falters, and she takes a sip from her plastic water bottle, which has a chewed nozzle and says London Marathon 2017 on it.


Fergus Miller appears beside his wife and looks Luella up and down. ‘Fergus Miller,’ he says, in a voice reserved for perverts and voice-over men. ‘Delighted.’


Luella sees how the man’s mousy wife seems to shrink in his presence. She stands a step behind him with her hands clasped at the navel and wears a pasted smile. When he has finished studying Luella’s form, the man squints across at Benedict, before retracting his neck and leaning forward to squint again.


‘Benedict Gray?’ His eyebrows are a knot. ‘What the absolute devil … ?’


Benedict looks confused for a second or two, before recognition seems to register and he breaks into a wide smile, and Luella gets that overwhelming feeling of dread. Oh please, no. This is the problem with having a husband you have only known for two years – all sorts of irritating people come out of the woodwork.


‘As I live and breathe!’ Benedict laughs. ‘Fergus Miller! What on earth are you doing here, old chap?’


‘Seeing the New Year in in style!’ Fergus guffaws. ‘Same as you, I presume! I didn’t see you on the flight. What row were you in?’


‘One,’ says Benedict. ‘You?’


‘Only the best, eh?’ The man does not mention his position beside the lavatories but extends a pudgy hand instead.


The two men shake vigorously. Oh for, pity’s sake, Luella thinks, if I have to spend New Year with these two drips, I’m going to charter a chopper and fly it back to London myself, death-trap or not. She takes out her fan once again and wafts herself frenziedly.


‘Oh, darling, you’ll never believe this,’ Benedict cries (and Luella almost actually cries), ‘Fergus and I worked in Whitechapel together for a year or two. Must be, what, a decade or so ago now? We went on the lash a few too many times, didn’t we, Miller?’


Fergus mimics swigging back a pint of beer and says, ‘Paaarr-tay!’


Luella’s lower left eyelid twitches.


Little Mrs Mouse, who wishes her God-awful hair wouldn’t frizz, looks between the two men and shakes her head in utter wonderment, as if she’s just seen the Taj Mahal for the first time, or, say, stepped onto the surface of the moon. Luella would like to tell them all, Come on, now, it’s not really that big of a coincidence, is it? Two monied couples picking the most exclusive resort in the same country? There are only 195 nations in the world, half of which most sane people wouldn’t visit on holiday, but anyway.


The woman speaks up. ‘Well, it’s lovely to meet you! I’m afraid my name is rather more bland sounding than yours.’ She glances at the tag on Luella’s hand luggage once again. ‘Luella St John-Gray! How wonderful! It’s a pleasure to meet you both, and what a crazy coincidence!’ She shakes her head some more.


‘St John-Gray?’ asks Fergus. ‘You kept the double-barrelled bit on the down-low back in the City of London days, didn’t you, you dark horse!’ He jabs Benedict on the bicep. ‘Eh? Eh? You were just plain old Ben Gray back then, weren’t you?’


Benedict laughs. ‘Well, those were the days when it was way cooler to be an East End barrow boy, so just “Gray” it was!’


‘Well, quite,’ enthuses Fergus. ‘And what are you doing now, Benny, my man? Still in finance?’


‘Of sorts,’ Benedict tells him. ‘I fund start-ups. You know, find things that are going to fly, inject a bit of cash and make a mint for all involved. I mean, I pick and choose. Work when I want to, you know.’ He glances at Luella and smiles.


‘Bloody hell, old chap, you don’t say?’ Fergus guffaws. ‘I’m looking for top-notch backers for my own start-up. Potential with a capital P. We should talk.’


Kitty smiles and holds up a finger. ‘“In a gentle way, you can shake the world”,’ she says, then adds, ‘Gandhi.’


Luella sighs. How tedious this work talk is, and now the mousy woman is spouting irrelevant quotes from Gandhi. Benedict had better not …


‘Fantastic,’ says Benedict. ‘I’d love to hear about it. You were always good at turning the sums, Miller.’ He turns to Kitty. ‘My apologies. Kitty, did you say? I’m Benedict.’ He holds out his hand and clasps Kitty’s right hand in both of his. ‘Delighted to meet you.’


‘Likewise!’ The woman’s skin flushes pink, and she retracts her hand. ‘Gosh, it’s hot, isn’t it?’ she says again.


Luella looks at her husband and then at Kitty Miller with an amused glint in her eye. She can’t blame the woman for wanting to join Benedict’s fan club. He is devastatingly handsome, after all. Devastatingly handsome and all hers …


‘So,’ Fergus says to Luella, in the manner of a smarmy game show host, ‘what do you do?’


Luella blinks. ‘Excuse me? What do I do?’


Benedict squeezes her hand. He knows she will not like this line of questioning.


‘For work?’ Fergus clarifies. ‘What do you do? Are you a lady who lunches like Kitty here? Eh? Eh?’


The mouse looks mortified.


‘Benny here was raking in the cash when we were back in the big smoke, weren’t you, Gray?’ He turns back to Luella. ‘I imagine he’s keeping you well?’


Benedict looks decidedly uncomfortable but breaks out into a grin when Fergus offers him a congratulatory pat on the back and says, ‘Well done, my boy!’


Luella feels the blood rise up through her neck. Who is this man, who actually believes it is 1960 and women are ‘kept’? Luella is all for men holding open doors and pulling out chairs for her when she sits down, but to assume she is the little wife at home with the sewing machine is frankly enraging.


She offers Fergus Miller an icy smile. ‘Actually, I don’t work a jot, because I am filthy rich,’ she says, her gaze boring into his yellow-tinged eyeballs. ‘I have more money than I know what to do with. I could swim in the stuff if I wanted to – in an Olympic-sized pool, you understand. I could certainly buy the island we are all about to stay on if I felt so inclined, along with every single boat in this marina. So no, I am most certainly not a kept woman, as you seem to be suggesting. Rather the opposite, in fact.’


Everyone falls silent for a moment, and Luella feels an almost sexual pang of satisfaction. Benedict looks at his feet, and Kitty’s stare is so wide it is as if her eye sockets are about to force her eyeballs out like a silicon ice cube tray and pop them onto the ceramic-tiled floor. She goes to speak – a protest of some kind? – but thinks better of it, shrinking under her husband’s steely gaze.


There follows a long moment of silence, until Fergus suddenly guffaws with laughter and his wife, evidently relieved, joins in with a snort.


‘A lady with a sense of humour! I like it.’ Fergus points at Luella with a fat index finger that she would quite like to shove in the rotating blade of the boat they will imminently board. ‘Good for you, Benny, my man! Let’s have a cocktail at the bar tonight for old times’ sake. You know, seeing as we’re all going to be holidaying together in paradise and all.’


‘Be rude not to,’ says Benedict, making the decision for both himself and Luella, like he always seems to do whenever the subject of who-supports-whom comes up.


Luella has come to realise it is Benedict’s way of establishing some kind of control over their domestic arrangements – those arrangements being that she is her husband’s keeper, and it is the very sizeable inheritance she received from her late father’s estate that pays for everything. Benedict’s ‘job’ is little more than a hobby. Some ventures win; others fail. She lets him have his little toys, lets him play.


‘Count us in.’ Benedict smiles. ‘We’ll be there, won’t we, darling?’


‘Yes,’ mutters Luella through gritted teeth, because she isn’t rude. They don’t know she’s going to fucking kill him when they get to the island.


‘But, Fergus,’ urges Kitty, her hands a steeple, ‘we wouldn’t want to intrude on a romantic holiday. Perhaps Luella and Benedict would like to be left alone tonight – there’s nothing worse than feeling pressure to socialise.’


Fergus looks at her quizzically.


‘I quite agree …’ begins Luella, who has suddenly warmed up to Kitty Miller. She is about to echo the woman’s sentiment when Benedict chimes in.


‘Nonsense!’ he says. ‘The more the merrier!’ He takes Luella’s hand and lifts it up, as if to display some kind of ownership, and grins. ‘We’ll try to explore a little outside the room on this trip, won’t we, darling?’


It is not the kind of comment this wife is used to from her husband, but she will let it slide. She understands the words have been uttered because Benedict and Fergus are part of an old boys’ network of some kind and that this kind of blood, unfortunately, runs deep. She sniffs her annoyance away.


‘Well, if the villa’s rocking …’ snorts Fergus.


Luella closes her eyes and mutters ‘idiot’ a fraction of a decibel too loudly.
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Kitty


‘It’s “bure”,’ Kitty tells them. ‘It’s actually “if the bure is rocking”. That’s what they’re called here in Fiji, the hotel rooms. The word “bure” actually means “traditional Fijian cottage or bungalow”. It says so in my guidebook.’ Kitty rummages in her basket bag and pulls out a book entitled Lonely Planet Fiji. ‘They’re traditionally made of straw and thatched with bamboo, and you pronounce it boor-ray. There are ten boor-rays at Loloma, and …’


Fergus holds up his hand. ‘Thank you, Kitty,’ he says, and Kitty feels the smart of embarrassment. She was going to tell everyone about the custom of making floor mats from pandanus leaves! She closes her guidebook discreetly and slides it back inside her bag.


Fergus turns to Benedict. ‘A drink, then! We’ll hold you to it. You can hardly stand us up – the place is only a few hundred square feet.’ He winks at his old friend. ‘We’ll find you! Eh?’


Kitty smiles politely. She has a brain full of facts about Fiji to share, but she will save them for over drinks later. She loves nothing more than a hearty chinwag – you can find out so much about other people through a good natter. She is sure Luella has some exciting stories to tell, too – she certainly looks well-travelled.


‘I hear the resort makes a great cocktail,’ says Benedict.


Fergus grins. ‘Are you a Sex on the Beach man, or do you prefer a Slow Comfortable Screw?’


Kitty glances over at Luella and notices that the woman is at the tail end of an eye-roll, which Kitty considers to be rather rude. Fergus was only making a joke. And it was actually a rather good one, Kitty thinks, the way he played with the names of the cocktails.


‘Neither.’ Benedict laughs. ‘Luella likes to mix it up. Try them all.’


‘Kitty likes an Old Fashioned,’ says Fergus, nudging her so hard she has to move her right foot to steady herself. ‘Just a couple though, or she’s anyone’s! She’s a delightfully cheap date, aren’t you, darling? Not like some of the women Benedict here used to …’


Kitty sees Luella’s eyes snap up, and she casts a nervous glance at Benedict.


‘Now, now, Miller, none of that chatter,’ Benedict says. He turns to his wife. ‘I’m a one-woman man these days, and this woman right here’ – he reaches out and pulls Luella in close – ‘is the only one in the world for me. She’s perfection.’


‘Damn right she is!’ Fergus looks Luella up and down again, only this time he is biting his lip and nodding, like he wants to warm apple pie her.


Kitty looks down at her sandals. Fergus never treats her like that, enthusing about her beauty or looking at her like he could devour her whole. Unfortunately, Kitty married a man’s man, one with a hairy chest and a deep voice, a tad more testosterone than others – a man who is rather more neanderthal than he is metrosexual, which Kitty supposes she must prefer. She can’t really remember.


She watches as Luella folds her arms across her chest and hisses, ‘Shall we go?’ at Benedict through pursed lips.


Kitty understands this is a rhetorical question, because Luella is already leading the charge down the jetty at a million miles an hour, towards a man who holds a wooden sign that reads Loloma Island Resort transfer. Benedict scoops up his and Luella’s matching hand luggage – dotted with Ls and Vs and gold monogrammed initials – and Fergus follows close behind.


Kitty notices that her own husband does not offer to wheel her John Lewis carry-on case but instead uses his spare hand to pat Benedict’s shoulder, so that Kitty is forced to yank up the handle and pull it along the bumpy, slatted jetty herself. The wheels keep getting stuck in the space between the slats. She uses her other hand to stop her sunglasses sliding down her nose, which is shiny with oil after twenty-six hours in the air.


‘Isn’t this utter class?’ Fergus grins as they reach the boat. ‘Look at the size of it!’


‘The size of it?’ Luella guffaws. ‘It’s a bee’s dick wider than the dinghies you see on the news bobbing towards Dover.’


Kitty thinks the comment is rather inappropriate, given the large number of displaced men, women and children seeking asylum on UK shores, but Fergus laughs and says, ‘She’s a live wire, eh, Benny?’


Kitty fakes a smile and swallows down her own unease about the boat. Luella is right about one thing: it doesn’t look too sturdy. Kitty is not worried about it falling apart, per se, but rather the way it will dance on the waves as they enter the open sea – a tiny vessel in a vast ocean. She suddenly regrets eating that vegetarian frittata on the plane. The thought of it makes her nose sweat even more. But the fact is, she had to eat it. Fergus used the only entrance ticket to the business class lounge at LAX on their lay-over from the UK, so by the time they boarded the plane, he’d already had breakfast and Kitty had not. It was a case of vegetarian frittata or bust. So yes, the waves may be problematic (Oh Lord, did the frittata have carrot?) but nonetheless, they all climb on board: Luella, Benedict, Fergus and lastly Kitty, and Kitty feels an unholy lurch of her stomach as the boat sways underfoot.


Fergus looks at her and sighs. He produces a duty-free carrier bag from his leather bum bag – which also contains their passports and credit cards – and shakes it out.


‘Apologies, but my wife is a puker,’ he announces, as if it isn’t already obvious by the Nadi Airport plastic bag he is waving about in front of her face. Kitty would like to disappear over the side of the boat right about now. ‘Ironically, her middle name is Marina, which means “in the sea” in Latin,’ he quips.


‘It’s “of the sea”.’ Kitty grimaces as the boat pulls away from the mooring. ‘Anyway, don’t worry about me. I’ll be absolutely fine!’


Thirty seconds later, she leans forward in a dramatic heave and empties her stomach, its surprisingly sizeable contents missing the bag entirely and splashing keenly across the open section of Luella’s Hermès sandals, which Kitty assumes to be the genuine article and not the Primark rip-offs she has in her own wardrobe. She watches, mortified, as Benedict twists the pink cap of a chilled Evian bottle and empty the contents over his wife’s frittata-splattered toes.


Kitty stammers an apology and turns away.


She sits with her head pretty much inside the bag for the best part of an hour and feels utterly wretched. It smells of the sickly floral perfume she sprayed on one of those pointless blotting sticks at LAX. They’re not even at the resort yet, and she has already messed up in a rather gargantuan fashion. She promised Fergus she would get it right, for both their sakes, and now she has gone and vomited, of all things. In fact, she messed up right from the get-go, blurting out that they’d been sitting on the plane right by the loos and laughing like a lunatic when Luella told them she could buy the whole of Port Denarau Marina!


Kitty gives herself a mental kick. She assured Fergus she would not put a foot wrong; she swore she could be relied on. Because the fact is: they have both vowed to be very different people on this holiday, to come out of themselves, to become actors. And now Kitty needs to step up and play her part.
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Luella


Luella uses the boat trip as a chance to practise her breathwork. Make no mistake, she is not woo-woo. She does not wear hemp, God forbid, or wave placards at anti-vax rallies. But she does enjoy the practice of controlling her breath – and not just because it has become trendy. Holding one’s breath for short periods is proven to boost immunity and help promote age-reversal. Plus, it’s a wonderful thing to do when you want everyone around you to shut the fuck up.


In the first five minutes of this boat journey alone, she has already had to endure the contents of Kitty Miller’s stomach slotting neatly between all five of her left toes – on Hermès sandals no less – as well as listening to Fergus Miller refer to Benedict as ‘Benny, my man’ countless times. So yes, holding her breath with her eyes shut is just the tonic Luella needs right now in lieu of consuming something that comprises forty per cent alcohol.


When she has finished her ten minutes of deep, steady breathing, Luella stands up and moves to the bow of the boat, holding onto her hat with the palm of her right hand. She sees islands on both sides of the boat, hears the skipper point out the tiny rocky island of Monuriki, where the film Cast Away was apparently filmed over twenty years ago. Not that she gives a monkey’s. A grown man talking to a volleyball? What complete toss.


The captain leans into her with a smile and shouts, ‘Loloma, straight ahead!’


Luella squints and sees nothing but a dot at this stage. Still, something happens to her pulse. A quickening of sorts, a missed beat. She is not a catastrophist by any stretch, nor is she the slightest bit spooked by spiders or heights or natural disasters. She does not fear much at all, aside from helicopters – and that is hardly a fear, merely a realistic assessment that they are fraught with potential jeopardy. Yet the dot on the horizon ahead of her seems somehow to jolt her, to instil a feeling she is not used to – an unease, an anxiety of some kind.


She takes in her immediate surroundings and suddenly sees danger in all of it: the depth of the water below her, the single charcoal cloud on the horizon pouring with slatted rain, the excessive speed of the boat as the prow slices through the water like a knife through butter, its bow hitting the waves with a repeated thwack. Luella stares ahead, her eyes set, takes in the colours: the green, the gold, the blue – and, despite the heat, she feels a sudden chill.


I won’t leave this island, she thinks. This is the place I will die.


She blinks, tuts. Oh, for God’s sake, she tells herself. Dramatic, much? She shakes her head at her own stupidity and focuses on the view ahead. As they get closer, the speck of the island becomes a golden circle dotted with palm trees and surrounded by glassy cyan sea: Loloma Island, the island of love.
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Una


Una leans up against the shiny mahogany reception desk, a broom in her hand. She notices the unbecoming slump of her body and pulls herself up, reminds herself of Roko’s favourite saying: If there’s time to lean, there’s time to clean!


‘Boo!’ She feels someone grab her shoulder, and her hand flies dramatically to her chest. Sailasa. His jokes will be the death of her.


She hits him with the broom. ‘Shoo, Sailasa!’


‘Ow.’ He jumps back, laughs at her. ‘Don’t hurt me!’


Una smiles and shoos him away further, a futile endeavour since Sailasa is almost six feet tall – but he’s a gentle giant. His face has thinned in these last few months, and he has lost the look of his mother, Una’s late sister, Adelina. It is seven months since Adelina was taken by cancer, and Una finally no longer feels a pang of grief when she looks at Sailasa, because she knows her beloved sister is in a better place.


Sailasa pulls her into a tight hug before letting her go. ‘The boat just radioed. ETA is five minutes.’


‘Just five? Come on then.’ She places the broom inside the door of the office attached to reception and beckons him towards the beach, looking up as she passes the coconut tree with the pendulous fruit. ‘One of those coconuts is going to fall soon,’ she warns.


Sailasa smiles and shakes his head. ‘You’re more likely to be struck by lightning.’


‘Rubbish!’ She scowls. ‘But can you imagine how Roko would react if I caused a scene four minutes before the guests arrived. My brain splashed all over the path?’


‘He wouldn’t mind if you did it.’ Sailasa grins. ‘But for anyone else, it would mean immediate dismissal for sure.’


Una has seen it before. Poor Christina Cole, the young maid at Loloma’s sister resort, Sunshine Island, who was fired three years back for knocking a diamond earring worth over one million US dollars into the sink. The way the story filtered back to Una was that the gem hung perilously in the tiny, millimetre-wide gap between the plug hole and the stainless-steel plug itself, like fingers gripping to a cliff edge. Then, when Christina attempted to retrieve it with the long nail of her little finger, it dislodged and went right down. And despite the unlucky maid admitting it to management straight away as opposed to pretending she knew nothing about an earring and a sink (What earring? What sink?), the guest made such a fuss that Christina was told to pack her bags immediately. The worse part was that she’d been heavily pregnant and delivered a dead infant soon after, the stress of the incident and the threat of unemployment too much for her to bear.


The unfortunate episode and the guest’s response filtered through management circles and reinforced the idea that the guest is always right and the worker dispensable. And as much as Una admires her manager, Mr Roko, she knows that if it came to the crunch, he’d save the ship before the sailors. He would have to.


Roko is waiting for them as they step onto the beach. He is dressed in his trademark cream linen suit, flanked by the usual welcome committee: restaurant and sports staff in baby blue ‘bula’ shirts with geometric white printing, reception staff in white, as well as the old-timers in the resort’s band in their trademark purple shirts of the same style.


Roko pushes his hand through his hair and smiles. ‘Rooms all shipshape, Una?’


‘Of course,’ says Una.


‘Good job. We’d be lost without you.’


Sailasa pokes her in the rib with a finger, and she smiles. It’s common knowledge amongst the staff that Jose Roko, a widower of several years now, would like to take Una as his second wife. But Una does not feel the same way about Jose, even though she doesn’t feel he is a bad man.


‘Another day, another group of guests,’ Roko says, and Una nods.


Together they watch the white prow of Loloma’s own speed-boat cut a triangle through the blue-grey ocean, towards the milky turquoise lagoon surrounding the resort, the inner reef. The coral reef, just thirty metres out to sea, provides a natural safety enclosure around the island, with waist-deep water almost as far as the eye can see. Tropical fish dance in this perennially warm shoal, and the waves only gently lick the shore – a drawcard for even the most trepidatious swimmers and kayakers. But outside of this natural seawall, the waters of the archipelago are treacherous, the drop from the reef like plunging from a rooftop car park after dark. Water that’s warm and welcoming close to the shore becomes perilously cold, and the pretty turquoise-green palate turns a sinister blue-grey. The seabed, misleadingly accessible just a metre before, can no longer be seen, let alone reached easily by the point of an arched toe.


Una gets ready to offer up the smile she gifts every single guest as they arrive before she opens her mouth to sing. It is the biggest smile she has, the loudest and most tuneful voice, because at Loloma Island Resort, perfection is not just expected but demanded, and much like the secrets of the ocean, the intricacies and sometimes sinister complexities that lie beneath the surface of this island home must always be kept tightly hidden.




OEBPS/images/map.jpg
STAFF VILLAGE

,(/’é
|ulllllllllllllll\\\\¢

B d

o
N

THE ISLAND
OF LOLOMA -






OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		Also by Ali Lowe



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Contents



		Dedication



		Map



		PART ONE



		1: Una



		2: Luella



		3: Kitty



		4: Luella



		5: Una



		6: Una



		7: Kitty



		8: Luella



		9: Sailasa



		10: Luella



		11: Kitty



		12: Sailasa



		13: Una



		14: Thomasina



		15: Kitty



		16: Kitty



		17: Luella



		18: Thomasina



		19: Luella



		20: Una



		21: Kitty



		22: Thomasina



		23: Luella



		24: Sailasa



		25: Una



		26: Luella



		27: Una



		28: Kitty



		29: Luella



		30: Una



		31: Sailasa



		32: Una



		33: Thomasina



		34: Una



		35: Sofie



		36: Una



		37: Thomasina



		38: Sofie



		39: Kitty



		40: Una



		41: Thomasina



		42: Sailasa



		43: Una



		44: Kitty



		45: Thomasina



		46: Una



		47: Sailasa



		48: Una



		49: Kitty



		50: Una



		51: Christina



		52: Sailasa











		PART TWO



		53: Filipe



		54: Thomasina



		55: Kitty



		56: Thomasina



		57: Sofie



		58: Kitty



		59: Sofie



		60: Sofie



		61: Una



		62: Sailasa



		63: Sofie



		64: Sailasa



		65: Sofie



		66: Sailasa









		PART THREE



		67: Una



		68: Kitty



		69: Una



		70: Thomasina



		71: Una



		72: Thomasina



		73: Kitty











		Acknowledgements













		Begin Reading



		Table of Contents











OEBPS/images/9781399717885.jpg
This holiday of a lifetime is
going to be someone’s last . . .

‘Ali Lowe is swiftly moving into the footprints of Liane Moriarty’
THE AUSTRALIAN






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
HODDER &
STOUGHTON





