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  For Martha, Eleanor, Bethany and Samantha










  Chapter 1




  Ravenscar, December 2015




  The setting moon hung low in the sky, turning the rocks at the water’s edge a ghostly grey.




  It was almost high tide. The sea flowed over the beach and lapped at the bottom of the rough path that formed a scramble to the clifftop. The waves washed in, then drew away, rattling the shingle in the winter silence.




  People rarely came here. It was a place where wading birds turned pebbles over in the water, and grey seals basked on the rocks, undisturbed by walkers on the path above.




  As the moon waned, the silhouette of Raven Hall high above merged with the darkness of the pre-dawn hour. The foreshore lay in deep blackness as the sea washed up its secrets: some rope, a baulk of timber long seasoned by the saltwater, a piece of fabric, torn beyond recognition by its time in the water.




  And there was something else, something that was carried onto the shore as the tide came in, lifted onto the rocks and stranded there as the sea retreated leaving its bounty for the birds and the beachcombers.




  The woman lay supine on the rocks, her hair fanned out in the cold morning air so the breeze lifted it gently, tousling it. The sea had not been kind to her. Her face was gone and the empty sockets of her eyes stared up at the sky.




  It was midday before a walker scrambled down the path to explore the beach. Later, as the tide was turning and the light was starting to fade, a coastguard boat out on patrol saw yellow and black tape flapping in the breeze and people moving in the growing shadows on the foreshore. The next day, they read about the body of the young girl taken off that foreshore, battered by the sea and nameless.




  A week later, all that was left was ragged sections of tape, and after that, nothing.










  Chapter 2




  Kettleness, January




  Something was coming. Something dark was carried on the wind.




  Kay McKinnon stopped on the headland of the Ness and looked out across the North Sea, grey and turbulent in the winter chill. A sea that is stranger than death . . . She could remember Matt standing there proclaiming Swinburne into the storm winds of autumn, facing the sea as defiantly as the cliffs themselves.




  But in the face of the sea, even the cliffs give way.




  She was well wrapped up in boots, waterproofs, scarf, hat and gloves, but the cold stung her face and crept into every gap in her defences. As she stood there, she sensed that same, elusive feeling again.




  Something was coming.




  Kay had no time for fey portents. ‘If you feel something’s wrong, it’s because you know something’s wrong,’ was how she countered the nervy premonitions of teenage girls in her care. ‘Even if you don’t know you know it.’




  So where was this feeling coming from? It wasn’t surprising really. Matt had died a year ago today, and here she was, doing some kind of morbid pilgrimage he would have laughed at if he’d known.




  ‘Well, you’re not here to stop me, are you?’ She said it out loud, as she said a lot of things to Matt. She still wasn’t reconciled to his death and saw no reason why she should be.




  Milo, Matt’s white Staffie cross, tugged impatiently at his lead. Like his late master, he had no time for contemplative gazing from headlands, not when there might be rabbits to chase.




  Turning south, Kay trudged along the path of the Cleveland Way that followed the cliff edge. In the distance, under the louring clouds, she could see the second headland. Beyond that was Sandsend. It was too far to walk before darkness fell. Only an idiot would get caught on these unstable cliffs at night.




  She left the official footpath and let Milo off his lead. He trotted ahead of her as she crossed a field to the track bed of the old railway. She whistled Milo to heel when she reached this path, hesitating as she tried to decide which way to go. They’d walked almost eight miles, and these days, a few days after her sixty-eighth birthday, they both felt it. If she turned towards the coast, it was only a matter of fifteen minutes’ brisk walking to take her back to her car on the headland and home for a much-needed cup of tea.




  Kay didn’t believe in mourning – when bad things happened, you got past it by . . . well, by getting past it. You worked, you went on with what you were doing, you got on with life, that’s what you did.




  But you didn’t forget. Today she was remembering Matt by retracing the first walk they had ever done together in a lifetime of walking. And here she was thinking about cutting the walk short. ‘I’m getting old, Milo,’ she said. He panted up into her face, grinning. Old age is not for wimps, Matt used to say, and he was right. The trouble was, neither was the only obvious way of avoiding it.




  She wasn’t seventy. She had a few good years in her yet.




  A gull swooped down and curved away on outspread wings, crying as it headed out to sea. Kay watched it go, then, making a sudden decision, turned inland onto the old railway track they’d followed all those years ago. Bother being tired. She was going to look at the tunnel. Matt had shown it to her as they were coming to the end of that first walk. Want to see something?




  In the heady awareness that something special was happening, she’d nodded her agreement, and they’d shared a conspiratorial grin. They’d walked down this track and there it was – the entrance to the tunnel, bricked up and abandoned years ago. They’d promised themselves they would come back but in over forty years of marriage – forty-three to be exact – they never had, so today, just a year after his death – here she was.




  Calling Milo, she picked her way across the rough grass and followed the track into the cutting. Stunted trees grew above her as the ground began to drop away. The path felt boggy under her feet. Despite the poor conditions, at least one other person had come this way recently. She could see the remains of their passage through the undergrowth.




  And then the tunnel was ahead of her, a deeper darkness in the shadows. Dead vines trailed across the entrance, and grasses brushed against her legs, soaking her boots and trousers.




  The entrance itself was partly sealed by a brick wall, but there was a gap at the top. It had been easy enough for her younger self to climb over. The wall was no more than a warning really, a reminder that old, unmaintained tunnels were dangerous.




  Someone had helpfully stacked a couple of rocks up against it to make access over the top easier. ‘You are joking,’ she said to the absent stacker and, just a bit, to herself. She could hear that voice at the back of her mind urging her on. You can do it! Go on! You aren’t too old! She pictured herself getting stretchered out by a group of husky young cave rescuers and decided she’d better not take the risk.




  On the old bricks, a graffiti artist had painted an image of a young woman against a background of flowers. In keeping with current tastes for the macabre, the face was a grinning death’s head. The image was in greyscale, blending in with the sepia notes of the winter scene – a beautiful but transient work of art that was already disappearing. A more recent – and less talented – tagger had spray painted a heart and the words ‘Bobby + Lisa’.




  Kids.




  The tunnels must act like a magnet for them – forbidden, so instantly attractive and, for the more desperate – and Kay had worked with the most desperate and knew what pressures drove them on – maybe they provided some kind of shelter.




  No. Not even those kids could look at that dark mouth and see shelter.




  Whatever might have happened forty years ago, she and Matt had taken their happy memories away with them. They weren’t waiting for her here.




  Milo had been standing still, watching the tunnel mouth, but then he pressed himself against her legs, whining quietly, deep in his throat. ‘It’s OK, boy,’ she said, clipping him back onto his lead. ‘I don’t like it here either.’




  The light was fading. She had to use her torch to guide her return along the uneven path. Milo moved reluctantly, dragging against her arm, then he started barking, his hackles up. She looked back and saw a light bobbing in the shadows a way behind her – another walker. The path led up to the tunnel and nowhere else, so whoever it was must have come from there. She was half tempted to wait and ask about the conditions beyond the portal, but there was something about the darkening landscape . . . and Milo was still barking. He could be tricky with strangers.




  She pulled him smartly to heel. After a moment of resistance he came, and they continued on their way, moving briskly. Just before she emerged from the cutting, she heard the walker behind her whistling. It was something Matt used to do, whistle absent-mindedly as they walked together – something he always denied.




  She recognised the tune at once. It was an old Celtic melody about the transient nature of love. As the whistling faded behind her, the words ran through her head: And what can’t be cured love must be endured love, but my own true love I will ne’er more behold . . .




  OK, now she was really wallowing in it. She blinked her eyes to clear them – daft old biddy – and followed Milo’s urging as he pulled hard on his lead. She looked back and saw the figure emerge on the path behind her, just a silhouette in the dusk. She raised her hand in acknowledgement, and saw whoever it was do the same. Milo barked, and she turned back to the path.




  Time to go home.




  When she got to the car, she felt dissatisfied. Her walk hadn’t really been in memory of Matt. There had been too many changes and too many recent events intruded. She couldn’t shake the sense of foreboding. If anything, it was stronger now.




  It wasn’t that something was coming.




  Something was here.










  Chapter 3




  In the darkness, the cliff edge was barely perceptible. Jared Godwin shone his torch onto the broken shale ahead. There were roped paths down to the foreshore, and an undulating, dead landscape that spoke of old mine workings and tunnels.




  He’d spent the afternoon exploring the cliffs and the shore. It had been a long drive up from Bridlington but it looked as though it was going to be worth it. This coast had a history that suggested it would be ripe for exploration – old mines, old tunnels, military posts sealed off and abandoned. There would be an opening in the cliff somewhere, he was certain. He just had to be patient. He’d find it.




  He always did.




  Jared was an addict. Not for him the illegal street deals, the petty crime, the inevitable decay and death. His high came from danger and from fear, from the adrenaline surge of insane risk balanced against skill, experience and sheer dumb luck. Oh, his habit would kill him one day, he knew that, but until it did, it was the only thing that made life worth living.




  People said it was like a rat inside you, clawing your guts, demanding to be fed. Jared had been feeding the rat since he was twenty but it couldn’t be satisfied. Now it gnawed in his brain. Now it drove him on.




  His moments on the edge – moving across a rock face with nothing but a thousand metres of air beneath him, climbing along ledges a hundred metres off the ground, buildings where the stone was crumbling away, places not meant for human presence, high above cities in those gaps in the world that the maps ignored, these moments were the ones when he truly felt alive.




  Until the day he fell.




  They were in the old steel works. They’d come in down the rails, climbed along the abandoned conveyors to the blast furnace. They’d had to climb to reach the ladder, and the ladder was rusting away.




  He could still feel the rung snapping in his hand, the safety rail breaking as he swung back against it. Sixty metres below him, the rusting hulks waited. He had hung on, his other hand welded to the rung above, his feet scrabbling for purchase on a ladder that crumbled at each touch. Skua edged back – ‘Hang on mate! Keep hold!’ – but Skua couldn’t reach him and could do nothing but watch as the last rung broke.




  And then there was the drop.




  He had fallen almost fifty fucking metres. He should have been killed. Instead, his attempts to break his fall, grabbing at the ladder as it snapped again and again, slithering down the metal, snatching at any hold he could, had turned a plummet into a series of shorter falls. He broke both his legs, his shoulder, his pelvis, smashed his ribs, cracked a couple of vertebrae and twisted his back.




  Now, over a year later, he was walking again, walking on legs that were feeble compared with their previous strength, a body that had lost its suppleness and power, a body that doctors had told him, in no uncertain terms, would not survive the stresses of living the way he had. On the forums, they were calling him Phoenix, but he’d made his decision in that moment when he realised he had lost. If I survive this – never again.




  Never again.




  But the rat came back. The rat was hungry.




  Two weeks ago, Jared had made his way to the east coast and ended up in Flamborough, just outside the small seaside town of Bridlington, where he found accommodation in a run-down caravan park that was more or less deserted in the winter months. But not that deserted, as it turned out. Night after night he was woken by the sounds of people partying on the far side of the site – loud music, shouting, screaming. The noise sometimes went on until three, four in the morning.




  The guy who rented the van to him had just glared at Jared when he’d mentioned it. He was a big, slabby man with a massive beer-belly whose fat didn’t conceal the hefty muscles underlying it. Jared had taken one look and dubbed him Greaseball Harry – GBH for short. GBH seemed to resent Jared’s presence at the site altogether, but not enough to make him leave. Money was money, Jared guessed. And the van, run down and dilapidated, was cheap enough. But some nights he lay there unable to sleep, listening to the music, wondering who the partygoers were, what they were doing.




  Today, he had come north to recce the old mines dug into the Kettleness cliffs, and the abandoned railway tunnels cut through the crumbling coastline from Sandsend to Runswick Bay. It was better up here than further south around Bridlington. Tomorrow, he’d leave the caravan site – it was so cheap at this time of year he could forget about the money lost. He’d find an accommodating farmer who’d let him camp in one of these fields. He’d get a better night’s sleep in a tent on the ground than in that shithole of a caravan park.




  It was getting late – it was already dark and he should really head back, but he wanted to take a look at the entrance to the Kettleness tunnel before he left. He checked his map. He was on the south side of Lucky Dog Point. He turned off the footpath and headed across the fields, his torch making a wavering beam on the ground.




  He felt the air chill as he descended into the cutting. The portal was ahead of him now, a dark gap with wings of stone. As the light from his torch played across the wall, the figure of a woman jumped out at him, making his heart jolt with shock until he realised it was a painting, a piece of graffiti art, the kind of thing some urban explorers left to mark their passage. He’d check it out later.




  At the foot of the wall, someone had left a handy stack of rocks to make access easier. It would be simple enough to climb. He’d come back tomorrow, and . . .




  In fact . . .




  He glanced at his watch. It was after six. The idea that was creeping into his head was crazy. He wasn’t here to explore; he was here to check out some sites. He was tired, his back was starting to hurt, he didn’t have his equipment, he just had . . .




  It’s only a railway tunnel, for fuck’s sake. It didn’t matter that it was dark – it would be dark in there if he went in at high noon. He was wearing decent boots, he had a torch and a lighter. He was wearing his waterproofs. What more did he want?




  The rat stirred, and he knew what he was going to do.




  Carpe diem. It may never come again. He remembered the feel of the rung, solid under his foot one moment, gone the next. A prickle of tension touched his neck, apprehension clutched his stomach. He grinned.




  He was going in.




  He checked the batteries of his torch and made sure his camera was zipped securely in his pocket. Before his accident, a quick push of the arms would have seen him over the wall, but now it was a struggle to reach the top.




  Once he was astride the wall, he had to stop to catch his breath.




  A couple of months ago, he couldn’t walk without a stick. It was getting better and it would go on getting better.




  He dropped down into the tunnel.










  Chapter 4




  Kay lived in a small cottage near Lythe, north of Whitby. She and Matt had bought it two years ago, just after Matt’s last big project had ended, and just before his illness made itself known. It had been advertised as having ‘period charm’, which meant, as far as Kay could see, no mod cons and doors and windows that didn’t fit. But Matt had loved it and talked her into it as a project for their long-delayed retirement.




  The cottage was cold as she let herself in. She took off her waterproof but left on her big jumper and changed her boots for warm slippers. Milo shook himself dry and hopped up onto the armchair, curling up small, his eyes watching her from under his tail. Matt had always been indulgent with Milo – Matt who could lecture for hours on the necessity of training and obedience as Milo sneaked biscuits off plates and curled up to sleep in forbidden places – and Kay hadn’t the heart to change things now.




  She checked the phone for messages. There were just two. The first one was from Becca, one of her long-term foster-children who had just started a new job: Where are you? You aren’t answering your phone. Kay grimaced. Becca had called while Kay was out walking, and she had had ignored it. The other message was unexpected.




  ‘Er . . . Hello. Is this the right number for Kay McKinnon? Sorry to call out of the blue like this. It’s Shaun Turner. You probably don’t remember me. I used to work with Matt – with your husband – and I only just heard . . . Look, I’m messing this up. I hate these machines. I’ll call later.’




  Kay sat there looking at the phone. Matt had worked with a lot of people over the years and even now, even a year later, she got calls from people who remembered him.




  The name didn’t mean anything to her. This Shaun Turner would either call back or he wouldn’t. She didn’t need to do anything.




  She went through to the kitchen and made a cup of tea, taking it with her to the front room. She piled more wood in the stove and opened the damper until the fire was blazing, then began sorting through Matt’s CDs, still stored in the bottom of the bookshelves. Milo groaned happily as warmth began to spread through the room.




  Remembering the whistled tune she’d heard earlier, Kay selected a Dubliners album and slipped it into the player.




  She evicted Milo and sat in the big armchair herself. Carefully avoiding her gaze, Milo climbed laboriously onto her lap and curled up, shuffling to get himself comfortable as music filled the room. Ignoring the dog, Kay tried to concentrate.




  But again, Matt eluded her. She’d hoped the music would bring back other memories, but all she could hear was the edginess beneath the jaunty tunes, the scraping fiddle and the harsh voices. When the disc reached the song she’d heard earlier, she couldn’t bear it anymore.




  

    


      ‘For love and porter makes a young man older,




      And love and whiskey makes him old and grey,




      And what can’t be cured, love, has to be endured, love . . .’


    


  


  




  She stood up and turned the player off. What can’t be cured can bloody well be changed. You couldn’t recreate the past, and you shouldn’t try.




  It was almost a relief when the phone rang. Caller ID told her it was Becca. After the message, Kay had been expecting – but not looking forward to – this call. She braced herself. ‘Becca, love. How are you? Are you settling in?’




  ‘No. I’m lousy. I’m not staying here. I’m leaving.’ Kay sighed and let Becca run on until she wound down with a final, ‘It’s a dump.’




  ‘What did you expect from a seaside town in winter? Yes, Bridlington’s a dump in January. Everywhere’s a dump in January. What you mean is, it isn’t Leeds so you’re not going to like it even if they serve it up with dancing boys and fairy lights.’




  Kay waited for the angry explosion from the other end of the phone. It was Becca’s way to let off steam before she calmed down. When Becca responded with a sullen, ‘Suppose’, Kay felt a niggle of worry.




  ‘It’s a big change. It’s not what you planned . . . No, I’m not getting at you, I’m just saying – it’s not what you planned. Is it?’ Kay waited as Becca’s voice chattered angrily at the other end of the line. ‘It’s what . . . What? You’re . . . Don’t be daft.’ She took a mouthful of tea, but it was tepid. She made a face, partly over the spoilt tea and partly over the way the conversation with Becca was going. Matt had always been much better at calming Becca down. The trouble with Kay was she had a big mouth and didn’t know when to keep it shut.




  She’d known Becca for eight years, from the day she’d arrived at their house, a thirteen-year-old bundle of anger and aggression. She’d run away from home on her twelfth birthday after being accused of setting a fire at the house where she lived with her mother and stepfather, spent a few weeks on the streets, several months in a secure unit and had a string of broken fosterings behind her. Her first action on coming to Kay and Matt’s had been to wreck her room with a thoroughness that had managed to impress them, veterans though they were of angry teenage room-wreckings.




  Kay had left Matt to deal with it – he was better at the quiet reason that could calm kids who were wound up beyond anything they could bear.




  Later, when a blank-faced, red-eyed Becca came down, hiding her distress behind the mask so many of them wore, all Kay had said was, ‘I hope you like pizza.’




  Becca’s gaze checked her over. ‘Has it got them olive things on it?’




  ‘No,’ Kay reassured her.




  ‘They taste like shit,’ was all Becca said. But she ate her tea quietly, with just the occasional hitch in her breath to show how distressed she had been.




  But in the end, Becca had been one of their success stories, settling down at school, passing her exams, starting a college course, and then . . .




  In the past few weeks, something had gone wrong. Kay didn’t know what had happened, but Becca had suddenly announced she was leaving college and had no interest in further training.




  Now she was in Bridlington working in a café at a drop-in centre for homeless kids, a job Kay had found for her by dint of calling in some favours. Kay still had contacts in all the youth groups and charities up and down the east coast, which came in handy at times like this. ‘So what’s the job like?’




  ‘It’s a café. What do you think it’s like?’




  ‘Like most jobs, I expect. Good bits and boring bits. Better than being a filing clerk.’ Did they even have filing clerks these days?




  ‘What?’




  ‘Nothing. Never mind. It’s what you chose, Becca. It’s not a bad job. You need to work. And it’s not just any café, is it? Think about it. You know all about this, right? Imagine it when you were sleeping rough – you come through the door of this drop-in place and what do you see?’




  ‘Me, looking like a loser in an overall.’




  ‘Don’t put yourself down Becca. Even if you do look like a “loser” – which you aren’t, by the way – you can talk to a loser in an overall, can’t you? She isn’t the police, she isn’t a social worker, she’s just . . .’




  There was silence at the other end of the phone as Becca absorbed this. ‘Yeah, OK . . . but they keep talking to me like I’m stupid, you know? Like I don’t know anything. I know more than they do. They’ve never been on the streets. They’ve never—’




  ‘As far as you know.’ Kay cut in before Becca could really get started. ‘And they don’t know you yet. Give them a chance. They’re just trying to take care of the kids, trying to make sure you don’t get it wrong.’




  ‘They keep telling me, do this, do that, they don’t give me a chance like I’m some kind of—’




  Kay intervened before the metaphor arrived. Becca’s metaphors tended to be more than colourful. ‘What worked for you?’




  Becca’s teenage years had been marked by a recklessness that Kay had become familiar with over her years of working with damaged children. It spoke of, if not a desire to die, a lack of interest in staying alive. She could hear the shadow of it in Becca’s voice even now.




  Down the line, Becca was mulling this over. ‘Knowing someone was bothered,’ she said after a long pause. The anger had gone out of her voice and she was thinking again.




  Becca had always had a problem with impulse control. Even at twenty, she was prone to quick, destructive acts when she was angry, like her sudden decision to leave her college course. She would throw biting insults at people who hadn’t even realised they’d upset her, or, as now, threaten to walk out of a job that could get her back on track. At one stage, a psychiatrist had suggested she was bipolar, but Kay thought this was a load of rubbish and an excuse to quieten down a difficult kid by pushing drugs down her throat. Psychiatrists were one step up the evolutionary ladder from cockroaches, as far as Kay was concerned.




  ‘So you can be someone who’s bothered, right?’




  ‘Suppose.’ Becca’s voice was grudging, but she was calmer. ‘They don’t go on like that at Alek.’




  ‘Alek?’ Kay knew most of the staff at the centre, but she wasn’t aware of an Alek.




  ‘The caretaker sort of guy. Alek.’




  ‘He probably doesn’t work with the kids.’




  ‘Yes, he does. He’s got this like workshop with all old engines and stuff that the kids work on. If they want to.’




  ‘OK. And you get on with him?’




  ‘Yeah. He doesn’t say much. He’s foreign. But he’s OK.’




  A bit of an outsider – that would appeal to Becca. Becca disliked and mistrusted anyone with authority over her, starting with her police officer stepfather and expanding outwards with almost no limit.




  ‘And the users?’




  ‘Mostly they don’t talk to me. Much. There’s one or two . . . like there’s this kid, Paige, comes in sometimes. I don’t get her, but she likes to talk. She thinks I’m cool because I come from Leeds.’




  ‘You see?’ Being cool carried a lot of currency. ‘What don’t you get about her?’




  ‘I dunno. She seems together, and then she doesn’t seem together, know what I mean? She used to come in with another girl, but now it’s just Paige on her own.’




  ‘What happened to the other girl?’




  ‘Dunno. She was there when I started but she hasn’t been around for a bit. It’s not like school or something. You don’t have to go.’




  Kay frowned. They should at least be curious when a user went off the radar. ‘Did she come in regularly, this friend of – what was her name, Paige?’




  ‘They’re not all homeless. Some of them – Neil says this – some of them use it like a sort of youth club, you know.’




  Which was probably true. Bridlington, like too many places, had nothing for young people and if Neil Cowper, the drop-in manager, was expanding his remit to provide a place for the under-occupied youth of Bridlington, then she wasn’t going to argue with him. ‘OK. Now, you listen to me. You’ve been there three weeks, you get on with one member of staff, at least one of the kids trusts you enough to talk to you – what’s the problem, Becca?’




  There was a long silence, then a sigh. ‘I get it. I’ll give it a go.’




  ‘Good for you. That’s the right thing to do.’




  ‘So why didn’t you say so in the first place? When I said I was going to leave?’




  ‘And you’d listen to me?’




  ‘I might. Just for once you could tell me what to do, stop all of this listening. All of this It’s up to you, Becca.’




  ‘And if I did? You’d be out of there so fast we wouldn’t see you go. Come on, Becca.’




  She heard Becca’s unfamiliar laugh. ‘Yeah, OK. Thanks.’




  Kay was left with the dialling tone. She put down the phone and leaned back in her chair as Milo climbed back onto her knee and settled down. ‘You’re too big to be a lapdog,’ she told him, patting his head absently.




  This was the second time she’d heard from one of her foster-children in the past couple of weeks. About ten days ago she’d had a call from Maireid – their last foster-child. They hadn’t planned on fostering again, but Maireid needed a home, there was no one else – the usual story. She’d come to them a few months before they realised the extent of Matt’s illness. When Matt became too ill to cope, they’d had to send Maireid back into care. No matter how valid the reasons, Kay knew she had broken her unspoken promise to the child.




  Can I come and see you? Maireid had asked, her voice tentative. It was the first time they’d spoken since Matt’s death.




  Course you can, Kay said.




  OK. I might . . .




  But Maireid never followed up on the call. She still wasn’t prepared to trust Kay. It was going to take time.




  You never really retired from fostering.




  The tea was cold and beyond redemption, but she couldn’t be bothered to make any more. It wasn’t Becca who needed to sort her life out, it was Kay. Special Kay, her foster-kids used to call her. She couldn’t remember who came up with the name, but it had stuck.




  The wind rattled the window frame and the chimney puffed smoke, filling the room with the smell of ashes. Kay leaned back in her chair, running her hands over the dog’s back, and listened to the storm building up outside – wind and rain, and a foul day promised tomorrow.




  Count your blessings, she said to herself, and felt like some kind of geriatric Pollyanna. She got up and poured a large gin.




  That was a blessing worth counting.










  Chapter 5




  In the light of Jared’s torch, the roof of the tunnel vanished into darkness. It was like the arched nave of a church – an old, abandoned church that had been left to the mercy of time and the weather. The evidence of water incursion was everywhere. The bricks were patterned with mineral deposits, and the pointing was worn away. He could see places where the bricks had moved, coming loose and falling out of line, but the structure looked stable enough for now.




  Groundwater trickled from the roof and the vent shafts. Crystals glittered from the arched ceiling, and in the distance, the tunnel curved away. Apart from the constant drip of water, it was silent.




  He moved on into the darkness. The air smelt of wet earth and ashes, and the clay underfoot gleamed and then vanished as his light travelled across it.




  His torch picked up a deeper shadow low in the wall. He let the light play over it. A brick arch opened onto a side tunnel. In the darkness, he could easily have missed it. Beneath the arch, the entrance was square, shored up with timber.




  It was lower than head height. He stooped and tried to see further along in the wavering light of his torch. It was probably a side shaft to dump spoil down the cliff side. He could smell damp timber with an undercurrent of sourness. Water lay almost a foot deep on the floor, like a thick brown soup. The walls were held up by planks, and pit props supported the roof.




  He crouched down to take a closer look and his back locked in a spasm. He swore and eased himself upright, gritting his teeth against the pain. He used the moves a genius physio had shown him and slowly the cramped muscle relaxed. If his back spasmed while he was in a narrow space, he’d be in deep shit.




  Gingerly, he crouched down again and let his torch illuminate the side tunnel. He could make out more detail now. The props were crude, the planks holding the walls back were bulging. Almost beyond the limits of the light, he could see a ladder that must lead to an upper gallery. Was this a mine? He ran his light up and down the ladder.




  He was going up there. He knew he was.




  The tunnel was dangerous. The old argument that the side tunnel had stood for decades and wasn’t going to collapse now was specious. Some of the props were twisted, showing the ground had moved. His actions could be the thing that caused the final shift, the thing that would make the supports move that critical millimetre and bring the roof down. He’d be buried under tons of mud. It would be crazy to go along there, especially equipped as he was now, without ropes and a head torch.




  He grinned as the rat stirred inside him, and, testing his footing, he moved forwards.




  Water and rotting wood soaked up oxygen. He remembered the narrow passage under the Derbyshire moors, waiting, listening to the sound of water dripping, dripping, every sense alert for what was coming.




  Not now! He forced himself to concentrate.




  He needed to watch out for foul air. He took out the lighter that he kept in his pocket for just this purpose and clicked it. It ignited at once and burned steadily. There was no flicker, and no trace of blue, which meant there was enough oxygen in this part of the tunnel. He wanted to keep it lit as he went forward, but the roof was too low for him to stand. His back wouldn’t allow him to stoop, or not for any distance, so he had to move in a clumsy crouch. He used one hand to hold the torch, the other to help him keep his balance against the spongy timbers.




  He stopped to test the air every couple of feet. Foul air could make you lose consciousness in seconds, and then it would kill you.




  The water flooding the tunnel was thick and muddy. As he moved through it, it released a sour smell. His back gave a twinge. It didn’t like this unsupported crouch.




  Closer to the ladder, the light from his torch revealed the walls were starting to cave in. They looked almost as if someone had been digging there. An amateur jet miner? Digging in this collapsing tunnel? How crazy was that?




  The light of his torch wavered and danced as his awkward stance sent him off balance. He put a hand out to support himself against the wall and felt the timber crumble away.




  In front of him, the ladder led upwards into darkness. It wasn’t something that had been put there recently. This wood too looked old and rotten. What was it – some kind of escape route? To where? He had to know where it led. He gripped the rungs and the ladder held steady.




  No excuses left.




  Using the ladder for support, he eased himself upright, groaning with relief as the muscles in his back straightened. He shone the torch upwards, but all he could see was an opening and, dimly above it, the glitter of crystals.




  Slowly, moving as cautiously as he could, he put a foot on the first rung, part of him expecting it to snap under his weight . . . He brought his mind back to the present and focused on what he was doing as he pulled himself up – no slips, no sudden jerks to break the fragile wood – then onto the next rung, and the next. He shone the torch at the opening again.




  He could see more detail now. It looked as though there was another tunnel above running crosswise to this one. Something bulky lay across the opening, partly blocking it. It looked like a bundle of . . . what? Rags? Sacking? And there was something hanging down from the bundle, touching the top of the ladder – a piece of cloth or something. He gave it a gentle tug.




  And the ladder shifted. He gripped it with both hands, trying to keep his hold on the torch as well. He felt the precursor of the collapse as soil scattered onto his head and shoulders. Moving by instinct, he freed his feet from the rungs and slid down the ladder, rubble from the roof cascading with him. His feet hit the ground, sending a shaft of agony through him. He had to move fast, to get out of there before the roof came down on his head, but his arm, his legs, felt numb. The torch dropped from his suddenly nerveless fingers and he slumped to his knees in total blackness as the rush of debris cascaded down.




  Oh, fuck, oh shit, oh Christ, he was being buried alive, he . . . the fall from above slowed and stopped. He waited frozen in the moment for the fall to start again, but the roof seemed to be holding. Carefully, carefully, he tested his arms and legs. It all hurt, but movement was coming back. He felt around for the torch, but it was gone. The darkness pressed against his face. He slipped his hand into his pocket, tugged the lighter free. He clicked it once, twice, then held it up. The flickering, bluish flame created a small circle of illumination. He moved it towards the ladder and looked up.




  A face leaped out of the darkness, the mouth open in a snaggle-toothed snarl, the eyes covered by some kind of mask.




  His grip on the lighter failed and it snapped shut, plunging him back into darkness. His hand grabbed for it. Without light, he was dead. The shock made him pant for breath. His head hurt as if someone was tightening a band round it.




  God almighty, what had he seen? He tried the lighter again. His hands were shaking so much it took several tries to get it lit.




  There was something hanging above the ladder like a – the image came into his mind without prompting – like a statue you might see carved high into the arches of a church. In the dim light, he couldn’t tell if he was looking at a face or at a crudely painted drawing.




  And there was a smell – heavy, sweet, cloying. A smell like decay . . . His mind searched for links, and he was in a church, listening to the voice of a priest talking about some stranger, someone he’d never known; not about Charlie, his best mate since forever, Charlie who . . . wasn’t even there.




  Only it wasn’t a funeral, it was a wedding.




  Now he was going crazy for sure because the figure half-hanging from the collapsing roof was a bride in a white robe with a veil of lace around her face that was mercifully shadowed in the intermittent light.




  The blue light.




  His mind snapped to attention. The flame was flickering blue, orange tipped. Foul air. The pounding in his head and the tightness in his chest weren’t caused by shock. He was short of oxygen.




  He had to get out.




  He used the lighter once to get his direction, then started crawling back along the tunnel, dragging himself through the thick, scummy water. And as he pulled himself forward, he thought he could see, in the darkness in front of him, another figure struggling with the claustrophobic narrowness of the passage. They just had to get through here, and they would be back in the main cave, then . . .




  He shook his head to clear it. He wasn’t in the Derbyshire cave. He was in a side shaft off the Kettleness tunnel. He just had to get back a few hundred metres. He couldn’t afford to lose concentration. Put one hand forward, draw up his knee. Ignore the pain. Now the other hand. Now the other knee. Again. Forward.




  The chill of the rock was drawing him back, the struggle and stop, struggle and stop as the passage narrowed and narrowed again . . .




  Don’t lose it. You’re in the side tunnel. Just keep moving. Think about something. Think!




  His mind was clearing. He could see a lesser dimness in the blackness around him. He flicked the lighter and this time it ignited at once and the flame burned orange. He could feel the oxygen flooding through his body, even though his head still pounded.




  The image of the face leaping out of the darkness was vivid, and now he didn’t know what to believe. He had been seeing things, he knew that, because in his memory of the scene, among the stuff that had fallen on him, the brief cascade of rubble making him think the roof was coming down . . . he couldn’t have seen a bride, or an angel. He couldn’t have seen flowers.




  Shimmering lacy flowers, gleaming in the flickering light.










  Chapter 6




  It took Jared forever to get free from the side tunnel. By the time he reached the wall blocking the portal, he seriously doubted his ability to get back over it. The only thing that stopped him from collapsing onto the tunnel floor was the cold and the knowledge that if he fell asleep here he might not wake up.




  The climb over the wall was a nightmare. His arms were like wet string, his back a column of agony, every part of his body aching with exertion and fatigue. The effort took almost all of his remaining energy, but he still had to get to the car and he still had to drive back.




  He followed the dim glow from his lighter along the path, one step after another – keep going, keep going – barely feeling the cold that was eating through to his bones. His crawl through the water had soaked him to the skin. He stumbled his way to the car, his mind focused on one thing – staying alive.




  He could hear the sound of the waves as he stood in the car park. Despite the cold, he stripped off his jacket, his fleece, everything, standing naked in the night air. Cold was a killer, and wet clothes only exacerbated the effect. He pulled on dry trousers, T-shirt, heavy jumper, socks and shoes, but the shivering wouldn’t stop.




  He’d almost panicked. He’d almost got himself stuck in the fucking tunnel. Every time he’d tried to move, the twist sent his back into a spasm, and each time that happened, he’d waited as it eased, knowing if it didn’t, he would be stuck until hypothermia took its fatal toll.




  But he’d made it.




  By the time he was on the road the rain had stopped, but fog was rolling in from the sea. He was driving through a semi-opaque barrier that reflected his headlights back at him and made the road almost impossible to see. He didn’t care. He was past that. He just needed to drive. The caravan was a haven he had to reach.




  As he came into Bridlington, the level crossing barrier was down. He rested his head against the steering wheel, waiting for the train to pass. He could feel sleep trying to claim him, feel the deadly cold numbing his feet and his hands.




  Keep going . . .




  Then he was at the turning into the caravan site. Out of season, the owner didn’t bother with lighting up the park – cheapskates like Jared who took advantage of winter prices could find their own way about. His car rocked as the wheels crossed the deep ruts in the path.




  The static vans were darker shadows in the darkness, his headlights briefly illuminating the faded colours, the peeling paint. Someone was shouting and in the distance, at the far side of the park, he could see lights as if some kind of activity was going on.




  Parties in the night. His fuddled brain couldn’t bring itself to care.




  He pushed the car door open, letting its weight pull it back against its hinges. Every bone, every muscle ached. Worse than anything was the exhaustion. He could feel his body starting to take over, to fool him into sleep, and out here in the cold, even so close to home, sleep could be fatal.




  There was one more thing he had to do. He didn’t want to, but . . . The figure hanging from the ladder. How long before someone else would go in there and find her? He took out his phone and made the emergency call. He didn’t wait to be put through to the police, just gave his message and hung up.




  Then he grabbed his wet clothes from the back of the car, remembered to lock it – though who was likely to steal it? – and dragged himself to the caravan. He could feel his consciousness fading into dreams. Making a massive effort, he focused on the key in the lock, turned it and tumbled through the door, managing to pull it closed behind him.




  The last thing he remembered was falling across the bed.




  He dreamed of masked faces in the darkness, a tunnel closing in on him, water inexorably rising as he struggled to breathe and the pounding music of a party somewhere nearby, that went on and on into the night.










  Chapter 7




  Becca Armitage had been in Bridlington for a month and she was not impressed. It was a dump. She didn’t like the town and she didn’t like the coast. She was used to the stimulus of college, money in her pocket, the urban buzz of Leeds, the busy streets, a city where there was always something to do, a place full of people and activity. Here, the town was empty. The land was too flat, the sky was too big. There was nothing to do and nowhere to go, just the empty streets and the deserted seafront.




  The people looked as grey and hopeless as she felt herself. Neil, her boss, said they shipped people in for the cheap winter accommodation but it didn’t seem to do much for the town. The few cafés that were open were mostly empty. The only places that seemed to be thriving were the amusement arcades that lined the front, spilling out loud music and flashing lights from their dark interiors.




  She’d had a life in Leeds; a college student with friends, an income, places to go. A future. She knew Leeds. Bridlington felt dangerous, as if the rules she’d understood in the city weren’t the rules here. In Bridlington, as she walked the streets, she looked over her shoulder often.




  The alarm dragged her out of sleep. She sat up, resisting the impulse to dive back under the covers as the cold hit her. It was Friday, the end of her first month. When she started, she hadn’t expected to make it to the end of the first week, so lasting out a month . . . she tried to find something good in that, but as far as she could see, it just meant she was a big loser with nowhere else to go.




  The room she rented was called a studio flat, but actually it was a bedsit with a cooker in the room and a shower and toilet on the landing that she shared with the shop downstairs. It was heated by an ancient gas fire, squat and ugly against the chimney breast. The fire made the windows drip with condensation and it ate the tokens she fed into the meter at a speed that meant she couldn’t afford to keep on using it.




  But she was cold now. She wrapped the quilt round her and dived across the room to switch the fire on, huddling close to it until it began to glow and warmth began to seep through the chill.




  She should get a move on. It was seven, and she was supposed to be at the drop-in by eight, opening up the café to serve tea and bacon rolls to the first kids through the door, and then to a slow procession through the morning.




  ‘The first ones in will be the ones who’ve been sleeping rough,’ Neil, the centre manager had told her. ‘Then we get the sofa surfers and the ones who are living in B & Bs. They get chucked out after breakfast.’ The kids should have tokens, he explained, which entitled them to a certain number of free meals a week. The B & B kids didn’t get those – they were supposed to be fed in the hotels – but the others did if they signed up. She couldn’t hand out food to kids without tokens, but she could give them a cup of tea.




  One morning – it was in her first week – she’d seen a small, pale lad spooning sugar into his free cup of tea with the desperation of real hunger. She’d slipped him some toast, just as Neil came in. Neil must have seen, but he hadn’t said anything, or not until later when it was quiet. ‘Just a quick word, Becca.’




  ‘What?’ Her chin lifted as her defences locked in place.




  ‘When you gave Martin some toast.’




  She would have explained but he hadn’t given her a chance. ‘If you see something like that again, tell one of us. We can give them emergency help, but it’s got to be done through the system, or they’ll all be wanting free food and we’ll get swamped. We’ll get into trouble, and that will affect our funding. So if you think a kid needs feeding, tell me, or Hannah, or one of the support workers. Don’t just act on your own.’




  What did Neil know? He’d never gone hungry. He didn’t know what it was like to go to sleep so empty it felt like your guts were being torn out. Tell one of us. Like she was too stupid to spot a hungry child when she saw one. If she saw a kid as hungry as that again she was giving him something and Neil could fuck off. ‘Yeah, whatever.’




  It was 7.20 by the time it was warm enough to brave the small bathroom on the landing. The shower gave a meagre spray and was never more than tepid. Breakfast would have to wait until she got to work.




  She got out her make-up bag and painted out the unevenness in her skin, especially the white line of the scar that ran from the side of her nose to her lip, but didn’t bother with anything else. Her hair, which had reverted to its natural light ginger, she left hanging round her face. She’d been colouring it black when she was in Leeds, liking the effect of the dark hair against her pale skin. She’d cut it all off when the Bexgirl thing blew up – but she didn’t want to think about that.




  The important thing was, no one really noticed her with her hair like this.




  She pulled on jeans, a sweatshirt and another sweatshirt on top of that for warmth. Her clothes had all been bought in the summer in Leeds when she had money in the bank and the expectation of more. They weren’t made for winter on the east coast.




  She zipped up her jacket and let herself out of the flat. The rain was still falling, a fine, penetrating drizzle. Cars buzzed past, sending up spray, their headlights reflecting off the wet road. The weather was so foul she thought about taking her own car, but she couldn’t afford the fuel. She pulled her hood up and headed for the bus stop.




  She hated her new life, hated it. It was the weekend. She should be thinking about shopping, texting friends, discussing the hot clubs and the Saturday night parties. Instead, here she was shivering at the bus stop, a few coins in her purse, heading towards a dead-end job in a dead-end place. How had it all gone so wrong?




  Act like a loser, be a loser. She lifted her chin and glared at the bus as it made its bumpy way down the road towards her.










  Chapter 8




  The rain had stopped and mist was drifting in from the sea as Becca got off the bus. It stung her face where it touched her bare skin. She walked fast up the side street to where the drop-in was located in what used to be a church hall, its dark, barred windows looking cold and unwelcoming. The doors were locked but she could see one or two kids hanging round, huddled into hoodies.




  ‘Let us in, Becca, come on.’ She was getting to know the regular users. This one, Paige, was a small, skinny girl who wasn’t usually among the first arrivals. According to Neil, she was supposed to be in a B & B with her mother and the younger kids, but mostly she sofa-surfed and her mother seemed too far gone to care.




  ‘You’re early,’ Becca said. From the look of it, Paige hadn’t been home that night. She was dressed for clubbing – short skirt, crop top, bare legs, feet in ballet slippers.




  ‘Yeah. It’s freezing. Come on, let us in.’




  ‘I’ll go round and hurry them up.’ There was a staff entrance off the gennel that ran behind the row of buildings. Becca knocked on the door and Alek, the caretaker, let her in.




  ‘It is a cold day today,’ he observed. He had a bit of an accent – probably Polish or something, she didn’t know. She was a bit wary of him – he seemed friendly enough, but he was a big man and he rarely smiled. The users didn’t mess around with him.




  ‘Yeah. There’s some of them, you know . . .’




  ‘They want their breakfast. That’s OK, Becca. I let them in.’




  Which meant she’d better get moving. The main room was warm enough, though the dirty cream walls, which must have been painted about a million years ago, and the old grey drapes that hung on the windows made the place look dark and depressing. It was where the kids spent most of their time; playing snooker, using the computers, or talking to the youth workers. The café where Becca worked was in a smaller room just off the main one.




  Cafés in Leeds were smart places with a bit of style, but this was just a dingy room lit by a couple of fluorescent tubes, with old, cracked lino, some battered tables and chairs and a serving counter at one end.




  It could have been made nice. At the first meeting she went to – Neil liked everyone to come to the meetings, including Alek, who almost never did, and a representative of the users, who never did at all – she’d suggested painting the walls, and using some of that coloured stuff to stick over the table tops – something bright and light, red tables, green tables and yellow tables, then the café could be OK. It could be quite cool and it would give the kids something to do. ‘They’d, like, have a stake in it, you know?’ Using the stuff she’d learned at college.




  But Neil just did that sort of laugh that meant she didn’t know anything and said they had better things to do with their money. She didn’t bother making suggestions after that.




  Becca knew the routine now. She locked her bag away in a cupboard under the work top, put on the tabard that she hated – a loser in an overall, she’d said to Kay – and began setting up for the morning. Behind the counter was a door leading into a small kitchen with an urn, a hob, a fridge and some cupboards. Someone – probably Alek – had already switched on the urn so there would be plenty of water for tea. She put a frying pan on the hob, got a big tub of spread out of the fridge, put bread in the toaster and opened a bag of rolls.




  This reminded her she was starving, and she was just cramming the last of a buttered roll in her mouth as Alek unlocked the doors. For the next couple of hours, she was too busy to think about anything, running between the serving counter and the kitchen, frying bacon, making toast, pouring tea. It was after ten before she had time for a cup of tea and a slice of toast herself.




  She sat down at one of the tables, feeling hot and greasy. She had been on her feet for about two hours, she probably smelt like a bacon roll and she was tired. She drank her tea, playing a game idly on her phone.




  ‘Hey. You Becca?’




  She looked up. A young lad – he looked very young – was leaning across from the next table. She knew who he was. His name was Liam, and despite his appearance, he was seventeen, and a familiar face at the drop-in with his friend, Terry. Terry was a big, silent lad who followed the lively Liam around.




  ‘Yeah,’ she said cautiously. She hadn’t had much to do with Liam. He didn’t often come into the café but spent most of his time on the computers or playing snooker in the main hall, where he was usually surrounded by a group of followers. The other users treated him with a wary respect and Becca took her cue from them.




  ‘You’re from Leeds, right?’




  ‘Yeah.’ Becca lined up a bird on her screen and shot it towards the pigs’ fortress, which crumbled satisfyingly.




  ‘OK place, Leeds.’




  It was an OK place and Becca missed it more than she often admitted to herself. ‘Yeah. It is. Do you know it?’ She lined up another bird.




  ‘Kind of. I know a mate of yours.’




  Becca’s hand froze on the screen. She could see him assessing her response and tried to make herself relax. ‘Who’s that then?’




  ‘Tell you later . . . Bex.’ He jumped up and headed out of the room, followed by the silent Terry.




  Becca felt as though someone had punched her in the gut. Then she told herself it was nothing, she was imagining things. Lots of people said Bex for Becca. And he hadn’t really emphasised the name, had he? That was just her being paranoid.




  ‘What you doing?’ Paige sat down next to Becca and leaned over to look at her phone. ‘Cool. You got Candy Crush?’ She got out her own phone and tapped it, showing the game to Becca.




  ‘Cool phone.’ Becca was surprised to see Paige had the latest iPhone, which was an expensive bit of gear.




  ‘Yeah. Look, see, you gotta . . .’ Paige showed her the intricacies of the game. Becca knew it, but she let Paige take her through some of the moves. They sat companionably for a while, Becca playing games, Paige texting. After a while, Paige spoke again. ‘So where do you go in the evenings?’




  ‘I don’t go anywhere much.’ It sounded pathetic to Becca and she wasn’t going to be pathetic for anyone. ‘Round here, I mean. I go back to Leeds mostly.’ She hadn’t been near Leeds for months, not since the Bexgirl thing had happened, but Paige didn’t have to know about that, or that Becca spent her evenings playing games on her phone and trying to keep the darkness at bay.




  ‘So why don’t you come out with us?’




  ‘Where do you go?




  ‘Parties. There’s good parties here,’ Paige said.




  A bunch of kids popping pills and getting high didn’t sound that attractive, but Paige was being friendly and it reminded Becca of times sitting in the coffee bar at college with her friend Ashley, chatting, texting, as people came and joined them, left, came back – just best friends in a circle of friends. She’d never had that before. At school, the kids had been wary. Becca was a known troublemaker and ready with her fists. She hadn’t really had friends, not even when she calmed down. But college had been a new start, and . . .




  ‘ . . . Saturday nights.’ Paige had been talking about parties again.




  ‘Sounds cool.’




  ‘So I’ll text you, then?’




  ‘Yeah, co—’




  ‘You. Paige. Come on – what you waiting for?’




  Becca looked up. Liam was at the door of the café watching them. He started to come across as Paige got to her feet. ‘Yeah, yeah,’ she said. ‘I’m coming.’ She smiled at Becca. ‘See you.’




  They both disappeared into the hall.




  Becca didn’t like the look of that. There had been a bullying note in Liam’s voice, and though Paige hadn’t seemed concerned, she’d looked back as Liam led her out. Becca stood up, not sure what she planned to do, but as she reached the café door, Neil came out of his office and saw her. ‘There you are.’ As if he’d been looking for her for hours. ‘Have you got a minute?’

OEBPS/html/docimages/tp.jpg
DANUTA KOT

l1te

IFUuliIls
A

SIMON &
SCHUSTER

London - New York - Sydney - Toronto - New Delhi

A CBS COMPANY






OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
‘Powerful... thought-provoking... A vital read for any crime fan’

KATE RHODES

D A N Ul K O T

WHO WILL
STARVAERS G REI
NOW?





OEBPS/html/004a_toc.html



Contents



  Chapter 1



  Chapter 2



  Chapter 3



  Chapter 4



  Chapter 5



  Chapter 6



  Chapter 7



  Chapter 8



  Chapter 9



  Chapter 10



  Chapter 11



  Chapter 12



  Chapter 13



  Chapter 14



  Chapter 15



  Chapter 16



  Chapter 17



  Chapter 18



  Chapter 19



  Chapter 20



  Chapter 21



  Chapter 22



  Chapter 23



  Chapter 24



  Chapter 25



  Chapter 26



  Chapter 27



  Chapter 28



  Chapter 29



  Chapter 30



  Chapter 31



  Chapter 32



  Chapter 33



  Chapter 34



  Chapter 35



  Chapter 36



  Chapter 37



  Chapter 38



  Chapter 39



  Chapter 40



  Chapter 41



  Chapter 42



  Chapter 43



  Chapter 44



  Chapter 45



  Chapter 46



  Chapter 47



  Chapter 48



  Chapter 49



  Chapter 50



  Chapter 51



  Chapter 52



  Chapter 53



  Chapter 54



  Chapter 55



  Chapter 56



  Chapter 57



  Chapter 58



  Chapter 59



  Chapter 60



  Chapter 61



  Chapter 62



  Chapter 63



  Chapter 64



  Chapter 65



  Chapter 66



  Chapter 67



  Chapter 68



  Chapter 68



  Chapter 69



  Chapter 70



  Chapter 71



  Chapter 72



  Chapter 73



  Chapter 74



  Chapter 75



  Acknowledgements



  About Danuta Kot







OEBPS/html/docimages/front.jpg
BEFORE YOU GET STUCK IN,
WHY NOT SIGN UP...?

Thank you for downloading this S&S eBook.

If you want to hear about special offers,
receive bonus content and exclusive info on new
releases, then sign up to our eBook newsletter!

Sign Up Here

HISTORICAL — CRAFT — |

— SCIENCE-FICTION — H!
S — PARENTING — EROT!
LOCIAL HISTORY — AU

VIELE Lt s: Sl





