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  PART ONE










  November 1992




  Rose Campbell took a step closer to the door. The floor on the other side creaked again: the loose board right beside Mum’s dressing table. Was someone inside, rifling

  through Mum’s jewellery? It was probably just Mum herself, home early from work like Rose. Except if it was Mum, why hadn’t she answered when Rose called? In fact, why had she shut the

  door in the first place? Mum never shut any doors.




  Rose reached for the handle as the floor creaked yet again. She was tired. Too tired to think properly. She’d come home with a bad headache after one of the customers had been rude to her.

  Rose hated waitressing. And she hated how long it was taking to save the money she needed to go on the trip she had promised herself next spring. Gap year, they called it. A chance to explore the

  world before heading off to uni next autumn. So far all that Rose had explored was the grungy back room of The Bath Bun.




  ‘Mum?’ The word came out more softly than Rose meant it to. Her voice barely a croak. The floor had stopped creaking but now she could hear a thudding sound, as if the dressing table

  was being knocked against the wall. Surely there was no way a burglar would be making so much noise?




  Rose reached into her handbag for her phone. Well, it wasn’t hers . . . it was her boss’s state-of-the-art mobile. He had let her borrow it while he was abroad for a few days in case

  there was any kind of emergency at The Bath Bun. Neither of her parents seemed to realize how extraordinary this phone was – Mum in particular was totally gadget-phobic, refusing even to

  learn how to work the CD player – but Martin thought it was really cool and predicted everyone they knew would have one within the next couple of years. This seemed highly unlikely to Rose,

  but at least having the mobile with her right now meant she could call the police if there was a burglar without having to get to the house phone.




  ‘Mum?’ Rose whispered again. There was still no reply from inside the room. She lifted her hand to knock on the door, then dropped it again. If a burglar was in there,

  knocking would just alert him to her presence. Better to open the door swiftly, see who was there, then turn and run. She could call the police from outside. She gripped the handle. Pushed open the

  door.




  It took a second to register what she was looking at. A woman – a stranger – with long, flame-red hair was bent over the dressing table, Mum’s dressing table. She was

  sideways on to Rose, her skirt hitched up, her fingers clutching wildly at the edges of the table, her profiled mouth open in lipsticked ecstasy. Behind her was Rose’s father, his trousers

  around his ankles, his right hand pressed lightly on the back of the woman’s neck. He was watching himself in the mirror.




  The woman turned her head and saw Rose. She froze, her look of triumph turning to horror. Necklaces and rings bounced silently to the carpet as Rose’s father followed the woman’s

  gaze to the door.




  But Rose had already fled.




  Sarah had suspected Iain was having another affair even before she found the long red hair on the dressing table. It was the usual story: late nights at the office, a sudden

  interest in Sarah’s own timetable of nursing shifts, an inability to meet her gaze. But the hair was something tangible, something Iain surely wouldn’t be able to explain away.

  Especially seeing as Sarah had found the hair in their own bedroom. And after all Iain’s promises . . . she couldn’t bear it. She was going to talk to him. Now.




  ‘Rose?’ Sarah called up to her elder daughter. Rose was listening to pop in her room. Sarah wondered at her taste, all sugar-coated boy bands, no one who could play a proper

  instrument. When Sarah had been eighteen back in the early seventies, teenagers were into real musicians like Jimi Hendrix and Joan Baez.




  ‘What?’




  Sarah sighed. Of her three children Rose was the one she had always struggled with, right from the start when it had been such a battle to breast-feed.




  ‘Come down here, please.’




  There was a thump, then a loud sigh from the landing, and Rose trudged sullenly downstairs. Sarah watched her. What on earth was she wearing? Couldn’t she see how revolting that

  fluorescent windcheater was? All hot pink and neon green, nothing of the natural world about it at all.




  The other two had always been easier. Emily was the youngest, the sweetest of children, Sarah’s angel, while Martin was her special, precious boy. In the deepest, most secret place of her

  heart, Sarah knew that Martin was the love of her life. It wasn’t that she didn’t love the others – or her husband – but she had fallen in love with Martin the second he was

  born. And, somehow, Martin always knew how to handle her in a way that no one else in her life ever had. Her beautiful boy, now turning into a wonderful young man. Sarah could totally understand

  all those queens from history who stood behind their sons, proud to make them powerful.




  ‘What is it, Mum?’ Rose asked. She didn’t make eye contact, but Sarah was used to that.




  ‘I’d like you to keep the others busy, please. I need to talk to your father.’




  Rose’s eyes widened. She still wasn’t looking directly at Sarah, but the surprise and resentment in her expression were evident nonetheless. There was something else, too, a

  self-consciousness. Sarah frowned: what was that about? She braced herself, expecting Rose to insist – as she had many times – that it wasn’t fair to expect her to babysit the

  younger ones. But Rose said nothing. Instead a flicker of guilt crossed her face.




  And in that moment Sarah was certain her daughter knew exactly what Iain had been up to.




  Her stomach fell away. How could Rose know? What did she know? Sarah itched to ask questions, but she held herself back. It wasn’t fair to drag Rose into her parents’

  drama.




  ‘Thanks, Rose.’




  Rose gave a quick nod and raced back upstairs.




  Sarah took a deep breath and headed to the kitchen, where Iain was reading the paper.




  The kitchen door was shut, but Rose – standing just outside – could hear the conversation clearly enough to tell that Mum was in tears and Dad was furious. She

  could picture them standing there – Mum’s eyes all red, Dad crumpled and handsome in his grey suit, his olive skin so like Rose’s own.




  ‘Iain?’ Mum’s voice wavered as she spoke. ‘Iain, please answer me.’




  Silence.




  Rose’s heart beat hard. How much had Mum guessed? Thud. Thud. Thud.




  ‘Was someone here . . . with you . . . yesterday?’




  The silence grew deeper. Darker. Rose held her breath.




  ‘No.’ Her father’s voice was low and cross. ‘You’re being stupid.’




  ‘What about the hair I found? A long, red hair.’




  An image flashed, unbidden, into Rose’s head of that henna’d hair, so bright against the dark wood of the dressing table, of her father absorbed in his reflection in the mirror and

  of the woman’s arched back, her white skin, her stretched-open mouth.




  ‘Either one of us could have brought that in on our clothes,’ Dad snapped. ‘Come to that, so could any of the kids.’




  ‘Iain, please, just tell me the truth—’




  ‘I am fucking telling you the truth, you stupid, paranoid bitch.’




  Rose’s whole body froze. She had never heard her father speak with such contempt. Or lie so openly.




  Inside the kitchen, Mum dissolved into sobs. Footsteps on the stairs sounded above Rose, first Martin’s heavy tread, then Emily’s light skip. Rose turned in alarm. What were they

  doing, coming downstairs? She’d left Martin reading to Emily in place of their mother. Her sister was really too old for such childish practices, in her first term at secondary school for

  goodness’ sake. Still, as the baby of the family Emily was indulged in many things.




  Whatever, Rose definitely didn’t want her little sister seeing their parents in the middle of a row, so as Martin and Emily walked along the narrow hall she put her finger to her lips,

  then made a movement to shoo them both away and back upstairs.




  Martin made a face at her, then bent down and whispered something in Emily’s ear that definitely included the words ‘bossy Rose’. Emily grinned adoringly up at her brother.

  Rose frowned. How could Martin be so thick? At least there was no sound coming from the kitchen at the moment. Did that mean Mum had stopped crying? Or was she just sobbing too quietly for Rose to

  hear?




  ‘We came down for chocolate,’ Martin said.




  Rose shook her head, barring the way to the kitchen with her arm.




  A second later, Emily had ducked underneath and was opening the kitchen door. Rose watched her little sister as she scampered across the room to the store cupboard. As she hurried past Mum, Mum

  wiped her eyes and stood up, sniffing back her tears.




  ‘Okay, Emily Sarah?’ she asked.




  Dad didn’t turn around. He was gazing out through the kitchen window into the back garden.




  Emily retrieved a bar of Galaxy from the cupboard. ‘For me and Mart, bedtime snack.’ Her dark eyes shone, all innocence and excitement. She strolled past Mum, clearly completely

  oblivious to Mum’s distress.




  Mum caught her arm and pulled her into a hug, stroking Emily’s hair as she did so. ‘Bedtime, yeah?’




  ‘Okay.’ Emily gave Mum a swift hug back. ‘Night, Mum. Night, Daddy.’ She hurried out of the room, leaving the door open.




  Rose could hear her brother and sister going back up the stairs, but her eyes were focused on Mum’s agonized face. She felt a surge of anger that Dad was denying his affair. It

  wasn’t fair on Mum, on any of them.




  Dad turned. Without looking at either of them, he swept past like a thunderstorm, grabbed his coat and slammed the front door shut behind him.




  Mum sank into a chair, her face in her hands, her shoulders shaking with sobs. Rose fidgeted by the door. Should she say something to Mum about what she’d seen yesterday? At least then Mum

  would know the truth.




  Except it wasn’t Rose’s job to sort out her parents’ marriage. Resentment snaked through her. Some of this was Mum’s fault too – she never made any effort with how

  she looked now and she was always nagging Dad about how little he did around the house.




  Anyway, maybe if she said nothing, the whole situation would just go away. Casting a final look at her mother, still slumped over the kitchen table, Rose turned and went upstairs.




  It was the last time she saw either of her parents.










  August 2014




  It’s a near perfect day. Not that I appreciate it being near perfect at the time. In fact, after lunch I get a headache. It comes on suddenly, as we’re walking up

  the endless series of steps and pathways of the citadel at Calvi. Jed, bless him, notices straight away. He pulls me back as the others dart past an oncoming Audi and through a dark tunnel.




  ‘Are you okay?’




  ‘I’m fine,’ I say, though in fact the Corsican summer heat and the steep climb are making the tight band across the back of my head worse. I don’t want to spoil the

  afternoon. Everything has been so blissful up to now – being here with all the people I love best in the world, secure in Jed’s adoration, both of us looking forward to the rest of our

  lives together. ‘It’s just a bit of a headache.’




  ‘Well, let me know if it gets worse.’ Jed puts his arm around me as we head into the tunnel. We emerge into the bright light of the fierce August sun and Dee Dee hurls herself at

  me.




  ‘Emily, Emily, come and look!’ she says, grabbing my hand and tugging me away from her father.




  ‘Gently,’ Jed cautions.




  But Dee Dee is so intent on showing me the view before anyone else gets a chance that I’m already halfway across the cobbles, Jed left several metres behind. This is typical Dee Dee.

  Caught almost exactly between child and adolescent, she was thirteen back in early June and is plumper than either she or her father would like. I’ve told Jed she isn’t properly fat,

  just hormonal, a little lumpy and uncomfortable inside her own changing body, and he murmurs that I’m probably right, but I know he worries that she should be more in control of her eating

  – and of her behaviour. Dee Dee herself is certainly hard for any of us to get a handle on: one minute she’s all excitable puppy, the next moody and withdrawn. At least she has seemed

  happy most of this holiday so far, enjoying the relative harmony of our extended family group – and away from her mother’s histrionics. Right now she is pointing at the yachts moored in

  the bay, her thick dark hair – so like Jed’s – shining in the sunshine.




  ‘Is that Martin’s boat?’ she asks, indicating one of the larger motor launches that, like its neighbours, resembles a floating photocopier.




  I shake my head, amused. My brother would be horrified if he could hear Dee Dee’s question, but he’s already around the next corner with Cameron. Their yacht – the Maggie

  May – is a far more elegant affair than the boats in the bay below. ‘No, sweetheart, that’s on the other side, near all the restaurants.’




  ‘Oh.’ Dee Dee rounds her eyes, making a little-girly face at me. ‘Stupid, Dee Dee.’ She gives her face a slap.




  ‘Hey, no.’ I’m shocked – and unsettled – by the gesture. As a primary school teacher I’m used to young kids showing off and acting out, but I’m finding

  it hard to keep up with Dee Dee’s constantly changing attitudes. It’s like she’s whipping masks on and off her face so quickly that the real Dee Dee is a blur. Rose says such

  behaviour is normal, that – at thirteen – I was the same. But it still troubles me. After all, my relationship with Dee Dee has always been one of the bonuses of my time with Jed. Even

  when her older brother hated me and their mother stalked me to my school and shouted obscenities at me in the staff car park, Dee Dee and I have been close.




  ‘Stupid, stupid Dee,’ she says again, her voice even more little-girly than before though, thankfully, without the slap.




  ‘You’re not stupid.’ I squeeze her shoulder and she flings her arms around me in a breath-defying hug. I hug her back, more gently. There’s a desperation about Dee Dee

  sometimes – as if she is eager to please but knows she is no longer a cute little girl and hasn’t worked out how to be appealing in a more adult way.




  ‘Stop mauling Emily,’ Jed orders, catching up with us. I know he doesn’t mean to sound so brusque, it’s just his manner, but his daughter lets go immediately, her head

  bowed. I sigh, feeling for her.




  ‘I’m fine, Jed, seriously, Dee Dee’s just being affectionate.’ I hesitate. Everything I’ve been told about step-parenting stresses the importance of not

  interfering in parental discipline, especially in front of the child. Rose has told me time and again: ‘never challenge them on their kids’. Trouble is, I worry Jed is getting it wrong.

  The very qualities that make him such a successful criminal lawyer – his quick, incisive mind and ruthless ability to sift facts, casting away whatever isn’t needed – leave him

  ill-prepared to deal with his daughter’s ever-changing emotions. Indeed, despite the fact that it means the world to him to have both his kids here on holiday, for most of the past week he

  has seemed at a loss with Dee Dee, with little understanding of the awkward teen she has become. Whereas I have every sympathy, remembering clearly how awful it felt to be thirteen and out of sorts

  with myself.




  ‘I’m just worried about you.’ Jed turns to his daughter. ‘Emily isn’t feeling well – be gentle, okay?’ Dee Dee nods.




  ‘I’m going to tell Cam and Martin we need to go back to the yacht. I’ll get the key to the main cabin off them,’ Jed says, looking at me with concern.




  ‘Can I come back with you, Daddy?’ Dee Dee wheedles.




  I open my mouth to say that of course she can, but before I can speak Jed laughs.




  ‘Nice try, Dee Dee, but you’ll be bored back on the boat. Anyway, a bit of exercise will do you good.’ He grins, pats her arm, then strides off around the corner towards Martin

  and the others.




  A tear leaks out of poor Dee Dee’s eye. She keeps her head down.




  ‘Oh, sweetie.’ I give her shoulder another squeeze, unsure why the girl is so upset but Dee Dee is stiff with the desire to keep her pain to herself. ‘How about we take a

  picture?’ I suggest, hoping this will cheer her up.




  ‘Okay.’ Dee Dee offers me a weak smile. ‘Just you though, not me.’




  ‘No way.’ I point to her phone. ‘Go on, both of us.’




  Grinning now, her mood altering with mind-bending swiftness, Dee Dee positions her iPhone in front of us. I move in close beside her. Dee Dee adjusts the angle, so the sea is visible behind us,

  then takes the photo. She peers at the screen and makes a face. ‘I look fat.’




  ‘I bet you don’t.’ I look over her shoulder. Unfortunately, the selfie has caught Dee Dee at a particularly unflattering angle. Plus, half my head is missing.




  ‘One more, then,’ I say. The band of tightness is starting to creep over one eye.




  Dee Dee holds the phone out and positions it again. ‘I’ve got a secret,’ she says as she clicks.




  ‘Oh?’ I wonder what she means. Probably something about one of her friends, or a crush on some boy. I had millions when I was her age. ‘What’s that then?’




  ‘It’s something I saw.’ Dee Dee hugs me again. Her gold bracelet is cool against my skin. I have one just like it; they were engagement presents from my brother and his

  boyfriend – a typically sweet and generous gesture to include Dee Dee in their gifts. She is still clinging to me. I feel horribly hot, but I don’t want to push her away. Jed will be

  back any second and then it will only take ten minutes or so to get back to the cool of the boat.




  ‘So what’s this secret then?’ I ask gently.




  Dee Dee’s body expands against mine as she takes a deep breath. ‘It’s—’




  ‘For goodness’ sake, let poor Emily be!’ Jed’s voice cracks like a whip through the air, making both of us jump. Dee Dee springs away from me, then sags down, her whole

  body collapsing into itself.




  ‘I told you, Jed, she’s fine.’




  ‘Right, sorry.’ Jed frowns. He pats his daughter’s arm again. She shrinks back, like a cowed puppy. My heart goes out to her. Jed clears his throat. ‘I didn’t mean

  to shout,’ he says. ‘I’m just really worried about Emily. She might have heat stroke or—’




  ‘It’s just a bit of a headache,’ I insist.




  ‘Right, okay.’ He turns to Dee Dee. ‘Sorry, Dee Dee, now run and catch up with the others. Go on.’




  Dee Dee glances at me, smiles ruefully, then turns and runs off. At least she isn’t crying again. Yesterday she burst into tears because the strap broke on her new sandals.




  ‘Probably collapsed under her weight,’ Jed had joked in a side whisper to me. Dee Dee couldn’t have heard him and the way he said it was light – an attempt at being funny

  – so I laughed to show him I knew he wasn’t serious, but the truth is that we’ve both worried Dee Dee isn’t coping well with her parents’ break-up. Later I must take

  her to one side and remind her how much her dad loves her, how his bark – as the saying goes – is far worse than his bite. Jed’s ex doesn’t help matters, ranting whenever

  she gets a chance that he has ruined all their lives. She informed him accusingly the other day that Dee Dee had recently retreated into her shell, hardly ever going out or seeing her friends. I

  reminded Jed of what Dee Dee herself told me less than a month ago: that she’d had some problems with a few of the girls in her class, but her friends had rallied round and everything was

  okay now.




  ‘Her mum is exaggerating,’ I told him, ‘making out Dee Dee’s moods are your fault. When I was thirteen my life was dominated by my parents’ deaths, but that

  wasn’t why I was all over the place. That would have happened anyway. And Dee Dee would be hormonal right now whether you’d split up or not.’




  Jed puts his arm around me as Dee Dee’s thick white legs thud along the cobbles away from us. She is wearing shorts and a shapeless T-shirt that only emphasizes her bulk. That bushy hairdo

  doesn’t help either. I wonder why her designer-loving mother doesn’t give her some advice about how she looks.




  ‘You were a bit hard on her just then,’ I venture.




  Jed sighs. ‘I didn’t mean to be,’ he says. ‘But she really needs to learn to think before she acts.’




  ‘She’s only thirteen, Jed.’ I purse my lips. ‘Do you think there’s something bothering her? She told me she had a “secret” to tell, something she

  saw.’




  Jed dismisses this with a weary wave. ‘I’m sure it’s just mood swings. She was fine this morning, bouncing about eating croissants. Anyway, what’s she got to be

  “bothered” about?’ His voice tightens and hardens. ‘I pay her mother a fucking fortune so that nothing bothers either of them.’




  ‘I know,’ I say, wishing for the millionth time that Jed’s ex wasn’t still so angry about him leaving her. I understand, of course. But the fall-out on all of us,

  especially Dee Dee, is hard.




  Jed sighs again, then steers me back along the path and through the tunnel. I fall silent, letting him take charge. As we walk along, my headache gets worse and worse. I’m concerned for

  Dee Dee still but also grateful – and not for the first time – that the full beam of Jed’s forceful personality is focused on looking after me. After spending my twenties with a

  succession of irresponsible boy-men, I was single for nearly three years before meeting Jed last November. The experience has been like finding a port after years of storms. The fact that he is

  seventeen years older than me has never been an issue. My friend Laura was initially adamant that I’d only fallen for someone so much older because of my parents dying when I was eleven, but

  I think that’s a cliché and that our ages are irrelevant. I just love the fact that, unlike all the younger men I’ve known, Jed knows exactly what he wants. And it still thrills

  me that what he wants is me. Jed asked me to marry him on my thirty-third birthday last month. We are planning a big wedding next year, probably in late spring.




  ‘Let’s do it properly: church service, a big party,’ he said. ‘It’s your first time and it should be special.’




  Frankly I’d happily marry him on a towpath, but I love that he wants the best for us, that his view of marriage is still so positive even after the end of his relationship with his

  children’s mother and – most of all – that despite having Dee Dee and Lish, he still wants kids with me.




  Of course there is a voice in my head that says that if he could be unfaithful to his wife with me, then there’s surely at least a chance he will one day be unfaithful to me with someone

  else – and that I wouldn’t want him being as impatient with any children we might have, as he often is with his own daughter.




  But it’s only a small voice and, most of the time, I don’t hear it at all.










  June 2014




  OH. MY. DAYS.




  So, like, I’d already decided to make a video diary for when I’m thirteen but I’m starting now, the day before my birthday, because the most AMAZING thing happened today and

  I HAVE to say about it. I can’t BELIEVE it happened because I’d been thinking and thinking that I am going to be thirteen tomorrow and I haven’t ever been kissed, like, properly,

  not pecks on the cheek or your mum but THAT kind of kissing and then I came out of school late after my piano lesson and Sam Edwards from year ten was round by the back exit near the Chapel just

  lounging about like he was waiting for something, a lift maybe, but no one else was there and when I went past he said hello and I, like, nearly DIED because everyone knows who he is and he

  has these big brown eyes and blond hair with bits of very blonde in it and did I say he’s in year ten and he did a modelling job and everyone thinks he’s really cool.




  Anyway, he said hello and I stopped and said hello back and we just got talking and he was really nice, asking about where I’d been and how it was late to get out of prison (by which he

  meant school) and he said his dad had lost his job and was at home a lot at the moment which was a nightmare and he might even have to leave the school. So I told him how my dad wasn’t at

  home AT ALL and that he’d moved out in February and gone to live with Emily and my mum was all upset and he said he was really sorry to hear that. Then he got a bit closer and said he’d

  noticed me before and he said I looked different than before half term and I asked what he meant and he looked at my coat, at the front of it, which was open, and he kept looking and the way he was

  staring made me feel a bit tingly and he touched my face and said I had very kissable lips. IMAGINE it, Sam Edwards from year ten actually thinking I was attractive and I couldn’t speak and

  then he gave me a kiss and it made me feel all wobbly and even more tingly and he asked if I was in a hurry and I said no (because Mum wasn’t even going to be home yet and I’ve been

  letting myself in on Tuesdays and Thursdays since September). So Sam put his arm around me and we started walking and somehow we ended up behind the Chapel just after the bit where the light comes

  on when you go past but there’s just trees so it’s all shadowy even when the light’s shining. And he kissed me again. And at first it was lovely but then he put his hand on my

  school shirt, like, over my chest and he felt around a bit and I felt a bit uncomfortable but he was still kissing which I liked so I let him. Then he stopped kissing and tried to put his hand up

  my skirt and now I felt a bit scared but he said I was really hot and his breathing was all heavy and I liked that he was all looking in my eyes but not the touching. So I kind of wriggled back

  away from him and he asked what was I so worried about and I shrugged because really I wasn’t sure.




  And Sam said he wanted a feel for ‘just a moment’, that he wasn’t going to do anything, so I let him feel around a teeny bit more while I waited and I didn’t like it

  – I mean I know that you can’t get pregnant that way OBVIOUSLY, not unless they smear their stuff on their fingers first, I just didn’t like it – but it was Sam Edwards and

  he looked so gorgeous in the shadowy trees and I didn’t want him not to like me. Anyway, after it had been more than ‘just a moment’ I wriggled away again hoping he wouldn’t

  be cross and he said ‘all right then’ and I thought maybe we’d do some more kissing but he started unbuttoning my school shirt and I REALLY did want to say no then but I’d

  already stopped him touching me so I let him and his eyes were like HUGE when he saw I hadn’t put my bra on today because some days I do and some days I don’t and today I didn’t.

  And I felt REALLY self-conscious because there isn’t much there and I didn’t like him seeing so I pulled my shirt across me and he looked up and I said I should go and he said I was

  hot, AGAIN, and that we didn’t have to do any more touching and what would I like to do and I sort of said ooh I like kissing, hoping he’d go back to that, but he just laughed and said

  they don’t kiss in the films of it and I wasn’t sure what he meant but I was feeling confused anyway – and a bit scared and a bit worried I should go so I’d get home before

  Mum.




  And then he got out his phone and he said I was SO hot that he wanted a picture of my front, like I was a MODEL. And I wasn’t sure but Sam said again that I was the hottest girl in the

  school and he was staring at my chest when he said that and I was AMAZED because to me they are just shapeless lumps so I said yes though I really don’t know why except that he did ask all

  polite and his eyes were all sparkly and it seemed rude to say no and I know it’s what he expected and he was REALLY hot and I didn’t want him to not like me. So he took a picture and

  it was so sweet because then he did kiss me a bit and he said the picture was just for him, he wouldn’t show anyone, so he could remember them when he thought of me. And it was nice he liked

  them but I’ve never done any modelling OBVIOUSLY so I felt a bit embarrassed. But he said I was just like a model and then I said I really had to go and Sam said ‘see you, Dee

  Dee’ which means he wants to see me again. Oh my DAYS! So it was all worth it. And I buttoned up and came home. And like I said before it’s AMAZING because yesterday NONE of those

  things had happened and now they have and just in time before I’m thirteen tomorrow.










  August 2014




  I feel better as soon as I’m on board, in the shade. Martin has told Jed where to find the spare key – under the tarpaulin that covers the lifeboat in the stern of

  the boat. Once we’re inside the Maggie May’s main cabin, Jed tells me to go and lie down while he looks for painkillers in the bathroom.




  I stretch out on the bed in Martin and Cameron’s stateroom, pulling the blue silk throw over me. I smile to myself. With its neutral tones and designer touches it is a far cry from the

  decor in the terraced south London house where we grew up. Martin has certainly landed on his feet when it comes to his partner’s finances. Cam is a trustafarian, in his late thirties like

  Martin but with a massive monthly income courtesy of the wealthy, land-owning Scottish dynasty from which he is descended. Cameron neither has nor needs a proper job, though I know he’s

  involved in all sorts of charitable projects. Martin could easily choose not to work too if he wanted but, like me, he clings to the sense of purpose his job gives him. At least he only works

  parttime now.




  Next door, Jed is rummaging through the bathroom cupboards, swearing under his breath that he can’t find any painkillers.




  ‘Martin said they’d be in here,’ he calls out, clearly irritated.




  ‘It’s fine,’ I call back, ‘I just need to rest my eyes for a bit.’




  Jed reappears. ‘I’m ringing your brother.’ He goes back to the main cabin. I close my eyes, not really listening as my fiancé, in characteristically direct fashion,

  demands to know where Mart and Cam keep their paracetamol and, on clearly being told by my laidback brother that if there isn’t any in the bathroom, they must have run out, orders him to go

  to a pharmacy and buy some. ‘Not anything with ibuprofen or codeine though,’ Jed dictates. ‘She shouldn’t take that on an empty stomach.’




  He’s over-worrying but I kind of like it. I feel better now I’m lying down too. It’s so wonderful that we are all together. This is a real family holiday of a sort I’m

  not used to, with Jed at the helm: guiding and managing and, of course, paying. Well, he isn’t paying for Martin and Cameron. They aren’t actually on the holiday with us, they’ve

  just pitched up in Cameron’s yacht for a couple of days. We all went out in the boat yesterday and again this morning. It was lovely, though treacherously hot. That’s probably why I

  have such a headache.




  The crisp cotton pillow under my head is cool against my cheek, the waves outside soothing, like a whisper. Jed is making another call now, keeping his voice low so he doesn’t disturb me.

  I lie, my head easing as I slide into sleep, grateful for Jed, for the air con, for my family around me.




  When I wake up, Jed is sitting at the end of the bed, watching me. I’m used to this tic of his now, though the first few times it creeped me out. But then Jed explained and I just felt

  embarrassed. ‘You look so beautiful asleep,’ he said. ‘Like a child. Which is how I love you, Em. Do you realize how extraordinary it is that I love you like my own

  children?’




  I didn’t. And don’t. How can I? I’m not a mother yet – though soon, I hope, once we are married, babies will follow.




  Right now, I’m yawning myself awake. Jed has pulled the blue silk throw up over my shoulders. I push it off and prop myself onto my elbow.




  ‘How long have I been asleep?’ I ask.




  ‘Not long, baby,’ Jed says. ‘How’s the head?’




  I rub my eyes. ‘Better, thanks.’ I sit up properly. I do, indeed, feel fine. Perhaps I was just tired after last night’s late barbecue to celebrate our first night in the

  villa. The strap of my dress falls off my shoulder. I scrape it back up, over my tan line. The porthole is closed, so all I can hear is the gentle slap of the water against the boat’s hull.

  Music is playing from a distant café. It’s strange to be so private, yet so close to so much life.




  ‘Everyone’s still on shore, baby. I called when you fell asleep to say there was no need for them to hurry back after all, give you some peace and quiet. Martin’s taking them

  for cocktails in some bar in the citadel.’ Jed holds out his hand. ‘Come here.’




  I wriggle closer. Jed pushes the silk throw completely away, then lifts the crisp cotton sheet off my legs. He takes my hand and kisses my fingers. ‘Baby,’ he groans. ‘Oh,

  baby.’




  He pulls me towards him and nuzzles into my neck, then presses me back down, onto the bed. I lie still, letting Jed move around my body, allowing myself to become slowly, sleepily aroused and

  trying to ignore the fact that I am making love on my brother’s bed. Across the room I can see my tanned legs reflected in the mirrored wardrobe doors. Jed’s paler-skinned bum rises and

  falls comically between them.




  ‘Daddy loves you,’ he croons in my ear.




  I flush with self-consciousness, resisting the impulse to pull away. It’s not a big deal, I remind myself; just Jed’s way, though sometimes it still makes me feel uncomfortable. Has

  done from the start, if I’m honest. It was bad enough him calling me baby all the time, but when after our fifth or sixth time in bed he started making those occasional references to himself

  in the third person as ‘daddy’ I didn’t know whether to laugh or feel grossed out.




  But I’m used to it now. After all, everyone has their own style when it comes to sex. And Jed is, always, super-concerned that the sex should be good for me. I often feel daunted by his

  experience compared to my own: I’ve had precisely six sexual partners, only three of whom were really boyfriends and only one of whom – the gorgeous but commitment-phobic Dan Thackeray

  – lasted more than six months. Jed, on the other hand, claims to have lost count. Unsurprising, I suppose. He is fifty and I know there were many lovers before his twenty-year marriage

  – plus the occasional one-night stand during. He says his restlessness ended the day he saw me, that I meet his every need, that – now he is older – he values our relationship in

  a more rounded way, that sex is just a part of it, that he has slept with enough women for the rest of his life, that I meet all his sexual needs anyway. In fact he says I’m his fantasy, his

  ideal woman . . .




  He is uninhibited in bed, too, though he doesn’t particularly like it if I initiate the sex or try and take control at any point. I have learned to let him lead me, trusting that in this,

  as in everything Jed does, he has my best interests at heart. The sex is good, too. The best I’ve had, apart from with Dan – but then I was so infatuated with Dan I probably imagined

  half the orgasms.




  We finish and Jed gives a contented sigh. I glance down at the sheets. Just a small stain. I hurry to the bathroom and dampen a flannel. Not that I think Martin would mind – he’s

  pretty easygoing – but it still seems rude.




  I scrub at the stain while Jed’s breathing grows deep and steady. After a few minutes I’m satisfied that the mark won’t show once it’s dry. I put my dress back on, then

  prod Jed awake. While he tugs on his trousers I turn down the white linen, smoothing the sheets over, then folding the blue silk throw and laying it over the end of the bed.




  ‘How’s the headache now?’ Jed asks, turning to me with a smug grin. ‘Did we get rid of it?’




  ‘Sure did,’ I say, though in truth I can feel another band of pressure building at the back of my head. ‘But it’ll be good to take the painkillers anyway, make sure it

  doesn’t come back.’ I turn to leave the room but Jed catches my hand.




  ‘I was thinking,’ he says. ‘When we get married, will you take my name?’




  I bite my lip. It’s not that I love my name – Campbell – so much, but it’s all that is left of my parents and still a huge tie with Martin and Rose.




  Jed senses my uncertainty. ‘I don’t mean give up yours,’ he says, patting my hand. ‘I know how important it is to you. I was thinking maybe we could do Campbell-Kennedy?

  What do you think?’




  ‘I guess,’ I say. ‘Can I think about it?’




  ‘Of course, baby, no pressure.’ Jed smooths a stray hair from my cheek, then grins as he slaps me playfully on my behind. I grin back, feeling content. As we walk through to the

  living-room cabin, voices sound on deck. Martin is first through the door. He looks distracted but attempts a smile as he sees me.




  ‘How you doing, Em?’ he asks.




  ‘Better,’ I say for Jed’s benefit, though my headache is now, in fact, definitely creeping back.




  ‘Lish got you some headache pills,’ Martin says.




  ‘Actually they’re powders,’ Lish says, following Martin through the door. ‘It was a tiny chemist and the only “analgésique” they had without

  ibuprofen or codeine was a box of sachets that look a bit like Lemsip but they’re called ExAche Powders.’ He pushes back his long, greasy hair off his face and smiles, though the smile

  wavers slightly as he meets Jed’s eye. Jed gives a brisk nod. He’s trying not to show it but I can tell he’s irritated that Lish didn’t manage to find a better-known brand.

  And if I can tell then I’m guessing Lish can too. I know Jed wishes his son had more ambition, more drive, but Lish, despite his rather grungy appearance, seems fine to me. At least

  he’s at college. Perhaps my feelings are over-shadowed because, after the first four months of complete stand-off between us, we now get on okay. It was hard at first, immediately after Jed

  left his wife back in the spring. Then Lish took his mother’s side entirely but since Jed and I got engaged he seems to have accepted me.




  ‘Pills . . . powders . . . so long as they work.’ Martin punches Lish playfully on the arm. Lish pretends to reel back, his smile widening and deepening at the horseplay.




  Martin has helped hugely to heal the rift between me and my stepson. But then, he has always been a peacemaker and one of the most emotionally intelligent men I know. When Mum and Dad died he

  was just a few weeks off his sixteenth birthday and while our older sister, Rose, looked after me in all the practical senses, it was Martin who stepped up as my protector – smoothing away

  Rose’s rough edges when we clashed and as hard on my early boyfriends as any father could have been. My friends swooned before his handsome, square-jawed face and long, lean frame. They still

  do, if I’m honest, even though Martin came out many years ago. He told me first, even before Rose, knowing, or so he said, that I would never judge him. I didn’t. Couldn’t. Martin

  at almost thirty-eight is as charming as he ever was, and still boyish-looking, with that dimple in his chin and those big brown eyes. Lish has clearly fallen under his spell completely. I see him

  glancing from his own skinny arms to Martin’s tanned and buff body in its white shirt and designer chinos. Is Lish just wishing he had some of Martin’s style? Or might he be gay, too?

  He’s never brought home a girlfriend nor, according to his dad, has he ever mentioned going out with anyone. I glance at Jed. Has this occurred to him? How would he react? I imagine he would

  be disappointed, not because he’s openly homophobic – he treats Martin and Cameron with the greatest respect – but because homosexuality is not part of his vision for Lish.




  Lish takes a small box and hands me a sachet of ExAche Powders from it.




  ‘Apparently they’re supposed to be good for headaches, that’s what the pharmacist said, isn’t it, Lish?’ Martin asks. ‘Lucky Lish’s French was up to

  it.’




  ‘Lucky for Lish he went to a good school where he had the chance to learn decent French,’ Jed mutters with a wry chuckle.




  There’s an awkward silence.




  ‘Thanks, Lish.’ I walk over, take the sachet and reach up to peck his cheek.




  Lish shrugs and blushes. He’s as tall as his father now, but lanky and lolloping, without any of Jed’s heft – or his forceful presence.




  ‘I think I’ll take one, make sure the head doesn’t come back.’




  Martin fetches me a glass of water and a spoon to stir in the sachet of powder. As he hands me the glass, Dee Dee rushes in and hurls herself at me. Water slops over the side of the glass. Out

  of the corner of my eye I can see Jed wincing at her clumsiness.




  ‘Hey, Dee,’ I say brightly before he can criticize her. ‘How was it at the cocktail bar?’




  ‘Brilliant,’ she says, round-eyed. ‘I had a mocktail.’




  Not for the first time, I’m struck by how young Dee Dee sometimes seems. At thirteen I was driving Rose nuts, sneaking off to pubs with older kids from school. Martin was away at college

  so Rose bore the brunt of dealing with me then, explaining that the boys who bought me vodka Red Bulls and hot pink alcopops might have unscrupulous motives underpinning their generosity.




  I stir the ExAche Powder into the water and look up. Where is my sister? There’s no sign of her or Martin’s boyfriend.




  ‘What happened to Rose?’ I ask. ‘And where’s Cameron?’




  ‘Still on deck,’ Martin says, sinking onto the nearest couch. ‘They’re dealing with the fish. We bought some sea bream from this private trader we met here before, plus a

  whole load of salad. Cameron thought it would be fun to eat on board.’




  ‘I thought we were going to a restaurant?’ Jed sits up. There’s the tiniest edge to his voice. I imagine this is how he sounds with his staff of junior lawyers when they

  challenge him.




  Martin shrugs, unfazed. ‘Sure, if you like,’ he says, his face breaking into a disarming smile. ‘Cameron just thought . . . if Emily wasn’t feeling well . . . but

  we’re easy, whatever you guys would like.’




  ‘Of course.’ Jed sits back, pacified at this show of consideration. He turns to me. ‘Up to you, baby.’




  They both look at me. I gaze down at Dee Dee. ‘What do you think?’




  Dee Dee hugs me, then puts on that little-girly voice again. ‘Dee Dee doesn’t like fish.’




  ‘Don’t be silly,’ Jed says. ‘Of course you like fish. Fishfinger sandwiches are your favourite meal.’




  Dee Dee shrugs. Jed has a point: Dee Dee loves it when we stay in and do homemade fishburgers and pizzas, but there’s a world of difference between a fish-finger sandwich and

  sautéed sea bream. I’ve never known Dee Dee to order fish when we go to nice restaurants. It’s perfectly possible she doesn’t like it and Jed would have no idea. I open my

  mouth to say that I didn’t like fish dishes much when I was thirteen, and that I’m sure Cameron can find something else for Dee Dee to eat, but Jed is talking again.




  ‘You’re eating the fish,’ he orders his daughter. ‘Martin and Cameron went to a good deal of trouble to buy it and there’s no good reason not to eat it. Plus

  Martin’s right. If Emily isn’t feeling too hot, then staying in is the best bet. We can always stop off for a drink on the way back to the villa later.’




  And so it is decided.




  The rest of the evening passes uneventfully. The ExAche tastes bitter, but my headache totally disappears. Rose makes a dressing for the salad while Cameron cooks the sea bream

  with a delicious lemon and caper sauce. I check with Dee Dee that she’ll be okay eating it and she says she’ll be fine. However when the time comes I can’t help but notice that

  Dee Dee prods at her food and only actually eats the sea bream when Jed leans over and whispers something, stony-faced, in her ear.




  Afterwards, Lish and his sister take themselves off to the cabin – Lish to play computer games on Martin and Cameron’s massive, state-of-the-art TV and Dee Dee to make use of the

  onboard wi-fi to Skype with her friends back in Highgate. I’m glad she has such good mates. She told me a few weeks ago how supportive they’d been at the end of last term when a couple

  of girls at school were mean to her. Jed is always so dismissive of such upsets as ‘teen nonsense’ but I remember well myself how, at that age, even small conflicts can leave you

  reeling and desperate for days.




  Rose, Jed, Martin, Cameron and I sit outside on the Maggie May’s rear deck, enjoying the warm breeze and the lights and bustle on the promenade beyond. While Jed tells the others

  about his latest court case – a high-profile acquittal of a government minister – I go inside to check on Dee Dee again; she seems fine, intent on something on her phone. She’s

  probably finding out about the latest gossip back home or looking at pop bands. Back on deck, I’m pleased to see that Jed seems more relaxed than he has done all day. I settle down beside him

  with a glass of wine and he takes my hand. As dusk falls, the promenade lights twinkle and the bay hums with nightlife. Jed and I are inveterate people-watchers and tonight we’re intrigued by

  an elderly couple eating across the jetty at the nearest – and one of the fanciest – restaurants along the quay. The woman has a leathery tan and a fabulously camp diamond tiara. I

  finger my own diamond – a huge oval set on a platinum ring that Jed chose and presented to me on my birthday last month. I said ‘yes’ and promptly burst into tears. For a fleeting

  moment I wanted to ask him how his wife reacted all those years ago when he proposed to her, but any such reference is liable to propel Jed into a bad mood and I didn’t want to spoil the

  moment. Since then his ex has really faded from her dominant position in my thoughts. It’s funny. Her shadow hovered over our first few months together, through our affair and Jed’s

  decision, back in February, to leave her. I felt guilty – not so much about her, the stories Jed has told me make it clear she no longer loved or respected her husband – but over the

  kids. Still, they both seem to be doing okay now. Anyway, just after Jed proposed in July his ex pitched up at the school where I teach. She waited for me in the car park. It was almost the end of

  term and when I staggered outside that afternoon, laden with boxes and bags of files, she rounded on me, accusing me of being an evilsouled, husband-stealing, home-wrecking whore and insisting that

  I had tricked Jed into proposing in order to get my hands on his money. For the first couple of minutes I met her fury with denials and justifications. Then I realized that nothing I said would

  make a difference, that the woman would never listen to me anyway. Upset and humiliated, I got in my car and fled. I called Jed immediately and he was so outraged on my behalf and so furious with

  his ex that I actually started to feel sorry for her. And even though, since then, she does her best to tear into me verbally whenever she can, I find that most of the time I pity her: she might

  have been a bitch to Jed throughout their marriage, but she loved him, in her way, and now she has lost him.




  Dusk turns to darkness, the promenade buzzes, music drifts towards us across the water and the five of us chat and laugh through the evening. It is this moment I will remember in the months to

  come, the way I am purely and perfectly content with the warm breeze on my skin, my fiancé holding my hand and my brother and sister at my side. Rose casts me occasional glances to make sure

  I’m really over my headache and I smile at her, happier than I can ever remember being before.




  Cameron and Rose do most of the talking as Martin opens another bottle of wine. Rose was recently dumped by her boyfriend, Simon – a work colleague of our brother’s – and,

  though her tone is light as she refers to their split, I can see that underneath she is hurting. She’s looking good on it though – ‘yeah, that’s the misery diet’ she

  says with a wry laugh. But it’s not just that she’s shed a few pounds. The truth is that I can’t remember her ever looking better than she has in the past few months. She’s

  junked all her mumsy dresses and is wearing more fitted skirts, tops that show off her curves and even the occasional pair of heels. People say we’re alike and we certainly share our olive

  skin and long dark hair, though Rose has a higher forehead and a snubbier nose, but our styles are very different. I like my clothes casual whereas Rose tends to wear more formal outfits, and makes

  sure she is fully accessorized at all times. Tonight she’s in a smart linen sheath dress with a pashmina over her shoulders and every time she leaves the deck to go to the bathroom, she

  returns with her nose neatly powdered and her lips a soft shade of pink.




  We leave shortly after ten. Martin insists on me taking another sachet of ExAche Powders in case my headache comes back. I protest that I’m fine, but Lish has already fetched the box and

  found me a sachet. Martin hands it to me, then calls us a taxi and we go back to our villa, a few miles along the coast. The lights are on in the hall, the back door to the garden open. We all

  traipse through and find Jed’s brother Gary and his girlfriend – who declined Martin’s invite to spend the day based around the yacht – swimming naked in the pool. Jed

  tersely orders Lish and Dee Dee to bed, then insists Gary gets out. He is clearly drunk and, if Iveta’s hints are anything to go by, they’ve been shagging all day – including in

  the water. Rose blinks at this, clearly horrified. My older sister has always been a bit of a prude compared to me though, frankly, I find the idea of Gary ejaculating into our holiday swimming

  pool fairly revolting myself.




  Jed is back to being tense and irritated. I see him draw Gary to one side, a frown on his face, though I can’t help but notice his eyes are fixed on Iveta, still naked in the pool as he

  speaks. She’s gorgeous, all long slim legs and huge, high breasts that Rose and I have already decided are fakes.




  Rose seems flustered by the situation and heads off to bed. I go to check on Dee Dee. She’s sitting on her bed looking glum, her chubby legs startlingly white beneath her cotton pyjama

  shorts.




  ‘What’s up?’ I ask.




  ‘I can’t find my phone and I turned off the locate app so I won’t be able to work out where it is,’ she says. ‘I know I had it when we left the boat but . .

  .’




  ‘Do you think you left it in the taxi?’ I ask.




  ‘Maybe,’ Dee Dee says. ‘Or maybe it fell out when we were walking to the taxi. That’s the last time I remember seeing it.’ Her lips tremble. ‘I was sure I put

  it in my jacket pocket, but it is a bit loose and flappy . . . and it definitely wasn’t in my pocket when we came into the house.’ Her voice cracks.




  ‘Oh, sweetheart.’ I rush over and squeeze her hand. ‘Listen, I’ll go and get your dad to call the cab firm.’ Dee Dee nods. I squeeze her hand again.

  ‘It’s horrible losing your phone,’ I say. ‘I’ve done it and it really sucks.’




  Jed, already irritated by his brother, is predictably annoyed that Dee Dee has been careless over her mobile, especially when the cab company tell him it hasn’t been handed in. I tell Jed

  that I’ll break the news.




  ‘Okay,’ he says with a weary sigh. ‘I’ll probably just get it wrong if I speak to her anyway.’




  I fetch a bottle of water and hurry up to Dee Dee.




  ‘There’s no sign so far,’ I say, setting the bottle down beside her bed. ‘But we can call again in the morning and if it hasn’t turned up I promise we’ll

  drive back down there tomorrow to where it might have fallen out and ask around.’




  ‘Thanks, Emily.’ Dee Dee reaches up to give me a hug.




  ‘Get some sleep now.’




  ‘Night, night, Emily,’ she says in that little-girly voice. Did she speak like that the last time I saw her before our holiday? No, I’m pretty sure it’s a new

  development. I let her go and she sits back, rubbing her forehead.




  ‘Are you alright?’ I ask.




  She points at her forehead. ‘Headache. Like you.’ She gives me a wan smile. ‘Hey, maybe it’s catching.’




  ‘Or maybe you haven’t drunk enough water today,’ I scold with a smile. ‘You have to drink extra when it’s this hot.’ I point to the water bottle, then burrow

  in my bag for the ExAche sachet that Martin gave me. I check the back. It’s fine for kids over twelve so I hand it over. ‘Mix that in your water,’ I say. ‘There’s a

  glass you can use in the bathroom. And I know it’s got a bitter taste but make sure you drink it all.’




  ‘Oh, thanks, Emily.’ She lurches forward and almost crushes me with another hug.




  ‘Night.’ I peck her forehead. ‘Don’t stay up too late.’




  ‘I won’t.’




  I yawn as I leave, climb the stairs to the round room at the top of the villa and clean my teeth. I’m just getting into bed when Jed arrives, still muttering about irresponsibility.




  ‘She’s a child, Jed,’ I protest gently. ‘And anyone can lose a phone.’




  He starts unbuttoning his shirt. ‘I don’t mean Dee Dee, I mean Gary. He knew we’d be back around ten, he’s so thoughtless. And, as you’ve just pointed out, Dee

  Dee’s only a child, for goodness’ sake.’




  ‘She didn’t see anything, they were in the water. Anyway, she’s far more upset about her phone.’ I yawn again as I stroke his face. ‘So no harm done.’




  ‘Mmmn,’ Jed grunts, then disappears into the bathroom.




  I’m asleep before he gets back, then I sleep deeply and dreamlessly the whole night. Sunlight is streaming into the room when I wake with a start the next morning. Beside me, Jed sits bolt

  upright.




  Someone, downstairs, is screaming.




  It takes a moment before I realize that it’s Rose.




  I’m out of bed in seconds, racing downstairs to her room next door to Dee Dee’s.




  Rose is standing on the landing, pointing in through Dee Dee’s open door. A puddle of vomit lies on the wooden floor by the bed. Dee Dee is visible on top of the covers, face up,

  glassy-eyed. Her arm extends over the edge of the mattress, her bracelet dangling from her wrist.




  I freeze, the room whirls around me. I think I might faint and clutch at Rose’s arm. She is shaking. Now Jed is beside us.




  ‘What the . . . ?’ His mouth falls open as he sees his daughter. He rushes into the room. Rose and I follow. The August heat hangs heavily in the air. It’s like a dream, a

  nightmare, as Jed feels Dee Dee’s forehead, then presses his fingers against her wrist, her neck.




  ‘Oh my God, oh my God.’ Rose is whimpering. ‘I just saw . . . then . . . then I came in . . . found her like that, oh my God . . .’
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