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This book is dedicated, as always, to my girls who keep me grounded, reminding me what’s important in life.

As usual, I’d like to dedicate it to my other half, Chris Young, for his unconditional support. He patiently listens to all of my ideas and dilemmas, knowing that I’ll talk myself into the right direction, sooner or later. And any man who witnesses you searching through endless photos of male models for inspiration, teasers and cover art then has to assist with editing them and doesn’t bat an eyelid when you’re drooling, well … he’s a keeper!

They say home is where the heart is, my home is wherever you all are.




THE AIR IS SUCKED from the room when Jones’ eyes meet mine. I feel my heart rate accelerating and realise I’m holding my breath. It could be one huge coincidence, of course it could but I know it’s not. I think he knows too, because I can see a whole myriad of emotions in those ice-blue eyes. For once, my head’s more concerned with deciphering his feelings than the response those eyes trigger in me. He’s fighting to find a rational explanation but there isn’t one.

And if that’s not enough of a headfuck, Jones knows The Kid’s backstory—well he knows the gist of it. I can see the unanswered questions, the pain and the confusion in those glacial depths. I don’t know how his sister came to be part of that nightmare but I know she did—she had to. The Kid was born into it, born of her womb into a life of hell. I don’t know how she got there or where she is now. The Kid has never shared that part of his history with me ... and I can see that he hasn’t opened up to Jones about it either. Yet Jones has spoken of his sister to The Kid.

There are too many missing pieces ... two incomplete puzzles. The two men standing before me, inextricably linked by the past, by the blood that runs in their veins. When one missing piece is found, all other pieces will fall into place ... and that missing piece is Sandy: Jones’ sister, The Kid’s mother.

I realise that his eyes are now probing mine. I refocus and try to understand his unspoken message. He looks as though he’s pleading with me. He wants answers. Answers about his sister. Answers that I don’t have. I try to convey that with my eyes but my shoulders shrug slightly anyway. Jones’ eyelids close and he takes a deep breath. I can feel energy almost humming around him. Energy that needs an outlet.

I understand, he’s just had a bomb explode inside his head. I’ll make an excuse to distract The Kid to his room in order to give Jones some time alone, time to process the aftermath. I need to make sure The Kid’s okay too. I know he doesn’t understand the significance of the photograph—whilst the dots have joined for me and Jones, The Kid hasn’t a clue.

He’d pulled the teenage face that says ‘you’re weird’ when Jones and I had given in to the ‘what the fuck?’ moment of comprehension and has now begun a solo game of tennis on the Xbox.

‘I’m going to pick us up something for dinner,’ Jones says suddenly. His voice is strained. ‘Please don’t explain anything yet.’

He nods his head in direction of The Kid.

‘I need more time to process this. If you’re okay, I’ll be an hour or so. Do you mind what I get? Anything to avoid?’ he says, already moving towards the door.

I shake my head. ‘No, anything’s fine. And I won’t say a word. You just ... just make sure you’re okay. Call me if ... well, if I can do anything.’

He gives me a tight smile and heads off. The sound of the front door banging echoes inside my head. I feel awful; he’s having to leave his own home, thanks to me and The Kid invading. Yes, I know we’re here at his insistence but that doesn’t stop me feeling shitty about it. He needs time. He needs space. And he has to fuck off, God knows where, to get it.

I leave The Kid to his enthusiastic tennis playing and wander into the kitchen. What a fucking day. It’s a wonder my nerves aren’t torn to shreds. First the worries about the whereabouts of the evil one, then sitting in frustration outside Thierri’s house, racing home to discover that some fucker had caused a fire inside my flat and finally finding out that The Kid and Jones share more than just a liking for racing games. They share DNA for fuck’s sake.

I pull open the fridge, deciding to act upon Jones’ instruction to make myself at home. If ever I’ve felt that I needed a drink to unwind, it’s now. I find a container of milk and some water bottles. Great. I don’t think either of those is going to do the trick.

A quick rummage through the cupboards gets me nowhere. I’d noticed a corner shop at the end of the road: if it’s okay with The Kid, I think I’ll dash and grab us both something to drink. Alcohol for me and juice for him.

I pop my head around the door and ask him. No response. I have no idea where his energy is coming from—he’s so out of shape, I thought he’d be on his knees by now. I know one thing: he’s going to ache in the morning. I have to wait until his game of volleyball comes to an end—I don’t think he gets the rules and, if I were in a better mood, it would be quite amusing. I try to help him understand them before asking about the shop. As long as he can continue to play on the Xbox, I don’t think he’d care what I was up to.

It’s only when I’ve left the flat that it occurs to me that I’ve got no way of getting back in. I’ve learned the hard way not to rely on The Kid to let me in. He’s in a strange flat—I’ve no idea what he’ll do when I get back and press the intercom. Oh well, the day has been full of challenges, what’s one more?

I notice, as I reach the pavement, that Jones has left his car here. I can’t help but wonder whether his need for a drink is even greater than mine. Learning that you have a nineteen-year-old nephew would be a shock to anyone. Knowing part of The Kid’s dark backstory ... knowing your missing sister is involved in that somehow ... I defy anyone not to need a drink. There’s a niggling feeling in the back of my mind. I know what it is. I’m just not ready to face it yet. I would never stand in The Kid’s way when it came to family or happiness but I know that I’d miss him like crazy if he moved out. Doh! So much for not facing up to that possibility yet.

As I walk, I notice a pub, tucked back off the road that I’d not seen when we drove to Jones’ flat—presumably because of its distance from the carriageway. It looks like one of those country dining style pubs but it has a lovely beer garden that’s teeming with bodies. People are sitting at tables, shaded by parasols, sipping cold drinks ... I’m tempted.

Okay, so I’m more than tempted. I cross the road, deciding to have a couple of JDs before purchasing a bottle of house white to take back to Jones’ flat, along with a few bottles of orange juice for The Kid. The pub’s less than half the distance to the shop. I can easily drink up and be back at the flat in the same time frame as going down to the shop.
Win!
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