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When the most popular girl at Myra’s new school is found frozen to death in a walk-in chiller, wannabe journalist Myra is sure of two things:

1. Scarlett was murdered.

2. One of Scarlett’s friends is to blame.

So she infiltrates the popular clique’s world of envy and backstabbing to prove it. But then a strange boy holds her up at gunpoint in the woods, claiming he’s killed the killer. Who is he, who did he kill...and who will die next?
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To Tess, my first writing friend




PART ONE
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The Present

I stomp through the woods, twigs crackling under my feet.

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.

My heart races, blood in my ears.

I thought I was in control.

I was wrong.

All the woods look the same to me, and I slow down. I’m following a dirt path away from that horrible glass house, but I have no idea where I’m heading, or where I am. Why the hell did I decide to run into the woods of all places? I knew they gave off creepy vibes.

We’re miles from the nearest town, which means my grand plan of storming off and walking to freedom is quickly falling apart.

To actually escape, I need to take a taxi to the nearest train station. I stop, breathing heavily, my heart hammering in my ears as I try to think. Sweat sticks my T-shirt to my skin, and though I’m hidden from the sun by all the foliage of the trees, the air is still humid. It’s like standing in soup. For the time of the year, it’s horribly, unseasonably warm.

My mouth is parched. I don’t think I’ve even gone very far – I’ve just followed the most obvious path. The house is probably only beyond the curve of the trees behind me. Watching. Waiting.

I can’t call anyone to come get me because there’s no signal out here. And even if I could contact Mum and Dad, I’m two hours from home, so it’s not like they’d be able to quickly hop in the car to pick me up.

My whole plan seems ridiculous now. Why did I think it was a good idea to come away to a glass house in the woods with three people I suspect of murdering their best friend? The police dismissed what happened as an accident but not me – no, I’m so desperate to make my name as a journalist that I just couldn’t let it go, determined to find the truth.

And now I’m screwed.

The trees swish in a gentle breeze that does nothing to cool me down, and a few birds chirp, and a couple of twigs crack. It would actually be quite peaceful out here, on my own – but there’s something wrong. The hairs on my arms rise.

I’m not moving.

But the twigs are still cracking.

It could be an animal. A squirrel. Or a deer. Except the cracking is getting louder.

One of them has followed me.

Crap.

They wouldn’t hurt me, would they?

But that’s a stupid question, considering one of them locked their friend in a freezer and left her there to die.

“Aiden knows why I came out here with you all,” I say, because I need them to understand that I have a safety net. That things won’t be easy if they try to get rid of me. There’s no reply, and I turn in the direction of the house. The path behind me is empty. But the twigs continue to snap, somewhere to my left.

“Are you busy?” someone says. A boy emerges from the trees, his hands tucked behind his back. He looks about the same age as me, and he’s got curly black hair and deep blue eyes, with high cheekbones and a chiselled jaw. He must be at least six feet tall, or somewhere close to it, and he’s got broad shoulders, and is wearing a plain black T-shirt and grey jeans.

I’m on edge at once. Why is this stranger emerging from trees in the middle of nowhere and acting like we’re already having a conversation? Except…even though I am certain we’re strangers, there’s something vaguely familiar about him. Does he go to the same school as me? He could do. I’ve only been there a month. There are loads of people I wouldn’t recognize.

“Who are you?” I say, trying to keep my voice from shaking. With everything else that has happened, this is just one more thing to make my skin prickle and my heart hammer. “Are you…friends with Freddie and Rupert and…” I trail off. There’s an odd expression on his face, and he takes a deep breath.

“The thing is,” he says. “The thing is…” His tongue darts out, licking his cracked lips. Now that I’m looking at him properly, I notice there are bags under his eyes. He’s so pale his skin is nearly translucent, even though the weather has been scorching for months. Either he doesn’t tan or he’s afraid of the sun. “I’ve done something bad. And I need to talk about it.” Slowly, he uncrosses his hands from behind his back.

And in one of them he’s holding a gun.

I stare at it, because surely that’s not right. Maybe I’m hallucinating. It’s hot; I need water…

“I’ve done something bad,” he repeats. “I’ve just…I’ve just killed one of your friends.”
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Two Days Before the Murder

“This is it,” said Immy, her voice triumphant as the car came to a stop. “Take it all in. This is all for us.”

I was in the back seat, and when I leaned forward to look out of the front windscreen all I could see was driveway. Freddie squirmed in the seat next to me. He’d had an argument with Immy about sitting in the back, but she’d insisted that she should be in the passenger seat next to the driver because this getaway was only happening because of her.

I had spent the whole drive wondering if any of them actually liked each other. All they seemed to do when they spoke was snipe and needle. Maybe it was their twisted way of expressing affection, though – because they were all deeply twisted people.

They had to be. One of them was a murderer.

The journey had given me a lot of time to wonder if Aiden was right and coming on this trip was actually an incredibly stupid idea. Not that Aiden had used those words, of course, because Aiden’s preferred mode of communication was pointed silences and keeping his sentences as clipped as possible. But I got the gist. At best, he thought I would be wasting my time. At worst, it was beyond reckless to go away with Immy, Freddie and Rupert, one of whom we believed had got away with killing their closest friend.

I disagreed with him. I had wormed my way into this holiday weekend from hell through my connection with the murder. I’d been with the three of them the night it happened, in my parents’ restaurant. Now, I was going to get some answers.

Okay, so there was a strong possibility Immy had invited me here because she wanted to kill me. Or at least she wanted to figure out what I knew. But I was willing to take that chance. All journalists had to take risks for a good story, and if I cracked this case it would be the break of a lifetime.

On the other side of me, Rupert opened the car door, and a cool breeze swilled in. I got out, grateful to be able to properly stretch. Rupert pulled at his brown linen shirt, tutting as he ran his hand over a tiny speck of dirt on his red trousers. His short blond hair was perfectly clipped, not a hair out of place, and his pale green eyes flicked over me as he frowned. He did not want me here; he had made that very clear. I was not part of the weekend he had imagined, and he was obviously used to things always going his way.

Immy straightened her pink hairband as she held a small mirror in front of her face, I guessed to check she looked okay after the drive. Not that she could ever look bad. Her skin was flawless, her eyes a beautiful deep brown, the same shade as her shiny hair. Her limbs were long and graceful, and she was wearing a skirt that skimmed the tops of her knees, and a sleeveless pink silk top, with a green belt and white loafers, looking all in all like she had just stepped off a catwalk.

She smiled at herself in her mirror, I assumed because she was satisfied with what she saw. Sure, it was vain, and this was one of many reasons to dislike her…but if I looked like her, I’d be the same. Worse, probably. Not that I thought I was bad looking. I had curly black hair and thick eyebrows I thought gave my face character… But, for many reasons, I would never be a model like Immy sort of was. I lacked the height, for one thing. And my posture was prawn-like, probably because I spent so much time hunched over my laptop.

“Great car,” said Freddie to the driver, tapping the bonnet. He was shorter than Rupert, and more muscular, with brown hair and hazel eyes and a constant smirk on his face. Without the smirk he might have been good-looking, but it was a reminder of how he saw himself, as someone to be entertained, everyone else just pawns in his game. Nothing could have made someone less attractive to me. “I’m definitely going to ask my parents to get me one like this after I’ve passed my test.”

The driver, a man I guessed was in his thirties, smiled and nodded. When Freddie looked away, though, he rolled his eyes. Same, driver, same.

Immy’s parents had paid for a cab to bring us all the way here from Greyton – over a two-hour drive. No expense spared for their little angel. I couldn’t help being impressed by the air-conditioned car and its smooth leather seats, and a speaker that connected to our phones so we could pick the music, with little bottles of water and Diet Cokes and sweets available. Freddie, Immy and Rupert had barely batted an eyelid – they were all incredibly clueless about how much money their families had compared to other people. That had become very apparent in the short time I had known them. My own frame of reference for cars was Mum’s jerky old one that “still worked perfectly fine” even if the engine sometimes needed a hammer to get it started.

“Leave the driver alone,” said Immy, shooting Freddie an irritated look. I wondered if she was more annoyed at Freddie actually talking to the driver – Karl – than she was about Freddie pestering him. For one thing, she somehow didn’t know Karl’s name, despite the fact he had introduced himself at the start of our journey and was wearing a name tag on his suit.

Rupert had stopped flicking imaginary dirt off himself and was staring at the house. I followed his gaze now that I could “take it all in”. It was definitely…something.

We were in the middle of the woods. There were nothing but trees, trees and more trees surrounding us. We had passed through a small village a few miles up the road, which had a small shop for necessities. We were going to be alone – perfect for what Immy wanted. To get away from the stares, the gossip.

The reminders of their best friend – and what happened to her.

Another reason it was good we were going to be alone was that the house was made entirely of glass. No brick, no wood, just thick glass that you could look straight through. I could see the living room, with canary-yellow sofas. There was a bedroom on the first floor, the outline of the bed in shadow but clearly visible.

I shivered. Being inside this place would be like living inside a fishbowl, on show to the world. I had no idea what was appealing about that. Immy’s parents owned the house, and I’d looked it up, figuring it would be best if I knew as much as I could about the location, plan an escape route if I needed to. But annoyingly I couldn’t find much online, and Immy hadn’t been very forthcoming with information, shutting down any conversation when I asked her about it. You’re being invited on a free trip, Myra. The additional words unspoken: Why aren’t you more grateful? Like being in their company was a treat I should be craving.

Twats, the lot of them. And their families too, clearly, because what kind of people would buy a giant display cabinet in the middle of nowhere?

Rupert clicked his neck from side to side, and patted his hand against his hair, like he was concerned there might be a strand out of place. “I’ll get our stuff,” he said, shooting me another dirty look. Rupert was the kind of person the VIP area at a party was meant for – even if he was sitting in there alone. He liked the idea of exclusion, because that was what made things more exclusive for him. And he wanted to be the one in charge, making the decisions – not Immy. His irritation was carefully controlled though, his back straight as he headed to the boot of the car.

Immy had gone inside the house, and Freddie shoved his hands into his pockets, making it clear he wouldn’t be helping. What was it like to be so used to other people doing everything for you that you even expected it of your friends? “This is your job, you know,” he said to Karl. “You should be sorting our bags out.”

Karl stared back, his eyes hard. He was tall, his head shaved with the hint of a tattoo on his neck, peeking out from underneath his shirt. I reckoned he would easily deck Freddie in a fight, if it came down to it. Freddie had probably worked out the same thing too, because he clamped his mouth shut. Even he had to know his parents having a load of money wouldn’t stop Karl lamping him. People like Freddie were cowards, at their core.

I settled my face into a more neutral position, not wanting to give away how lovely the idea of Freddie getting punched was to me. The three of them thought I was some sort of clinger-on, idolizing them and desperate to be near them and their money, like most other people they knew. That couldn’t have been further from reality. Money had never appealed to me, especially when it was surrounded by the whiff of something rotten. Mum had raised me on the idea that, while plenty of things could be bought, I could not. My principles and my values were priceless. The most important currency to me was the truth – and Immy, Freddie and Rupert would not stop me getting it.

“Guys,” said Immy, standing in the doorway. “You need to come and see this.”

Rupert paused as he was about to lift a bright pink bag out of the boot – Immy’s suitcase, which took up most of the room. Everyone else had packed for three nights – Immy would apparently be living in this house for ever.

“Let’s just get these bags out of the boot, so the driver can get going,” said Rupert. “He has a schedule he needs to follow, I assume.” Ah, Rupert, ever the stickler for rules.

“No,” said Immy and she marched up to the driver. “Don’t go yet. We still need you.”

Rupert placed the suitcase down on the ground heavily, pressing his lips together. That word again – no. He didn’t like it.

“I have another job,” said the driver, but Immy shook her head.

“Speak to my parents; they’ll pay you double to stay,” she said. I blinked at her. What was going on? “None of our food has arrived,” she said, twisting on her heel to face the rest of us. “All the cupboards are empty, the fridge… My parents have an agreement with the local shop, so the house gets stocked up before we arrive. This has never happened before. It’s just the freezer that’s full. With chunks of meat in plastic bags, all stacked up on each other. There’s literally no space left.”

I blinked at her. “Just that?” I asked. I wondered whose order ours got mixed up with, and why they needed so much meat.

Immy grimaced. “It’s not even frozen – it’s all bloody and raw. We must have just missed the delivery.”

“No problem,” said Freddie, as he turned to the driver. “You’ll take us to the nearest store, yes?” It sounded more like an order than a question.

“I’ve got a local drop-off,” said the driver. “I’ll do that, and be back in an hour to take you to the shop. Double-rate, like you said.”

Freddie rolled his eyes, but Immy nodded.

“Great,” said the driver, as Rupert took out the other bags and shut the boot. “See you in an hour or so.” His engine started, and I moved to give him space as he turned the car around and disappeared back along the single-track road.

I stared after him, the fumes dissipating into the breeze.

“He’d better come back,” said Freddie. “I’m not living on dodgy meat for the next few days.”

“He will,” said Immy decisively. She seemed to be taking the delivery mix-up as a personal slight. This was definitely out of the ordinary, and I was on the lookout for anything strange – but I wasn’t sure what I could take away from a freezer full of meat. I would have a look myself when I got a moment.

In the meantime, I needed to let Mum and Dad know I was here. They had been surprised when I told them I was going away with Immy, Rupert and Freddie, because nothing I had ever said suggested we were friends. I’d explained it by saying it might help me come to terms with everything that had happened if I spent a bit more time with the three of them, and that apparently had been convincing enough.

Except my phone had no signal. I moved a few paces, in case I was in a dead spot. But, nope, my phone still showed no bars. “Can anyone make a call with their phones?” I asked.

Immy shook her head. “Don’t be silly,” she said. “There’s no signal here. Or internet.”

She said it matter-of-factly, like it was something I should have known. A feeling of unease swept through me. What if Mum and Dad wanted to message me? What if something went wrong with my plan, and one of the others snapped and turned on me? We were isolated – there was no escape.

“No internet?” Freddie gaped at her, like this was the worst thing he’d ever heard. “What kind of holiday is this?”

“This isn’t a holiday,” said Immy. “The purpose of this weekend is to reset. Recharge. Remember.” She was normally addicted to her social media, so I guessed all the online talk about what had happened was wearing her down. “It’s why I never invited you guys here before. But now it’s a perfect place to come and have a digital detox.”

Without another word, she turned and swept back into the glass house. I hesitated before following her.

The most important currency was the truth. I had come with a purpose. But despite knowing why I was here, what I wanted to achieve…I had a very bad feeling.
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Two Days Before the Murder

Immy insisted on us giving us a tour of the house. If I were her, I wouldn’t have been claiming any sort of ownership over it. The decor was horrible. The couches in the living room wouldn’t have been too bad if they were just a bright colour, but instead of a normal fabric they were lined with yellow feathers. There were giant glass statues of dolphins standing guard in the four corners of the room, tinted pink. The bright red rug that took up most of the floor clashed with the sofas. I knew if I stayed in this room too long, I would start to get a headache.

And I felt as though I was still outside; the walls so clear that I would be in constant danger of walking into them. It was warmer than average for late September, and sweat trickled down my back. I could only imagine how sweltering the house would be in mid-summer. Surely, there had to be air conditioning.

Immy led us from the living room into the dining room next door. There were glass internal walls, and most of the doors were large sliding ones, which meant from the entrance hall you could basically see inside most of the other rooms.

The dining room had a glass table on a raised glass platform, and chairs that also looked like they were made of glass, with no armrests and backs which tilted slightly forward.

“Those look deeply uncomfortable to sit in,” said Freddie, saying what I was thinking.

Immy laughed, high-pitched and tinkling. “Don’t be silly, Freddie, these are designer. You don’t sit in them.”

That seemed a pretty big flaw to me, given that they were meant to be chairs.

Freddie was on the same wavelength. “That’s stupid.”

“It’s artistic,” sniffed Immy, shooting him a look of annoyance. Sometimes I wondered if they would even be friends if they met today, if they didn’t have years of history between them.

“Definitely artistic,” said Rupert, his hands tucked behind his back as he surveyed the space, like he was in a gallery. He gave a small nod of approval as he followed Immy into the kitchen, which had bright orange cupboards, and multicoloured tiles. It reminded me of something I might have painted when I was five, and wanted to use every single colour in my crayon box. There was a wooden table in the corner with, thankfully, normal-looking chairs – although the table itself had a man’s screaming face drawn onto it in thick black lines. Not the sort of thing you’d want staring at you when eating your cereal.

The walls – windows? – here looked out onto a sparkling lake. There was nothing but woodland stretching in every direction.

“There are other houses along the shore,” said Immy. “But we’re not overlooked at all. Isn’t it great?”

“Is that really a lake?” said Freddie. “Looks more like a pond.”

“It’s larger than it looks,” said Immy, sounding slightly irritated. “We’re on a corner bit.”

Rupert ran a hand over the counter, holding his finger up to his face like he was looking for dust. The gesture seemed exaggerated, like he wanted Immy to notice he was inspecting the cleanliness. She smiled brightly at him, so it was unclear if she knew that she was meant to feel insulted.

Freddie started looking through the cupboards.

“Immy, there’s an issue,” he said. “Your parents haven’t left us any wine.”

“My parents were never going to provide alcohol,” snapped Immy. “They’ve left us some wonderful green smoothies in the fridge. Well…they would have done. If the food order hadn’t been messed up.”

Immy’s green smoothies sounded disgusting, and for the first time I was glad the delivery had gone wrong. Not that I particularly wanted wine. I had only got drunk with them once before, and the evening had ended in tragedy. Which was the reason Immy claimed she had invited me here. We were bonded, apparently, by the events of that night. The whispered stares and the discussions of everyone else at school. I had only known them a few weeks when it happened, being new to Greyton High. And yet I was more affected than they seemed to be. Well, Immy and Rupert might have moved on from the death of their best friend, and Freddie’s girlfriend, but I hadn’t. I would figure out which of them was a killer. I would break the story. I would get justice – and I would redeem myself.

I opened the freezer as casually as I could. It was crammed so tightly with raw, bloody meat I could barely pull the drawers open. Carefully, I closed it again, looking up to see Rupert watching me, his eyes flicking away when they met mine.

“We were never going to drink that green crap,” said Freddie, as he returned from the hallway with his bag and started unloading its contents. “And never mind about the wine. I think I’ve got enough beer. And vodka.” He puffed out his chest, like he had personally fermented a bunch of wheat for us all. I guessed, if you were desperate for alcohol, his haul might have been impressive. But he was speaking to the wrong crowd; Immy’s eyebrows knitted together.

“Where are your clothes?” she said. “Or did you just pack bottles of beer and peach vodka?” Her priorities were simple: clothes and appearances first, so everyone could look good for her socials once we got back online later. Although I highly doubted she would think me aesthetic enough to feature.

“I had to take whatever my dad wouldn’t notice was gone,” said Freddie, sounding slightly injured by his alcohol choices being questioned. “He hates fruity drinks – and, anyway, it’s all still really expensive. My clothes are in there, just buried at the bottom.”

Rupert tilted his head, but said nothing. I couldn’t properly assess his drinking habits. We weren’t exactly friends, and the one time I had been around him and alcohol I had been too busy getting sloshed myself…

He didn’t strike me as someone who would get sloppy drunk, though. He was too poised for that, too aware of himself. I guessed because of his family. His father held a senior position at a fancy company, and his mother was a socialite and apparently related to the Royal Family. Although anyone with a double-barrelled name and a posh accent could probably claim the same, and it wasn’t as if I thought the Royal Family were particularly impressive anyway. They’d just been born lucky.

We continued the tour. There was also a games room, with a pool table and an air-hockey table and a bunch of books and board games, and a second smaller living room with a fireplace and no chairs, just cushions on the floor, and a downstairs loo, which had a solid internal wall and door, with the external glass thankfully being frosted. Even in the middle of nowhere, I would be worried about someone walking past.

“There’s no TV,” said Freddie, a slight note of horror creeping into his voice. “Why is there no TV?”

You had to give it to him. He was good-looking, but he wasn’t just a pretty face. He was incredibly observant – he truly had it all.

“I told you – this weekend is about getting away from normal life,” said Immy, a slight edge to her voice. Be thankful for the great place we’re in. Stop whining.

“There’s no way,” said Freddie, and I was amused by how upset he sounded. “No way. No internet, no TV. What are we supposed to do?”

“Drink the litres of peach vodka you brought and pray we don’t get alcohol poisoning,” I said, the words slipping out of me before I had a chance to think about the fact I didn’t want to piss Freddie off. Or anyone. I was here to observe, to fade into the background. Rupert shot me another dirty look.

“We’re going to be in nature,” said Immy. “Switch off.” She seemed insistent on this point, like she truly wanted to forget what had happened. Which would be very inconvenient if she actually meant it, because I was here for the opposite reason. I needed everyone to remember, to talk, because that would be a key factor in me getting the answers I had come here for.

In the meantime, though, I guessed I would also have to “be in nature”, even though I wasn’t particularly a fan of the great outdoors. I seemed to be a magnet for every bug within a mile radius.

“We can do things like swim in the lake,” said Immy. As she spoke, however, she patted her hair, like she was already thinking about the effects of the water on her silky soft style.

“Okaaay,” said Freddie, sounding unconvinced. “Do you want to show us the rest of this house, then?”

Immy huffed, like she wasn’t impressed by our levels of enthusiasm, but she led us upstairs to the bedrooms. These had privacy – internally, at least – with normal walls and standard wooden doors.

“I’ll take the main room,” said Immy, and no one protested, because obviously she was the whole reason we were here. Of course she would get the big room – which was big. It had a view over the lake, and an en suite, and an enormous bed with a bright red duvet cover. There were paintings hanging on the internal wall, of an assortment of shapes in various colours. “These are very rare,” said Immy, noticing me examining them. “And very expensive.”

I nodded, pretending to be impressed. If someone gave me a paintbox and half an hour, I could probably paint them too.

“We’ve got one of these at home,” said Freddie, squinting at it. “Above the toilet.”

We traipsed into the other rooms, and Rupert and Freddie took the one with twin beds and another en suite, and I took the smallest room, the one I’d seen from the driveway, which overlooked the woods and not much else. There weren’t any curtains, or blinds – apparently, we were all expected to wake up with the sun. The bed sheets had a pattern of wolves on them, and on the internal walls there was a row of paintings of pink flowers, all identical to each other. The lamp was bright green, and shaped like a Venus flytrap, with its mouth housing the light bulb.

The others headed to their own rooms, and I started opening all the cupboards, like I always did whenever I stayed somewhere new. They were mostly empty, but the door of the last one was wedged tightly. I pulled harder, and the door swung open. Shock swept through me.

A doll stared back at me, trapped in a block of ice.
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Two Days Before the Murder

The doll wasn’t in real ice. It was a block of plastic made to look like ice – but her hands were outstretched, like she was banging on her prison to get out.

Did this belong to Immy? Or was it another weird “artistic” choice her parents had made?

Or…with the blocks of meat in the freezer, this doll encased in fake ice – could it be that someone was trying to send a message?

Don’t forget about that girl who died in a freezer.

“What’s that?” said Immy, standing in the doorway. “Did you bring a…doll with you?” It was clear from her voice that she was trying to hold in a laugh. I dropped the doll and the plastic cracked slightly at the top.

“I found it in this cupboard,” I said. “It’s not mine. Is it not…yours?”

Immy scrunched up her face. “No.”

“You don’t think…” I trailed off. Either she had genuinely never seen this doll before, in which case there was no point continuing to question her, or she had left it here for me, for some reason. This was her house; she would have had access to it.

She, Freddie and Rupert knew I was writing an article. But they thought it was a “celebration of life” fluff piece. They didn’t know my real intentions.

At least, I thought they didn’t. But maybe the meat in the freezer and the doll in ice were a warning.

Outside, a car revved. One plus side of the glass wall – I could easily see anyone approaching. It was the driver, back just like he’d said he would be.

“You go and buy some food with Freddie and Rupert,” said Immy. She looked relieved, like she was happy to change the topic. Her eyes flicked back to the doll – perhaps she had also registered the significance of the ice, or maybe she was simply acting.

I was torn between wanting to stay – and perhaps getting the chance to root around the house while the others were out – or spending more time with Freddie and Rupert. Which would, of course, be an unpleasant experience. Neither of them liked me, that much was clear. But the whole point of being here this weekend was to figure out which one of them was evil enough to be a killer. That involved spending as much time with them as I could.

A small bubble of anxiety fizzled up in my stomach. I had been so focused on getting to this house to dig out the truth that I hadn’t given much thought to the fact that one of the people I was staying with, here in this isolated place, was incredibly dangerous.

“Sure,” I said at last. I needed to hold my nerve; I couldn’t give up within an hour of arriving.

The boys were waiting downstairs by the front door.

“Myra’s coming with you,” said Immy, making it sound like I was the irritating younger sibling wanting to tag along.

I hadn’t been expecting a fanfare, but Rupert could have at least attempted to hide his eyeroll before heading out without another word.

Freddie looked at me, before turning on his heel. “I get the front seat,” he said. “I’m not sitting in the back again.” He overtook Rupert, to hop into the front. Surely, if anyone was the irritating younger sibling it was him.

Rupert let out a puff of irritation, but that was the only sign he was annoyed by Freddie. Then he slipped into the back, beside me.

“Thanks for doing this,” I said to Karl. He grunted, and the car started moving. As it did so, Freddie twisted in his seat to look at me. It was slightly unnerving, because I was used to him treating me like I was invisible.

“How’s the article going?” he asked. “I’d like to see a draft at some point, actually.”

The article I was writing to commemorate the life of his girlfriend. Which I had only started working on as an initial way to ask him, Rupert and Immy questions without it coming across as odd.

The last time he had spoken to me directly was several hours ago, when Karl stopped outside my house to pick me up. He and the others were already in the car, and Immy had remarked, Wow, I forgot how small your house is. Mine’s at least double this size.

Freddie had responded that he once got lost in his house, which I supposed was meant to be a boast but instead came across like he was directionally challenged. Then he’d turned to me and asked if I had ever been on a boat, which was a segue for him to spend the next five minutes telling us his dad was going to rent a yacht for their summer holiday.

“Why do you want to see a draft?” I asked. Immy and I worked on The Greyton Weekly, our school newspaper. It had nothing to do with him.

“I need to sign off how you’ve written me,” he said, grossly overestimating how much he featured, especially since I hadn’t written a single word. My real story, THE GREYTON KILLER IS BROUGHT TO JUSTICE, was still obviously at the research stage.

“Sure,” I said, to shut the conversation down.

We fell into silence, and about fifteen minutes later Karl parked up next to the shop. Inside was small, but all the aisles were crammed with food. It was manned by a teenage boy who looked bored out of his mind. His hair was dyed bright pink, and he was chewing gum as he flicked through his phone. We had signal again, at least. I checked my messages. There was only one from Mum that said: Let me know when you get there.

I typed out a quick here in response and hit send, and for a moment I felt slightly guilty. My parents thought I was on this trip relaxing, while they were struggling to deal with the fallout of the mess I had made after I invited four teenagers for a night of underage drinking in their restaurant, and one had got locked in the freezer and died. But they’d find out the truth, soon.

Rupert grabbed a basket, and piled it high with tubs of protein powder. I was amazed he’d found any, considering how small the shop was. I knew he was into fitness because when I was trying to find out more about them all I’d followed him on a fitness app under a made-up name. I figured gathering any and all information was the best approach and he was on it daily, posting updates.

Since Rupert had the disgusting powder covered, I grabbed sensible items; snacks and chicken nuggets and chips – actual food. I topped up my basket with a few pizzas, and other frozen ready meals from the tiny selection. We went to the till, and the teenager started swiping.

“Lots of stuff,” he said. “Where are you staying? I assume you guys are here on holiday?”

“At the glass house,” said Rupert, his voice clipped, clearly wanting to shut down the conversation. I cringed at his tone. It was similar to the way he spoke to me.

The boy whistled.

“What?” said Freddie, his tone slightly whiny. He wanted to be in on the boy’s gossip.

“That place is weird,” said the boy. “None of the locals will go near it. There are loads of other nice holiday rentals along the lakeside, why didn’t you pick one of those?”

“None of your business, is it?” said Rupert, his voice pleasant enough despite his rude words.

“Well, that glass house was always pretty famous around here,” the boy continued, like he was oblivious to the fact Rupert didn’t want to chat. “The whole gimmick about you staying there and feeling like you’re properly in the woods. It stood empty for years before the Greyton couple bought it. And now they can’t sell it, even though they’ve tried a few times. You know why, don’t you?”

The “Greyton couple” was Immy’s parents. Her mother was a former model, and her father was an investment banker.

“Why?” I said, because he clearly wanted us to ask.

The boy quirked an eyebrow. “Don’t you feel it, when you’re there? The reason it’s been empty so long; the reason other people don’t want to buy it?”

“Feel what?” I said, because right now I was feeling slightly impatient. The boy had stopped scanning our stuff, and was resting his chin on his hand, like he was relishing every second of telling us this story.

“There’s something weird about the atmosphere there,” he said. “All on its own, away from everyone else. People say it’s cursed. It was supposedly half-built by a guy who bought the land with his wife. They both died before it was completed. And then its next owners finished the build, but they were…unlucky, to say the least. They both died in that house.”

Freddie leaned in, and there was a hum of anticipation in the air.

I snorted. “What did they die of?”

The boy started scanning again. “Well,” he said, “they were murdered.”
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Two Days Before the Murder

“I’m not staying there,” said Freddie. We were back in the car, and all three of us were scrolling on our phones to try and find some information before we went back to the house and lost connection. I was kicking myself. I wanted to be a journalist; how had I missed this when I looked up where we were staying? I’d been too focused on trying and failing to find escape routes, not the house’s history. I should have done some basic research into this place, but I never thought Immy would invite us to a murder house.

I found an article on page four of the results, from ten years ago, with a headline that read DOUBLE MURDER IN GLASS HOUSE. Nice and to the point. The sort of thing I would go with.

“The previous owners were killed by their former lodger,” I said, scanning through the article. “He’s in prison for life. Well, there you go. He’s all locked up, nothing to worry about.” I didn’t add that according to the article there were rumblings the police might not have got the right person and the true killer had potentially got away with it. No point in troubling them further.

“Nothing to worry about?” said Freddie. “We could be sleeping in a room where someone died.”

“It says they were murdered in the living room,” I said, and both Freddie and Rupert turned to look at me. “What? If you’re worried about sleeping in the room where it happened, you don’t need to be. Unless you’re planning on kipping downstairs.” It was interesting how strongly Freddie was reacting to news of this murder. When he thought he might actually be in danger.

“Do you think Immy knows?” said Freddie. “And her parents?

“Of course,” said Rupert, as the car rolled to a halt in front of the house. None of us made a move to exit the vehicle. “And they obviously don’t think it’s a big deal.”

“Look,” I said. “It was ten years ago, and the murderer is locked away.” Ish. Well, someone was locked away. “And like the article says, the guy who killed them was known to them. Ninety-nine per cent of the time, you’re likely to be murdered by someone who is known to you. Not a random weirdo in the woods.” I was creeped out by the article too. The glass house was too exposed to really feel safe, and I didn’t like the thought of a killer from ten years ago potentially still being at large. But my plans would be ruined if Freddie decided to head home.

“I have another job,” said Karl, a hint of irritation in his voice. “I’ve already done you all a favour by hanging around and you’ve got your food now. I need to get going.”

“Fine,” said Freddie, and he got out of the car and hurried into the house, like he was worried about someone lunging at him from the woods. It was the wrong place to go to feel safe though; we watched as he entered the living room, where Immy was painting her nails. He said something to her, and they both looked out at us in the driveway, like a silent play.

“He’s a bit of a coward, that boy,” said Karl quietly to me, as I got out. I held back a snort, pleased that he could tell I was someone he could make that sort of comment to. Immy or Rupert likely would have been offended that the person who had been paid to drive them dared to have a negative opinion of them.

“Thanks again,” I said to him.

Rupert tapped his foot impatiently by the boot. I guessed he was waiting for me to help him unload it. We did so in silence, and once we’d finished Karl nodded at us.

“I am booked in to collect you all Sunday evening, at 6 p.m.,” he said, and climbed into his car, immediately starting the engine and driving away, disappearing in a cloud of dust.

We took the bags inside and Rupert went into the kitchen to unpack them, while I headed to the living room. Immy looked completely unbothered by any information Freddie may or may not have told her about the murders.

“By the way, my cousins stayed here a few weeks ago,” she said to me. “The doll is probably theirs.” She inspected her nails, and I couldn’t tell whether she was deliberately not meeting my eyes. Was she lying about her cousins leaving behind their doll trapped in fake ice?

“Do they normally play with dolls?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” said Immy, impatience creeping into her voice. “But this conversation is boring me now.” She waved her hand to dismiss me, and anger sparked in my chest. She was treating me like staff, someone who would curtsey and leave at her orders. I bet that was the way they all saw me, an annoying fly they had to put up with because I had been with them the night of the murder and wanted to write about what had happened. They probably figured it was best to keep me close, to protect themselves.

I choked down a response. I was not here to argue; I was here for information. It took all my willpower not to do a sarcastic curtsey, and I marched from the room into the kitchen. Rupert was standing at a counter, measuring protein powder into a glass. I ignored him as I shoved some pizzas in the oven, with more force than I intended, rattling the tray. He looked up in surprise, like he had been so engrossed in his task he hadn’t noticed me enter the room.

I started the timer on the oven. It was 3 p.m., so too late for lunch and too early for dinner, but I was hungry. And also thirsty. I grabbed a glass from the cupboard and went to the sink.

And a fountain of blood gushed from the tap.
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