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A journey through Sicily, a family secret, and the villa that changes everything.When Josie loses
her mother, she finds an old journal locked in a drawer along with a plane ticket. Her mother, who
never travelled abroad, was going to Sicily without telling a soul. Why was she keeping her trip to
Sicily a secret and who is the mysterious woman who wrote the journal?Josie travels to Sicily
and follows in the footsteps of two young women in the journal, sisters who visited the Italian
island in the nineteen sixties. What secrets will Josie uncover and why does she feel she is
being followed at every turn?Josie soon discovers there was more to their trip than a just a
holiday. Amongst the stunning sites and scenery of Sicily, an unimaginable tale of love, loss and
tragedy unfolds. The tentacles of their story reach down the generations.Josie and Michael, a
young American on the tour, soon realise their part in this story is only just beginning…Can they
right the wrongs of the past before it’s too late? And what of their future? They might just be
falling in love.

About the AuthorSophia Rolle is Graduate Programmes Coordinator and Senior Lecturer of
Tourism Management in the Centre for Hotel and Tourism Management, Faculty of Social
Sciences at the University of the West Indies.Jessica Minnis is a Professor of Sociology in the
School of Social Sciences at the University of The Bahamas.Ian Bethell-Bennett is an Associate
Professor and former Dean of Liberal and Fine Arts at the University of The Bahamas.--This text
refers to the hardcover edition.
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thought you were taking some time off?’Josie was sitting at her desk, staring out of the window.
Only family or a close friend would call her by her given name. Ever since she had started
school, to the world at large she was Josie. Now her mother was gone, there was only one
person who called her by her long-winded name – their oldest friend, Sal.Josie composed
herself before she turned her head to acknowledge him. She caught his concerned expression.
It was only a fortnight since the funeral, but she couldn’t bear sitting at home feeling sorry for
herself and had thought returning to work would help. Unfortunately, this wasn’t the place to be if
she didn’t want a constant reminder of her loss. She had worked in the small independent
publishing company since leaving school at eighteen, choosing to intern before she started
university. College never happened. She’d met her first and only boyfriend that summer, and
they’d been together ever since. No wedding bells or children yet, but they were what everyone
expected. Matt had wanted to get married sooner rather than later – it was Josie who had held
back from taking that final step, and then eleven years had gone by in a flash.She looked out of
the window at the London street scene two storeys below. It was only four weeks ago that she’d
been sitting at her desk, staring into space and daydreaming, when she’d heard the awful sound
of screeching tyres and a loud bang. The police had said it was a hit and run. Josie’s mother had
only walked out of the office to the local deli across the road for a sandwich when it happened. A
joy rider was doing sixty miles an hour down the residential street when she stepped into its



path. Josie couldn’t believe that it had all happened such a short time ago. Before her mother
had walked out of the door, they’d been having the same old quarrel. She remembered the last
thing her mother had said.‘How would it appear if I sent you, my daughter, on an all-expenses-
paid trip abroad?’Josie recalled her response. ‘But I work here. You send the other staff
writers.’Thinking about it now, she sighed. As a child, Josie had learned that she would never win
such an argument. Her mother was a force to be reckoned with. She’d had a short-lived
relationship when she was eighteen. Although Josie knew her father – he commuted to London
for work, and they met occasionally for lunch – he was now married with a family. That left her
mother to raise her alone and run a small but successful independent publishing company.All
Josie wanted was for her mum to trust her judgement and take her seriously as a writer. She still
found herself thinking about the last conversation they’d had, right here in this office.‘Writers
write, darling. You tend to, well, daydream.’‘But writers daydream. That’s how they think up
stories.’‘I know, but at some point you must stop daydreaming, pick up a pen and do some work.
I have yet to see that.’It was true. She thought of all the times she had sat at this desk, face in
hands, staring out of the window and imagining her own book in print when she was meant to be
typing and editing manuscripts. Then there were the countless arguments over why she couldn’t,
just for once, go abroad to research a travel guide. Her mother always had to have the last word.
‘The answer is still no. You’re my daughter. It would look as though I’m favouring you.’ It turned
out she’d had the final word – forever.Josie shook her head sadly. There would be no more
arguments. No more cross words or uncomfortable silences or sulking on her part. Perhaps if
she hadn’t brought up the subject of going abroad and writing a travel book again that morning,
her mum wouldn’t have stormed out of the office and straight into the path of a car. She didn’t
normally go to the deli that early. If she had stepped out at her usual time, then the car
screeching down the road too fast would have been long gone. Still feeling wretched about the
events that led up to her mother’s death, Josie wished she could take back that
argument.‘Josephine?’Josie glanced at Sal. She’d forgotten he was standing in the doorway. ‘I’m
fine, honestly.’ She could tell by his expression that he knew she was lying.If anyone saw right
through her, it was Salvatore. She’d known him all her life. Now in his seventies, he popped into
the office every day. He’d set up the small London publishing house, which specialised in travel
books, when he’d arrived in England from some Mediterranean country – Josie had never been
sure which one. He’d retired ten years earlier and had passed the reins to her mother, who had
started working there after leaving school when Sal had advertised for a secretary for his modest
start-up company – so the story went.Sal didn’t have any family of his own. The company had
loyal employees – some had been here all their working lives. They felt like family to Josie, and
she imagined that for Sal it was the same.She smiled fondly at the old man with his familiar
Mediterranean appearance. Despite his slight frame, he had a deep baritone voice which she
enjoyed listening to. As a child, she had always gone to the office after school to do her
homework while her mother was working, and Sal would tell her adventure stories of smugglers
in far-off lands.Josie had been an inquisitive child and had often asked him where he came from.



It had become a running joke – each time she’d asked, he’d recounted a different story. Once,
he’d been a pirate from the high seas. ‘Like Captain Jack from Pirates of the Caribbean?’ she’d
replied. On another occasion, he’d said he was an explorer from southern Spain who’d searched
for buried treasure in the foothills of the Sierra Nevada mountain range. Yet another time, he’d
been a bounty hunter who caught fugitives from the law and collected the reward money.When
Josie got older, and she was into boys and makeup, she didn’t care where he came from; what
mattered was that he was here, a close family friend whom she loved dearly.Sal wandered
around to her side of the desk and perched on the tabletop. His large dark eyes studied her.
‘What are you doing here? I thought Matthew was taking you on a break somewhere.’Josie
shook her head. ‘I don’t need a holiday.’‘I think you do.’‘How do you know what I need?’ Josie
blurted angrily. She backtracked. ‘Sorry.’ She hadn’t meant to sound like a petulant teenager.
Since her mother’s death she was tired of people, however well-meaning, telling her what was
good for her. What she needed was to get back in the saddle and go to work.‘I understand,
Josephine,’ Sal said in that soft, musical tone of his. His voice brought back childhood memories
of the times he had read bedtime stories to her, lulling her off to sleep while her mother finished
work in the office downstairs. She recalled her mother saying that as a single parent, she had
landed on her feet with such an understanding employer and a job that came with an apartment
in the building.Josie had never known her grandparents on her mother’s side; she had no
recollection of them at all as she’d been a toddler when they passed away. Her paternal
grandparents weren’t around; her father was from New Zealand, where his parents still lived.
Although she’d skyped them occasionally when she was a teenager, once her father married
and his new family came along, her contact with her grandparents fizzled out. They exchanged
birthday and Christmas cards, but they had never figured much in her life. She saw Sal as the
grandfather she’d never had.‘What are you thinking about, Josephine?’‘Oh, I don’t know.
Nothing, really.’Was her mother’s death nothing, really? That’s all she could think about; the
screeching of tyres, that almighty bang, and the scene playing out in the street below as if in
slow motion. She recalled people running towards a woman lying face down on the pavement
and spotting a familiar handbag, its contents strewn across the street.Sal stood up and closed
the blind, giving Josie a start. ‘Will you stop staring out of the window and look at me?’Josie
shifted in her seat.‘You need a change of scene.’She glanced through the open doorway into the
office beyond. She saw heads turning, looking her way. She focused her attention on Sal and
sighed. ‘That’s what everyone keeps telling me.’‘Well, why don’t you take their advice?’‘I don’t
want to go anywhere.’Sal’s craggy features twisted into a knowing smile. ‘A short time ago, that
was all you talked about.’Josie frowned at him. ‘Not anymore.’‘I see.’ He glanced around her
small office. ‘In that case, isn’t it about time you moved next door?’‘What do you
mean?’‘Someone has got to head up the company. I want it to be you.’She stared at him in
surprise. ‘You want me to take over from my mum?’ Josie knew there were more experienced
employees than her. She shifted her attention to the small group of staff writers, most of whom
she’d know since childhood. They were sitting at wooden desks. Some had taken their laptops to



the leather sofas and easy chairs by the bay window with cups of coffee. The smell of coffee
always permeated the air in the office.On the walls there were maps of far-flung places and
posters, some old and dog-eared, brought back from their travels over the years. Along one wall
were oak floor-to-ceiling bookshelves full of not only the travel books they had published but
novels and reference material. There were rugs on the floor and standard lamps dotted about. If
someone were to wander in off the street, they could be forgiven for thinking they had walked
into a rather quaint seventies-style café – one of those quirky places in London where you might
relax on a sofa with a cup of coffee and pick a book off a bookshelf. The office was characteristic
of its owner – laid back and low key.Sal’s publishing house wasn’t a large concern, which was
what made it so special. He had never wanted his employees to come into work on Monday
mornings just wishing to get to the weekend. There was no formal dress code, so everyone wore
what they felt comfortable in. Sal was way ahead of his time regarding flexible working hours too.
You could rock up at the weekend and in the evening or work long days to have a shorter week.
Providing you put in your hours, Sal didn’t care. It was little wonder that whoever got a job here
never left. Josie had watched the writers who’d started there young, back when she was a child,
going on assignments abroad to research travel books – something she had wanted to do
herself until a month ago. Then she’d seen them settle down and start families, making way for
new blood, like Maya.Josie noticed Maya beavering away in the outer office and frowned. She
was tanned and confident. She’d travelled the world on several gap years and been to many
exotic places, from South and Central America to India, and a lot of other countries Josie
couldn’t remember. Regardless of the weather, she always turned up in shorts, hiking boots and
a khaki shirt, looking as though she was about to go on Safari rather than spend a day in the
office. And she was still only twenty-four. For someone who had grown up surrounded by travel
writers and books, Josie had been nowhere, and she was approaching thirty. Maya wasn’t only
confident but also ambitious. The way she sucked up to Sal got on Josie’s nerves. Josie tutted
and turned her attention from the young woman and newest recruit towards the older, more
experienced staff she’d known since childhood – those in their forties, fifties and sixties. She
remembered coming home from high school, sitting in the office on the sofa, and being
entertained by stories of their recent travels when she was meant to be upstairs in the flat doing
her homework.Growing up in a single-parent household and hardly seeing the few relatives she
had, this place was Josie’s home; these people were her extended family. She’d known most of
them her whole life – so how could she become their boss? She imagined most of them looked
at her and remembering her as a chubby five-year-old girl with big green eyes and long brown
hair in pigtails.The reason they might remember her in pigtails was that she had changed little in
the intervening twenty-four years. Not that she still wore her hair in pigtails, but she was still
chubby, and no amount of diet or exercise seemed to shift the weight. She loved her hazel eyes,
though, inherited from her father, and her porcelain skin. But it was her hair everyone
complimented her on; she had long tresses like her mother – except that Josie’s natural colour
was mousy brown, whilst her mother’s was jet black.When she was a teenager, she had (like



almost every teen) hated her appearance, so she’d had her hair dyed the same colour as her
mum’s. It didn’t suit her one bit. With her pale complexion, it just made her look pallid. She didn’t
know who she took after, with her round, freckled face. It certainly wasn’t her mother. She had
always envied her mother’s high cheekbones, sultry dark eyes and beautiful jet black hair.Josie
grimaced, wishing her train of thought hadn’t led back to her mum. She stared through the open
doorway at the people she’d grown up around and wondered again how she could become their
boss.‘What are you thinking?’ Sal asked, cutting right across her thoughts. He was still perched
on her desk.She switched her attention to Sal. ‘Why are you asking me to take over from Mum?
Almost everyone is more experienced than me. And I have been nowhere.’‘You could change
that. Take a holiday. Go abroad. Have some fun.’Josie looked at him as though he was unhinged.
Have some fun? Her mother was dead, and it was all her fault. The last thing on her mind right
now was taking off abroad, let alone having some fun.As if reading her thoughts, Sal said, ‘If you
don’t want a holiday, here’s an idea. Why don’t you pick a country and go travelling in the name
of research? Then you could call it a working holiday, if that will make you feel better.’‘Sal,
nothing will make me feel better.’‘It wasn’t your fault,’ he said quietly.Josie held up her hand to
stop him right there. She had no intention of going travelling or taking over her mother’s position.
She didn’t deserve either. She turned her attention to the pages she was editing in a new travel
book. ‘Sal, I’ve got work to do.’Sal stood up and rubbed the back of his leg where he had
perched for too long and given himself cramp. He looked down at Josie, who had made herself
busy with a pencil, circling words and making shorthand notes in the margin of the page. He
sighed. Sal understood more than Josie would ever know. Loss. It was and always had been the
footnote to his life.He stood there watching her for a moment and remembered the little girl in
pigtails who had been intrigued by his foreign accent. ‘Why do you talk funny?’ she had kept
asking him. That question had always preceded a tall tale about his life as a spy or a bounty
hunter or a pirate. His favourite story had been that he was an explorer who travelled the world
looking for treasure. Never once had any of his stories touched on the truth. How could they?
She had been just a child. But even now, he would never want her to learn the truth. Would she
ever look at him the same way again if she realised that the world he had created, this little
publishing house filled with books and good people, was very different from the life he had been
destined for?‘Sal, it’s very disconcerting to have you watching me when I’m working.’‘Of course. I
will take my leave.’Josie stole a glance at him before returning to her work.He paused in the
doorway. ‘When you’re ready, the office next door is waiting for you.’‘Sal, I am not—’ Josie
stopped when she heard the door to her room click shut. Through the glass door, she eyed him
walking through the office beyond. Everyone looked up, exchanging fond smiles with Sal, who
always stopped and took an interest in what they were doing. They loved and respected him, just
as they had respected Josie’s mother. But would they respect Josie too when they found out that
Sal had just handed her the position of heading up the company? There were more experienced
members of staff who deserved to be considered for the post. Even the new recruit, Maya, had
more experience writing and travelling.At first, Josie couldn’t see Sal’s reasoning for offering her



the job, although she had an idea; he felt sorry for her and thought she’d want to take over from
her mum. Well, she didn’t. It wasn’t right. It was all her fault – didn’t he get that? Her mum should
still have been sitting in the office next door, telling her she wasn’t cut out to be a writer and
couldn’t go travelling at the company’s expense. Oh, how Josie wished she could rewind the
clock.She caught herself staring out of the window again and frowned. Her mother was right.
This was where she belonged; editing other people’s work and just daydreaming about life
beyond these four walls.Chapter 2‘So, have you sorted her stuff out yet?’Before Josie could
reply, Matt added, ‘It shouldn’t take this long, surely.’Josie frowned. She wished he would stop
saying that. She’d been staying at the flat above the office since her mother passed away a
month ago, and knew what he was asking – wasn’t it time she came home?She turned over in
bed with her mobile phone still pressed to her ear and glanced at the clock. It was early in the
morning. He must have been on a night shift and had called her as soon as he’d returned home.
Maybe he was hoping that one day he’d return from work and she’d be there. Josie listened to
Matt chatting. She switched on the bedside lamp and lay on her back in the single bed, staring
at the ceiling. She had already been awake before his call – she’d woken with a start, imagining
she’d heard her mother using the bathroom or making tea. She’d been dreaming.It didn’t help
that she was sleeping in her old bedroom. It hadn’t changed since she’d left home to live with
Matt when barely out of her teens. Most of the items in the room had been here since her
childhood, like the fairy frieze running along the pink walls, the matching table lamp and
lampshade, and the dainty white wooden furniture. There were later additions; a desk piled with
dog-eared homework diaries, Take That posters, and a stack of CDs she no longer listened to. It
made her think that perhaps it wasn’t only her mother’s things she should clear out. This room,
stuck in a time-warp, needed sorting out too. ‘So, how was your day?’ Matt asked down the
phone. ‘Work going okay?’Josie didn’t bother telling him about her promotion. She knew he was
skirting around the real reason for his call: what was she still doing there?At first, she’d wanted
some space, some time on her own without the suffocating scrutiny of her boyfriend checking
she was all right. If she burst into tears at the least little thing that reminded her of her mum, it
was natural, and okay when she was on her own. When she was around Matt, for his sake she
pretended she was fine so that she didn’t upset him. But it was exhausting. That’s why she’d
decamped to the flat.On her salary in London she couldn’t afford a hotel for a week or two.
Staying at the apartment she grew up in was the logical answer. Her excuse was she needed to
sort out her mother’s things. However, she knew he wasn’t stupid. Every conversation she’d had
with him over the past month, whether over the phone or when they’d met up at the weekend,
she’d caught the concern in his voice. Her boyfriend was worried about her. Perhaps he was
worried about them?Not that he had anything to be concerned about. They had been together
almost ten years. They’d met at a bar in London when she was out with her school friends one
Saturday night celebrating the end of her A-Levels. She was eighteen. He was three years older
than her, fresh out of university with a degree in criminology. He’d just joined the Metropolitan
police on the fast-track graduate programme. By the time he was thirty he’d been made a



detective.She was proud of him, but she sometimes thought that if she heard the words drug
bust or perp one more time, she would scream. She knew he had to get work off his chest; his
job was stressful. It wasn’t like on television where detectives swanned around solving one case
at a time. Like with most jobs, he had targets to meet and, unlike the cop shows, he had multiple
cases and long shifts. It was a world away from her little haven surrounded by travel books and
old leather sofas and the constant smell of percolated coffee in the air.If he hadn’t been on a run
of late shifts, Josie knew he would have popped round, angling to stay the night. She wanted to
avoid that scenario, otherwise he’d discover that she hadn’t done a thing towards sorting out her
mother’s belongings. He’d soon have things organised, getting rid of her mum’s possessions
and trying to dissuade her from keeping some of them. Matt wasn’t very sentimental, and –
unlike Josie – procrastination was not his middle name.It brought to Josie’s mind the rental
apartment they’d lived in for the last ten years; they were starting to pack up for a move to their
own ground floor garden flat. The exchange of contracts was due to take place in the next
fortnight. With two small bedrooms, it would be a squeeze when they started a family, but it was
all they could afford in London on their salaries.Matt was taking the opportunity to get rid of stuff
he saw as hoarding. But for Josie the things they’d acquired over ten years together had more
significance; each item charted the course of their relationship, from their first kettle (which was
still going strong), to the rugs, cushions and lamps she’d bought when they visited Camden
Market. If Matt had his way, it would all go to charity.Josie heaved a sigh. He was still talking. She
hadn’t told him about her inheritance, but was unsure why. She now owned this apartment
outright. Perhaps she realised he’d go straight ahead and make plans – like selling it and putting
the money towards a bigger flat or even a house. There was nothing wrong with that. The
problem was that in going through an unexpected bereavement, she no longer knew what she
wanted.Josie frowned again. Why was she still in the flat? It wasn’t as though there was a lot to
sort out. Her mother hadn’t been a hoarder. She was the most organised person Josie knew;
completely unlike Josie herself. All Josie had to do was box up her mother’s clothes and take
them to a charity shop. There were some old photo albums she’d discovered at the back of the
wardrobe, with a few photographs of her mother as a child and various relatives she’d either
never known or barely saw. In contrast, there were lots of photos of Josie growing up. Other than
that, there was nothing of any great value – no jewellery or family heirlooms.What her mother
had left her was the apartment. Josie imagined the reason her mother hadn’t had fancy jewellery
or designer clothes was that she’d worked hard and saved to pay off the mortgage. Her mother’s
dream had been to retire by the time she was fifty, but being a single parent had meant she’d
pushed that dream back. Josie remembered her mother remarking that this year was the year.
She had taken little notice of what her mum was talking about and hadn’t understood until after
she was gone – but after her death, Josie had realised that this was the year her mother had
planned to retire and do something different with her life. But what? Josie had no idea. She
realised she’d never asked her. Now that opportunity was lost forever.Maybe she’d already
spoken with Sal about her intentions and they had decided, between the two of them, that Josie



would take over when she left. Josie wondered what she would have done with the apartment.
She could have sold it and travelled or rented it out for an income. Instead, it was now in the
hands of her daughter, who was all at sea over her life.Josie stared at the pink children’s mobile
hanging from the ceiling light. Her mother had bought it for her when she was little, when she’d
had a thing about fairies. She ought to take it down, but like everything else in her old bedroom,
she couldn’t bring herself to dismantle her childhood. Although they were only things, she found
them comforting after suffering such a profound loss. Perhaps that’s why she wasn’t telling her
boyfriend about her inheritance. She wanted to hang on to her childhood home, and her mother,
just that bit longer.‘Can I come around later when I’ve had some sleep?’Josie sat up in bed. So
far, she had been back and forward to their rental flat to collect some things like clothes and a
toothbrush. They’d had evening meals together. He’d walked her home before getting the tube
back to their place. Not once had she invited him in. He’d remarked that it felt kind of weird, as
though they were in the early stages of dating again. She recalled that back in their early days
together, he would call on her and face both her mother and Sal giving him the third degree
before they went for an evening out. At least now she didn’t have to be home by eleven o’clock
and worry about her mum catching them kissing in the doorway before he left.‘Josie?’‘Well, I
guess …’‘Great, I’ll bring over some groceries and cook you a meal.’Josie was quiet.‘I don’t have
to cook if you don’t want me to. We could order in or go out for a meal – whatever you want,
sweetheart.’‘Okay.’There was a pause. ‘Did you mean okay to the takeaway or dining
out?’‘Honestly, I don’t … mind.’ Josie had been about to say she didn’t care but caught herself in
time. She would have preferred for everyone to give her some space, but moving into the flat
wasn’t working out quite how she expected. Sal, who lived in the apartment upstairs on the top
floor, was constantly knocking on her door with one excuse or another; he’d run out of milk or
sugar, or he’d cooked way too much food and it seemed a shame for it to go to waste, and would
she like to join him for dinner?She could see right through him – and Matt. If it wasn’t her
boyfriend bugging her, it was Sal. She wanted to scream at them, I’m fine. Will you back
off!‘Josie, are you still there?’‘Oh, yes. What were you saying?’‘About dinner this evening. Do you
want me to bring along a takeaway or eat out?’Josie sighed. ‘I don’t mind, Matt. You
choose.’‘Great! I’ll make it a surprise.’She rolled her eyes and said in a dead-pan voice.
‘Great.’Chapter 3Josie placed her mobile phone on the bedside table. Although it was early, after
the call from Matt she couldn’t get back to sleep. She sighed, got out of bed, slipped on her
dressing gown and trudged along the hallway to the kitchen.She’d just put the kettle on when
she discovered she was out of coffee. She frowned at the empty coffee jar. Opening the door to
the flat, she glanced upstairs. She didn’t want to knock on Sal’s door. Instead, she crept
downstairs to the office. She unlocked the door, stepped inside and closed it behind her. At least
it was the weekend and nobody had turned up for work.She walked over to the coffee machine
and switched it on. A phone rang, making her jump. It was coming from her mother’s office. She
stood outside the door and hesitated. Josie hadn’t been into the room since the day of the fatal
accident. Whoever was phoning would call back on Monday if it was that important. To her relief,



it stopped ringing.She returned to the coffee machine and poured herself a large mug of black
percolated coffee. A moment later she was back outside her mother’s office. She opened the
door and stepped inside. It was small, like her cubby hole of an office next door, but this one had
the added benefit of an extra window, making it bright and airy.Walking over to the mahogany
desk, she set her coffee mug down on the coaster by the phone. There was a computer on the
desktop and some random bits of paperwork; tax returns and invoices. This was just as her mum
had left it when she stormed out of her office after Josie had instigated their row.She sat down in
the leather chair. She wasn’t trying it out for size. It was comfortable. ‘I might get used to this,’ she
said out loud. However, the prospect of being a boss or running a company didn’t fill her with
excitement. She was reaching for her mug of coffee when the phone rang again. She sighed and
picked up the receiver, scanning the desk for a pen and paper in case she had to take a
message. Josie raised an eyebrow. Take a message? Who was she taking a message for?
Whether she liked it or not, this was her desk now, her message – if there was one. At least until
she found a replacement that both she and Sal agreed upon. Despite not wanting to take over
the reins, Josie realised she couldn’t walk out on Sal and her friends. The people who had
worked here deserved stability and security regarding their jobs – she owed them that
much.Matt would understand when she told him she wanted to leave her job as soon as
possible. In fact, Josie imagined it might please him. The subject of children had come up on
more than one occasion. He was keen to get married and start a family. With his shift-work, Josie
would have to go part time or stop working altogether. It would have been nice if it was a
discussion and not, like everything else, a done deal once Matt had made his mind up.She still
hadn’t found a pen. ‘Can I help you?’ she asked down the phone while trying the desk drawers.
To her surprise, one of the drawers was locked. ‘That’s odd. Oh, sorry – I wasn’t talking to you.
How can I help?’‘Is this the cat sanctuary?’Josie smiled. They got that a lot. One digit
differentiated their number from the Blue Cross at the end of the street. Josie gave the woman
directions and the correct phone number before putting the phone down. She sat there staring at
the desk, then had another go at opening the drawer. It was stuck or locked. She gave it a good
strong tug and concluded it wasn’t stuck. She glanced through the glass door to the office
beyond. We are all friends here. Josie frowned. Why would her mother need to lock her desk?‘I
wonder where the key is?’ she mused, glancing around the tidy office. She searched through the
two filing cabinets to one side of the desk, but all she found was paperwork. She picked up the
pots on the windowsill and looked underneath. She sighed. As if her mother would hide a key in
plain sight.‘I’ve got an idea.’ She thought about getting a knife from the flat upstairs to prise it
open, but she couldn’t bear the possibility of damaging the beautiful old mahogany desk that
had sat in this office ever since she could remember. She glanced around the room. If the key
wasn’t in the office … she raised her eyes, thinking of her mother’s place.Josie took her coffee
back upstairs. As she walked into the apartment, she paused and glanced up the flight of stairs
that led to Sal’s flat. Perhaps he would know where her mother kept the key? She listened but
couldn’t hear Sal up and about; there was no sound of the ceiling creaking above her head. It



was early on Sunday morning and she imagined he was still fast asleep.Josie closed the door
and stood there looking down the hallway. It was a large apartment. There was a lounge, dining
room, and two good-sized bedrooms – one with an en suite bathroom. Although it had a galley
kitchen, the high ceilings and generous room proportions gave the whole space an airy feel. The
original large sash windows helped. Although it was an old Victorian house, her mother had had
the flat renovated and furnished to look ultra-modern, with white flush kitchen units, the
bathroom converted into a wet room, and a lounge with wall-mounted television, boxy sofas,
wooden flooring and a modern inset fire.Matt loved the place. It was right up his street. It was so
different to the office downstairs, with its old bookshelves, mahogany desks, and mismatched
faux leather chairs that harked back to another era. She loved the office.This wasn’t the first time
she’d wandered downstairs in her PJs to sit with a morning coffee on a leather chair and stare at
the posters of far-flung places. She smiled, thinking of the cramped desks bunched together for
the small team of seven staff working by the light of desk lamps. Matt couldn’t believe the office
still had old dial phones from the seventies in green and orange. It amused Josie when she
realised that the phones had been there so long – since Sal founded the company – that they
had come back into fashion.Josie finished her coffee, left the mug in the sink, and started her
search for the elusive key in the kitchen, opening drawers and cupboards. She soon exhausted
her search. Everything was so tidy and perfectly arranged. On the worktop was a kettle, a toaster
and a knife block along with a small set of tea, coffee and sugar jars. The cupboards were the
same – there were none of the dishes or jam jars filled with miscellaneous crap that Josie
seemed to collect and stuff away in cupboards or drawers at home.Josie meandered down the
hall and stepped into her mother’s bedroom; a room she had been avoiding. She opened the
drawers in the bedside table. Although her mother was gone, Josie still felt odd going through
her things. It was a strange sensation – as though she was snooping, and her mother would
appear and ask her what she was doing.Ten minutes later, Josie was sitting on the bed, staring
around the room, empty-handed. She’d even been through her mother’s handbag and purse.
Nothing.She was just making her way to the kitchen to get a knife when someone rang the
doorbell. Josie rolled her eyes and changed direction, walking down the hall to the front door.
She knew who it was. Sal would be standing there with some excuse to call on her and check
she was okay.Josie opened the door.‘Surprise!’Josie frowned at Matt. ‘I thought you weren’t
coming around until this evening? You’ve just done a night shift.’‘I couldn’t sleep, so I decided to
pop round. Ta-da!’ He held up a bag. Josie guessed what was inside. He’d bought hot croissants
from the deli across the road. He also had two takeaway Starbucks coffees – her favourite.‘Well,
aren’t you going to invite me in?’‘Matt, I was busy.’‘Busy doing what? It’s Sunday!’Josie glanced
up the stairs. ‘Shush! Keep your voice down.’‘Oh shit, yes.’ Matt’s head swivelled to the stairs, the
look on his face taking her back ten years to the time when he first used to call on her. She
followed his gaze and smiled. No matter what time of day or night Matt turned up, Sal always
appeared, eyeing him coldly and giving off the vibe that he wasn’t good enough for Josie. At
least that’s what Matt said it felt like, although Sal had never said any such thing – not to Josie,



anyway. To this day, Matt still did his utmost to avoid him.Josie opened the door wide and walked
down the hall. She heard Matt hurry into the flat and breathe a sigh of relief as he closed the
door with no sign of Sal. He followed her into the lounge and put the croissants on the table by
the window. He took a seat opposite her and passed her one of the takeaway coffees.She sat at
the table sipping her drink and watched him looking around the flat. She was waiting for the
inevitable question that cropped up every time they saw each other. It was why she preferred him
not to visit.‘So, Josie, when do you have to vacate the flat?’Josie avoided eye contact and stared
out of the window. He’d assumed it was a rental and surmised her mother must have had a
rental agreement due to expire. Josie hadn’t put him in the picture. She knew him. He liked to
make plans. As soon as she told him about her inheritance, he’d start making suggestions about
what they could do with the place. And she’d never hear the end of it until he was satisfied she’d
made a decision.She stood up. ‘I’m going to change out of my PJs.’‘What about your croissant?
It’s still warm.’‘I won’t be long.’ She took her coffee with her.Matt was sitting there staring out of
the window when he heard a soft knock on the door. He got up and walked into the hall, pausing
to listen. There it was again. He glanced towards Josie’s bedroom. She was still changing. He
sighed. He knew who it was. Josie had told him about Sal using any excuse to call. He was
keeping an eye on her.Although it got on Josie’s nerves – she kept telling everyone she was fine
– Matt liked the idea that someone was upstairs, even if it was that irascible old bastard. Not that
he’d ever tell Josie what he thought of Sal. Everyone believed the sun shone out of the old man’s
backside, but then every one of Sal’s friends worked in his company and depended on him to
pay their salaries. Matt could afford to take a more objective stance – but only up to a point. Sal
was Josie’s oldest family friend, and Matt knew that if he got on the wrong side of the man, he
stood to lose the woman he loved.He opened the door, determined to remain in Sal’s good
books. He smiled, realising as he looked at Sal that he wasn’t actually that old; his guess was
early seventies. Of Mediterranean appearance, with dark eyes and grey shaggy hair, Sal was tall
and slim. Although Josie loved him dearly, and said he was the friendliest man you could ever
hope to meet, Matt found him wary and standoffish. But he was Josie’s partner, and she was a
girl Sal had known since her childhood and was very protective over. Was that it? Sometimes
Matt wondered if there was more to it than that.It hadn’t always been this difficult. Back when
Matt was fresh out of college, doing odd jobs to make ends meet, there had been an easy
familiarity between them. But then things had changed. He couldn’t pinpoint the exact moment
this had happened, but it was around the time he’d joined the force. He didn’t take it personally.
Some people weren’t that enamoured by the police; they looked at you differently. Some of his
mates had been the same when they found out he’d become a policeman.He hadn’t been about
to change his career because of people’s attitudes, but he had lost friends over it. Their loss had
been Matt’s attitude. But the situation with Sal was different. He was the closest person Josie
had to family. With paternal grandparents she hardly knew and a father who wasn’t in her life in
any meaningful way – he was planning to return to New Zealand with his wife and their children –
Matt and Sal were it. So Matt bent over backwards to be friendly, even though it was not



reciprocated. ‘Hi, Sal.’‘Ah, Matt.’ Sal looked at him in surprise.For a moment, Matt assumed Sal
wasn’t pleased to see him. That wouldn’t be a first. Then the older man’s face broke into a broad,
disarming grin. ‘So, you guys have finally moved in.’‘What – here?’ Matt got the impression it
would please Sal if they lived in the flat – he must have missed Josie when she’d left home and
started renting with Matt a few years back.Matt shook his head. ‘We couldn’t afford it even if we
wanted to.’ He would have loved to live in Muswell Hill, an upmarket residential location with a
peaceful village feel, but he knew it would always be beyond his reach on public sector pay. ‘The
rent must be sky high.’‘It’s just as well you wouldn’t have to pay rent.’‘What do you mean,
Sal?’‘Unless Josie charges you rent to move in with her.’ He chuckled. ‘Better not get in her bad
books.’ He winked at Matt. ‘Now, the reason I called was that I’m going shopping …’Matt glanced
at the empty bag in Sal’s hand. Although the Victorian property was in a residential area, Sal
didn’t have to go far to buy groceries. A few streets away was a small high street with
independent stores – a butcher, a fruit and veg shop, a delicatessen, and a general store where
he bought his groceries.‘Do you know if Josie needs anything?’Matt shook his head.‘Well, tell
her to let me know if she does. She’s got my number.’He resisted the urge to tease when Sal got
out an ancient mobile phone, the like of which he hadn’t seen since he was a student. The old
man’s mobile had buttons! Matt nodded. He stood there in the open doorway staring after him as
he made his way down the stairs. The front door clicked shut as Sal stepped outside.‘What’s
going on?’ Josie walked out of her bedroom and spotted Matt standing in the hall, the door wide
open.Matt turned around. ‘I might ask you the same question.’‘What’s that supposed to
mean?’‘That was Sal.’‘Ah,’ Josie sighed. ‘What was his excuse for calling on me this time?’Matt
didn’t answer. He closed the front door and turned around. ‘Is there something you’re not telling
me?’She’d had a quick shower before changing into a pair of jeans and one of Matt’s old
university sweatshirts. She stopped towel-drying her hair and looked at him. ‘I don’t know what
you mean.’Matt narrowed his eyes. ‘When did you say the rental agreement was up on this flat
and you had to move out?’Josie stared at him. Why was he asking her that now? She glanced
past him at the front door. Had Sal said something?Matt ran a hand through his short blonde
hair, blazing blue eyes locked on her. ‘There’s no rental agreement, is there?’ It wasn’t a
question. ‘Your mother wasn’t renting this apartment. She owned it. And now it’s yours.’Crap!
Josie looked anywhere but at him.Matt stepped forward. ‘Why would you lie to me?’‘I didn’t. You
just assumed—’‘Well, of course I assumed it was rented. I mean look at this place. It must be
worth—’ Matt couldn’t come up with a figure off the top of his head, but in this area, he knew it
was a lot of money. ‘I didn’t think your mum earned that much working for such a small concern.
Where did she get the money to buy this place?’Josie had never thought about where the
money came from. She blurted defensively, ‘How do I know? She bought it years ago. Perhaps
they were dirt cheap back then.’There were various scenarios running through Matt’s mind as to
why Josie hadn’t told him she’d inherited the apartment. He settled on the most obvious; she
was leaving him. She just didn’t know how to tell him. Well, he would save her the hassle. He
turned around and walked out of the door, slamming it shut behind him.‘Matt!’ Josie rushed to



the door and opened it. ‘Where are you going?’‘Home,’ he shouted over his shoulder as he
hurried down the stairs.‘But you’ve just got here!’The next thing she heard was the main door to
the house slam shut. Crap! Josie shook her head. She shouldn’t have kept something like this
from him. She knew that he must now be wondering if she didn’t want them to buy a place
together. With the money from selling this apartment, they would be able to purchase a bigger
apartment or a small house if they stretched themselves. Or live in her mother’s flat mortgage-
free.Little wonder it had pissed him off. There he was, still planning and working towards the
exchange of contracts on the flat, when all along she had known they had more options after her
inheritance.Josie heaved a sigh. She didn’t feel like chasing after him and arguing in the street.
He was tired. She was tired. She decided it was best if he went home to bed and she popped
round that evening to give him a chance for the news to sink in. Then she’d explain herself. Or try
to. Josie wasn’t even sure why she hadn’t told him. She’d told no one apart from Sal.Her search
for the key to that locked drawer in her mother’s desk all but forgotten, Josie took her croissant
and went down to the office to catch up on some work. She couldn’t be bothered to resume the
search for the key or take a knife down to prise open the drawer. What was in there was probably
of no consequence anyway. When she sat down, this time she didn’t stare out of the window and
daydream. She set to work on editing. Apart from a short lunch break during which she grabbed
a sandwich from the small deli across the road, trying not to think of her mother as she did so,
she carried on working until she fell asleep at her desk.When she was roused by the sound of a
police siren way off in the distance, it was late. If Matt had popped round, he’d probably thought
she was out or refusing to answer her door. The last place he’d look was in the office on a
Sunday evening. She glanced at her phone. There were no messages, and it was too late to call.
Matt would have started his shift.Josie sighed and took herself off to bed. She felt shattered. She
was about to set her alarm for work when she discovered that the batteries in the clock had died,
and her mobile phone needed recharging. Climbing out of bed, she walked into her mother’s
bedroom. As she reached for the alarm clock, she knocked over the small wooden music box on
the bedside table. During her childhood, her mother had often wound it up and let her listen to it
as she fell asleep, but she was never allowed to play with it. It was too delicate for inquisitive
podgy fingers.Josie tried to catch the music box as it slipped from her hand and landed on the
rug by the bed. It appeared broken. ‘Oh, no!’ she exclaimed. All those years, she had been told
not to touch it in case she broke it; she had been renowned for her clumsiness. Then, in one fell
swoop, she had done just that.She knelt and picked up the box, only to discover that it wasn’t
broken; the music box opened. There was a lid of sorts; a piece of wood that slid open and
reminded her of a battery compartment. Inside was the mechanism. She remembered her
mother telling her once that the music box had stopped working. Perhaps the mechanism had
jammed.She realised she would love to listen to it again. She wasn’t mechanically minded at all,
but if there was something obvious …She switched on the table lamp to take a closer look. That
was when she found it. She could see what had jammed the mechanism. She tipped the small
wooden box up, and out fell a key.Chapter 4The door to the office opened just as Josie was



about to unlock the desk drawer.‘Ah, there you are. Well, well, isn’t this a turn-up for the books?’
Sal grinned at the sight of Josie sitting at her mother’s desk.Josie frowned, wondering what Sal
was on about. ‘Oh.’ She rolled her eyes at him. He was under the misapprehension that she had
moved office. Perhaps he thought she’d chewed it over at the weekend and here she was, bright
and early on Monday morning, deciding it was time to step into her mother’s shoes.She looked
through the glass door into the room beyond and could see her colleagues and good friends
drifting into work, giving her an encouraging thumbs-up when they saw her sitting at the desk.
Josie shook her head and leaned down to put the little key in the lock.When she had found the
key the previous night, she was too tired to find out if it fitted. She’d been intending to do it early
in the morning but had gone to bed and forgotten all about setting the alarm clock. She’d risen
late and had only just made it downstairs before everyone else arrived. She had barely sat down
in her mother’s comfortable leather chair when Sal had walked in on her. He was still standing in
the doorway, grinning at her.Josie sighed. She wanted a bit of privacy. ‘Do you mind?’‘Oh, of
course. I’ll leave you to get on.’‘Thank you.’ She watched him close the door. ‘Now for the
moment of truth,’ she whispered under her breath as she turned the key in the lock. It occurred to
her that if there was something in this drawer she was meant to find, her mother would have left
instructions in her will. It wasn’t as though her mum hadn’t been thorough in arranging her affairs.
She had discussed nothing with Josie regarding her wishes if she were to die; perhaps she felt
that as she was only approaching her mid-fifties, it was premature to have that conversation. But
she had consulted a solicitor and drawn up a will. There was no mention of the business in the
will because Sal owned it, so that left her personal estate. Nowhere was there reference to a key
and a locked drawer. Josie wondered for a moment if she’d forgotten. Then she frowned. She
knew her mother; she wouldn’t simply forget. There had to be more to it than that.Josie pulled
open the drawer. Inside was a large manila envelope. She picked it up and discovered
something else; underneath was a paper wallet with a British Airways motif on the front. ‘What’s
this?’ she said aloud. She opened the wallet and revealed a plane ticket dated for the day after
tomorrow.‘Palermo, Sicily?’ Josie’s mouth dropped open. Her mother hadn’t told her she was
going on a trip. In fact, it was a frequent joke amongst her colleagues that she had worked all
these years running a company that published travel books, and yet she had never once
stepped foot abroad – for work or leisure. When Josie was younger, she and her mum had spent
school summer holidays in Devon or Cornwall. Once, they had ventured to the Isle of
Wight.Josie’s attention drifted from the plane ticket to the envelope. It had to be something to do
with this. But what was the big secret, and when had her mum planned to tell her?Josie put the
manila envelope on the desk, opened the flap and looked inside. There was a notebook. When
she got it out, she realised it was an old leather-bound journal.‘Interesting,’ she said to herself,
opening the cover to the first page. Drawn in pencil was a map. It was a tour, and the starting
point had the word ‘Palermo’ scribbled beside it. She traced the pencil line to each destination
until it ended at a place called Taormina. After a quick flick through the pages, she discovered
that there was a date in the top left-hand corner of each page, and a title on the first page – An



Englishwoman in Sicily. It appeared to be a memoir. Josie frowned. It was certainly travel-related,
but since when had the company started publishing memoirs?The journal was handwritten by a
young woman on a Grand Tour of Sicily in the sixties and was bound with a pretty but faded
braid. She wondered when it had come into her mother’s possession and whether the writer was
still alive. Josie read the postmark on the envelope. Although smudged, it had a Royal Mail date
stamp from four weeks ago. Seeing the foreign postage stamps, she also surmised that it had
been sent from Sicily.She picked up the package, expecting to find a letter explaining the reason
it had been sent there. There was nothing more. Josie looked through the other drawers. She’d
already been through her mother’s things upstairs when she was searching for the key. She
hadn’t come across any correspondence relating to a journal from Sicily.She glanced at the filing
cabinet and couldn’t imagine that her mother had filed it away with employees’ personnel
records and her tax returns. The most likely explanation was that she’d got rid of it. That was a
shame. Josie would have liked to learn more about this mystery writer, especially as she
assumed her mother had planned on flying out to meet her. Josie frowned. Her mother never
travelled to meet clients. What was so special about this one?Josie got out the plane ticket. That
was when she noticed something else tucked inside the wallet. There was a leaflet detailing a
tour through Sicily, and it followed a similar route to the one in the journal. She arched an
eyebrow. ‘Well, this is interesting.’ Her mother had clearly intended to follow in the footsteps of
the writer of this journal – this person who called herself An Englishwoman in Sicily; she was
joining a ten-day tour from Palermo. The destination was Taormina.Josie shook her head,
thinking that perhaps she’d got it all wrong. Maybe her mother hadn’t been intending to meet the
writer at all, but just to visit Sicily to write a travel book.‘Why didn’t you mention what you were
planning?’ Josie murmured, staring at the plane ticket. ‘Were you going to tell me nearer the
time? Was that your intention?’ She glanced through the glass door at the office beyond and
suddenly felt self-conscious – she was sitting at the desk talking to herself. The door was closed,
so hopefully no one had heard her. She could see everyone beavering away; no one was looking
in her direction – apart from Maya.Maya smiled at her sympathetically.Josie gave her a wary
look. Their newest employee was wearing her trade-mark shorts and khaki tee-shirt, blonde hair
tied back. There was no formal dress code at work, but wasn’t she taking informal a bit too far?
Josie didn’t know what her mother saw in Maya. Probably something Josie herself was lacking.
Josie averted her gaze. She didn’t want to go down that rabbit hole, feeling as though she had
turned out a huge disappointment.You’re good at editing, she reminded herself.She glanced at
the journal, wondering if her mother had been considering branching out and publishing more
than just travel books – perhaps memoirs, or even novels? She couldn’t imagine it. That was
when another possibility occurred to Josie. She wondered if her mum had confided in someone
in the office. She looked through the glass door at the tall, tanned, slim young woman who had
travelled extensively. If her mum had confided in someone, she would rather it wasn’t Maya.She
rose from the desk and walked to the door. ‘Maya, can I have a word?’The Australian beauty got
up. When she entered the room, Josie closed the door behind her. Maya pursed her lips. She



wasn’t stupid. She was aware that Josie had taken an instant dislike to her. She couldn’t help the
fact that she was slim, leggy and attractive. It wasn’t her fault that other people’s boyfriends
noticed her. She’d seen Josie’s partner staring at her when he came to the office one day to
meet Josie for lunch. Perhaps his wandering eye hadn’t gone unnoticed.Damn! Maya silently
swore. She needed this position more than Josie would ever know. But now Josie was running
the small publishing house, she bet it meant she was out of a job. Maya looked at her new boss
and guessed what this was about; she was letting her go.Josie sat down behind the desk,
motioning for Maya to take a seat opposite her. She noticed that Maya’s cheerful disposition had
evaporated as soon as she stepped foot in the room and imagined what she was expecting; that
Josie had called her into the office to tell her she had got the sack.Josie knew that she disliked
Maya for reasons that were not Maya’s fault, but she wasn’t about to fire a talented travel writer.
She wondered what sort of person it would make her if the first decision she made, as head of
the company, was to get rid of a dedicated member of staff because she’d let her personal
issues impede her professional judgement. It wasn’t Maya’s fault that her new boss had
insecurities over her weight – she would always be big-boned as her mother used to say – and
over the sheltered life she’d led compared to her well-travelled colleague.Josie looked at Maya,
whose blonde hair was swept back in a ponytail and whose green eyes were studying her
intently. ‘Did you know my mum was going abroad?’ she asked.Maya’s expression told Josie that
she hadn’t a clue what her new boss was talking about. Josie sighed in relief. She didn’t want to
find out that her mother had confided in Maya about her plans.‘Was she going on holiday?’ Maya
asked.Josie shook her head. ‘Honestly, I have no idea. I found a plane ticket and a brochure for a
tour in Sicily.’ She decided not to mention the journal.‘Sounds like an amazing place to see,’
commented Maya.‘You’ve never been?’Maya shook her head. ‘Since arriving in England, other
than the assignments abroad for the company, I’ve been nowhere else in Europe. Sicily is on my
bucket list.’Josie nodded. She kind of knew that. She had seen Maya’s CV. Maya had travelled
from Australia through New Zealand, the Far East and the Americas, and had landed here
intending to see the sights before setting off on the next leg of her journey through Europe. She
had visited many countries, written books and a blog, and was super-ambitious. Josie had no
doubt that given half a chance, Maya would be sitting on the other side of the desk. She
imagined that her mother would have preferred a daughter like Maya, who had her head in the
real world, rather than one who spent her time with her head in the clouds, daydreaming of a
different life. Josie had told no one, not even Sal, about her dream to live abroad and write. Maya
coughed, awakening Josie from her daydream. Josie looked across the desk at Maya. The only
reason their newest employee was still here was that she’d fallen in love with a Londoner. Josie
imagined Maya would have left months ago if it hadn’t been for him. She’d started on a six-
month contract – her choice – intent on saving up for the next leg of her travels through Europe.
But now she was in love, she wasn’t going anywhere. At the end of the trial period, her mother
had made her role permanent.That wasn’t the only thing that had changed. When she’d first
started working here, she’d been off on travel writing assignments at every opportunity. Now she



just wanted to stay in London and be with her boyfriend. Travel was consigned to holidays
together and long weekends away.‘Do you think your mum wanted to write a travel book on
Sicily?’ Maya asked.‘What makes you say that?’‘Well, it’s just an observation, and I’m sure this
isn’t news to you, but The Travel Bug hasn’t published a single book on Sicily.’Josie stared at her.
‘That can’t be right, surely. We’ve covered Europe. That’s how the company started before
branching out further afield.’Maya shrugged. ‘Why don’t you check, if you don’t believe me?’ She
glanced over her shoulder at the bookshelves in the main office. They held copies of the
company’s entire back catalogue of travel books.Josie switched on the computer on her desk
and trawled through the catalogue online. A moment later, she looked at Maya in surprise.Maya
nodded her head. ‘I can’t understand it either. How did the largest island in the Mediterranean
get missed?’Josie sat there, deep in thought.Maya wasn’t sure whether that was the end of the
conversation. She hoped it was. She rose from her chair, breathing a sigh of relief. It appeared,
contrary to expectations, that she wasn’t out of a job.She was about to walk out of the office
when she had a thought. She turned around and looked at Josie, who was still staring at the
computer screen. ‘Have you considered going in your mother’s place – to Sicily?’Josie’s gaze
settled on Maya. That was an interesting question. It hadn’t crossed her mind. She was thinking
of the journal, though. Now Maya had raised the idea, another thought occurred to her. Wouldn’t
it be great, not only to go on the tour, but to see how much Sicily had changed in the intervening
years since the journal was written? She could write a modern guide interspersed with
anecdotes from the Englishwoman, if she could get her permission to use her work. Perhaps that
was the reason her mum had planned to travel to Sicily to meet this woman.Josie’s mind was
racing. Wouldn’t it be amazing to write her first travel book, prove to herself that she could do it,
and dedicate it to her late mum? It would be significant because her mother had taken a special
interest in this destination.Maya smiled. ‘You’re thinking of going – aren’t you?’‘I’d like to.’‘So,
what’s stopping you?’Josie sighed. She’d seen the smile light up Sal’s face when he discovered
her sitting in this office. Now she would have to tell him she was going abroad to write a travel
book. Of course, she’d be back. She was doing it for the publishing house and her mother. But
then it wouldn’t stop there; she imagined other trips to far-flung destinations.Maya would be the
first person to tell her that travelling gets under your skin. Josie had always day-dreamed about
travelling and writing. That wasn’t a surprise, given that she’d grown up surrounded by travel
books and posters, and people whose lives and work were immersed in travel writing. She’d
always imagined she’d take a gap year after her A-Levels, but meeting Matt at such a young age
meant life hadn’t panned out how she’d thought it would.Josie glanced at the paper wallet. With
this plane ticket, she could live her dream – albeit for a short time. There was just one problem:
who would do this job, running the company, while she was away?Josie frowned. As with all
dreams, reality got in the way.Maya walked back towards the desk. ‘I could hold the fort until you
return,’ she said. It was as if she was reading Josie’s mind.Josie narrowed her eyes. ‘What do
you mean?’‘I’ve interned at some big publishing houses in Australia. I could do a pretty good job
running this place.’ She looked at Josie’s expression. ‘Just temporarily, until you got back,’ she



quickly added.Her suggestion did not surprise Josie. Maya was ambitious. ‘I’ll think about it,’ she
said as Maya turned for the door. She frowned at Maya’s back. Why couldn’t Sal keep an eye on
things while she was away? He was here most of the time, even though he was retired. Josie
decided she would ask him.Maya reached for the door handle. She paused and turned around.
‘Josie. I’m so sorry about your mum. I heard her and Sal arguing, and then she ran out of the front
door all upset and straight into the path of …’ Maya trailed off.Josie stared at her. ‘What did you
just say?’‘Oh, I shouldn’t have brought it up. I didn’t mean to upset you.’ She turned again to
go.‘No, wait! You said something about Sal and my mother arguing?’Maya scratched her head.
‘Yes, I remember it because I’d overslept and was like really late for work. As I got to the front
door, I heard them in the hallway. Your mum was saying she was applying for a passport
because she was going on a trip. Then I think Salvatore said, “You can’t do that.” Then your
mother said something odd.’Josie looked at her. ‘What did she say?’‘She said, “We can’t hide
forever.”Chapter 5Josie sat at her desk, staring at Maya as she recounted the rest of what she’d
overheard before her boss ran into the path of a speeding car.‘It started to get heated. She said
she was going to Sicily and that her decision was final. I was outside the front door, hoping the
argument would fizzle out, but Sal wouldn’t let it go. I walked in, and that’s when she dashed out
in floods of tears. I heard the screeching of tyres and—’Josie held up her hand. She didn’t have
to say anything more. They both knew what had happened next.‘I am really sorry,’ Maya said
again.‘So am I,’ Josie replied with an edge to her voice. All this time, Sal had let her believe it
was her fault that her mother had fled the office into the path of a speeding car, when in reality it
was nothing to do with her. How many times had she told Sal how guilty she felt over the cross
words she’d exchanged with her mother? He’d had many chances to tell her she wasn’t the last
person her mother had spoken to before she died. And yet he’d said nothing.Maya was still
standing by the door. ‘Do you want me to pack my things and leave?’ she ventured.‘Why?’‘I was
late for work, for one thing. And …’Josie looked at her. ‘And …?’‘I don’t think you like me,’ Maya
said in a small voice.Josie sighed. ‘It’s not your fault you’re all the things I’d like to be – and
some.’Maya stared at her. ‘You have got to be kidding me! Why would you want to be me?’Josie
didn’t know where to start. ‘You’re so well-travelled. Look at all the countries you’ve been to. And
you run your own successful blog, and—’ Josie was about to add how slim and attractive she
was.‘You’ve read my résumé,’ Maya interrupted.Josie nodded her head.Maya walked over and
sat back down in the chair opposite Josie. ‘Okay, let me tell you what isn’t on my CV. I am on anti-
anxiety pills, but I am finally off the anti-depressants …’Josie looked at her, shocked.‘Not what
you expected – right?’ Maya leaned forward in her chair. ‘I realise your mother is gone, but you
are so lucky to have had a mum who loved you so much that she did all this for you. I realise she
didn’t start this company, but Sal wafts around doing not much of anything. He’s retired, I get
that, but I imagine all along she was the brains behind the outfit. If he hadn’t hired her years ago
– if Sal had been running it – I bet this company would have gone to the wall. That’s my
take.’Josie didn’t know what to say. But thinking back to her childhood, it had usually been her
mother working late while Sal was reading her bedtime stories. It was always her mum beavering



away while Sal seemed to waft around the office, his main concern being that the coffee
percolator remained in good working order.‘And you’ve got friends,’ Maya continued. ‘They are
people who you can count on, who you can trust and who care about you – like family.’ She
frowned. ‘I grew up in and out of foster homes in Australia. My mum was a drug addict, and god
knows who my father was.’‘Oh, I am so sorry. I had no idea.’‘They are not details you put in your
résumé. But that’s why, at the first opportunity, as soon as I was old enough, I ran away. And I’ve
never stopped running. Yeah, travelling, seeing the places I’ve seen – the experiences have
been unforgettable. But there was always something missing, a big hole in my life. That is until I
came here to a little publishing house in Muswell Hill.’Maya glanced over her shoulder at the
people in the office beyond. ‘They are the family I never had. I love them all to bits. Now I’ve got a
boyfriend who loves me; all the things I envied about you when I first arrived here.’‘You envied
me?’ Josie said in surprise.‘What’s not to envy? Just look at you. You’re smart and gorgeous.’‘I’m
gorgeous?’ Josie scoffed at that comment. ‘I’m overweight.’‘Have you looked in the mirror?
What’s a few pounds when you’ve got a face like that?’Josie was speechless. She had no idea
anybody, let alone the Australian, would envy her life. But listening to Maya, Josie realised she’d
never considered how lucky she was. Her sheltered, ordinary life wasn’t a bad thing at all.Maya
breathed a heavy sigh. ‘So, now you know everything, have I got the sack?’Josie shook her
head. ‘That was never my intention.’‘Really?’‘It’s true. All I called you into my office for was to find
out if my mother had told you about her plans to travel to Sicily.’‘Oh, but I thought—’Josie sighed.
It was time she apologised. ‘I’m not surprised you felt that way. I haven’t been friendly, have I?
I’ve been very childish.’ She smiled at Maya. ‘How about we start over?’Maya’s face broke into a
wide grin. ‘Oh, I’d like that very much.’Josie grinned too. Her smile faltered when she recalled
Maya’s crappy childhood and the real reason she’d started travelling and would never return
home; she didn’t have one to return to. It was sad.Josie lowered her voice, even though nobody
would have heard their conversation in the office outside. ‘Everything you’ve told me about your
past stays between us,’ she said.Maya’s smile faltered. She knew what Josie was referring to.
‘Thank you, Josie.’‘Don’t thank me. It’s the least I can do.’ There was an awkward silence. Josie
decided it was time to change the subject. ‘Now, about work …’Maya brightened. ‘Yes?’‘There’s
something I would like you to do for me.’‘Anything.’Josie stood up. ‘Would you mind coming
round here and trying this chair out for size?’‘Pardon?’Josie grinned at her.Maya couldn’t look
more surprised if she tried. ‘Are you asking me to …?’‘Yes. I want you to be the acting company
director while I’m travelling around Sicily, if that’s all right with you? I’ll sort out what the salary is
for this position and get your pay adjusted as soon as I—’Josie hadn’t finished her sentence
when Maya ran up and gave her a hug. ‘I’ll do my very best. You won’t regret it.’‘I know. Oh, and
there is one other thing?’‘Yes?’‘How would you feel if I extended the role?’‘Are you planning on
being away longer?’‘No, but I might want to come back and spend some time being a staff
writer.’‘And take another assignment?’ Maya ventured.Josie smiled. That was exactly what she
was thinking.‘I thought you wanted to take over the company?’That had never been Josie’s
ambition. She’d assumed her mum would be around for a good many years, and couldn’t



imagine her taking full retirement from the work she loved so much.‘I never wanted this job, but I
feel obligated.’ She was thinking about Sal. ‘Well, I did until—’ Josie stopped short. What she
was about to say was she felt obligated to take over from her mother until she found out Sal had
not been honest with her. Now she’d changed her tune; she didn’t owe him a thing – not even an
explanation why she was asking Maya to step in. Josie would not divulge her travel plans
either.‘So, how about it, Maya?’‘I’ll hold the fort for as long as you need me.’It was Josie’s turn to
put her arms around her new friend and colleague. When she drew back, she looked serious.
‘The only thing is, Maya, the flight is the day after tomorrow. I can whizz through some things on
the computer and familiarise you with the big accounts in that time – and I’ll just be at the end of
the mobile phone if you need anything. The guys out there will help you out too. I realise it’s a lot
to ask at such short notice.’‘It’s fine. I’m sure I can manage.’Josie smiled. ‘Okay. I’ll get us a cup of
coffee each, and we’ll make a start.’Josie left Maya in the office while she went to make them
both a drink. She glanced at Maya, who was sitting in the comfy leather chair behind her desk
looking shell-shocked. She was not surprised at her expression, considering that Maya had
walked in expecting to get the sack, only to find herself head of the company.Josie smiled. Maya
reminded her of her mum; she was younger and didn’t resemble her physically, but they had the
same work ethic – a steely determination to make it that she imagined arose from a poor start in
life. But her mum hadn’t come from a disadvantaged background – had she?For the first time
Josie realised she didn’t know that much about her mother’s upbringing. She decided that when
she returned from Sicily, she’d ask Sal if her mother had talked to him about her past. But what
she really wanted to find out was what they’d been arguing about the day her mother died. She
glanced around the office. Perhaps it was just as well Sal wasn’t in. He was in her bad books.
Right now, she wasn’t interested in talking to him at all.While she was making coffee, she told
the rest of the team that she was going on a trip and hoped they were not offended that the
newest recruit would oversee the company in her absence. She looked around the room at the
familiar faces she’d known from childhood. There was not one murmur of disapproval, as none of
them really wanted the responsibility of running the company. They were all content in their
roles.Josie returned to her office with two cups of coffee and two doughnuts from a box that
someone had brought in on the way to work. She handed Maya a cup of coffee and held hers up
to make a toast. ‘To new beginnings and following our dreams.’Maya stared at Josie. Sometimes
she had premonitions; the only way she could describe them was that ideas would pop into her
head from nowhere – but one way or another, they always came true. It had been like that all her
life. And now she had a feeling that whatever happened on her travels in Sicily, Josie was not
coming back.Chapter 6Josie was in the bedroom when Matt walked in after his day at work. He
was surprised to find her home. He stood in the open doorway, watching her. She was busy
packing a suitcase. He leaned against the doorframe and knocked on the door.‘Oh, Matt!’ she
exclaimed, spinning around. ‘I didn’t hear you come in.’ She had been hoping he was on a late
shift and that she could pack her things and leave before he arrived home. She had been
intending to tell him that she was going away for a few days, but she would have preferred to text



him. Josie wasn’t interested in another argument over why she hadn’t told him about the
apartment. She’d rather save that little drama until she got back.He looked at the bulging
suitcase that she was having difficulty zipping closed and shook his head. It was just as he
suspected. She was moving out for good. He sighed and stepped into the room. ‘Do you need
help to take stuff to your flat?’‘What do you mean?’‘There’s the TV in the bedroom. I think that
was yours and—’‘What are you on about? I was just packing my suitcase.’ I don’t have time for
this, she thought. ‘I know I should have told you about the flat,’ she said. ‘I’m in such a mess in
my head right now that I wasn’t in the mood to decide what we will do with my inheritance.’ She
caught the confused look on his face. ‘You know – whether to sell it or whatever.’‘Did you just say
what we will do?’She nodded.He walked into the bedroom. ‘I miss you. Won’t you stay? Or I
could move in with you for a little while until you feel ready to decide?’‘Okay.’‘Okay?’ He frowned
at her suitcases. ‘Are you moving back, or am I coming to you?’‘We don’t have to decide right
now. Let’s talk about it when I return.’‘When you return?’‘I’m going on a trip.’‘A trip?’ He watched
her pack the travel hairdryer. ‘Where?’ He followed her into the bathroom and saw her examining
some plastic bottles of shampoo and shower gel before depositing the smallest ones in her
toiletry bag. Weren’t they 100ml, the perfect size to take on a flight? He looked at her in surprise.
‘Are you flying off somewhere?’Josie was reluctant to tell him. She didn’t need someone on her
case trying to persuade her not to go. She’d never taken a trip without him. The first and last time
she’d been abroad was when she’d travelled with school friends to Ibiza for a week to celebrate
finishing their A-Levels. Then she’d met Matt, and the rest, as the cliché went, was history. On
top of the fact that he was not pleased that she was going alone, she knew he wouldn’t want her
to spend the money. They were saving up for the wedding he’d always dreamed of.Matt had it all
planned. It would be a traditional church ceremony in the sleepy hamlet in Suffolk where he’d
grown up. He had a lot of relatives, so it would be a big, expensive affair. And there was more.
Just before Josie’s mother had passed away, he’d broached something that had been on his
mind for some time. After ten years with The Met, he was ready for a change. He wanted to leave
London. He’d decided that he would like to move back to Suffolk and raise a family there.Josie
was shocked when she learned that he’d already put in for a transfer before discussing it with
her. It might take months, but that wasn’t the point. What about her job? Her friends and
colleagues? Sal? Josie had a life here in London too. And what about the flat they were buying?
Contracts were meant to be exchanged soon. What would they do with it if they moved away?As
usual, Matt had thought of everything. With property prices rocketing in London, he felt they
could make a killing by buying a place now and selling it on when his transfer came through. But
when had he been going to tell her that they weren’t purchasing a home together but an
investment?Then there was the subject of her job. She remembered Matt’s observation that
although Sal was retired, he spent most days in the office. That wasn’t news to Josie or anyone
else who knew Sal. Matt’s attitude was that he might as well take the reins back and return to
work. ‘Someone will have to do your job when we have children,’ he’d said.Matt was old-school
and didn’t expect Josie to work when they had a family – not full time. He’d suggested that if she



wanted to write, why not wing off an article for a magazine? He’d even said, ‘Don’t they say
everyone’s got a novel in them?’Josie didn’t appreciate the remark. His flippant attitude
reminded her of her mother; he wasn’t taking her seriously. It was as though wanting to write for
a living was just a little hobby, not something she should pursue as a career.Perhaps that’s why
she’d been holding off telling him about her inheritance. She thought about what perfect timing it
had been. How convenient that her mum had walked into the path of a car and left her all this
money. Now they could move to Suffolk after the wedding and buy some big, old rambling
farmhouse. That had always been Matt’s dream. But was it hers?She walked out of the bathroom
and packed the toiletries before zipping up the second suitcase. ‘Right, I think I’m ready.’‘Can we
talk about this?’Like we talked about you putting in for a transfer, she imagined herself throwing
back. Instead, she heaved one case off the bed.‘At least tell me where you’re going.’Josie
sighed. She put her suitcases down and looked in her handbag. ‘I’m not going on a holiday
without you, if that’s what you’re thinking.’ She found the leaflet from the tour company and
handed it to him.He took it and arched an eyebrow. She was going to Sicily. ‘Well, it looks that
way.’‘It’s for work. I’m following up on something my mother was going to do.’ She reached into
her handbag again and took out the crumpled manila envelope. She showed Matt the old leather-
bound journal inside. ‘I found it in my mother’s … things.’ She didn’t feel inclined to mention the
locked drawer or the hidden key.‘What is it?’‘It’s the journal of an Englishwoman. She went on a
tour of Sicily as a young woman and wrote a journal,’ Josie said excitedly. The look on Matt’s
face tempered her enthusiasm, but she continued. ‘I’m not sure if my mother intended to publish
it or if she was taking a tour around Sicily to write a travel book herself. But whatever the case,
the fact that she was making a special trip meant it was important to her.’ Josie turned the journal
over in her hands. ‘Do you know, we haven’t published a single guidebook on Sicily?’She
noticed that Matt couldn’t have appeared more uninterested if he’d tried.‘Anyway …’ Josie put
the journal back in her handbag. ‘Mum had booked the flight and a place on this tour. It starts in
Palermo and finishes in Taormina on the other side of the island. The postmark on the envelope
says Taormina. That’s where I’m hoping to find the writer.’Josie didn’t know what she’d say to the
writer if she found her, apart from the obvious question: why did you send your journal to our little
publishing house in Muswell Hill?‘I rang up the tour company on the brochure and explained that
my mother won’t be going after all,’ she said. She recalled the conversation. The young woman
on the phone had been really empathetic. It hadn’t been easy, telling a perfect stranger that her
mother had died. ‘They were so understanding when I told them I wanted to go in her place and
do the tour in her memory. It wasn’t something they’d normally do, but I got the flights and tour
transferred into my name.’Josie could tell by Matt’s expression that he wasn’t happy. ‘Look, the
fact that my mother was going to Sicily meant this was important to her. I need to do this. Do you
understand?’Matt nodded. ‘You’ve always wanted to be a travel writer. This is your opportunity to
do that. You could dedicate your book to her.’Josie smiled as she walked over, took his face in
her hands, and kissed him. ‘I knew you’d understand.’‘Of course I do. You need to get it out of
your system.’Josie stepped back. ‘Pardon me?’‘This travel writing business. Once that’s done



and dusted, we can move on.’Josie frowned at him. Why didn’t anyone take her seriously?Matt
caught her disgruntled expression. ‘What?’Before she told him what she was thinking, he
continued. ‘You could have asked me if I wanted to come with you. I’ve got some leave coming
up.’‘Matt, this isn’t a holiday.’‘You’re going on a tour. You won’t be working all the time.’‘Matt,
seriously, we both know travelling abroad isn’t your thing.’Matt fell silent. He couldn’t argue with
that. It was true. He wasn’t that fussed about going abroad; everything they needed was right
there on their doorstep, as he’d told her countless times. Every summer, they went on their
annual holiday: they’d been to Devon, Cornwall and parts of Scotland, and they always had a
great time.Matt wasn’t keen on foreign travel because it was so expensive. He was saving for the
wedding and a house in the country. It didn’t help that his one memory of a trip abroad was as a
child with his parents: he’d got food poisoning and had been ill for a week.Matt helped Josie
down the stairs with her suitcases. At the front door, Josie said, ‘I’ll see you in ten days.’‘When is
your flight?’Josie had the plane ticket in her purse. ‘Tomorrow. It’s early. I’ve booked an overnight
stay at the airport so that I won’t miss my flight.’Matt looked at her cases. He’d offer to drive her
to the airport, but living in London, neither of them had a car. ‘Shall I phone for a taxi?’‘No, I’ve
got that covered.’‘Looks like you’ve thought of everything,’ Matt said, sounding put out.Josie
glanced at her watch. She’d just had enough time to pack. The cab would arrive any minute. She
could have stayed over and called a taxi in the morning, but she didn’t want to leave any chance
for Matt to talk her out of it or, heaven forbid, decide that he was coming too. Not that he’d be
able to arrange leave from work or book the flight and tour at the last minute. The only reason
she was able to go was that the company had agreed to change the booking. Apparently, the
tour was full.Matt opened the front door just as the taxi arrived.Josie smiled. ‘That was well-
timed.’Matt looked at her. ‘We will talk about things when you get back –won’t we?’Josie’s smile
faltered. Out of nowhere, she had a peculiar feeling that this was it; that she wasn’t coming back.
‘Of course we will,’ she said. She could tell he wasn’t happy about her taking the trip without him,
but sensed his anxiety was about more than that; it was about her inheritance, the wedding, the
move to Suffolk. Their lives together.‘I will see you in ten days,’ Josie said, kissing him goodbye.
She climbed into the taxi and turned in her seat to wave out of the back window. Matt was
standing in the doorway, waving, with a dour expression on his face.As the taxi turned the corner
at the end of the street, Josie checked that the plane ticket was safely stowed away in her
handbag and discovered that something was missing. ‘Oh, damn! I haven’t got the
brochure.’‘Have you forgotten something, miss?’ asked the driver.Josie didn’t want to turn back
now. ‘No, it’s fine. It’s only the leaflet about the tour. I’m sure the tour rep will have another one
when I arrive.’‘Off somewhere nice?’‘Yes, I’m going to Sicily. The trip starts in Palermo.’‘Nice,’
remarked the cab driver. ‘I’ve heard the Mafia tours are really interesting. Is that what you’re
doing?’Josie shook her head. ‘No, that’s not my cup of tea.’‘Oh, but The Godfather is
amazing.’‘You mean the movie?’ Josie caught the driver rolling his eyes in the rearview mirror
and guessed she’d just asked a silly question.‘Brilliant, brilliant film. Have you seen it?’‘No, can’t
say that I have.’ Josie wasn’t interested in some old seventies movie. ‘I’m going to Sicily to see



the sights.’ She was thinking of the Valley of the Temples in Agrigento and the baroque towns
around Ragusa. The tour would then take her to Syracuse to visit the Greek amphitheatre and
Taormina.There was more to the tour, but without the leaflet those were the only highlights she
could remember off the top of her head. She wished she hadn’t left it behind and couldn’t recall
what she’d done with it.Matt had been just about to shut the door when he realised that he still
had Josie’s brochure in his hand. He ran out of the door, holding the leaflet up in the air and
waving frantically, but the taxi was long gone. He dropped his hand and stared at the brochure. A
ridiculous thought came out of nowhere. ‘Well, that’s a crazy, stupid idea,’ he said aloud. He
dismissed it and walked back into the flat.Chapter 7Sal walked into the office and poured himself
a cup of coffee. Although he was retired, he liked to say good morning to the employees, most of
whom he had known for years and counted as friends. It was Josie’s mother who had persuaded
him to stop work and smell the roses – take up some hobbies, go for long walks in the beautiful
public parks, pursue an interest; perhaps join an evening class. He guessed her ulterior motive;
she wanted to get him out from under their feet. They had work to do, and he was a distraction.It
was true that there was an abundance of things to do in London, but the trouble was that he
would have to do them on his own. The thought of it made him feel lonely. He wouldn’t mind
visiting an art gallery or the public parks or the zoo; things he used to do all the time with Josie
and her mother before Josie grew up and time moved on. Now it just wasn’t the same.He wished
he hadn’t retired. That was why most days he could be found in the office, making himself coffee,
chatting to the staff, then sitting and reading a book in one of the leather sofas while enjoying the
office banter in the background.No doubt they found him a nuisance at times, interrupting their
work, but he couldn’t help himself. Today was no exception. He had arrived a little after nine,
made himself a cup of coffee, and glanced through the glass door expecting to see Josie sitting
behind the desk her mother once occupied. Instead there was the new girl – Maya.Sal stared at
her in surprise. Perhaps Josie had asked her to do something before she arrived this morning?
He frowned when he looked at his watch. Josie was late. It wasn’t all that unusual. She had never
been an early riser, but she was only upstairs. What was taking her so long?Sal put his coffee
mug down and went to find out. Since Josie’s mother had died, he’d been a royal pain in the
behind, knocking on her door at all hours, coming up with lame excuses just to check she was
okay. But he had good reason. He worried about her. She blamed herself for her mother’s death
– he knew that. But it wasn’t her who had upset her mum and sent her running into the path of an
oncoming car. He knew that too.Sal walked out of the office, up the stairs, and hesitated before
he knocked on Josie’s door. Isn’t it about time you told her the truth? he silently asked himself.
He took a deep breath. ‘Josie – are you in there? I need to talk to you.’There was no answer.
Maybe she’d gone back to the flat she shared with Matt? Sal tried knocking again.He returned to
the office. Maya was still sitting at Josie’s desk. Perhaps Josie was having the day off? He
knocked on the door and popped his head in.Maya looked up and smiled when she saw who it
was. ‘Hi, Sal – how’s it going?’Like everyone else, Maya had taken an instant liking to the founder
of the small publishing house, not because she had to but because he was Sal – easy to like.



She couldn’t put her finger on why she was so fond of him; perhaps it was his affable nature or
that soft, accented baritone voice that she could listen to all day. He was like the grandfather
she’d never had.He said, ‘Good morning, Maya. Is Josie due in soon?’Maya’s smile faltered.
Josie hadn’t told him she was going to Sicily, which meant she hadn’t told him about the
arrangements for while she was away. Maya hoped Josie hadn’t officially needed to clear it with
Sal first. ‘Um, Josie has gone on a trip, so she asked me to fill in for her while she’s away.’ Maya
caught the raised bushy eyebrows; this was news to him.‘I see. Did she say how long she’d be
gone?’‘I think the tour was for ten days.’‘A tour?’ Sal’s face lit up. ‘We’ve all been telling her to
take some time off, to go on holiday and have some fun. I am so pleased she got away for a few
days.’‘Oh, it isn’t a holiday.’‘What do you mean?’‘She has gone abroad to research a travel book.
She mentioned something about a journal?’‘A journal?’ Sal stared at her. ‘Where did she
go?’‘Well, that’s the thing. When she said she was going to Sicily, I told her it was an excellent
idea because we haven’t published a single travel book on Sicily.’ She looked at Sal. ‘Why is
that?’Sal’s face clouded over. ‘Would you excuse me for a moment?’ He stepped to one side of
the door but did not leave the room.There was an uncomfortable silence until Maya realised that
he was waiting for her to step out of the room. ‘Oh.’ She got out of her chair and walked past Sal.
She looked at him curiously as she passed by.As soon as she had left the room, he slammed the
door behind her, making her jump.Everyone in the outer office looked up and saw Sal lowering
the slatted blind on the glass door.Maya stood on the other side of the door and shrugged her
shoulders when her colleagues threw her questioning looks. She walked over to the coffee
machine, poured herself a drink and glanced at the door. She didn’t know what was going on.
She wasn’t the only one. Everybody could hear drawers opening and closing.A few minutes
later, the door flew open. Their normally mild-mannered director stormed out of the room. His
face was like thunder. ‘Where the hell is it?’ he shouted.Everyone stopped what they were doing
and exchanged surprised glances. They had never seen him lose his temper – or swear before. It
clearly didn’t help his foul mood that nobody knew what he was on about. Sal threw his arms up
in the air and stormed out of the office. They could hear him thundering up the stairs to his
apartment.Maya wandered over to Josie’s office and stopped in the doorway. ‘Bloody hell.’Her
colleagues rose from their seats and walked over to join her. They all stared into the room that
Sal had just ransacked. He’d pulled all the drawers out of the desk. He’d been through the filing
cabinets, tossing out all the files and leaving them strewn on the floor. They’d seen nothing like it
before. The blind had even fallen off the door where he’d yanked it open.One of her colleagues
turned to her. ‘I can’t understand it. He was fine first thing this morning, his usual chatty self when
he walked in. What on earth did you say to him?’‘I have no idea.’ Maya was still staring into the
office. ‘What do you suppose he was looking for?’Chapter 8Michael glanced at his watch. He’d
lost track of time. The session should have finished fifteen minutes ago. However, this was the
first time his patient had really started opening up and talking about her childhood. It wasn’t like
him to overrun, but this patient had struck a chord. She had been searching for her birth family
and had found them. The reunion had not gone well.There’s a saying: you can’t choose your



family. All the effort and heartache of trying to trace them didn’t mean there would be a happy
ending. In his experience of clients who came to him with issues surrounding long-lost relatives,
happy endings were few. It was making him think twice about his own situation, starting the
search; he knew he wouldn’t even contemplate it, if it wasn’t for his sister.‘Michael?’He looked at
his patient. Crap! He hadn’t meant to drift off into his own problems; how bloody unprofessional.
Michael got out of his chair. ‘We’ve overrun our allotted time.’ He caught the worried look on his
patient’s face. ‘Don’t worry, I only charge by the hour.’ He hastily added, ‘I’ll only charge you for
one hour.’ He motioned to the door.‘Same time next week?’ she asked.Michael frowned. ‘I’m
afraid not. I’m going on—’ He stopped, unsure what to call his impending trip.‘Vacation?’ his
patient chipped in, assuming that’s what he was going to say. ‘Good for you. If you don’t mind me
saying, in the time I’ve been seeing you I’ve never known you to take a vacation.’Michael had
been seeing this patient for two years. He’d qualified as a psychologist ten years ago. She’d
been his first client in his new private practice. He worked in the field of cognitive behavioural
therapy, helping patients with a range of problems; gambling addictions, eating disorders, OCD,
anxiety and depression.All those sessions had one thing in common; he focused on present-day
challenges, finding new ways for clients to behave by helping them to change their thought
patterns. This client was different. It was an ongoing process, unravelling the issues surrounding
her past and her discovery that she had been adopted as a baby when her parents passed
away.Michael and his sister had no such issues. He had been old enough at four years old to
understand that his biological parents had died. An American couple had travelled all the way to
Sicily to adopt them and give them a new life in America.Michael walked his client out of the
office and along the hall of the four-storey brownstone.‘So, where are you going?’Michael
opened the front door. ‘Sicily.’‘Sicily. Wow, that’s interesting. I’ve never been outside the United
States myself.’
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Bookworm Sandy, “a Wonderful Surprise. I started this book expecting a (hopefully) fun romance
built around a holiday tour of Sicily. I got so much more. Instead, I found a story of love in all its
many variations and complexities. There are many twists — some foreseen, some not, that
impact every character on this journey. Join this tour group for an unforgettable trip that will grab
your mind and heart until the very last page.”

Joan M. Poole, “EXCELLENT BOOK. Love it when you find a book that just seems to pull you
into it. That's exactly what this story does. Not Italian but know some of the history and this one
will certainly transport you without your realizing it. ENJOY AND MOST OF ALL HAPPY
READING.”

MrsBD, “The Family. When she discovers a mysterious journal and a plane ticket in her
deceased mother's possessions, a quiet book editor follows her curiosity away from her tidy life
only to see generations of heartache come to a head in this amazing account. I stayed up much
too late, absorbed in the journey.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Felt like I was on the trip to Sicily. Couldn’t put it down, so anxious to find
out what was happening next, loved the descriptions of the towns visited, looking forward to
traveling there.”

Tina D. Birkett, “The Villa In Sicily. An exciting tour of Italy with thrilling back stories of family, with
hints of mafia connections and lots of mysterious happenings.  An excellent read!!”

Hot Nature Girl, “Great plot. So so writing. I enjoyed the story in spite of the very so so writing.
"Honey-colored" must have been used over a dozen times. The emotional intelligence and
maturity of the characters was at a high school level.”

Sheryl G, “A page Turner. Great descriptions of Sicily. Loved the book.. The writing is wonderful
and each character unique in personality. I felt like I was on a guided tour of Sicily joining her tour
group for all the sights.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “So Much More than a Villa in Sicily. I feel like I have leafy visited so many
places in Sicily. This book has inspired me to visit in person as soon as possible.”

Judi, “Couldn't put it down.. I loved this book. I had to read to the end and did nothing else until I
got to the end. This author has an effortless knack of putting you exactly where she is writing
about. I could smell the coffee in the London office along with the age of the building. I could feel
the Mediterranean sun on my back the whole time the scenes were set in Sicily. I could imagine



myself in the Boston brownstone. The story becomes more intriguing the further into the book
you read.We are given an almost minute by minute account of events until the end where huge
jumps in the timeline are a little dissatisfying. I felt the chunks had been edited out that would
have been interesting to read. Nevertheless I thoroughly enjoyed the story and am now
researching tours of Sicily.......”

E E, “Loved this book.. I really enjoyed reading this book, I could not put it down! It took me to
different place and have me an insight into the island Sicily during the lockdown for Covid-19.
Thank you.”

swagman, “The villa in sicily. Josie cannot get over the loss of her mother four weeks ago. Then
she finds a letter, journal and plane ticket to Sicily in locked drawer. What does it all mean?
Enjoy the journey”

The book by Elise Darcy has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 496 people have provided feedback.
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