
   [image: Cover: The Revenge of Rita Marsh by Nilesha Chauvet]


   
      
         [image: alt]

      

   


   
      
         iii iii

         
            
               [image: ]

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            v

            (Not) for the children.

            vi

         

      

   


   
      
         
            viiWe are our choices.

                             Anonymousviii

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Contents

         

         
            
               
	Title Page

                  	Epigraph 1

                  	Epigraph 2

                  	Prologue 

                  	1 

                  	2 

                  	3 

                  	4 

                  	5 

                  	6 

                  	7 

                  	8 

                  	9 

                  	10 

                  	11 

                  	12 

                  	13 

                  	14 

                  	15 

                  	16 

                  	17 

                  	18 

                  	19 

                  	20 

                  	21 

                  	22 

                  	23 

                  	24 

                  	25 

                  	26 

                  	27 

                  	28 

                  	29 

                  	30 

                  	31 

                  	32 

                  	Ten Months Later 

                  	33 

                  	Acknowledgements 

                  	About the Author 

                  	Copyright 

               



         

      

   


   
      
         
1
            Prologue

         

         It’s difficult to think of that night. I can’t do so without seeing the moon full, the lunacy of it eclipsing my mind. I still hear the sound of stone knocking against skull, the crunch of twigs under my soles. The high pitch of owls in the trees that somehow foretold the ending of this story. Even now, I feel him leaning onto me, offloading his weight, begging me to carry him further into the dark, where he also seeks answers. That one night defines my entire life. No matter how much I try to move on, there can never be anything else.

         He was lying in the woods for over three weeks before they eventually found him. The police combed the earth for ten days with two Beagles and a Labrador, to help sniff out the evidence. Local volunteers from the Horsham area, mainly rich retirees, ex-bankers, a few well-known businessmen and women, laid out tea and digestive biscuits on folding trestle tables. Their presence provided hands-on assistance when police services are already so limited.

         Of course, it didn’t have to end like this. Had he just done what I asked him to, it would have been different. What people don’t realise is that all this time he was lying there, a part of me was lying with him too. I turn it over in my mind, asking why, despite our conversations, he chose to make things more difficult.

         I tell them, in no uncertain terms, it was not deliberate. Nor was it premeditated. It was simply a result of a line crossed. But that line, as I know now, is as thin as a spider’s web, though it gives the impression that it is unbreakable. 2

         It’s complicated, this notion of justice, of trial and retribution. Even now, I cannot quite fathom the morbid fascination, the social commentary, the conflation of events – mine and his, deliberately misconstrued by the press to make me look like the criminal. I replay that night in my mind. I tell myself, what happened was justified. I am a woman too. I had to protect myself.

         I suppose it’s inevitable that hunters eventually get hunted down, that they too must pay for the crime for which they hold others to account. In an uprising, the best reason to act is to achieve an outcome so much greater than yourself. But when the system fails you so terribly, what choice do we have but to take matters into our own hands?

         I never intended any of the things they accuse me of, however. We do not always choose what we become, nor whom we love. Neither do we choose how things turn out. Sometimes things happen, things beyond our control. Perhaps you’ll see for yourself in my story.

      

   


   
      
         
3
            1

         

         I’ve moved through life, these past five years, barely remembering my own name. I’ve been living as Holly for five weeks. But there have been others, too. Some of them as young as seven, others, anywhere up to fifteen.

         The scent of coffee drifts in from a Starbucks on the corner of New Globe Walk, overlooking the pier. I’ve parked my Ford Transit behind the wooden O of Shakespeare’s Globe. This is the only spot I can find without a double yellow line on the edge of London’s South Bank. I’m following this dirty trail to the end, to its rightful conclusion.

         Last night, I was in South Kensington, next door to the tube, leaning against a lamp post beside a steaming falafel stand. The night before, in Willesden Green, loitering about a corridor in a dilapidated council estate. A week before that, in High Barnet, skirting the edge of a sports field in the rain.

         Each week is different. My life is in a permanent state of standby. I’m ready to press play at the last minute, but sometimes, like this week, we’re called out three times. Other times, just once. It’s always the same, regardless. Everything runs like clockwork.

         The Friday air is sweet and warm. The sky is tinged with a smear of burnt orange. The city streets of Southwark are swept cleaner than where I live in the leafy suburbs of Harrow-on-the-Hill, with its crooked cobbled lanes and posh public boys’ school; where you’d think the rich kids are protected from the horrors of predators, but sadly, not so.

         I rest my elbows on the steering wheel. I bend my head to avoid being conspicuous. On the passenger seat to my left is the 4file I’ve collated of the back-and-forth in the forum, printed and bound in chronological order. Photos and videos are downloaded onto a USB stick. It’s taken five weeks to gather up this evidence, but it could all be for nothing unless the police do their job properly. It’s hard not to blame them for the state we find ourselves in, though I try, really, I try. Inaction is killing us all inside.

         I’m tired, so very tired. A heaviness soaks into my skin. But I know the tiredness is only temporary. That eventually, when it’s all over and done with, I’ll feel euphoric.

         There’s a rumble of a car engine behind me. I glance up at the wing mirror and see a Toyota Sedan, with blacked-out windows, pulling up. It has a dent just beneath the left headlight, which, in the warm haze of sunlight, appears like a giant blister. It’s Spider, short and stocky, with long black hair and a criss-cross tattoo like a collar around his neck. He’s in the driver’s seat wearing dark glasses, sporting his favourite combat jacket. His jaw is freakishly square, he’s chomping on gum.

         Spike sits beside him, a black cap pulled down low over his face. I can barely make out his familiar hooked nose and ginger goatee, but I know it’s him by the way he hunches to the side, as if the weight in his body is unevenly spread. On nights like these, we move together as a three, like a pack of wolves at dusk, going only by our street names. We’ve carefully prepared for our sting, united by a strong, primal urge to protect the innocent. Spider torn by the pain of his own childhood, interrupted. Spike still searching for answers.

         The engine switches off. Spike bends forward, as if fiddling with the car radio. Just then, my phone vibrates.

         
            
               This is it. Let’s go get him!

            

         

         The headlights blink and Spider nods. It’s my cue to get out of the van. I wedge the file under my arm. The door thuds behind 5me. I head towards a wooden bench overlooking Bankside Pier and sit down, scanning the rippling water. A river bus passes, leaving foamy streaks on the surface. The sun disappears behind a cloud. I shiver in the cool breeze as the sky begins to darken. I’m frantically checking my phone, thumbing through the last messages I’ve received, or rather Holly has received, from Zia_123.

         
            
               I can’t wait to see you, baby.

               It’s gonna be so much YUM! xxxx

               I waited all day for you. I book a room for us. 

               Don’t tell anyone! ♥

            

         

         These are from Zia Ahmed, and each time, his messages are the same. But there are hundreds of men just like him, posting comments within only a few minutes of me uploading a new profile picture. This time, I did what I always do to prepare. I sat back, waiting for him to take the bait, careful not to coerce him. I chose my words carefully. But now I’m tested and tortured, every time, by the necessary levels of patience required. You wouldn’t believe how many of them there are out there. How little time it takes for a man to flash his penis to a child.

         It’s 8 p.m. A bell tolls in Southwark Cathedral. I run things over in my mind, to be certain I’ve got everything with me. That I’ve left nothing out that might give the police an excuse to call out the integrity of what we’re doing. I dial the number for DCI Lawson. He picks up after the first ring.

         ‘We’re here,’ I say. ‘Zia’s on his way. I suggest you come now, if you want to be a part of this.’

         I hear Lawson sigh on the other end of the line, a muffle as he calls out to someone in the background. There are footsteps behind him, the crackle of a car radio.

         ‘Don’t do anything stupid, Rita. Hold him there until we show 6up. I hope your evidence is solid. If not, it’ll be you who’s in trouble.’

         My throat constricts, but I reassure myself that it doesn’t matter what he thinks. Our intention to help is genuine, backed by a legitimate citizen-led initiative that is very much needed.

         I glance into the distance and see a stick figure walking towards the bridge, tall, wearing a hoodie with a white stripe down each arm. He looks left and right, then all around him. As he nears, I see his hood is up, strings pulled taut at the neck. His joggers are thin like drainpipes. He moves to the concrete edge and pulls out a phone from his pocket. I look down. Before me, a message appears:

         
            Are you close, baby? I am excited!! I cannot hold it.

         

         I dial Zia’s number; I need to be certain I’ve got the right man. When I hear the phone ring, and see Zia place the phone to his ear, I hang up. I thumb a message:

         
            I don’t have much battery left. But just letting you know – I’m on my way!

         

         From the corner of my eye, I see Spike and Spider walking, keeping close to the wall of the Moonlight café. I pick up speed, walking towards Zia, and as I do, Spike and Spider follow straight behind me; closing in.

         As I near, Zia is still there, staring down at his phone. He doesn’t notice me, creeping up behind him – easy does it now. I start to run. Spike and Spider are running too. I try to catch my breath at the same time, I don’t want to alarm him. I can’t afford to mess things up at this crucial moment.

         I press REC.

         ‘Hello, mate. It’s Zia_123, isn’t it? But your real name is Zia 7Ahmed?’ I slow down. ‘You’re here to meet Holly, is that right? Holly who’s twelve …’

         Zia looks up. He scans behind him, then looks back at me. His face is blank, his eyes large and bulging. He has a moustache, thin and fuzzy. It makes him look young, like he might only be eighteen. He’s old enough to know better, however. He knows exactly what he’s doing.

         ‘You’ve asked her to meet you here, so that you can take her to a hotel, to have sex with her, isn’t that right, Zia? You’ve booked a room in the Travelodge. You’ve been sending her explicit messages, photos, videos of yourself, for the past five weeks …’

         My words are rushed, I remind myself to slow down. The sentences must be clear and audible if they are to count.

         Zia doesn’t answer. What can he possibly say? He steps back, shaking his head and hands. I see he’s about to run, but I know he won’t get far. Spike and Spider have him surrounded. Their eyes are fixed on him like prey.

         Zia staggers back, falling to his knees. He’s unable to stop shaking.

         I shout from above him, staring down at his crown. His hood slips off his head, falling in folds around his neck.

         ‘You’re here to meet Holly with the intention of having sex, aren’t you? You realise that’s child abuse? Holly is underage. She’s a minor.’

         ‘No, no!’

         Here we go again.

         It’s always the same with these men. First comes the denial, then the lies, the regret. Most often there is an apology, but rarely is there repentance.

         Zia slaps his hands against his head. His fingers tug at his hair. ‘You are making a mistake. I only here for talking, for friendship.’ He pinches the lobes of his ears, like I’m supposed to 8believe him – to forgive him, even. His face is broken, cheeks scarlet, hands pressed over his chest.

         Spider bends, grabbing hold of Zia’s wrists, wrenching them behind his back. ‘You’re under a citizen’s arrest, mate. You ain’t going anywhere.’

         ‘Please stop! You are hurting me. This is no right. You are making big mistake.’ Zia is hunched. His voice is shrill. Spike digs his elbow into Zia’s back, and Zia lets out a groan.

         ‘Woah, easy!’ I gesture for them to be gentle. I don’t want it to appear that we were too heavy-handed on the video. I know from experience how this could backfire, inciting criticism of our methods from social commentators.

         ‘I have a file here,’ I say, thrusting it into the air. ‘All your messages are logged. There’s no point denying what you did. We have everything you ever wrote in this file. Do you understand what I’m saying?’

         He understands, finally he understands. Zia closes his eyes and shakes his head, covering his face. I’m hoping that we’re building, finally, to an admission of his guilt.

         ‘Are you denying you ever contacted Holly?’

         I must ask, see. There’s a risk that people might think we’re deliberately confusing him when English is not his first language.

         Zia rocks back and forth.

         ‘You knew she was twelve, didn’t you? Surely you knew,’ I say.

         ‘No! I think she is being eighteen, I no realise. Please, sister!’ Zia stares at me, his face strewn with tears. His bottom lip trembles. ‘You are like me, I can see. I will do anything you are asking.’

         I look away – he’s taken me by surprise. It’s unexpected since that’s not how I see myself, nor how the world sees me. My heart pounds inside my chest. A part of me wants to listen to him more – because it’s the first time anyone like him has said this. But I know I can’t allow myself to be distracted. The only thing that matters is that he’s guilty. 9

         Spider wrenches Zia’s arm a little harder. ‘Filthy pervert,’ he spits.

         Zia’s head falls and he stares at the ground, at my shadow shape-shifting and eclipsing him.

         ‘You knew exactly what you were doing.’ Spider again.

         Spike hawks up phlegm, spitting onto the pavement beside Zia’s feet. He wipes his mouth onto his sleeve, hissing, clenching and unclenching his fists.

         Zia breaks down, and for a second I think of his family, of their dreams of immigrant opportunity. But then I remember clearly, like I always remember, at this precise moment, what happened to me. What happens, daily, all over this city and beyond, to innocent children.

         ‘You really fucked things up, do you hear me?’ My voice breaks.

         ‘I am begging you, sister. Please … letting me go. I am innocent.’

         I step back. My legs feel strangely numb. I’m overcome with an overwhelming urge to punch him.

         Zia flings himself forward, pressing his hands onto my feet, begging me for forgiveness.

         ‘Sister, sister …’

         I kick his hands off me. ‘Stop it. Just stop it! This is real life, not a Bollywood movie!’ The camera’s still rolling, my hand is shaking.

         I turn and see Spike run towards the police car as it pulls up. Spider stays close to me, so close I can hear him breathing. By now, it’s dark. I see only headlights. Spider grabs Zia’s collar. ‘Get up, you idiot,’ he says. ‘Get up now!’

         ‘I said, go easy!’ I yell. This time it’s real, not just for the video.

         Spider is taken aback. He gives me a stormy glare.

         Zia still presses his hands onto my feet. I feel him wrapping his fingers around my ankles, as if to stop himself from falling.

         ‘You brought this on yourself,’ I say to Zia. ‘No one made you do it. You would have carried out a crime against a child, 10and that’s rape. Don’t you get it? She was twelve, for fuck’s sake. What were you thinking?’

         There’s too much shrill in my voice, too much of me being recorded.

         ‘Say something,’ I say, urgently. ‘Why did you do it?’

         Spider pulls Zia up. By now, Zia is so dazed, so emotional, he can barely keep upright.

         DCI Lawson runs towards me. I hear his footsteps, then see him emerge from the dark into the glow of the street lamps. His white polo shirt is buttoned tight at the neck, his face is flushed pink, bald head filmed in sweat. There are three other police officers behind him. Lawson averts his eyes as he approaches, snatching the file from me.

         ‘Nice to see you too,’ I breathe.

         He grunts. ‘This is completely unacceptable,’ he says. ‘Switch it off. I don’t want to see that video on the internet.’

         But I’m still filming, holding the camera straight.

         Licking his fingers, Lawson leafs through pages of chat history. ‘So, what do you have here?’

         I avoid filming Lawson’s face. The last thing I want is for this film to be about the police when we’ve done all the hard work to get us here.

         ‘It’s a file of evidence we’ve gathered, to help you lot out,’ I say. ‘I’m filming just in case we need it.’

         ‘Well, I don’t,’ he snorts, flicking pages, his eyes widening. ‘Is the so-called “evidence” you’ve gathered all here? Nothing missing?’

         ‘Nothing missing.’

         ‘I do hope so, for your sake. And just to be clear, I’m not condoning any of this, so I hope it carries some substance.’ He snarls, scraping his teeth against his top lip. Lawson’s attitude, right there, is the reason I refuse to work more closely with the police. Other groups have caved in, collaborating with them earlier in 11the process, succumbing to the pressure. But not us, not Raven Justice. We don’t need the police involved in our business, tying us up in red tape, asking too many questions. This is the point we hand over – no sooner.

         I clear my throat.

         ‘This is Zia Ahmed. Works in IT at a company called Print Works on Copperfield Street. Recorded residential address: in the file, close to Southwark Station. He’s been sending Holly, aged twelve, explicit messages for five weeks. Asked her to meet him here to have, in his own words, a sex meeting with her.’

         I begin the briefing, official and thorough, just how we believe things should be done. They ought to be grateful. I challenge the police to shoot holes in our methods.

         Lawson nods, scanning the pages. He stops, his eyes resting on something in the file. Spike and Spider still have Zia surrounded.

         Zia is standing, his hands clamped over his head. ‘I do nothing wrong,’ he pleads.

         ‘Stop denying it,’ snaps Spider. ‘We’ve got everything logged. You knew you were messaging a girl, underage. She told you she was twelve.’

         ‘To be fair, she told you several times,’ I say. ‘Within the first three lines of your exchange.’

         ‘I guess her age was just a minor detail though, wasn’t it, mate?’ Spike interjects. ‘Or is young how you prefer them?’

         Lawson slams the file shut.

         I whisper to Lawson. ‘You can see why things sometimes get heated. He’s understandably angry.’

         ‘I’ve heard enough.’ Lawson faces me, his nostrils flaring. The other three policemen stand attentively behind him. ‘We’ll take over from here. Please put that down.’

         I roll my eyes, because every time, this is what he does.

         ‘I mean it. I advise you not to post that video online or you are in danger of jeopardising our investigation.’ 12

         There’s a crackle in the air – the sound of a police radio. One of the policemen behind Lawson is speaking.

         ‘Fine, I won’t post it,’ I reply, but something about it feels like a lie. ‘I’m filming so that you have a record. So that you know, we’re being professional. I’m fed up with you lot accusing us of being trouble-makers.’

         Given Lawson’s superiority, I grow convinced that it’s worth upsetting the police by posting the video.

         He grunts. ‘Well, just make sure that’s all you’re doing.’

         In a different light, I might say Lawson had a friendly face, certainly one you could reason with. But not like this. In the dark he appears like an angry wolf, scavenging for food. I can’t understand why he seems intent on sabotaging our efforts. It’s obvious how much the police need us.

         ‘Just a reminder,’ I say, ‘we’ve helped you out here. Given you everything you need so you can make an arrest. I think you’ll find it’s obvious he’s a paedophile. The public won’t need much convincing.’

         I lower my hand. I’m still recording. I think of the editing needed, but this video is a good one. Bound to attract considerable attention.

         ‘We’re the ones trained to do the job properly,’ he says. ‘Please don’t forget it. We are the professionals. You’re just a bunch of aggravated amateurs. What you don’t seem to realise is that you’re interfering with the proper administration of justice, with your online presence and camera phone.’

         My face burns.

         Lawson turns to Zia.

         ‘Zia Ahmed, I’m arresting you on suspicion of grooming a minor, with the intent of carrying out a sexual offence. You do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defence if you do not mention, when questioned, something which you later rely on in court.’ 13

         Zia covers his face with his hands, and I hear him call, ‘Astaghfirullah, Astaghfirullah,’ again and again.

         Finally, repentance.

         ‘You’re welcome,’ I say to Lawson, as the handcuffs lock.

         I step back, my job is done. I stand to the side, watching the rest of the scene play out like something in a TV crime series, still filming with one hand on my phone. I pull a loose cigarette from my pocket, and then a lighter to light it up. I watch Lawson saying something to Zia, Spider and Spike standing beside him.

         Zia is led away by two officers and Lawson scowls at me, as if I’m the criminal here, not Zia. Then he walks away.

         I’m filming the pavement, my scuffed trainers. I let the camera roll, only semi-conscious of what I’m doing. I feel my body shake as I think of Zia, as I hear him calling, ‘Astaghfirullah, Astaghfirullah,’ again and again. I shudder when I think of Lawson, intent on tripping me up, even though I’ve said – to his superiors – that I want nothing more than to work together, peacefully, to help solve this societal problem.

         Lawson leads Zia towards the police car. I nod at Spider, our usual departure sign. His long hair blows in the wind. He pats Spike on the back, as Spike limps on ahead with his cap pulled down, hiding from the world and this moment. Spider looks down, his hands wedged into his pockets.

         Lawson pushes Zia’s head down into the back of the police car, and I hold my phone up again, stretching out my arm, intent on filming this last, satisfying shot. I press the red button to stop recording and drop my arm. By the time I look up, Spider and Spike have gone. I make my way up the hill, towards my van, and I message them in our WhatsApp group.

         
            
               Intense, but worth it.

            

         

         14I approach the driver’s door, and a message fires back in our group from Spike.

         
            Great job. Another one of those scumbags gone. He deserves everything that’s coming to him!!

         

         Before long, that familiar feeling arrives like a wave, a slow creep of satisfaction that I did something I ought to be proud of. I saved a child, and in so doing, I reclaimed a small but important part of myself.

         In the van, I throw my cigarette butt out of the window and lean back in my seat. I play back the video on my phone, winding myself up thinking of Lawson: how he’s quick to criticise what we do, when everyone knows the police can’t keep up with the scale of the problem we have escalating in London. They’re likely devising a plan to take us out. I wouldn’t put it past them. They want to prove we can’t be of proper service. It’s just like the police to do that.

         My face burns.

         I clip the beginning and the end of the film, cutting out Lawson and the pavement shots so that it makes for smoother viewing. There’s a shot of Zia’s face – nice and clear, that makes me smile inside. The public deserve to know about these perverts. Spider and Spike won’t mind. I decide I’m going to post the video.

         I open the Film2Go app and add in the titles: Paedophile caught meeting 12-year-old girl for sex!

         With the network signal as bad as it is, the clip takes a couple of minutes to upload onto Facebook. I’m waiting, file buffering. I see Zia’s face in my mind again, I can’t erase that image of him, the one of him falling to his knees; touching my feet. I hear him crying, begging for me to save him. I swallow hard. I know I must suppress all emotion, but it still gets to me, really it does. You’d have to be twisted not to feel any compassion. There’s any number 15of reasons why he would do something like this. Maybe he was abused himself. He’ll no doubt claim he’s suffering from a mental illness. They always do, when trying to absolve themselves of taking any responsibility. But some of them are victims. I know, too, that he is a son, a brother – maybe even some poor kid’s father. But had we given him a chance, he would have committed a crime. The worst kind: the kind there is no coming back from.

         Thanks to us, he’s been caught. Thanks to us, he’s been arrested. It makes no difference to me that he’s Asian like me. He’s been handed over to the authorities to receive justice, via the laws that govern this country, however imperfectly. We prepared a case and saved the police valuable time, whether or not they appreciate it. Yet right now, I don’t feel satisfied. I know it’s likely that Child Protection will release him. They’ll say we acted too quickly – too recklessly. They’ll look for tell-tale signs of our mistakes; look for whether we coerced him. And if by some miracle he does get convicted, chances are, the penalty will be too lenient. Zia will be back on the streets, free to re-offend, hunting for his next child victim.

         That’s why we post videos, Lawson. That’s why we do this.

         My stomach grows tight. I stare down at my screen. A green tick appears to confirm the video is uploaded.

         Everyone knows the problem has grown worse over the years, with thousands of men using or viewing child abuse online each year. It’s gotten so out of hand that even the police are beginning to adopt our practices. But they can’t do it themselves – they need us. We’re more grass roots, more in touch. We can move faster than they can.

         Whatever – their politics matters not one jot to me. We’re here for the ones who cannot protect themselves. The children are the only ones that mean something. What we do, we do for them. Because on every street corner, in every shopping mall, in a playing field or school near you, I hear them. 16

         As the final stroke of sunlight fades in the sky, I turn my key in the ignition and pull out onto the road. I drive for miles in a straight line, as the dark blur of the city, tinselled in lights, grows distant behind me. After several hours of aimless driving, I accelerate onto the A40 towards Watford.

         The low hum of the engine is soothing. A stale taste in my mouth signals morning. I’d love to say my job is done, but the truth is, it’s only the beginning.

         I bite my lip to stay awake. I tell myself again and again: I’ll get them in the end, I always do. I’ll hunt them down, one by one. I’ll make sure they’re off our roads for good. I know who they are, I know where they live. But they will never really know me.

         My name is Rita Marsh now, not Rita Patel.

         And I am unstoppable.
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         But the following morning is an anti-climax. At home in Raven Court, I’m washing dishes in my narrow coffin-like kitchen, jutting a hip against the edge of the sink. I stare out of the window, teary with condensation. By now, it’s a fresh and glorious Saturday morning, one of those you would serenade with a hymn: birds singing, sunflowers dancing, bold and wholly resplendent. My eyes sting with tiredness, but the night still flows through me.

         In the distance, I hear coughing and I feel a pull in the pit of my stomach, just knowing that it’s down to me to make sure that my remaining two residents are taken care of.

         This is my life, an elaborate juggling act. There’s not much room for forward planning as I desperately hold things together as best as I can, though I live in fear that, at any given moment, it will all fall apart.

         I empty the tub of water in the sink, pulling out the plug, watching the water drain. My stomach twinges as it all comes up again. It’s playing on my mind, that sight of Zia last night, bending to touch my feet. His pleading for me to release him. The audacity of it.

         I don’t want to check my messages. Nor do I want to read comments under the video I posted on Facebook. In the cold light of day, I regret I ever posted it. I should have held back, done what the police asked. Now, I’ve just gone and proved their point. I’ve subjected myself to backlash.

         I look around me, wondering how long it will take to rearrange the furniture.

         I need to keep myself occupied. 18

         After letting go of all our staff in March because of mounting costs, I know it’s down to me to keep everything afloat, even though my heart’s not in it anymore.

         Focus.

         Breathing.

         Find something to do and immerse yourself, fully.

         I’ve been reading books by Dr Geeta Goswami, a psychotherapist, but I’m not sure whether it’s helping.

         To distract myself, I move to the table where my laptop stands and begin to check the copy I recently rewrote for our website. I move my cursor over the text.

         
            At Raven Court, we are acutely aware of the anxieties that moving a loved one into care can bring. We support each care transition sensitively, with compassion and understanding. Here, you can be confident in our expertise on the issues facing elderly members of our community, such as depression, loneliness, and isolation. We don’t judge those families who can no longer cope with caring for their elders. We pride ourselves on the services we offer and promise to take good care of them.

         

         It was something Mum and Dad talked about when they first bought the place twenty-five years ago to try and make a go of things. Not judging, simply caring for elderly residents.

         I hear coughing again. I know it’s Margaret. She could do with a little extra help. I feel ashamed not thinking of her sooner, thinking only of myself.

         I rush into the kitchen to fix a bowl of soup. I break a piece of bread from a baguette delivered fresh from the local bakery, and I walk up the stairs.

         I glance up at a framed photo of my parents on the landing. It’s a shot of them on their wedding day, hanging on the cracked wall 19to my left. My mother with her wispy blonde hair, the shawl of her red sequinned sari swept over her shoulder. My father with his philandering eyes, his shock of black hair, carries the air of a moody Heathcliff. Both sides of the family – Indian and white, stand awkwardly in the background. I stare at my father’s face once more, squarely in the eyes. Then I look away, determined not to let him ruin my day.

         When my parents died, almost seventeen years ago when I was eighteen, I worked my hands until they were sore. Something about that very thought feels Asian. It’s the only trait I’m willing to accept, since ordinarily, I despise being labelled.

         I walk along the corridor, carefully carrying a tray.

         Immerse yourself in what you’re doing. Pay attention to the smallest of details.

         But then I see Zia’s face again, I can’t seem to block him out. I feel his hands pressing down onto my feet. I’m aware he sees me as one of his own, that he expects forgiveness because he believes we have a shared ancestral history. His assumption tugs at the part of me I prefer to keep hidden, that Asian side of my father’s line that I’ve deliberately blocked out, convincing myself, when I look in the mirror, that somehow I am different.

         I walk along the corridor to Margaret’s room.

         Focus on the moment. Do not succumb to distraction.

         This place is tired, shabby and neglected – Mum and Dad would be livid at the state of it. It’s nothing like the polished, prim Victorian property they once made cosy and intimate, home to a full house of lively residents. But it’s not my fault. I can’t do it all. I can’t unleash the potential in this business when I’m cleaning the streets. I never wanted to run this place to begin with. But it gives me an income, at least. I’m grateful to have a business. Whilst the decor might be dated, everything patterned and velvet like something out of the sixties, it’s safe and clean. Raven Court is one of the most affordable care homes in Harrow, set back from 20the main road in a private patch of green, nestled behind a cluster of giant oak and cedar trees.

         As I enter the bedroom, I see Margaret lying there, still and peaceful, her skin soft and grey. Her lids are half-closed – she’s drifting in between worlds. The slit of her mouth is open just enough for me to hear her breathing. Her lips are cracked, crusted with salt, and form an oval shape.

         I pat Margaret on the arm, she grunts and jerks forward, spluttering as if she’s spitting out medicine.

         ‘How are you feeling, dear? I thought you might like a little soup, freshly made.’

         I place her tray on the table next to her bed. Her blanket is messy, so I go about rearranging it. She opens her eyes and tries to get up, but then she relaxes again.

         ‘Would you like me to help you up?’ I peer into her eyes, as she stares up at the ceiling. ‘Do tell me what you need, anything you like. I’m here for you, Margaret.’

         She drops her head to the side, staring at me. Recognition descends and she smiles, but only briefly, then she’s gone again.

         I fumble inside my pocket for an ophthalmoscope. I open her droopy lids, shining a light on her pupils.

         When Margaret first arrived, her son, Mark, dropped her off like she was a bit of dry cleaning. His wife waited for him in the car. She was freshly tanned from a recent trip to the salon, honking the horn between applying thick coats of lipstick. That was eight years ago. In that time, Margaret and I have spent hours in conversation. She’s told me stories about the Second World War. How she met Bill, her late husband, in a bar, falling in love at first sight. How he cradled her in his arms for five hours when she miscarried their first child.

         I move closer. ‘Perhaps you’d like me to read something to you,’ I whisper.

         Margaret’s hand slips and I replace it onto the bed. I walk to 21the bookshelf beside the door, scanning the shelves for a volume of poetry. I run my fingers along the spines and pull out a book: Poems for Life. I open it up on a random page. Leaning a shoulder against the wall, I begin to read.

         
            
               Life is one long breath, 

               blown on the coldest day …

            

         

         I manage just one line before she begins shouting.

         ‘Leave me alone! Get out, just get out of here!’

         I stand up straight, staring at her, part of me resigned to another one of her episodes.

         Margaret is strangely propped upright in bed, her blue cellular blanket is messy after I’ve only just rearranged it. Her back rests against a pillow, her face a network of angry lines and creases. Her eyes are wide open, so full of tears, and she coughs. Before I can do anything, she throws her bowl. I jump back, slamming my back against the wall. Her bowl hits the edge of a table and smashes, as if in slow motion, to the side of me.

         ‘Get out, you stupid woman. I don’t want to hear your poetry, do you hear?’

         My legs are strangely anchored to the floor as I try to take in her words.

         ‘Get out I said!’

         My eyes fill up and my lips tremble. Her dementia is acute now, and I know none of this is her fault. She doesn’t know what she’s doing. But still, her words are hurtful.

         I bend to pick up the broken pieces of her bowl. The carpet is sodden with soup. Margaret is still muttering something; coughing, spluttering, turning her head into her pillow. I place the pieces on the tray.

         ‘I’m sorry, Margaret. I just wanted to do something nice—’ but by now, her shoulders are juddering. 22

         ‘Go!’ Her voice is muffled.

         I close the door behind me as I leave, intent on giving her a little privacy. I walk down the stairs, sliding one hand along the banister for support, carrying the tray in the other. I try not to listen to the sound of her crying, nor focus on my erratic breathing. I place Margaret’s tray on the kitchen counter, then settle down at the wooden table.

         How long can it continue, this double life? This over-extension of myself, this predatory prowl that others might call obsessive? Because right now, I don’t seem to be doing either of them particularly well.

         I pull my laptop out of its felt cover.

         It’s all grown too much. There’s no way I can deny it. The hunting is intense, high-risk, relentless. I’m aware there’s only so much I can do. Each day, the problem is growing worse. What I need now is a peaceful night, a bit of time to think. If I’m honest with myself, perhaps even to relinquish the heavy weight of this responsibility. But what kind of world would this be if we all gave up? That would be too easy; that would be like failing.

         I begin to search aimlessly … then I search for something specific: a chatroom. Just something to occupy me through the night, whilst my mind continues its incessant pendulum-swinging.

         
            *

         

         Sunday morning is gorgeous and I’m feeling better rested. I drive to Costco Cash & Carry, that supersized one in Wembley, just behind the football stadium. I need to keep myself loaded with chores like restocking the kitchen larder – that’s all I keep thinking about. I don’t want to dwell on the video I posted, because now I’ve received some new messages on Teen Chat and Playground. It’s the two social sites I frequent most often.

         This time, I’ve uploaded a Snapchat-filtered photo of a girl with long hair and a cute button nose. She’s surrounded by a kaleidoscope 23 of butterflies. I call her Nisha Mistry and she is a wonderful creation. Curled up on a bed, next to a sunset-coloured Corgi, she’s pouting for a selfie, just like young girls do when they see older, more popular girls doing the same. She’s wearing yellow shorts and a T-shirt, and I’m sure, just by the way Nisha is seated, that image of her will reel them in. Sure enough, it takes only two minutes.

         
            
               Hello sweetie. How old are u?

               WOW! You look lovely in yellow. A real sunshine! 

               You’re so well developed. Has anyone ever told you that? 

               13? You look more like 18! Lol!

            

         

         The rest of the responses are so vile, I immediately want to delete them. But next come the photos, each one of them a reminder of why I spend my nights hunting. In this job of round-the-clock social engagement, with messages back and forth, you see photos and videos you’d rather not see and can never unsee once you’ve clicked on them. The filth is enraging.

         I stare down at my hands, pale and worn, hard and veiny.

         There comes a point when it all becomes too much.

         Caught in the middle of perversion is a feeling so familiar, it’s almost normal.

         I catch a glimpse of my face in the wing mirror.

         I’m too white to be Indian, too Indian to be fully white. You’d think these days it’s good to be an inbetweener, that it’s an advantage to sit on the fence, to be free to pick a side. But that’s not how it works, because often you’re left alone, undecided.

         What I am is a mishmash of cultures that can bend and flex to suit different worlds, and because of that, I am useful. But deep down, when the lights are dimmed, when the noise settles, I’m aware just how confused I feel.

         In Costco, I snake my trolley in and out of the aisles, but at the same time, I’m deleting messages hurtling against the light 24of the blue background on my phone. Moving to aisle 25 lined with freezers, I regain a sense of calm, as the cold air cuts into my face.

         
            I would really love to meet you. How about Wednesday?

         

         In the back pocket of my jeans, already too tight around my waist, my second phone – my personal one – vibrates. I pull it out, and I see there’s a new WhatsApp message from Raven Justice.

         
            10.19 Spider:

            Earth to flamin’ Raven. Where are you?? Call us urgently.

            That video you posted! This one blowing up badly!!

         

         I stand there for a second, trying to comprehend what they mean. But then a link to a news article appears:

         
            www.standard.co.uk/zia-ahmed

         

         I’m moving, pushing my trolley – literally holding my breath. I click on the link as I park myself against a wall, next to jars of low-price pickles and pitted olives.

         The signal in-store is so bad, my phone keeps buffering. I watch everyone around me with their families, busy bees with their shopping baskets. I edge further along the window, in search of better reception.

         Finally, the article appears:

         
            18 August 2019

            STING VIDEO GOES VIRAL

            Alleged paedophile jumps into Thames after Raven Justice confrontation. 25

            
                

            

            In a face-off on Friday, controversial vigilante group lured Zia Ahmed, aged 32, into a honey-trap with fake profile, logging online sex chat with 12-year old girl.

            Raven Justice filmed his police arrest and posted the sting video on Facebook where it received thousands of likes. Ahmed took his own life in the early hours of Saturday morning after being released by the Metropolitan Police on grounds of insufficient evidence. His jump was captured on CCTV. Following his death, the police have confirmed they are not looking for any further suspects in connection to the incident.

            Ahmed moved to the UK from Pakistan with his parents in 2004 with hopes of a better life. He studied Business Management at London Metropolitan University and later worked in IT at a printing company in Southwark. His phone was found on the edge of the bridge from the spot where it is believed he jumped. The last recorded message was to his mother, declaring his love and innocence.

            A relative of Zia who wishes to remain anonymous said: ‘I can’t believe what’s happened. Zia was a good boy with a bright future. Whatever he was accused of, we are certain it is a mistake. He was targeted by this group without a fair trial and that is not right. The shame led him to take his own life and the family are suffering badly. We will never recover from this loss. We ask the public to please respect our privacy.’

            Raven Justice is a covert group of vigilantes who prefer to remain anonymous. The group is believed to be organised by a woman and two male accomplices. In the last five years, their efforts have led to 25 arrests but only two convictions. Following Zia’s suicide, there is mounting pressure for them to reveal their identity. The Association of Chief Police Officers says the group’s tactics have grown increasingly hostile in recent weeks. ‘We do not condone their activities because their interference corrupts vital evidence, but we are trying to find 26ways of working together, peacefully and constructively, with vigilante groups. It’s part of a longer-term strategy.’

            Spokespersons for Raven Justice declined to comment. Do you know the people behind Raven Justice? Contact us with any information: news@standard.co.uk.

         

         I’m shaking so hard I don’t realise there’s a woman beside me, talking.

         ‘Excuse me,’ she says curtly, ‘could you move your trolley? You’re blocking the walkway.’

         I stare at her for too long.

         It can’t be. It just can’t be true. He can’t have killed himself.

         The woman stares at me, as if waiting for me to apologise. She moves her trolley past me with a little girl in dungarees skipping at her side and shakes her narrow head.

         ‘Honestly. Some people. No sense of urgency.’

         
            10.23 Spider:

            This is the last thing we need. That scumbag is dead and now we’re being blamed for it!

         

         I turn right and see a ‘payment’ sign, but the queue to the tills is so long I don’t think I’ll ever get out of the store quick enough. All I can think about is the article, how we try to do a good thing, to stand up for what we believe in, but then one mistake makes it blow up and somehow, we have another problem to deal with. I didn’t want him dead, though. None of us wanted that.

         I click on Facebook, scanning the comments beneath the video clip of Zia.

         
            Paedo! Sick bastards like that need locking up!

            Go, go Raven Justice! Sure as hell the police aren’t moving fast enough. 27

         

         But there is another post too, from Mary_100.

         
            Why OUT him like that? Why not just go through the courts?? How do WE know for sure he did anything??!

            Yeah. I agree. Roughing him up like that was bang out of order.

         

         The latest comment:

         
            Are you happy, Raven Justice? That poor man is DEAD!!

         

         I pay up as fast as I can, but my hands are shaking so much I can barely hold onto my wallet.

         What if I got it wrong? 

         What if Zia was innocent?

         For a second, my mind scrambles from overload, but I manage to breathe, to retrace steps in my mind. I distinctly remember dialling the number sent to Holly in the chat – and it was Zia, Zia, that answered.

         Next thing I know I’m in my van, slumped at the wheel, counting likes and scrolling through endless messages. I bite my lip so hard it starts to bleed. On one phone:

         
            I love you so much, Nisha. You are so beautiful

         

         On another:

         
            Ruislip Lido – BE THERE – 1hr.

         

         I start the engine, about to press my foot down. This is a sign, surely, that it’s over. I need to get out. There can be no more indecision. 28

         Through the windscreen, I stare up into the sky, watching clouds gather. I see the arch of Wembley Stadium stretch across the horizon like a steel rainbow and I wonder, even though I’ve driven past it so many times, what it must feel like to sit under it, staring up into the dark as the roof closes.
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         I wait for Spider by the reservoir – he says he’s coming alone. Spike is too shaken to leave the house. He’s busy seeking legal counsel.

         I watch the rush of dirty water lick the edge of the sand and I bend to pick up a stone, skimming it across the water. I imagine what it might be like to visit the lido with a loved one, to enjoy a summer picnic, watching geese waddle by. I wonder what it must be like to live a normal life. Now, normal feels so foreign to me. A flock of ducks splash about, raising a squall as they flap their wings. I pick up and throw another stone. It only just misses them.

         I shouldn’t have posted that video. It’s the one time I should have listened to the police. The damage is irreversible and it’s all my fault but there is nothing I can do to change it.

         Behind me, footsteps crunch into the sand, that familiar sound of thick trainers. A warm breeze sweeps over my face, and I hear leaves rustling.

         Spider stops a few steps away from me. His long black hair is loose and messy, tendrils blow on either side of his head. He nods towards a wooden bench next to the fake beach and we walk together towards it in silence.

         I take a seat, watching the rise and fall of his chest. I wait for him to say something, but his voice is shaky.

         ‘Where you been, Raven?’ He avoids my eye, remains standing. ‘We’re in a right mess. We need to protect ourselves.’

         ‘I’m sorry. It’s all my fault. Lawson said not to post the video, but he wound me up so badly.’ 30

         He sighs, tapping a cigarette on his packet, lighting one up with the schwick of his lighter.

         ‘Well, it’s what we do. It’s why we’re effective. Five hundred thousand followers and growing. But this last job has blown up badly. Some of the comments from our own fans …’

         Spider shakes his head. He raises a foot onto the wooden seat next to me to better balance himself.

         ‘It’s exactly what the police want – to deter us,’ I say. ‘They’ll use it to apply pressure.’

         ‘Yeah, everyone is talking about it. Zia’s all over the news. The police are blaming us, can you believe it? What a cheek. No one understands that we were there to do good.’

         I pinch the skin on my hands. Maybe this is the moment to tell him, we can’t go on as we are. I, for one, have had enough.

         ‘We’re not responsible for that scumbag dying,’ he says, sucking hard on his cigarette. He breathes out smoke, slowly. ‘Zia killed himself. We never pushed him. But still, there’s the video.’

         ‘I’m worried they will use that to threaten us. Either shut us down or get us to work their way – and with them.’

         ‘Well, we won’t do it,’ spits Spider. ‘That’s what we agreed.’

         ‘But pressure is mounting,’ I say. ‘It’s only a matter of time before they put in place formal regulations. Maybe we need to reassess things.’

         He grunts. ‘It’s like you’re getting cold feet, Raven. You’re getting all scared, when all along, we knew the risks we were taking.’

         ‘I’m sorry,’ I say, digging my hand into my pocket.

         ‘I say we just fuck ’em,’ he says, after a while, lighting up another cigarette when the other one expires. ‘We’ll do the handover because that has to happen with the police. But we can keep surveillance and sting activities separate. Worked fine all this time, didn’t it? We don’t need to co-operate with them. Those other groups are weak for giving into the pressure.’

         ‘I agree.’ But I say it with an ulterior motive. For the first time, 31I feel bad that I’m letting down my own brothers. ‘I say we do nothing. We say nothing. It will probably die down, anyway. But this is a moment, you know? We need to reassess our future.’ There’s a shrill in my voice. My heart beats faster.

         Spider is silent, like he’s thinking.

         ‘I never said I wanted out.’ He turns, glaring at me long and hard. ‘Is that what you’re thinking?’

         ‘This story is big. There is no way we’ll survive it,’ I say with my head down.

         Spider takes another drag on his cigarette, and I ask him how Spike is. He does not answer, but stares into the sand, kicking at a dried worm with the stub of his toe.

         ‘Well, look how that turned out,’ says Spider. ‘You can’t be serious.’

         ‘I am.’

         ‘Jesus, Raven. Have you lost your mind? Five years of hard work and you talk as if it’s nothing.’

         ‘They want us shut down,’ I say. ‘Don’t you see? It’s only a matter of time. They know we won’t ever work the way they want us to. And I don’t want to do anything different.’

         ‘But maybe we bring more people in,’ says Spider, ‘rather than packing it all in. If the problem is getting worse … we should grow this.’

         I consider his statement and feel a slow panic rising inside me. It’s the same feeling I have whenever things get too much, like things are growing and sprawling out of me like poison ivy.

         ‘We need better protection,’ he says, ‘like, proper security and filming equipment. You said so yourself, the problem is getting worse, the police can’t cope, so we need to get ahead of it.’

         ‘We’re not like those other groups,’ I say. ‘It’s always been the three of us. I would rather we didn’t do it than join the others.’

         Spider throws down his cigarette, stamping his foot onto it. ‘But if we expand, we could keep our independence. There are 32groups all over the country. We could join them. Form a coalition.’

         I scoff and Spider glowers at me. ‘If you’re wanting out just say it, right? Don’t mess us about because our whole lives are invested.’

         I almost choke – it’s like a wet sponge is lodged in my throat. I resent the way he suggests that I haven’t given up my life too. Like I’ve not invested myself sufficiently in the movement. I was the one that started it.

         ‘Go fuck yourself,’ I snap. It’s all I can think to say.

         Spider throws his head back and laughs. ‘So, I guess we ain’t good enough for you now, eh? One sting goes wrong in five years and suddenly you want out.’

         ‘I never said that. But, yes, that is what I want.’ For the first time, I am sure. That is my decision. Finally, I’ve blurted it out.

         But Spider says: ‘Fuck you, Raven. A bit of trouble and then, kraa kraa, Raven flies. What about the children, eh? How can you think of just yourself?’

         He flaps his arms making idiotic squawking sounds, and finally I get up and walk away, Spider’s voice trailing. There are children playing behind me, a dog barking, a baby crying. I wipe a sleeve across my eyes, and I tell myself it’s over; there’s no way I’m ever looking back. I’ll find another way of doing good because I can. I am Rita Marsh today, but tomorrow, I can easily be someone else.
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         I’m parked outside a private clinic in Ealing, in a posh, residential house. Beside the front door, to the left of the brass knocker, a small plaque reads: Dr Geeta Goswami, Psychotherapist.

         It isn’t too intimidating here – despite a statue of a lion baring its teeth, pouncing in mid-air, positioned right by the front window. In the front garden, an olive tree emerges from the gravel in somewhat Biblical fashion. I can’t help but wonder if it’s deliberate, this middle-class understatedness. Nothing on the outside of this clinic alludes to the number of books its owner has sold. Nor the column she writes weekly in the Women’s Digest, Geeta’s Corner, that’s got everybody discussing their personal problems.

         Geeta has been in demand ever since her book, What’s Wrong with Me?, came out. I realise it’s the same question I’ve been asking myself, repeatedly, ever since Zia killed himself a week ago. Each time I think of him, I am conflicted. On the one hand I know I have made the right decision, that it can’t go on, this juggling act of a life, because in saving others, I’ve lost something of myself. Hunting has become too dangerous. But then on the other hand, I think of the children. I’m plagued with guilt. In the night I wake up in cold sweats, tossing and turning for hours.

         My appointment is at three and I’m petrified at the prospect of trying to untangle the past five years. Even though I’ve talked to Geeta in my thoughts, had numerous private conversations in my mind, told her what I experience – overwhelm, foreboding, anxiety – I don’t know where to start. Each time, I’ve heard her warm, melodic voice, her strong Delhi accent, assuring me that such thoughts and feelings, given the circumstances of my life, 34the changing world in which we find ourselves, are entirely to be expected.

         But now, here I am, about to talk to Geeta in real life.

         I switch off the engine and walk up the front path, chequered in black and white stone. As I take a deep breath and ring the doorbell, I tell myself, once again, I’m doing the right thing. I need to do this, or – if left any longer – I risk doing something else stupid.

         An old lady answers. She’s wearing a sensible white blouse, a dainty row of pearls. She greets me with eyes that seem to say, ‘you’re here – well done’, and ushers me into the living room.

         ‘Have a seat, Rita. I’ll take you up to see my daughter in just a few minutes.’

         She rearranges the magazines on the side table.

         ‘Would you like some tea while you’re waiting? Maybe some water?’

         Just being in that front room, with its scent of lavender unfurling from an oil burner, walls dotted with black-and-white Hollywood photos, I want to start bawling.

         ‘Water would be lovely,’ I croak.

         I glance up at the bookshelf, stuffed with books on poetry and modern art, while I wait to be called.

         Inside Dr Goswami’s office lies a row of hand-carved elephants, bespeckled with mirrors, that look like they’re taking a long, leisurely walk along the back shelf. I sit down onto a stiff leather chair, biting my tongue, suddenly hungry and craving chocolate.

         ‘Oh wow,’ I say, as my eyes fill up. ‘I’m sorry. I wasn’t expecting this at all. Ever since I got here, I feel … weepy.’

         My body trembles and I look around, as if there’s someone else in the room responsible for my reaction.

         ‘It’s perfectly normal,’ says Geeta, kindly.

         She hands me a scented tissue and I thank her, dabbing my eyes.

         ‘Take your time.’ 35

         ‘I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s happening, or why I’m crying,’ I say, hurriedly. ‘I feel so stupid. This is not what I’m usually like, at all.’

         She leans back into her chair, waiting for me to compose myself. After a while, she tells me a little bit about her background.

         ‘I was born in India,’ she says, placing a finger on the edge of her glasses. ‘But now I’m a permanent resident in the UK. I love London and what I do. I love to help people. Would you like me to help you, Rita?’ She leans forward, peering at me.

         I nod like an eager child.

         ‘Tell me a little about yourself,’ she says.

         I tell her about Raven Court, about my parents and their car crash. I figure it’s probably best to start there.

         ‘I see. I’m very sorry to hear that. It must have been difficult.’

         I take a sip of water. ‘I’m over it,’ I say.

         ‘Are you?’

         ‘Truly.’

         Her brow creases, and she scribbles something on her pad.

         I notice the room smells of instant coffee and buttered toast. I lean back further into my chair, making myself comfortable.

         I stretch out my legs to help me relax, taking in the bare breasted figures of the Gustav Klimt prints on the wall. There’s one I can’t seem to take my eyes off, just beside the bookshelf. It’s a close-up of a woman crying golden tears. It hangs next to another print of a woman naked in the embrace of another nude female. Something inside me prickles.
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