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To Rachel




The quay was deserted, glowing black. What light there was, from the distant street lamps and warehouse security lights, was creeping out onto the water with the steady drizzle.


Across the river more lights rose up into the low night sky, which was pressing down hard on the world. He knew what he was looking for on the other side, but he couldn’t narrow his focus. It was a struggle keeping his eyes open. There was this sharp buzzing pain on one side of his head as well. He wanted the pain to go away. The voices too.


Shut up, he thought he said. But no one listened. It was too late. Get off me, he could have added, because it felt as if someone was stretching across him, playing with the centre console, positioning his feet around the pedals, though all the wrong way round. He couldn’t uncross his legs for the life of him. He was not in control. There was a pain in his chest now also. It felt like he was fighting, bursting to be let go, but he also knew how weak he had become. A fat useless fuck. His words, or words he was hearing.


A breeze had developed, even though he was still in the car. Perhaps the window was open, the door, but it was becoming even harder to feel, to see ahead, which was wrong. There was no ahead this way. Someone was telling him, again and again, that he was going to die. It was all his fault. Hearing, does that go last, he thought? If so he could have sworn he then heard a soft, Goodbye. A different voice. Female.


But there was another sound, after finally going over the edge. It was the sound of water, as clear as perfectly polished glass.
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There was a time when the sound of rain was comforting, calming. Now it pissed her off. It was autumn already, she remembered. September 1. It was not her favourite month. She let the patter swirl around her head for another few minutes, realising she was listening out for something else. Breathing, snoring. But it wasn’t there. She lifted her head, opening her eyes. Propped herself on her elbows. Rich wasn’t there.


Tatty flung back her side of the duvet and climbed out onto the soft carpet, peering through the gloom for her dressing gown. She got to the blinds before spotting it in its own silky puddle, having slipped off the back of the chaise longue. Rich was forever castigating her for leaving her clothes lying around, clothes he’d spent a lot of money on.


She opened the blinds, taking in the wet grey slapping against the huge French doors. In only her nightie, short, also silk, she had an urge to open the doors, step out onto the balcony and feel the wet and cold on her skin. She needed to wake up, shake the Zimovane from her system. Looking out across the stretch of wide, dull grass that made up the top of Gorleston’s tired esplanade to a short stretch of gunmetal grey sea, which all too rapidly merged with sky, she thought better of it. She reached down for her dressing gown, stood, noticing a couple of figures, directly across Marine Parade.


They were not facing her way, not moving either, but hunched together on the pavement by the entrance to the last car park on the front, like the world they hated owed them everything. They were wearing scum gear, as Rich would call it. Hoodies, tracksuit bottoms, cheap trainers. None of which, she suspected, had ever been near a washing machine, or paid for. Smoke began swirling around their covered heads. A car, a long, light brown Lexus, rolled from the car park, seemingly nudging them out of the way, and they set off, in an absurd loping gait, towards Yarmouth, from where no doubt they had come.


Relieved, Tatty stepped back from the French doors and slipped her gown on, realising how dim the bedroom still was. Lights, she needed lights, warmth, on this most dull of early autumn mornings. She made her way straight to the en-suite, pressing the control panel as she entered. With a ceiling of halogen beating down on her she keyed the shower buttons, and caught herself in the mirror as the water gained heat. Her tan was fading fast. The air in this part of the world stripped you like sulphuric acid. Sun rarely happened.


Rich had said she shouldn’t bother coming back with him from Ibiza. She could spend another month by the pool. No, she couldn’t. There was the Smokehouse project nearing completion, her elder children to see, the house to get ready for Zach’s return, before he was off again. ‘You’ll not be seeing much of me, sweetheart,’ Rich had said. ‘We’re that close to getting the Americans on board. And I expect I’ll have to be in Athens at some point soon.’ He always wanted her out of the way. She never saw much of him. He hadn’t even come home last night. It wasn’t the first time.


Slowly the shower restored some feeling, some clarity. Stepping out, wrapping the towel around her paling body, she felt a tired, dull anger growing. He could have rung. He could have left a message. ‘I didn’t want to disturb you, sweetheart. Not in the middle of the night. I don’t know where the time went. But we made great progress. It’ll be signed within days.’ Those would be his shady words, when he did show up, she could imagine all too well. He rarely surprised her.


To check once more she walked back through to the bedroom, to her bedside table, the mobile on it. No texts or voicemails from Rich. Or email, not that that was his style. He never emailed her. He emailed his kids, but not her. She wasn’t sure he even knew her email address. Wrapped in a towel, she picked up the phone, shook it, as if that might somehow refresh the apps. Nothing changed. She wasn’t going to ring him.


Throwing it on the mound of duvet in the middle of the bed, she then picked up her watch, which until recently was his watch – a heavy white gold Rolex. He now had an Apple Watch, the 18-carat rose gold one, which he barely knew how to use. It was just past nine. Late for her, but she was still on holiday time. She put the chunky Rolex on and, edging towards the French window, she thought about what she was going to wear today. What could you wear to protect yourself against that? Not some shitty tracksuit, for sure. Oilskins. The word came to her, as if from another country. Another century anyway. Did people still wear oilskins? Did they still exist?


The scum were not in sight, anywhere up Marine Parade, but someone was at the door. The front door. She could hear the bell, ding-donging away downstairs. That sound was from another century, because the bell had been there when they’d bought the place, nearly thirty years ago now. It was the only thing they hadn’t changed. Rich thought it quaint.


Who the hell could be ringing it at this time? Her mind was now clear enough to process information, to think more rationally. It was too early for the post or a parcel delivery. It was not the kids, having forgotten their keys, which used to be such a common occurrence, because Sam and Ben were in London, where they’d been all summer, and Zach was in the Atlantic. Could Rich somehow have forgotten or lost his? It had never happened before. Besides, he wouldn’t use the bell, he’d thump on the door, and shout when no one came quick enough.


She was out of the bedroom and hurrying along the landing when she realised she was still wrapped in nothing more than a towel. But it was a far more modest piece of cloth than her dressing gown. She continued down the wide, softly carpeted stairs and along the hard oak floor of the hallway, lit only by the poor natural light seeping through the smoked security glass panel at the top of the door. She thought she could make out a head, in a hood. Just before she reached the door she felt something shift deep inside her. A small tremor.


She had a sudden, terrible urge to confront life, full on, sod any precautions that Rich was always so insistent upon. She flung open the door, not thinking whether the security chain was in place, anger and aggression coursing through. She knew it was not going to be good news. It never was when people visited them out of the blue. ‘Hello?’ she said, though faintly, short of breath.


‘Mrs Goodwin?’ A woman stepped forward.


She was shorter than Tatty, rounder and far paler, and stuffed into a too-tight dark waterproof. That’s what people wore now, waterproofs, made from high-tech synthetic fabrics. Zach had loads. ‘Yes?’ Tatty said.


‘I’m Detective Sergeant Julie Spiros, family liaison officer for Norfolk Constabulary, West Yarmouth branch, and this is Detective Inspector Peter Leonard.’ She was holding out her ID. Scum of a different sort.


The man next to her nodded, his lips shut tight in a grimace. His waterproof was hanging off him by the hood. He was tall and skeletal. He was not holding out his ID. He didn’t need to.


‘May we come in?’ Spiros said, stepping closer. ‘Perhaps we can go somewhere where you can sit down. Is anyone else in the house?’


Tatty must have nodded a yes, and then shook a no, her confidence already shot, because she found herself walking backwards with the two police officers. A chunk of cold wet cloud came inside with them. Their wet shoes squeaked on the oak flooring, and Tatty was pleased Rich wasn’t there because he would have been livid with them for not wiping their feet properly.


‘Would you like to put some clothes on?’ Spiros said. ‘I can come with you.’


Tatty looked down at the white towel. She was still damp from her shower. The air in the hall was now damp too, and cold. She would like to get dressed. But it was never quick. She was not going to let someone she didn’t know come with her either. ‘No,’ she said. ‘I’m OK.’


At the end of the large hall, to the left of the staircase, tucking the towel tighter around her, she didn’t know which way to go, into the sitting room, or the kitchen. Would they want tea, coffee? Was she meant to make them a drink? Rich had always treated the police with as much courtesy as he could muster. She thought she needed a coffee at least. It was the right time in the morning, so she led them that way.


In the huge kitchen, which once upon a time had been a double garage, she made straight for the marble-topped island, reached out for its thick, firm edge, turned to face her unexpected visitors, realising she was not going to make any coffee until they told her why they were there. They knew it too.


‘Would you like to sit down?’ said Spiros, glancing around the cold airy place, at the acres of glass looking out onto thick drizzle.


There were bar stools around the island, and over in a corner the glass-topped dining table, around which stood some steel chairs. It was not a comfortable kitchen. It was rarely warm, despite the under-floor heating. ‘Why are you here?’ Tatty said, a voice, her voice coming back.


‘I’m sorry, but we have some bad news,’ said Spiros. ‘Please, sit down.’ The man, Leonard, had still to say a word.


‘No,’ Tatty said. Not sure whether she was saying no to the idea of bad news, or no to the order to sit down. Her mind flashed to her children. Ben would be at work, in the City. Sam would be at work, down the road in Holborn. Zach would be being tossed around in the Bay of Biscay. It could get very rough, so she’d been told. Even at this time of the year. Had the boat capsized? Sunk? How would anyone know, so soon? An emergency signal set off? A tiny beacon in monstrous waves, Zach clinging to a life raft. He was a strong, tough kid.


‘There’s been a fatal incident,’ said Leonard.


So he did speak, when it mattered. And Tatty felt like she was in a bad TV show. She shook her head, found she was still clinging, not to a life raft but the marble top of the kitchen island. His voice was as thin and grave as his stature.


‘A car, your husband’s car, went into the river by Fish Wharf, the back of his offices,’ Leonard continued.


‘I’m afraid your husband’s body was found in the car this morning, by police divers,’ said Spiros.


‘Oh,’ said Tatty. ‘Oh.’


‘An operation is underway to retrieve the vehicle,’ said Leonard.


‘What about him – Rich?’ said Tatty. ‘Where’s he?’


‘The body has been recovered from the water,’ said Spiros, her face colouring. ‘There was nothing anyone could do. I’m so sorry.’


‘How? How did it happen?’ Tatty said. She found she’d let go of the marble top. She also found she could breathe. Zach’s boat had not sunk. He had not drowned. Rich had drowned.


‘We don’t know yet,’ said Leonard. ‘Obviously we’ll be doing everything we can to get to the bottom of what happened. Have you found any notes?’


‘Notes?’ said Tatty, feeling her mouth move in ways she knew were not appropriate.


‘Explaining perhaps why he might wish to take his life?’


‘You think he committed suicide?’ She almost laughed.


‘We’ll need to look at everything,’ Leonard continued. ‘There’ll be a post-mortem.’


‘It’s definitely him, is it?’ Tatty said, quite calmly.


‘We believe so,’ said Spiros. ‘If you’d like to see the body, we can arrange that.’


‘Yes,’ said Tatty. That was the thing to do, wasn’t it? She looked down once more at her towel, at her shins, her feet poking out and now looking rather brown against the white marble. She tried harder not to smile. ‘When?’


‘We’ll make the arrangements, and let you know.’ Spiros again. ‘Is there anyone you’d like to call, who you’d like to be here with you, this morning? Can we call anyone for you?’


There was, but Tatty was not going to say who. She felt her heart rushing forward.


‘I’m afraid,’ said Leonard, ‘that given who your husband was, we’re not sure how long his death will remain out of the media.’


‘We urge you,’ chipped in Spiros, ‘to contact family members, friends, those people who need to know, as soon possible.’


There weren’t many. Ben, Sam, Megan perhaps, Nina too – she’d be upset. ‘But Zach’s in the middle of the Atlantic,’ she said. ‘His phone won’t be working.’


‘Can I make you a cup of tea?’ said Spiros.


Tatty hadn’t noticed her accent before.
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‘Where the hell’s Simon?’ said Frank, swerving across South Quay and into the parking bay at the front of Goodwin House. He was on the hands-free, talking to Sian, Rich’s PA, who was in Goodwin House, a few metres away.


‘Amsterdam,’ she said. ‘He’s coming straight back.’


‘When did he go to Amsterdam?’


‘Yesterday evening. He was on his way to Las Vegas.’


‘Vegas?’ Frank didn’t know anything about that. ‘Without Rich?’


‘It was pretty much last minute. Their surveyors are still not happy – something to do with contaminated land by the old oil depot. He was going with Amit, Amit Sharma, and that scientist woman from the university. Rich was meant to be in Athens early next week, so he couldn’t have gone, but …’ Her voice tailed off.


Frank didn’t see the swarm of police, the tape, the vehicles, the fire brigade and an ambulance too, until he’d edged his Range Rover into the parking space at the side of the building, his usual spot. There was a dirty yellow crane on a barge rising out of the Yare. He had no idea how they could have got that bit of equipment there so swiftly. Had Rich’s Merc been retrieved already? He couldn’t see it on the quay. Though there were too many vehicles and people for him to see everything.


Rather than walk round the rest of the building and onto the jammed river frontage, he turned back towards the main entrance. He was not prepared for the police, this much rain. Besides, no one seemed to have noticed him. He pressed his card against the pad and the glass double front doors parted slowly with a shaky whirr. They were going to give out one day soon. They weren’t built for this climate. The lobby was empty, it was always empty, and he made straight for the stairs. The lift was as flimsy as the doors. He needed solid ground under his feet this morning. Not that the stairs were particularly firm.


It was a squat, three-storey building, previously occupied by Halliburton. It wasn’t built to attract attention, or last. Its best asset was the position. Rich and Simon had been talking about knocking it down and putting up something with more flair. Simon anyway. Reaching the first floor, Frank wondered whether that would ever happen now. He couldn’t believe Rich was dead. He’d worked for him for twenty years, on and off. Rich was the only person who’d consistently treated him with any respect. But it hadn’t only been about respect of course.


He pushed through to Sian’s office, which also doubled as the reception area. The black leather furniture had never looked right.


Sian was on the phone, another call. She looked up and waved sadly. She hadn’t been working there for more than a year. Her father owned the North Beach Holiday Park. She was his youngest, and he wasn’t busy enough to employ her as well as her siblings. She was too small to be pretty. Feeling stiff and damp, Frank went to the nearest chair and slumped down. The leather creaked. He got out his phone, but no one had called or messaged him since Sian, thirty minutes or so ago. The news was the same – more illegal immigrants, traffickers and terrorists having a field day, no end to the Brexit negotiations – so he tilted his head back and looked up at the greying ceiling tiles. The building was riddled with asbestos.


Rich liked the odd drink, and cigar, a good plate of food too. He was a big man. But he was only fifty-two. He had only been fifty-two, Frank corrected himself. Too young to go over the edge of a quay in a new Merc with dynamic stability control. What the fuck had really happened? Frank looked at Sian. She was still on the phone, no longer looking his way. The police could be all over this building. He knew he should do something, but he worked for Rich, had worked for Rich, not Simon.


‘Frank,’ said Sian, putting the receiver down, ‘I don’t know what to say.’


She was never short of words, normally. ‘What happened?’ he said, getting up now. He walked towards her desk. ‘What do you know?’ He was conscious of his own size, how he was looming over her. He knew people found him intimidating. That was the point of him, Rich used to laugh.


‘When I got here this morning, the police, and, you know, the fire service and the lifeboat people, were out the back. Loads of them.’


‘They’re still there,’ said Frank.


‘They wouldn’t let me go anywhere near. I didn’t think … I didn’t think it had anything to do with Rich, but one of the ships further down or something … that someone had fallen in. Does happen.’


Much of this side of the river was owned and controlled by the Port Authority. A few wind-farm support vessels and North Sea rig supply ships hired spots along the quayside. Other cargo and survey ships dotted the port, though none directly out the back of Goodwin House. There was a kink in the River Yare that made mooring anything normal size or above out of the question. This was one of the reasons Rich bought the building. Free river frontage. Goodwin House’s land ended ten metres from the edge.


‘What made them go there?’


‘I don’t know,’ Sian said. ‘Like I said, they were there when I got here this morning. Somebody must have seen something, and reported it.’


‘So when did you find out it was Rich’s car?’


‘It was weird. They rang, the police, asking for Rich, and then they started asking about his car.’


‘The car’s registered here, to the business,’ said Frank, more to himself.


‘Then they came round. They weren’t here long. It’s not as if people don’t know who Rich is – was.’ She sucked in air, perhaps for effect. ‘He was a good man, all that he did for this town. They said I wasn’t to go anywhere, and that they’d be back.’


Frank looked over his shoulder at the taut, black-and-chrome office furniture, and through the glass to the other offices on this floor. They were empty. ‘Where is everybody?’


‘Celine’s ill. She’s been ill all week. And I texted Mark, told him not to come in.’


‘So he knows about Rich?’ He didn’t like Mark. Didn’t trust him. He was too good-looking, too well presented – for Great Yarmouth.


Sian coloured. ‘I rang you first.’


‘They told you his body was found in the car?’ Frank said. Things seemed to have moved fast. The police blundering around, opening their big mouths.


Sian nodded. ‘There’d been a fatal incident, they said, involving Richard Goodwin.’


Frank exhaled air. He needed a cigarette, but he hadn’t smoked for years. ‘The offices, were they locked when you got here, first thing?’


‘Yes, all seemed normal – apart from what was going on out the back. Everything was locked up and the alarm was on.’


‘What time did Rich leave yesterday evening?’ said Frank. It was a stupid question. Rich didn’t keep regular hours. Frank had always struggled to keep track of him when he wasn’t needed.


‘He was here when I left,’ said Sian. ‘Him and Simon. The accountant, Amit Sharma, had been in earlier in the afternoon. But he’d gone, before me. To get ready for the trip – I guess.’


‘Mark, the others?’


‘The only people left past five were Rich and Simon.’


‘When was this decision made to go to Las Vegas?’


‘Earlier in the week. Tuesday?’


It was only Thursday today. Thursday the first of September, Frank thought. Rich’s birthday was in early September, next week, the seventh. He didn’t want to think how young he would have been.


‘They were going through all the paperwork and drawings yet again yesterday afternoon,’ said Sian.


Frank hadn’t been into the office since last Friday, before the bank holiday weekend, almost a week ago. He wasn’t expected to be in every day. That was never the arrangement. He had other things to keep an eye on, stuff that Rich couldn’t be seen to be involved with. Frank hadn’t spoken to Rich for a few days either. They called each other when necessary. Frank was always ready to come running when needed. ‘Do you know if Rich had been in contact with Will Keene yesterday, or the day before?’ Keene was the company lawyer, and an old friend of Rich’s. He’d also been fielding the HMRC enquiries, which were becoming personal. They’d been going on for months. Didn’t seem like there was any urgency. Rich hadn’t been overly anxious, this time.


‘Probably,’ Sian said. ‘You know what they were like. They spoke all the time. But there wasn’t a meeting or anything. Not that I was aware of.’


‘What time was Simon’s flight?’


‘Ten past eight,’ Sian said. ‘Norwich–Amsterdam.’


Frank turned, opened the door to the empty office space at the back of the building. He walked through the cheaply partitioned room, avoiding the neat desks, to the windows stretched across the rear. The venetian blinds were down, they were always down, but the dusty slats were as horizontal as they got. Without having to angle them he could see through clear enough. He could see more than he wanted from up here.


The yellow crane on the back of the barge was lifting the car. Or had been. The car, Rich’s months-old silver Mercedes CLS coupé, was half in and half out of the River Yare. Dirty red straps were attached front and back. The car was emerging rear first. Except there was no movement that Frank could discern. Had something jammed? The rain was coming down harder, and the wind was streaking across the river, ripples turning to white caps. An orange-and-white supply vessel, covered in rust like a bad rash, was over to the right. The mooring space in front of it was vacant.


Frank looked down again, at the squat capstans, not spaced close enough to stop a car, at the authorities, dolled up as if their lives depended on it. All show. Who was he meant to protect now, he wondered.


The car began to move, as he looked, further out of the water, but it was still tipped forward. Rich had never liked that car; he’d wanted the new S-Class, but there was a supply issue. It must have got stuck on something in the drink, otherwise the tide would have shifted it. Frank didn’t want to see Rich’s body, and presumed they must have already removed it from the vehicle and taken it to the morgue. A clutch of police divers had gathered over by a rubber inflatable, which was sitting on the quay. There was no ambulance, no black undertaker’s van, among the many vehicles and all the equipment. Everything was dripping.


Directly across the river, perched on Ferry Hill, was a sleek grey box. The wide, tall windows were reflecting the low grey sky, while the long balconies were sheltered behind more glass, which was reflecting more of the sky, and the dark, fast-flowing river. Even in such weather the building stood out, shiny in the gloom. Simon said he had spent a million on it – cheap for what he got. A shitload of money for a concrete box was what Rich had said about it, pissed off that Simon, and his fancy London architect, had grabbed the view from Goodwin House.
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She couldn’t wait any longer. Besides the house was suddenly too crowded. ‘Sam, Ben,’ Tatty shouted quietly, ‘I’m going for a walk.’ She didn’t intend for them to hear and hurried to the closet, where she started rifling through the coats, the anoraks, the waterproofs. It wasn’t raining hard, but it was always blowy on the front. Blowy was the word Nina the cleaner used. ‘It’s blowy out, Mrs Goodwin,’ she’d say. Mrs Goodwin, Mrs Goodwin. It was never Tatty, or Tatiana. Tatty had long given up urging Nina to call her by her first name.


Nina’s mum had come with the house. Then Nina had inherited the job when her mum became too decrepit. Nina was born in Gorleston, like her mother. Had never lived anywhere else. She was exactly Tatty’s age, though Tatty had lived elsewhere once. Not that she ever tried to think about it.


Tatty found something that seemed to fit. It was a horrible shade of green. She looked down at her feet, her pumps. Where were her trainers? Her phone she knew was safely in her jeans pocket. She spotted her old trainers in a corner, next to a pair of Rich’s, still bright purple and white. She wasn’t sure he’d ever worn them. The only exercise he ever took was fucking. He was particularly proud of that.


She backed out of the closet, in the horrible green jacket and her old trainers, desperate to get out of the house before anyone noticed. She wasn’t used to creeping around at home. That was Rich. And the kids, when they were younger anyway.


‘Mum?’ came Sam’s voice, as she was thinking of her.


A couple of steps short of the front door, Tatty turned to see her daughter rushing down the stairs.


‘Where are you going?’


‘For a walk, love. I need some air.’


Sam looked perplexed. ‘Out there? You never go for a walk.’


‘Sam, I need to get out.’


‘I’m coming. You shouldn’t be on your own.’


‘I want to be on my own.’


‘Since when have you ever wanted to be on your own?’


‘Oh, for God’s sake, Sam.’ She could feel her phone trill, a message coming in. She knew who it would be from. Longing immediately gave way to irritation. She’d had enough impatience, she realised, for a lifetime.


‘Mum, I’m coming too. We’ve barely spoken. Please. He was my father.’


Rich’s determination was in Sam’s eyes. Fortunately, she had her mother’s face and physique, or so everyone said. ‘When I get back, we’ll sit down,’ Tatty said. ‘You’re not even dressed. You don’t want to go out there. It’s blowy.’ When Tatty said blowy she still didn’t feel like a local, even after all these years. She felt like a fraud. She swung round, strode towards the front door, let herself out. Sam might have been in the dark about many things, but so was she.


As she stepped from the shelter of the porch the wind slapped her right in the face. She eyed her car, taking up space for two on the forecourt. Rich would have had something to say about that. She didn’t have the keys with her and immediately forgot about driving off in warm, quiet German luxury. She was going to walk. As Sam said, she never went for a walk.


She reached the edge of the property, glanced back at the house, which had grown over the years with the children. But unlike the children, the house was out of proportion, ugly. It was never meant to have got so big. She suddenly hated all the frilly, decorative bits of plastic too. Perhaps she’d knock it down, start again. Put up something new and stark, like Simon and Jess’s place. Or move.


She crossed the road, took the tired tarmac footpath straight across the grass to the upper esplanade. There were a few people and dogs about, but nobody near. The sea was shuddering below, waiting for the smallest of excuses to explode. She opted to stick to the upper esplanade and set off towards Yarmouth, the onshore wind keeping her from straying too near the edge. Up ahead the cranes and vast struts of the outer harbour dominated the skyline.


When they first moved here the outer harbour didn’t exist. Many of the locals thought it still shouldn’t exist. The project appeared to have been misconceived from the beginning, the harbour’s original purpose far from being realised. It had cost millions, a large chunk coming from EU funds, now forgotten. Rich had been involved from the beginning, as chair of the Great Yarmouth Regeneration Board. He’d made enough out of it, as had others, which further enhanced his standing. As ever, he’d brushed aside any grumblings when the new harbour had lain idle for so long, and didn’t mind too much that Lowestoft had now secured huge state backing to redevelop its port to serve the wind farms. He’d thought his super casino plans were even more crucial to Yarmouth’s future.


One strange thing the outer harbour had done was push a load of sand towards Gorleston beach. Nearing the old harbour mouth, Tatty looked down at the acres of dull, golden beach, the lifeguard hut flying a lonely yellow flag. But all the sand was largely wasted. Few ventured across it. It was always too fucking blowy. Perhaps she’d move to the Mediterranean for more than a month a year. She pulled the zip up, though the jacket was no tighter. It was far too big for her. Was it Ben’s? Funny, his dress sense was as bad as Rich’s had been. Sam had style, as did Zach, when he could be bothered.


Ben had eventually got a message to Zach by a scratchy signal when the boat was sailing close to the French mainland – apparently the satellite equipment was playing up, though Ben had been convinced Zach had given them the wrong number for some reason. Not that Zach could get back any quicker. Not that he’d want to get back any quicker, Tatty thought. Sam was Rich’s favourite.


Tatty looked towards the old harbour, with the new harbour, which did seem to be a bit busier nowadays, towering behind it. A small forest of cranes and girders, erected with the cushion of extraordinary backhanders, protection rackets and fraud, at least where Rich was involved.


Who was complaining? No one had ever dared to complain to Rich’s face. He was too big, too powerful, too vital.


Sam had gone with her, late yesterday afternoon, when she went to check if it really was Rich who’d died. It had seemed the correct thing to do. The Greek Cypriot police family liaison officer, Spiros, led them into the mortuary, a quiet wing of the James Paget Hospital. At least they hadn’t had to go far. And then he was suddenly there – but not. A pale bulk, even more bloated than normal, beached on a massive metal tray. They only pulled the sheet back as far as his bare chest. The room was freezing, and far too bright. Tatty saw the bruise on his temple before anyone said anything. No one had warned them.


‘What’s happened to his face?’ Sam had said.


‘There would have been considerable force as the car crashed over the edge and hit the water,’ said Spiros, hesitantly.


‘What happened to the air bags?’ said Tatty. ‘I thought they were meant to stop that sort of thing.’ A large, shiny Merc, the least you would expect. Not that they would have been able to keep the car afloat, she supposed.


‘We’re looking into everything,’ Spiros had said. ‘There will be a full post-mortem as soon as possible. But the pathologists are stretched at the moment. The county council has slashed the pathology budget.’


Tatty felt her phone buzz again. She sighed, deciding she’d walk to the end of the upper esplanade before she took the device out of her pocket. There was no need to hurry any more. To hide. To fear. She was going to have all the time in the world to do exactly what she wanted, do things her way.


It appeared that Rich had drowned, they’d phoned to tell her earlier this morning. An initial post-mortem had found water in his lungs, river muck in his mouth. However, further tests were to be conducted. The police didn’t elaborate as to why.


Tatty wondered whether their suspicions had been great enough to hurry up the initial report. She could still see that bump on his head. Considered whether they’d yet extracted his brain – not that they would ever find out what had really gone on in it. Richard Goodwin had done so much for Great Yarmouth. So he’d liked to think. So he’d liked to convince people. But there were those who saw his practices as not such a fucking good thing. You could never be that successful and have no enemies. ‘Comes with the territory,’ Rich used to brag.


Reaching the last bench, she sat, pulling the phone from her pocket. She twisted her body away from the sea, read the misting screen, sighed once more, when she should have smiled. Ties, more ties, when it was only ever meant to have been a bit of escapism with someone who came on to her persistently, relentlessly, like he cared. Someone who was smart and sophisticated, fit and attractive. She shook her head. She didn’t need this, now. She was going to have to map her new territory carefully.
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‘What are you doing?’ Ben had been wondering what the scrabbling noise was. He’d considered vermin, rats. He was a London boy now.


‘I’m looking for a coat,’ Sam said, not turning round in the tight closet.


‘Why?’


‘I’m going out.’


‘Are you taking Mum’s car?’ They’d both come down by train yesterday, Sam some hours ahead of him. He’d waited until he’d finished work. He wasn’t going to hurry any more than he had to.


‘Hadn’t thought about that.’ Her arms dropped to her sides. She shuffled to face him. ‘Can’t see anything suitable. I was going to walk.’


‘Where? It’s horrible out.’


‘I don’t know. Along the front?’


‘Why?’


‘To see where Mum went?’ She shrugged. ‘She’s not back yet. She left ages ago.’


Ben’s mind was still elsewhere.


‘Where have you been?’ Sam walked out of the closet.


Ben took a step back. Sam’s face was taut. ‘I was in Dad’s study.’


‘Doing what?’


‘Just being in there.’ He glanced over his shoulder. Took a breath, shrugged. ‘Looking. It was weird.’ He hadn’t been in the room for years, and hardly ever on his own. As children they were never allowed, unless they were being bollocked. As adults, well, he for one kept clear. He didn’t know what he’d find. He didn’t want to know. He wished he hadn’t seen what he had: torn wood, busted locks on the drawers. Nothing inside the drawers appeared disturbed, however. But he’d been too nervous to look properly. His mother hadn’t said anything. ‘Where do you think Mum is then?’


‘I don’t know. She was being weird. She didn’t want me to go with her.’


‘She walked off in the rain?’ He’d watched her leave the house from upstairs. Saw her head across the grass to the upper walkway, turn towards Yarmouth. He didn’t want Sam to think he’d been watching, waiting for an opportunity to do some digging in his father’s study.


‘Yeah.’


‘It’s all weird, isn’t it?’ he said, his dad’s desk sticking in his mind. No one had said anything about a burglary, and nothing else in the study looked like it had been disturbed. He’d have to have another look, wait for the right moment. But that room still gave him the creeps.


‘I can’t work out what she’s thinking,’ said Sam. ‘What she really feels.’


‘When have you ever?’ Ben shook his head, wanting things to fit together. But they never had. ‘He wasn’t very nice to her, was he?’


‘That’s not fair,’ said Sam, looking at the front door. ‘He spent enough money on her anyway.’


‘Fuck’s sake, Sam! I can’t believe you of all people would think that that’s something to shout about.’


His sister flushed. ‘What I meant was, he supported all her projects happily enough. The latest one, that old smokehouse, how much is that all costing? They should have pulled it down, with half of Yarmouth.’


Ben didn’t say anything. He’d forgotten about it. Forgotten that his mother did work, if work was the right word, occasionally.


‘He supported you as well, didn’t he?’ Sam continued. ‘You wouldn’t be living in such a fancy flat on your salary alone. Not in King’s Cross.’


‘You don’t know what I earn.’


She spluttered. ‘Not that much.’


‘He supported all of us, one way or another. But there were reasons why he did anything, and they weren’t totally magnanimous.’ Ben knew he could be a pompous prick sometimes. Certainly his dad used to tell him as much.


‘No one’s totally magnanimous.’ Sam began heading for the front door, saying over her shoulder, ‘He was my father, and I loved him. So did Mum. She stuck with him, for all these years.’


Ben looked beyond Sam to the front door. The bare light oak with the strip of thick smoked glass at the top. He wondered what sort of options his mother actually had. It was practically impossible to do anything his father didn’t want you to do. So she’d gone for a walk, finally. ‘Sam, don’t go running after her. If she wants to be on her own, let her. She’ll be all right.’


Sam stopped before she got to the door. Ben knew she wouldn’t go any further. She wasn’t wearing the correct clothing. He stepped towards her, across the cold, echoey hallway. It was not a comfortable home, never had been, despite the additions and the gadgets, the luxury furnishings and fabrics. She turned round, and he could see her eyes glistening.


She sniffed drily. ‘I’m trying to care. Our dad’s died. We’re never going to see him again. Hear him.’ Another dry sniff. ‘Or get any of those stupid texts and emails. But it all feels sort of flat. I don’t think I feel enough. What’s wrong with me?’


‘Sam, nothing’s wrong with you. Look, I feel the same. Let’s have a coffee.’ He took her arm gently and pulled her towards the oversized, over-equipped kitchen. ‘He was fucking difficult.’ Other, more accurate, words were coming to mind.


‘No, that’s not it,’ Sam said, walking beside him. ‘I don’t think I ever really knew him.’


‘Well, you were his favourite,’ Ben said.


‘That’s what makes it worse.’


Ben moved over to the coffee machine and fiddled about while Sam went to stare out of the window at the drizzle falling on the sheltered back garden. Even from where he was he could see that the garden was still meticulously maintained. He had no idea who the gardener or gardeners were now. His thoughts shifted to Nina the cleaner. He knew she was still coming, because he hadn’t heard otherwise, and he would have. She was part of the family, more or less. She wouldn’t have broken into his dad’s desk. She was beyond loyal, wasn’t she?


He went to the fridge and was surprised to see four bottles of champagne in the wine rack. His mother hardly ever drank, while his dad had only ever drunk red wine and brandy, except for the odd occasion when the champagne came out and he was obliged to have a glass. He always complained about the bubbles; there were either too many, or too few. Ben then remembered it would have been his father’s birthday next week. Had his mother been planning something? A surprise dinner? He would have hated that. His father had never liked surprises.


‘Do you think he did it on purpose?’ Sam said, still staring out at the garden.


‘What?’


‘Drove over the edge.’


‘You mean kill himself?’


‘Yeah.’ Her voice was her mother’s. Tired. Exasperated. ‘That’s what the police are suggesting.’


‘No, not for a minute. Well, OK, it did occur to me, for a few seconds. But he was Dad. Suicide? No way.’


‘They found him behind the steering wheel.’


‘That doesn’t mean it wasn’t an accident – that he’d meant to drive in.’


‘He had a big lump, sort of here.’ She pointed to her temple. ‘It was horrible. The airbags hadn’t deployed.’


‘Maybe it wasn’t going fast enough.’


‘Odd sort of accident, then,’ said Sam.


‘Yeah – odd sort of accident. Look, why don’t we let the police do their thing? They’ll tell us when they know for sure.’


‘You trust them to get it right?’


‘You know any better?’


‘I am a lawyer, Ben.’


‘You’re a corporate lawyer, Sam. How long have you even been qualified?’


‘Do you have any idea what sort of training we do? Besides, I work for a big firm. It’s not all corporate.’ Sam was back by the kitchen island, looking at the new coffee machine. ‘How does this work?’


Ben pressed a button and a hiss of steam escaped from a gleaming metal pipe. ‘It probably needs to warm up.’ He stood back, added, ‘I think Dad was killed, murdered.’ Saying it aloud, he realised, made the idea surprisingly exciting. He wasn’t so boring after all. His dad, murdered – what the fuck would they think of him at the office, once it got out?


Sam reached for a coffee cup, placed it under the machine, pressed another button, as if she did know what she was doing, more than him. Coffee sounded like it was being made. Dark liquid began to trickle into the cup.


‘If he was killed, I don’t see how it could have happened,’ she said. ‘So, like, someone put the car into drive, and leapt out at the last moment? Dad would have had to have been incapacitated first. Unconscious or something. Otherwise, why wouldn’t he have got out? Or tried to climb out once it was in the water? People do get out of sinking cars. I suppose it could have been pushed in – but wouldn’t there be some evidence of that? Skid marks? Who would go to such lengths anyway, and risk being seen? Why wouldn’t they just shoot him?’


‘Dad knew a lot of very stupid people.’


‘And some very smart ones.’ She lifted the coffee cup from the tray. Put it on the counter. Reloaded the machine. Got another cup. ‘I can’t believe they don’t have a coffee maker that does more than one cup at a time. Look at the size of this thing.’


‘There was mostly ever only one person here,’ Ben said. ‘It probably does more than one cup anyway. You don’t know how it works properly.’


‘Who’d want to kill him?’ she said.


‘Fuck’s sake, Sam – could be any number of people,’ Ben said. ‘We have no idea what Dad was involved with. Or the sort of people he worked with.’ Ben thought once more of his father’s desk. Thought back to all the conversations he’d never had.


Sam turned, walked towards the doorway. ‘He did a lot for that fucking town. All the business, the money he brought in. People should be more than grateful.’ She opened the door into the hollow hallway.


‘Don’t kid yourself,’ said Ben.


‘He’d never been in any serious trouble, not with the police, the authorities, or anyone else that I knew of, for that matter,’ Sam shouted.


‘That’s not quite true,’ Ben shouted after her. ‘Hey, don’t leave me with this thing.’ He looked at the machine, not knowing how to stop the water trickling through the system, and into his cup. The liquid was paling. ‘Sam, come back.’ He hated weak coffee. Wasn’t sure why he was drinking it at this hour anyway. Alcohol would have been more appropriate. He’d always been too fucking uptight and restrained.


He pulled the cup away and was watching the water splutter onto the tray when he heard the front door open and voices in the hall.
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‘Frank,’ said Simon, ‘we’ve got some work to do.’


Simon was behind his desk in a crisp blue shirt and dark brown leather jacket. His feet weren’t on the table, but up, on the wastepaper basket to the side. He was wearing black jeans and black leather trainers, clearly expensive, designer. He was leaning back. His office chair had a lot of give. He was trimmer than Rich had been, much fitter, and younger.


‘It’s Saturday morning,’ was all Frank could say. He wasn’t pleased he’d been called in by Simon. He’d spent yesterday in his garden, toying with the shrubs, spreading some shingle, tweaking the borders, thinking.


‘Look, Frank, I know you and Rich went back a long way. I know you were fond of him. Believe me, so was I. He was my brother. I loved him. I’m truly fucking devastated. The whole family’s in pieces. But life moves on. We owe it to them, to Tatty and Ben and Sam, and young Zach. Hey, sit down, will you?’


Frank looked around. There were two big leather armchairs in front of the desk. Different models to those down in the reception area, Sian’s outpost. These were older, softer, lower, on purpose. Frank wasn’t feeling like being talked down to. ‘I’m fine standing,’ he said.


‘We need to move some papers, some computers, before the police get more interested in this place.’


Frank shook his head. ‘I worked for Rich, you know that.’


‘Rich was pretty good to you, wasn’t he, Frank? He always supported you, always made sure you were all right. Kept you out of trouble.’ Simon smiled.


‘I worked for Rich,’ Frank repeated, feeling something slipping inside him.


‘Rich is dead,’ Simon said. ‘So now we’ve got to do the best we can for those he’s left behind. He’d want you to do that, Frank.’
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