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To Rachel




 


From the dead centre of Breydon Bridge the mudflats and reed banks stretched endlessly. A frozen waste of half water, half land. Mist mingled with the ice, under a thin sky of the palest blue. The sun was rising slowly behind Frank. In front, not so far away from the bridge, were a couple of dredgers – new vessels in a smart dull orange livery. Something else nearby was causing Frank’s pulse to quicken.


The dredgers had arrived a month ago, and had barely got stuck in. They were to carve space in the mud for the footings of the new lifting bridge, which would be the third crossing over the Yare to Yarmouth. This was a government-stamped £150 million project.


Another red herring, as far as Frank was concerned. The ballast-laying and concrete-mixing machines were nowhere in sight. The coordination appeared ill considered, wasteful. The way the currents flowed through Breydon Water, the way the mud collapsed in on itself, any hole dug around here would disappear almost before the next tide covered it. Which was how Frank had liked it. He was no engineer, but he’d had plenty of experience digging holes in this mud, burying rats.


Besides, the town needed more than a new bridge to turn its fortunes around. He wanted the dredgers to go away. He was also thinking of the birds, the waders, the reeds, the lugworms, the fragile ecosystem, which needed to be protected, left alone – though he knew it was already too late for that. Too late for most things. His eye caught sight of the forensics tent once again.


He’d pulled over onto what amounted to a hard shoulder. It might have been edging eight in the morning, nevertheless, the traffic was sparse. Rush hour, around here? Yeah, it happened, but most of the traffic flowed the other way. People leaving Yarmouth to go to jobs in Lowestoft, Norwich, and some to the wind farms and platforms on the sandbanks out in the shallow North Sea. Yarmouth was a dark and desperate place at the best of times. Few wanted to hang around for long. Frank was one of the few.


The instrument panel of his Lexus RX, much of which still baffled him, said it was minus two degrees outside. Inside the plush cabin it was a balmy 21.5 degrees. Frank was beginning to sweat. He went to turn the engine off, then realised the engine was already off, because the RX was a hybrid. Yes, he was doing his bit for the environment. Feeding the fishes and birds as well.


He got out of the car and walked over to the thick, chest-high railings. Directly above him were the giant lifting arms. Sunlight was catching the steel, tarnished with seagull shit and a steady breeze of indifference. It was rarely calm, still, in these parts. Desperate voices forever shouting to be heard, and all too soon lost in the wind.


Sunlight was also beginning to stream across the rippled water. The tide was about half in, or half out. There was no sign of anyone attempting to start up a dredger. But Frank was not surprised by this. What dredging might have been going on had been stopped, yesterday. It was all over the news.


Now that he was out of his SUV, leaning over the railings, he could see far too clearly the forensics tent, along with a rectangle of police tape, edging the high-water mark. There was a smattering of vehicles sporting officialdom, though no uniforms in sight. Perhaps they were having a brew, keeping warm, waiting for low tide.


‘Fuck’s sake,’ he muttered, straightening his back and pushing himself away from the railings. There was no rule against sightseeing, and amazingly there were no CCTV cameras on this part of the bridge. Which was why he used to set out from underneath the structure with his various loads, though always at low water.


One of the dredgers had dug up a body less than twenty-four hours ago. They weren’t saying whether the body was male or female. What state it was in. How long it might have been there. Frank had yet to contact the assistant chief constable, get her take. He wasn’t sure whether any more details would help him, or her.


The traffic appeared to be thickening by the minute – cars, trucks, trundling past him. He wondered whether he could even sense the slightest of sways, the bridge moving, the ground beneath his feet giving way. He climbed back into swathes of leather-studded luxury, knowing he was never going to work out what every button and display did. He was from the wrong century.


He gasped with the creaking effort, breathing in the new car smell, knowing he probably didn’t smell so good. Fear did that to you. He’d smelled enough coming off others, one of whom might have been dug up yesterday. Perhaps they’d found more bodies, and weren’t saying. Sort of games they played.


He’d probably got lazy as he’d got older. Was less prepared to trek through thigh-high mud, weighed down by all manner of shit. Life was too short.


He pressed the right button and eased the car into drive, saw a gap and pulled out, heading the most circuitous route to the office. To the office. The joke of it. In such a vehicle. He’d at least gone for the RX and not the LS. He would have slunk so far into the seat of one of those things that he would never have climbed back out. It even supplied a shiatsu massage. Technology had gone mad.


Soon he was approaching the roundabout, the confluence of two great East Anglian Roads, the A12 and the A47, which then did their utmost to skirt Yarmouth. Not him. He was going to head due east. He’d quickly grown to like his new life and position, his place beside Tatiana Goodwin at the board table. Yes, partners they now were – her idea, her insistence. Now he was a man of stature he could pay others to do the street work, the enforcing, and keep a healthy distance from the dirtiest scum. In his dreams.


A couple of patrol cars were sitting on the edge of the roundabout. The cops huddled inside their rigs, seemingly paying no attention to the passing traffic. They should have been looking a lot harder, and for a lot longer.


It was a rotten, two-faced world, everyone knew that. Frank had only been doing his bit to clean it up, bring back some spark. Credit where credit was due, he thought, flicking on the surround sound, nodding his head their way. They owed him. The town owed him, big time.
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‘Ben, you don’t have to wear a suit every day.’


‘You don’t like it?’


‘Sure, I do,’ Tatty said. She was behind her desk. Acres of glass and steel, no paperwork. Her eldest son was standing in front of the desk, an iPad in his right hand. It was his first week working for her, for the business. He was as unsure as she was.


‘It’s from Boss.’ He tapped the breast pocket, hung onto a lapel.


‘Of course,’ she said.


‘Somewhere like that, anyway,’ he added.


‘Very smart,’ she said, picturing Ben’s dad, who always wore suits half a decade or so out of fashion. ‘It’s – I don’t know – rather formal.’ There was something wrong with the shoulders, and the lapels. The colour wasn’t great either – a shiny, dark brown. The suit he’d worn yesterday had at least been black.


‘You always dress up. Look at you,’ Ben said. Hurt in his voice.


He had a point. She was in suede and cashmere, her favourite fabrics, and designs that couldn’t be bought locally. Internet clothes shopping was no fun at all. She enjoyed her trips to Mayfair. She shouldn’t have said anything, but it was now Thursday. It pained her to see him in such clothes – reminding her of her husband, his dad. ‘Thank you for making the effort to look smart,’ she said, trying to turn things around. ‘I’m not used to it. Zach always looks like a bloody tramp.’ Not that Zach was working for her at the moment, strictly speaking.


‘As for Frank, well he has his own style, doesn’t he?’ she continued, grimacing.


‘Sam looks the part, though, doesn’t she?’ Ben said, his eyes tracing the large, executive loft space. ‘She must spend enough on her wardrobe.’


‘Yeah,’ said Tatty, ‘when she gets out of bed.’ That was another inappropriate comment. Her daughter, unlike her youngest son, was also meant to be working for her, though she had other issues she was dealing with – more than enough trauma for anyone. She was still not a hundred per cent. Tatty would forgive her anything.


‘You’re in a good mood this morning,’ Ben said, meaning the opposite.


Tatty looked at her eldest, who had remained standing, that silly iPad in his hand, his underdeveloped muscles allowing his considerable frame, draped in such ill-fitting material, to sag. That was it, Tatty realised, unnerved. Ben’s suit might have been OK for a dodgy currency trader working in the City, circa 2013 – where his dad had installed him – but it wasn’t fine for her smart new office. The Smokehouse was an ocean of taste and restraint, and fancy artisanal workmanship. The latest finishes, following the arson attack, were even more impressive than the first renovation job. There should have been no hint of past incongruities.


She smiled at Ben, mustering all the love and warmth she could. The poor boy couldn’t help the fact that he was his father’s son. She had to be more accepting. She loved him to bits, of course, was thrilled he’d returned to the fold. Except she couldn’t stop herself from shuddering. ‘A couple of things have come up,’ she said firmly. It all linked, it always would. The past didn’t go away.


‘Anything I can help with, Mum?’


‘Not just yet, sweetheart.’ She shouldn’t be calling him ‘sweetheart’ in the office. He shouldn’t be calling her ‘Mum’. She pushed the chair back, some amazing contraption from a German designer. She’d wanted her kids to work for her, for Goodwin Enterprises, so badly, and now they were all involved – even Zach, by property – she wasn’t sure how to handle it. She was not in a good mood this morning, Ben was right. Silence from Frank was not helping.


‘I want to run through the presentation with you, before my meeting with the council.’ Ben was now holding out the iPad, as if it held the key to the future. ‘Keep you in the loop,’ he added brightly, tapping the device.


‘On that?’ She’d walked over to a window. How could she think of new projects? She turned her back on him. Frank had given Ben, and Sam for that matter, the lecture on electronic trails. How computers, phones, devices should be avoided, unless everything was above board, watertight. Weak sunlight was falling faintly on the nearby rooftops. Frost was clinging to troughs, gullies, shady edges. There was a heatwave going on inside the loft. Modern insulation for you, plus the menopause. She swung round, faced him.


‘I’d put it up on a screen, if you had one. Some office this,’ he said dismissively. ‘Everyone expects slick presentations nowadays. I’m pleased with what I’ve done, in the time. I did learn something in London.’ He smiled some more.


‘OK,’ she said, returning to her seat. ‘Pull up that chair.’ The visitors’ chairs weren’t so elaborate, even though they were from the same designer.


Ben propped the iPad on the glass desk, swiped away until the screen was filled with computer-generated images of a wind farm. Every angle, every blade was pictured, while the perfectly blue sea rippled with uniform ease. A support vessel then sailed into sight, moored up against one of the platforms. A couple of cartoon characters climbed onto the platform, disappeared inside the turbine. One of the men then reappeared on the top, gave a wave.


Always men in such jobs, Tatty thought, struggling to contain a yawn, as the supply ship sailed off, visited another platform. She needed more coffee. Ben was talking numbers, fast. ‘So what’s our cut?’ she eventually said.


‘None of this exists. Or rather we set up as a key financial partner, a bridge between state subsidies and private concerns, if you like. With equity options, of course. I can see how those might fly, especially if we push the tax advantages. Our USP is that we’re on the ground, local, the only such financial services operation. We’d get leverage on the grants to start with, then we could create a whole chain of bogus suppliers and operators. We’ll work on the fact that Yarmouth initially lost out to Lowestoft when it comes to wind farm support operations, by stressing the government’s regional regeneration programme. This is all about renewables – sexy as hell.’ He laughed. ‘For God’s sake, Mum, East Anglia One is worth two point five billion. If we can’t make anything out of that, who can? We’re the right players in the right place. Goodwin Financial Services, I thought we’d call it. There’ll be returns, like no one’s ever seen before in this part of the world.’


The financial manoeuvring around the £200 million super casino operation had become complicated enough. She was beginning to wonder if she was in the wrong game. However, she admired Ben’s enthusiasm – the work, the thinking he appeared to have done in just days. The graphics, as well, if not all the characters. Smart boy. Though she couldn’t help wondering about the fine details of the necessary financial instruments, even if they were to be fake. Appearances were vital. At some point paper would need to be presented, signed. ‘How long can you keep up such a charade?’


‘Think of it as a pyramid,’ he said, still excited. ‘We’ll set up the Financial Services arm as a separate company, plant it offshore. That’s the bit I like. Offshore feeding offshore. I don’t see why this shouldn’t keep going for years. You look out to sea, watch those turbines turning round and round, it’s like impossible to count how many there are, who owns which bit of each one.’


‘What’s out there now, or on your screen?’ Tatty said, not sure it made any difference. He was beaming back at her – a smile as broad and deathly as Breydon Water. His father’s child all right. Being sacked from his London job could well be the making of him, she thought. If he didn’t fly too high, too fast. She was quickly learning that ambition needed to be carefully managed, certainly in a place where there was so little of it. Jealousy was in far greater supply.


‘What difference does it make?’ Ben said.


‘Will you still be able to keep an eye on the super casino deal?’ That was in his job description, she thought, the key part. ‘The first lot of money from the Americans is due by the end of the month. It’ll need spreading around, quietly, and sharpish. They’re expecting returns, as well. Off the scale, if you ask me.’


‘Of course – I’m fully aware of that.’


‘If the Europeans sense that the Americans are stalling, they’re not going to be happy with what they’ve already coughed up.’


‘Oh, I’m sure the Europeans are happy enough to have found someone willing to look after their cash – what with the new gambling laws that are coming in across the EU, and the Albanians ever on the march.’


‘They want to see that casino being built, Ben – one day. There aren’t even any foundations. It’s still a patch of scrub, a toxic waste ground.’


‘Trust me, Mum. I’m used to juggling numerous, highly complex deals at any one time.’


Ben was twenty-eight. He didn’t look a day older. The suit wasn’t helping. Tatty glanced beyond him, taking in the calm luxury of her vast office, exquisitely restored, twice as it happened, both times by Nathan Taylor. She knew that the business, her business – her and Frank’s business – couldn’t sit still. There were too many people who didn’t want it to exist as it was.


‘Who exactly are you meeting today?’ she asked.


‘The Regeneration Committee.’


‘Crikey. Who’s heading up that shower now?’ The last chair, Graham Sands, had died in June – eight, nine, months ago.


‘No one yet, from what I hear, which is why it’s the perfect opportunity to get a project noticed, and supported.’


‘Be wary.’ Tatty leaned back in her seat. It was both extremely supportive yet flexible when you wanted it to be. The covering was some sort of black mesh – with a lifetime guarantee, whatever that meant. The control knobs were chrome-tipped. Everything about it was masculine – the language that continued to have undue currency in the business world. Definitely in her neck of the woods. ‘Never trusted them an inch.’


‘A bit of help is all we’re asking for.’


‘All you’re asking for,’ Tatty reminded him.


‘They have purse strings. The thing is, you get the committee members on side before the next head takes charge.’ That smile of his, of Rich’s, came back. ‘Hey – I’ve just had a thought. Genius, that I am.’ He clicked the fingers of his right hand, before pointing straight at Tatty. ‘Come on, Mum, you have to do it. For the good of the business, the good of Yarmouth, the family’s name. You should have put your hat into the ring months ago.’


‘What?’


‘Yeah – you’d be perfect.’


‘No. No way.’


‘Dad did it.’


‘Exactly.’


‘Then Graham Sands got in there, didn’t he? It’s our turn again, before someone else spots the opportunity.’


‘It doesn’t appear that anyone’s rushing to do it,’ she said.


‘Maybe that’s got something to do with the fact that the last two heads were murdered,’ Ben said quietly.


‘Thanks for reminding me.’ Tatty sighed. ‘And you want me to put myself in that position?’


‘It’d be quite different. You know how the land lies. Plus, you’ll have the right people behind you – protecting you.’


He had changed so quickly. Or maybe he’d always been like this. She hadn’t seen much of him over the last few years. His father had got him the job in London, had been friends with Ben’s boss. She wasn’t going to ask him why he’d really been sacked.


‘Oh, for God’s sake, Ben, it’s a ridiculous suggestion. Besides, when would I have the time? I’m busy enough as it is.’


‘A couple of meetings a month? And you know what those old codgers are like – they can be bought. Anyone can be bought in this town. That’s the point.’


‘How long have you been back here?’


‘As Sam says, it doesn’t feel like I ever left.’


‘Well I missed you for long enough. Have you seen Frank this morning, by the way? Is he in?’


Ben shook his head. ‘Nope, don’t think so.’


‘The lazy sod. That’s what happens when you give someone too much money, and too much power.’
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‘Where are we?’ Zach opened his eyes, saw a block of grey straight out of the window. Looked harder, caught some brightness in the distance, emanating from the low sky, and a sheen of frost out on the marshy fields. Was that a cow as well? A herd?


No, they were horses, still and skinny. ‘Mate, where are we?’ he said again, shaking his head, trying to clear the fug from his overworked body, his taxed brain. He kicked the back of the centre console. When he asked a question he expected a reply. He was paying, after all.


‘Sorry, boss,’ the driver, Abir, said, half-turning and hastily removing his earphones. ‘Thought you were asleep.’


‘I was asleep. I’d still be asleep if you drove more smoothly.’


‘We’re on the Acle Straight, start of.’


‘I can see that now.’


‘Why’d you ask then?’


‘Don’t be so fucking cheeky.’


‘We’ll be in Yarmouth in ten, fifteen minutes,’ Abir said.


Zach checked his phone, the time. It was approaching noon. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been to bed. ‘Take me straight to the caravan park, will you?’


‘Sure, boss.’


Zach hunkered down once more in the nearside rear seat. He’d grown used to travelling in the back. It was where he did most of his business nowadays as well, even if the Sport wasn’t big enough. He’d put in an order for a larger vehicle, the new Autobiography, with rear executive seating, tinted windows, the lot. That’s what he needed, deserved, the amount of cash he was pulling in weekly, daily, and the miles he had to cover. So, it was going to cost £100K plus. He could afford it. The local Range Rover franchise needed to hurry the fuck up. They knew who he was, his connections.


His mum, like his dead old man, got her vehicles from the Merc dealer, always on time. So he’d been branching out, at Frank’s suggestion. As it was, Frank had given up on Range Rovers and defected to Lexus. Zach didn’t get that at all.


Alert now, he clocked the briefcase on the seat beside him. It was black, boxy, with brass-effect combination locks. It looked absurd, but it did the job. Inside it was compartmentalised. Supposedly it was what the Masons used, when they went for their meets, to exhibit their medals, regalia and other weird shit.


He should have got Abir to put it in the boot, under the spare tyre, which was where it normally lived when they were in transit. He was just the passenger, wasn’t he? They couldn’t breathalyse him, swab him for residue, despite the vehicle being in his name, even though Goodwin Enterprises paid the tax and insurance, the running costs. Which he supposed could prove to be a problem.


He’d change that for his next chariot, and get Ben to help him sort out his own holding company. He needed a new structure for the caravan park anyway – his plans for it. He didn’t want his greedy family crawling all over it, once they realised the cash cow he’d created. Once they finally realised that the super casino was dead in the water – the cold North Sea, anyway. He almost laughed.


The outlay for his current venture was peanuts in comparison. He looked at his phone again. They were coming to see him at two p.m. He had plenty of time to do a bit of clearing up, if he got Abir to give him a hand. The lad had enough muscle on him. One of the key reasons he was employed.


Outside, more horses appeared to be motionless in the marshy fields. Remains of ancient windmills were dotted here and there – crumbling brick bases, fragments of wooden sails. The freezing mist was hanging around spookily. Somewhere beyond the horizon to his left was the sea. He couldn’t discern any twenty-first-century wind turbines, which you normally could from here, because of the mist, the sheer weight of winter. To his right would be Halvergate Marshes. That was creepy as hell.


It was like they were suddenly driving through a ghost film. He shook his head again. Too much fug, too little sleep. Where was the executive seating?


A car was just ahead. Large vehicles were coming the other way, shaking the Sport as they passed. The road was dead straight. Abir was sticking to the speed limit. The Sport needed more heft. It should have been an Autobiography.


He tapped the briefcase. Who’d be a fucking Mason? Though he supposed it might have some advantages. Presumably they all swore allegiance to their particular lodge, a loyalty oath like no other. Not able to discuss anything outside the group. A real code of silence. He should reinforce that among his crew, but real Masons wore those stupid suits, with grey pinstripe trousers – he’d seen them in London, Holborn, when he was wandering over to Covent Garden – carrying briefcases just like his.


Except his was full of proper merchandise, worth a small fortune. And it should have been in the boot, under the spare tyre. But that space was stuffed to the brim with new supplies, he seemed to remember. This was why they were driving along the Acle Straight in the middle of the day – if you could call what was going on outside day. You didn’t carry this gear around in the dead of night. In plain sight was the way to do it. Fresh supplies. Would last them no more than a week or two, the way business was picking up.


Who didn’t need a lift, a bump, bumpety bump, this time of the year?


‘Abir, you feeling fit?’ Zach huffed.


‘Yes, boss.’


‘Can you lend me a hand when we get to the park?’


‘Sure, boss.’


The man was a machine, kept going for days on end without stimulants. He was also well tapped in, knew geezers the length and breadth of the British Isles. Zach had been lucky to lure him to the dizzy heights of Yarmouth. Couldn’t believe how cheap he was.


His phone pinged, taking him out of his reverie. A WhatsApp message. It was an order, from a punter he hadn’t heard of before. Not a bad-sized order it had to be said – five Gs, of 92 per cent purity. At least that’s what he was marketing it as.


However, everyone knew his operating hours. Who’d passed his details on, missing out that vital piece of information? Or was someone trying to take advantage? Take the piss, more like. Besides, the delivery location was in Lowestoft. He was not in the mood to drive to Lowestoft anytime soon. He didn’t reply, despite knowing that one missed piece of business could mean ten. That was how it could escalate. So what the fuck?


‘Activity ahead,’ Abir said sharply, nervously.


‘You what?’ They were by the Vauxhall Holiday Park already, closing in on the New Road roundabout. Didn’t seem to be too much traffic.


‘Cop cars,’ Abir whispered loudly. ‘Looks like they’re doing spot checks.’


‘No way.’ Zach tried to sink further into the rear seat. ‘Who are the dorks? Recognise them?’


‘They all look the same to me,’ said Abir. ‘White fuckers in uniform.’


‘Cut the racism,’ Zach said.


‘ANPR checks, maybe,’ Abir said. ‘This thing all legal?’


‘Don’t go there,’ said Zach.


‘They could be doing checks for tax, or insurance. Can’t see what else. It’s not an obvious speeding zone.’


They were edging closer to the roundabout by the millisecond. Just when you wanted a jam there wasn’t one.


‘We’ve nothing to worry about, then,’ Zach said. ‘My paperwork’s squeaky clean, unlike thousands of other fuckers around here.’ He tried to laugh, though it came out as more of a spluttering snort. His nose was bunged. Yeah, he knew better than to mix business with pleasure. What Frank banged on about, relentlessly. But you take delivery of a new shipment – you have to check out the goods. Quality control. He had a reputation to maintain. Ninety two per cent etcetera, etcetera. Lies, damned lies – it was how business worked.


He also had pain, man, deep inside him. That needed controlling. See, he could admit it to himself, when he was feeling lonely, trapped, exposed. Life could be one mean motherfucker – there, he’d said it to himself. You only got one chance, and for some that didn’t last long.


‘Zach, they’re pulling us over.’


‘Why the fuck … ?’ Zach sat up. Caught the cop cars, some cones, the white fuckers in uniform, through watery eyes. One of the dorks looked like he had a clipboard. No other cars appeared to have been pulled over at that moment. He ran his sleeve across his eyes. Fuck’s sake, he was tougher than this. ‘Did you notice a van back there?’ he said. ‘With a blacked-out window hiding one of those cameras? The ANPRs?’ Frank was obsessed with them. ‘Did you, Abir?’


‘No, boss. What do you want me to do? Run it?’


‘And keep going, for ever?’ For a split second Zach thought that that would be a fucking good idea. He wanted them to head for somewhere warm and sunny. He should never have come back from Ibiza with fancy new ideas of how to get the place rocking. It was frozen solid here, the year round.


They knew how to distribute on the island, all right – from the back seat of a spanking-new Range Rover. There were fleets of them. Guys as cool as cucumbers dolling out the goodies from the rear executive seats, while the muscle sat behind the wheel, shooters in the glove compartments. They all had false plates, false documentation. Ghosts in ghost ships.


Perhaps that was Zach’s problem right now. He’d played it too straight, with everything out in the open, in broad, frosty daylight. The briefcase was staring at him. He’d like to open the window, fling it into a dyke. No, better, Breydon Water. That was just over to their right. Let the tide take it out to sea, or the mud swallow it up for ever.


But there was still the gear in the boot – a big fucking mound of it. Thirty K’s worth, wholesale, treble on the pavement. What were they meant to do about that? Drive the Sport off the bridge into the drink? That was how his dad had met his maker. There was too much water around here, too much mud. Even when you wanted it.


Abir had pulled the vehicle into the cops’ clutches. Zach didn’t remember saying he could do so. He was now opening the driver’s window, under more orders, though not from his boss. Loyalty for you. Some oath. Freezing air spurted inside, slapped Zach on the cheeks.


‘Afternoon, sir.’ The cop addressed Abir.


Afternoon started early in Yarmouth. Crackers, smackers. Zach was shitting himself.


‘What’s the problem?’ Abir said, though not rudely.


‘Is this your vehicle?’ the cop asked.


Zach didn’t recognise him, though he wasn’t looking too hard. He was trying to remain invisible in the back. The briefcase beside him was beginning to glow with a nuclear intensity.


‘No,’ Abir said. ‘I’m just driving it.’


‘Do you have your licence with you?’


‘Sure. You want a look-see?’


‘That is what I’m asking, sir.’


Abir undid his seatbelt, retrieved his wallet from the back pocket of his jeans. Handed over his licence.


‘What are you doing in this neck of the woods?’ the cop said. He was now staring past Abir, into the back of the car. Zach tried not to look his away.


‘I live here.’


‘Not what it says on your licence.’


‘I’m living here temporarily. I’ve got a new job.’


‘Yeah, what’s that doing?’ Before Abir had time to reply the cop had stuck his head further into the car, sniffed a couple of times, loudly, obviously. ‘Hello,’ he said, looking Zach straight in the eye, ‘who are you?’


‘I’m the passenger,’ Zach said.


‘You like it in the back, do you?’


‘I’ve been getting some kip.’


‘Officer,’ Abir said, ‘can you tell me why you’ve pulled us over?’


‘What was it you said you do?’ the cop said. ‘Your new job?’


Zach was vaguely aware of traffic merrily going around the roundabout. But of no other vehicles being pulled over. He wasn’t sure where the second cop was now, though two rigs were still there, out in the shit for weather. He leaned forward. ‘He works for me.’


‘Yeah?’ the cop said. ‘And what do you do, young man?’


Zach didn’t recognise him, which was troubling. ‘Goodwin Enterprises,’ Zach said, sitting back. ‘I’m a director.’ It wasn’t strictly true at that moment in time, but he felt the weight of the family name might provide some protection, some leeway, anyway.


‘Put your hazards on, will you?’ the cop quickly said, looking away from Zach and addressing Abir, stern and officious as anything. ‘I’m going to run some checks. Shouldn’t be long.’ He turned and walked away, with Abir’s licence.


‘Wanker,’ said Zach. ‘Fuck did he want?’


‘He didn’t say, did he?’ Abir said, angry. ‘Are we going to sit here and obey him?’


‘You pulled over.’


‘I asked you whether you wanted me to run it.’


‘Did I say no?’


‘You didn’t say yes. We can make a dash now, ditch the gear. The vehicle. They can’t tie us to anything.’


‘No? How’s your advanced driving skills?’ Zach asked.


‘I’ve been driving since I was twelve,’ Abir said. ‘No one can fucking catch me if I put my mind to it.’


Zach wasn’t so sure. Besides, the Sport wasn’t the throatiest beast on the block. It was a dead fucking weight with shit rear seats. Who’d he been pretending he was, commanding the perch? Well he knew, didn’t he, but he was in the wrong vehicle, the wrong country, with the wrong gear. The choice those fleets carried out in Ibiza was staggering. There was call for it there, such variety – from a far richer, more sophisticated crowd.


‘Too late,’ Abir suddenly said.


‘What?’


The cop was back already, his pale chops leering into the driver’s window, the peak of his cap nudging the door-frame, Arctic air curling round him. ‘Get your licence updated, with your correct address. I could haul you in for that. But I’m feeling generous today. The vehicle checks out. Goodwin Enterprises? Could have guessed. You’re free to go – for now.’


He glanced at Zach in the back. Zach smiled.


‘What did you pull me over for?’ Abir said.


‘Driving too close to the vehicle in front.’


‘I was approaching a roundabout,’ he said.


‘Exactly,’ said the cop, straightening. He then leaned back, stooping and catching Zach’s eyes. ‘We’ll be watching you. Get used to it.’


With that he walked off, all high-vis jacket and low-rent provincial attitude. But with some knowledge, some agenda, Zach thought. ‘Who the fuck was he?’ he said, trying not to shake.


‘Someone who ain’t so keen on your family name, I’d guess,’ said Abir.


‘Fuck him, fuck them.’ In Ibiza, Zach was thinking, cops appeared to be so indifferent to the drug trade, they simply weren’t around, patrolling, trying to sniff people out. Though some had to be getting backhanders. He needed to up his contacts in this frigid white world. Frank had contacts with the top brass. However, Frank wasn’t so keen on his new venture, the way he was branching out. He didn’t think he could exactly ask him for help, even if it was the twenty-first fucking century.


Abir had closed the window, cut the hazards and put the indicator on. He pulled slowly out.


‘Don’t get too close to the car ahead,’ Zach smirked, catching the cop, standing by his rig, staring straight back at him.


‘If you ask me they pulled me over because of the colour of my skin,’ Abir said. ‘Fucking racists. Told you.’


‘If only,’ Zach said. ‘Either way, we’ll get our own back, mate, I promise you.’


Abir took the New Road into town, the small stretch of dual carriageway before the next roundabout.


‘Those guys weren’t local,’ Zach said. He couldn’t let it go. ‘They don’t know who they’re dealing with. How dare they fucking pull us over? Because you’re brown? Boy, do I wish I had some colour. Wasn’t part of my fucking family.’


‘No you don’t. Not in this country.’


‘It’s dismal this time of year, I’ll give you that.’ They were at the next roundabout already. Zach tried to concentrate on the caravan park, thinking about how to make the office look presentable. Perhaps he’d have a crafty toot to aid his handiwork. His muscles weren’t what they used to be. He should go back to the gym, get toned up before the summer.
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Frank stared at his mobile. It was the only device on his desk, sitting stupidly in the middle of all the gleaming space. There was no PC, no in-tray, no folders, no pens, no ornaments or fancily framed photographs. Nothing that could specifically tie him to the office, or incriminate him, so he believed. He led by example. There was a landline, however – a solid chunk of Bang & Olufsen. The designer’s idea. Except this, like the mobile, was refusing to ring.


Celine, his and Tatty’s joint PA, receptionist, dogsbody, whatever, was two floors below, doing he had no idea what. Tatty was meeting Nathan Taylor at the Refuge to discuss another renovation – and have a shag as well, probably. Ben was heading for his meeting at the council.


Yet despite the lack of clutter, Frank felt hemmed in. The office was too hot, even for its vast size.


The room was almost a mirror of Tatty’s, which was at the other end of the building. As much as Frank enjoyed his elevated position in the organisation, or thought he did, he was not good at sitting still. Not today, anyway. Waiting was not how it worked. Wasn’t it how you handled a crisis that showed your real mettle? Leadership through adversity and all that bollocks? Not sitting around waiting for the phone to ring.


It wasn’t a crisis quite yet, however, and maybe it wouldn’t become one, but the silence was killing him.


He picked up his phone, rang the number again. Got straight through to an anonymous voicemail message. He ended the call before it was time for him to speak. He pushed his chair back, stood, walked over to the nearest window. The cloud had thickened, and darkened. The days were meant to be getting longer already, though it didn’t feel like it. The near rooftops were dotted with gulls. There were few crumbs for them.


It was even warmer by the window. A discreet radiator directly below was pumping out hot air like there was no tomorrow. Something of a chill then swept around him – a draft like a ghostly blanket.


‘Frank?’ came an all-too-familiar voice.


He turned. ‘Oh, it’s you.’


‘Sorry, should have knocked. Your door was ajar.’ Tatty had stepped into his office, continued towards him.


He remained by the window. ‘I thought you were meeting Nathan Taylor at the Refuge.’


‘I postponed it. Head’s not in the right place.’


‘That makes the two of us, then.’


‘Do you want to sit down?’ It still felt odd having the boss walk into his grand office, offering her a seat. She looked the part, as always – suede suited her. But she wasn’t his boss any more, was she? Not that she’d been his boss for very long anyway. They were partners – for the time being. Maybe he’d start wearing suits. Ben wore suits. He still hadn’t got used to having Tatty’s eldest around, but then it had only been a few days.


‘What have you heard?’ she said, hovering.


Frank glanced at his desk, the swanky B&O landline. Not that he’d used that to call the assistant chief constable, on her burner and then her official number – nothing so traceable. He looked back at Tatty, who was frowning. How old was she, really? ‘Nothing,’ he said, ‘from the person who might be able to tell me something. The police are everywhere, though. Cops I haven’t seen before. It’s like there’s a new line of command, or something.’


‘Is that surprising? Do you reckon they’ve found more than one body?’


‘Who knows?’


‘What were you thinking?’ Her tone had changed. ‘They can’t tie any of this to me, us.’


‘So you say.’ Tatty swerved round Frank, headed to another window.


His office had a huge stretch of glass, reinforced by steel. Industrial chic, was the phrase he’d heard – far too often. Seemed an odd concept. Mixing things that should never be mixed.


‘You’ve got a better view than me,’ she said.


‘Yeah? Of what?’


‘Possibility. Look at all those buildings. Most of them are redundant. There’s meant to be a chronic housing shortage in this country. Why can’t they convert these brownfield sites into residential blocks? Live work spaces for SMEs, start-ups, at the very least.’


‘Because who’d want to come and live here? There’re no jobs, no opportunities. It’s a hole, a dead end. That’s why we love it, isn’t it?’


‘People have to show some initiative, don’t they?’


He was still to be convinced by the new Goodwin Enterprises HQ, all Tatty’s window dressing. Rich would be turning in his grave.


‘Put the effort in, some seed money, make things work for themselves,’ Tatty continued. ‘Besides, that’s where we come in, isn’t it? The knock-on from the super casino. Think of the jobs, and not just in construction.’


‘Look how long it’s taking already,’ said Frank. ‘There’re no quick solutions round here, whether you do it above or below board. The infrastructure’s shit, besides.’


‘The new bridge,’ she said, ‘that’ll help, won’t it?’


He exhaled, long and hard. He hadn’t been thinking about that. He supposed he’d had in mind all the other services, and amenities – like roads that weren’t potholed, shops that sold goods that weren’t second-hand, streets that were lit at night. ‘That bridge’s going to help us a right fucking treat.’ He looked away from Tatty, out of the window.


The view from this part of town had been much the same for years, decades. Nothing was going to change anytime soon. He doubted the super casino would ever be built. There’d never be a glass ballroom, for the slots, suspended between two piers. At best, they’d be able to look after someone else’s cash for a while, maybe pump some of it into the renovation of the old casino, the caravan park, the boatyard. Do something with the racecourse. Skim bits here and there. There were always limits. ‘There’s so much other shit they need to get in place before they build that bridge.’


Whoever went to a casino nowadays, anyway? He was depressed, he realised. No, daunted. No, scared.


‘You’re just down on it because it’s unearthed a problem,’ Tatty laughed. ‘Come on, Frank, where’s your sense of humour?’


‘Do you know how many bodies are buried there?’ he whispered. He was not proud. Or maybe he was. Did she have no idea how easily her late husband had made enemies? He’d made a few himself, as well. The cleaning up he’d had to do.


‘I don’t want to know, Frank. The past is the past.’


‘Until it rears its head again. There’s no escaping it, you know that. Where’s Simon, do you think?’ Tatty’s brother-in-law, and the murderer of one of those bodies buried in Breydon Water, had kept complete silence since last June, following his aborted attempt to screw them and the then head of the Regeneration Committee, Graham Sands. It was an audacious plot, though Frank and Tatty weren’t fooled for long. Long enough, nevertheless, for Simon to scarper once more.


‘Dead?’ said Tatty, after giving it ten seconds’ thought.


‘Doubt it somehow,’ Frank said. He’d failed to put a bullet in Simon’s head back then, letting Tatty and the business down. She’d still made him partner, but he didn’t sleep too well on it, not believing he really deserved this big office, the Lexus. Good things didn’t come to him easily – or ever. ‘People like Simon are born survivors, not that he’d ever be so stupid as to show his head around here again. But if he dares, no second chances.’ Frank made his right hand into the shape of a gun, pointed it at Tatty. ‘Bang.’


‘Third chance, isn’t it?’ she said. ‘Don’t point that thing at me.’


‘You know what I mean.’ He dropped his hand, feeling foolish.


Tatty was looking out of the window again. ‘I’m getting impatient.’


‘Nothing new there, then,’ Frank muttered. Would she ever relax?


‘I’m sick of this weather as well.’


‘It’s not raining. Wish it was.’ He was thinking of Breydon Water, the excavations, the properties of mud, clayey mud that stuck to you like shit. Wondered how it might dissolve evidence, DNA. He had an idea that salt water had an effect. Though this water was brackish, maybe not quite enough salt. But he was no scientist. He had no qualifications whatsoever.


‘I’ve decided I want to buy the Pier View Hotel,’ Tatty said. ‘As well as Gorleston Pavilion and the Ocean Rooms. Smarten that corner up. I do live in Gorleston. Why can’t I walk down there on a summer’s evening? Enjoy a glass of Sauvignon on a terrace.’


‘Global warming’s got a way to go.’ He was also looking out of the window now. It was hard not to in this office. ‘I thought it’d already been smartened up.’


‘You call that smartening up? Not by us, in any case. We don’t benefit one iota. We need to control that corner. The street deals that we know go on. It’s outrageous. In my backyard.’


‘We did a deal,’ Frank said, ‘unless you have forgotten.’ He paused. ‘You sure you don’t want to sit down?’


‘With those wankers? You call that a deal? No, I don’t want to sit down.’


This was so like Rich, Frank couldn’t help thinking. He’d do a deal, or rather make Frank sort out an arrangement, and then a couple of months later he’d change his mind. Get Frank to renegotiate. It was true, the Hummer gang had proved to be a walkover. They weren’t Albanians, Eastern Europeans – well, one was Latvian. They were mostly old lags from Essex, a big geezer called Gary Winslow in charge. Except they’d saved Zach that time, and all they wanted, so they said, was a patch to sell their gear and women, claim protection dues, for which they’d leave Yarmouth alone.


Frank and Tatty let them have Gorleston basin readily enough a year or so ago. In fact it was under a year ago. He didn’t care how obvious they’d be down there. It wasn’t Goodwin Enterprises’ lookout. Presumed they’d be closed down by the real authorities sooner rather than later. Openly enforcing from a shiny white Hummer – honestly.


‘Do we have the assets, the manpower?’ Frank said, distracted.


‘People power, Frank,’ Tatty said, cross. ‘Sure we do. As for the cash, the first tranche from the Netherlands is in the bag, and the Americans are due to deliver by the end of this month, remember? We’re going to be swimming in it.’


‘You want to divert that from the super casino, getting proper foundations in place?’


‘Why not? We could get Sam to help us with the legals,’ Tatty continued, ‘if she’s feeling up to it.’


‘Otherwise, what? We’ll have to stick with that Norwich shower Rich was so keen on?’


‘We’ll find a way,’ Tatty said.


Frank nodded. ‘Nevertheless, our backers expect certain results. There are conditions.’ He was already sick of trying to keep the balance between the legal and illegal operations, he realised. It was fine when he was on the street – where everything was wrong. But occupying an office, putting on that sort of a front, was seriously doing his head in.


‘They want returns. You think they care where they come from? Ben’s got some ideas as well.’


‘They understand gambling, casinos.’


‘Plus the rest of it,’ said Tatty. ‘It’s in their blood. Same the world over.’


‘They still see a market for physical gambling,’ he said. ‘The laundering possibilities that will always come with cash. That’s what they want us to provide.’


‘We’ll be able to clean their money just as well with an interim development or two,’ Tatty said. ‘Be silly not to use something we’ve already got our hands on.’


‘Limited possibilities,’ Frank said. ‘They’re not going to be happy.’


‘I want the Pier View,’ she said, ‘and then I want my guests to be able to look out onto something that’s attractive, that works. No one’s ever made enough of the Pavilion – it’s a beautiful building, historic. Or the Ocean Rooms, for that matter.’
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