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Wind was coming in waves. Not gusts. Up over the beach it pounded. Whining and rattling on through the rotten struts of the ravaged roller coaster. The second drop was the steepest, the beams looking like they’d knock your head off if you didn’t duck.


Because the wind was a northeasterly it then slanted across acres of wasteland, where once stood a go-kart track, so he’d heard, and later an oil supply ship depot. Now razed, the contaminated ground was waiting for the super casino. It had been some wait already. Boom.


The wind was as wet and raw as the North Sea. June for you, in this part of the world. Picking up strength over land, it shot across South Beach Parade before funnelling through the potholed streets of boarded-up pubs, the odd, dismal line of small terraced houses and endless semi-industrial buildings. There were a few Victorian warehouses and smokehouses still standing, including his mother’s – theirs.


‘Forget it,’ Zach said aloud, shaking his head in the storm, the storm of ages, not sure what that meant, what was happening to time. But there was no one to hear him anyway. No one was in sight. He scanned the road, the nearby buildings, the wind watering his eyes. Shadows creeping out from the dying night. ‘Waster,’ he shouted. He’d been left out on his tod, high and dry. ‘High, high.’ Not funny.


Even less of a joke was the fact that his car was at the other end of town – as if he’d have been able to drive. His head was buzzing. His stomach churning on empty.


Unclenching the fingers of his right hand, he reached into the front pocket of his jeans for his phone. He wanted not the time but the way out of here, even though part of his brain must have known exactly where he was. They were his streets, his history, how it was passed on from generation to generation. Nevertheless, his internal GPS was not as acute as it should have been. Bollocks. His eyes were too watery to read the screen.


He shifted across the street, took shelter against a tall, cold building. The brick was damp and flaky. He thought of wet chalk, his first school, pissing on his chair. Being dragged to the toilets in front of the whole class. But it wasn’t chalk, it was brick, whatever brick was made of. Clay? Sand and clay? He could feel it rubbing onto his jacket. A car swept along South Beach Parade, the beam from its headlights illuminating the side street for a few seconds, making him realise how few streetlamps were working in this part of town. Were they searching for him? The bag of gear? The Candy Cane. He liked that riff, not that he’d come up with the name, yet another for roughly the same chemical compound. It was all in the marketing, the image.


Back in darkness he pushed off from the wall, braced himself for the wind. Wind like he’d never felt before. Hurricane force. He couldn’t spend the rest of the night here. There had to be an all-night caff somewhere, for the supply vessel operators, the power station workers, the hookers. The hookers serving the seamen, and warehouse operators, the few leisure industry employees, the gangsters, all night, all day.


There was a twenty-four-hour caff, over on South Denes Road, a short way on from the old Goodwin Enterprises offices, he remembered. The town that never slept – his dad’s lame line. It couldn’t be far, just across the spit, which was made of sand, not chalk. Piss on sand and it washed away. Geography at school. Maybe he’d learned something, when he wasn’t being dragged to the toilets.


He set off with his back to the wind, suddenly having more than a clue as to where he was. His head clearing with every step, his heartbeat calming. There were still not enough streetlamps. Few working security lights. Too much gear in his system. The dawn was struggling hard to make its mark.


His footsteps were being drowned out by the wind, but he was sure he could hear others. Someone gaining on him. His friends. Friends? Another big fucking joke. He’d kill them. He’d lost the Candy Cane, hundreds of tabs of MDMA, but he still had some bump. Bumpty bump. Boom, boom. They’d be circling, waiting to pounce. They were always up for it, man. Desperados. He knew how to control himself, that he had to keep his wits about him. Look who he was, master of these mean streets. It was a family thing, wasn’t it, Master Goodwin? Yes, sir. Smack in the head.


He’d begun jogging, on the excuse of a pavement, beside a long chain-link fence. Chain-link fencing everywhere, like he was in a massive prison. He stepped up the pace. Running, it was a song he liked, but the tune wasn’t coming. However, South Denes Road was opening up nicely ahead, and the further from the sea he went, the quieter the wind became. He could almost smell the river, the diesel, the decades of decay. That was another of his dead dad’s phrases, the decades of decay, always said with a smirk.


Zach stopped by the corner of Suffling Road and South Denes Road. Glanced back towards the dark streets – some sort of barrier between him and the wild North Sea. He found he was reaching out, his hands held forward. An orange glow had appeared like magic. It was rising, flicker ing above the mass of buildings. The sun?


‘The sun has got its hat on, it’s coming out to play. Hip, hip hooray.’ Was he at nursery school now? He couldn’t remember whether he’d gone to nursery school, or not. His mum must have looked after him at some point, when he was young. His mum and an au pair, one of the endless. She’d never have been able to cope on her own – not then.


It wasn’t the sun. He was looking back up Suffling Road, the rambling roofline. The orange glow was higher, and brighter, already. Was that a thickening cloud of smoke set against the first whispers of dawn?


Something was on fire. Zach smacked his head. Bingo, dingo. A warehouse. A smokehouse. The Smokehouse. Desperado.
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‘They could have told me earlier,’ Tatty shouted into the ether. She was on Haven Bridge, the sun skimming the Yare below. The river was being whipped up into a flurry by the wind. Yet the sky couldn’t have been brighter, her mood darker.


‘The authorities round here?’ Frank said, his voice coming through the car’s sound system. ‘On a Sunday?’


Zach had finally fixed the Bluetooth link-up for her after she’d been caught on the phone while driving for the second time in two months. The traffic cop, Yarmouth’s one and only, let her off the first time, recognising her, though not the second time. He’d pay for that one day.


‘You know the score,’ Frank was saying.


‘Don’t give me that monkeys again. Where were they?’


‘You don’t know how much damage has been done. It might not be so bad. We’ll need to get inside. There’s a cordon. They’re not letting anyone near for now. The roof might collapse, what’s left of it – so they’re saying.’


‘Why did they call you first, Frank?’ She was still stuck on the bridge, the lights taking a millennium. Everything taking a millennium today.


‘You checked your phone?’


‘I can’t, I’m driving. Hands free.’ She said it almost proudly, but it had always seemed such a stupid expression. Her hands weren’t free, they were on the wheel. She wished they were round someone’s neck.


‘You didn’t answer when I first rang at – what was it, six a.m.?’ Frank said. ‘Maybe you were asleep. Couldn’t be woken. Happy as Larry in La La Land.’


‘What’re you talking about? Something like this? Course I’d get up.’ Though she knew it was a strong possibility that she’d been out for the count – sleeping, not like Larry the lamb, but a baby. ‘Who’s there?’ The lights changed, Tatty accelerated, hanging right, past what was Barclays and the Star Hotel, still boarded up. There were few other vehicles, no pedestrians. The quay was a slew of sparkling granite cobbles, though bare of a living thing.


‘The fire service, en masse. Some uniform. No bigwigs that I can see. Took them a while to check the building was clear of people.’


‘Of course it’s clear of people. It’s an office block, on a Sunday morning.’


‘Even so.’ He cleared his throat, or perhaps it was a gust of wind that she could hear. ‘Tatty, you’re not thinking straight. How do these things start?’


‘Round here? Yeah – see your point,’ she said, a new dawn dawning. ‘I’m a couple of minutes away.’ She ended the call by firmly pressing a button on the steering wheel. The very week they were to move offices. She couldn’t believe it.


As South Quay turned into Southgates Road, and then swiftly into South Denes Road, Tatty thought of Nathan Taylor. Silly, needy, Nathan, who’d nevertheless done a good job converting the old property first into a series of live/work spaces, which were always going to be more live than work – it was a council tax thing – then a state-of-the-art office complex. Not that Goodwin Enterprises had too many official employees. It was the statement that mattered, the fact that Tatty wanted a break from the past. Looks counted. Plus, she needed to spend some cash quick. Make it look like that anyway.


She swung across the road sharply, taking Suffling Road north. The sun was not creeping over the horizon but blasting straight at the windscreen, low and hard and with more than a hint that summer was around the corner, even here. She slowed well before Fenner Road, lowering the driver’s window. She could smell the smoke, the ash, her ruined ambition, on the steady breeze.


Frank had said that he was parked up on the corner of South Beach Parade and Salmon Road, and that Salmon Road was blocked off. The Smokehouse stretched along Fenner Road to Salmon Road. It didn’t appear that they’d blocked off Fenner Road, not this end.


It wasn’t until she turned into the side street that she could see her building. The façade appeared intact, though squinting through the Merc’s huge windscreen she discerned the soot around the upper windows, the glass gone from a number of frames, too. What she could see of the roof was not encouraging. Only yesterday there had been a fine, long, low-pitched roof with a row of stubby, wooden-slatted chimneys – the former smokehouse vents. Nathan was insistent that these should be restored, even if they were technically redundant. Like him, Tatty couldn’t help thinking of her one-time lover.


The nearest chimney stacks were still there, but further away they were gone. The far end of the roof appeared to have collapsed. A mess of charred beams were poking up into the ridiculously blue sky, like the burnt bones of a giant animal, a dinosaur.


Sighing heavily, though determined not to feel her age, Tatty edged the car further down the narrow road. There were a couple of extended fire service ladders, but no one on them. The fire was out, that was clear. Her spirits quickly rose. Maybe the damage wasn’t too severe. Hadn’t Frank suggested as much? Maybe the fire service had got there in good time. A bit of roof to repair, no sweat.


Nathan’s loft apartment had been on the top floor. It was where she used to fuck him. He thought he’d installed himself in her property, in her life, for good. She’d taken some pleasure in kicking him out, telling him that it was to be the new Goodwin Enterprises offices after all, not some fancy live/work space for arty types. Everything was up for grabs following Rich’s death, he had to understand that. Where his bed had been was now her desk.


A fireman, in all his dirty padded clothing and huge helmet firmly strapped to his head, appeared from nowhere and was ambling towards her, holding up his right hand. She stopped the car and he came over to her window.


‘You need to back up,’ he said. ‘There’s no access this way. The situation is not under control. The building might collapse. We can’t take any risks.’


‘Are you reading this from a fucking manual?’ Tatty said.


‘I’m doing my job. No need to speak to me like that, lady.’


Lady? He was in his late thirties, Tatty reckoned. Heavily built, but part of that might have been the clothes. Tanned, clean shaven. Startling blue eyes. Surprisingly soft-voiced. Men in uniforms were not normally her thing, but there was something very attractive about him. Sort of vulnerable as well. The gentle-minded but tough outdoors type. She shouldn’t have spoken to him like that. He’d help save her property.


‘It’s my building,’ she said.


‘Oh, right.’ He was squinting at her. ‘You still need to back up.’


‘Heaven’s sake,’ Tatty said, pulling the key fob from the console, grabbing her bag and opening her door. Climbing out, she straightened her mac, tried to wipe some hair from her face, and smiled broadly at her handsome hero. ‘Make sure nothing happens to my car, will you?’ She handed him the keys, swerved around him and headed towards a massive insurance claim at the least. Nothing would give her more pleasure than to rip off an insurance company.


She didn’t wait for the fireman to catch her up. She’d got dressed in a hurry and under the mac she was wearing her favourite cashmere V-neck, with nothing but her bra under that, her jeans and trainers. The wind, smelling more and more burnt and toxic, was funnelling down the street, getting inside her mac, her clothes. She strode on until she reached the beginning of her building. This near corner was undamaged, even by the smoke.


By the time she’d reached the main entrance she wanted more signs of damage. She knew that could be arranged, even if the inspectors were quick off the mark. They were always corruptible, given the right incentives. Everyone was.


It seemed the fire service had had no problem opening the main steel doors, behind which were a pair of secondary, twenty-first-century glass doors, leading to the unlit lobby. Fortunately, or not, these had not been smashed either and were sitting open and gleaming as if Goodwin Enterprises’ new HQ was ready for business.


The old offices, back on Fish Wharf, South Denes Road, were called Goodwin House. She’d decided to stick with the Smokehouse tag for the new digs. Had had it etched onto those very glass doors. She wasn’t going to ditch the name Goodwin for the business, however, and revert to her maiden name, not a chance. Using Smokehouse was enough of a sign, she felt. Another way of moving on from her husband’s death, signalling she was in charge, that it was a bright new chapter. Except now look what had happened to her plans – already.


‘Tatty.’


Her first name was shouted loud and clear. She looked away from the entrance and the few firemen milling about. There was a special constable doing not a lot as well. No one had stopped her from walking this way, getting this near. She wondered whether the man with the clear blue eyes was still minding her car. She wasn’t going to look over her shoulder. She tried to shake some more hair from her own eyes while looking straight on.


At the other end of Fenner Road, waiting obediently by a fluttering taped cordon, was Frank, his big bald head picking up the crisp, early morning rays.


Did he want her to waive him through? ‘Frank, what you doing standing over there?’ she said approaching. ‘Lost your bottle?’ She could see his Range Rover slung on other side of Salmon Road.


‘I’m not wearing the right shoes,’ he said.


Tatty looked down at his shiny brown loafers – they could have been slippers. At her own trainers, which were soaked and filthy from walking only a few metres. She glanced back at the street, caught the puddles of oily water, dollops of deflating foam. ‘I’ve seen you wading through mud thigh-deep,’ she said.


‘Besides, a couple of the guys, firemen, moonlight for me at the club – door stuff, mainly. I didn’t want to get in their way. Thought I’d wait for you here. Should have known you’d have come the other way.’


‘What’s that meant to mean?’ The wind seemed to be dying by the minute, but her hair was still in her face.


‘You keep people on their toes, Tatiana Goodwin. It’s a good thing.’


She smiled. ‘Mess, isn’t it?’ They were still either side of the tape. She wasn’t going to climb over.


Frank exhaled. ‘Whoever did it, didn’t do a very good job. It looks worse than it is, I reckon.’


‘So you said.’


‘You know what the authorities are like. They’ll make a meal out of anything. The roof’s not looking too good, though – not from here. But that building isn’t going to collapse. Do you see any damage on the ground floor?’


‘Could be at the back,’ Tatty said.


‘The building is thinner than it’s taller. Don’t think fire works that way. The blaze was started higher up, I bet you. What did they do that for?’


‘Maybe it was the electrics,’ Tatty said, still trying to get more hair from her face, wondering whether she should have a trim, as she’d been planning. Not at all sure she wanted it to be the electrics – even if that might have made an insurance claim easier. She was spoiling for a fight, she realised. The spring had been too calm, fortunate, easy. Maybe she’d been waiting for something like this to happen.


‘Be good if we decided what we wanted out of this before they come up with their bureaucratic bullshit,’ Frank said. ‘The minute local CID realises who owns the building, the investigators will be all over it.’


‘You think they don’t know already? Besides, you and I know how easy it is to get around those sorts of officials,’ Tatty said. ‘Still, the fire service must have got here pretty quick.’ She glanced over her shoulder. ‘Do you know how it was reported?’


‘Not yet,’ said Frank.


‘What about our files, our equipment? My office was on the top floor, Frank.’


‘You think we’re going to miss them?’ he said. ‘We should never have moved them over. Be a bloody good job if they’ve been destroyed. I always said the cleaner the move the better.’


‘And that wouldn’t have looked suspicious? To HMRC? A business with no paperwork, no records? We’re not shutting the enterprise down and starting again, not as far as they’re concerned.’


‘We might be able to now.’


She could sense a large, dark cloud sailing across the back of her brain. ‘Why am I thinking that someone was in my new office, snooping around, before they set fire to the place?’


‘Because you’re smart,’ Frank said, nodding, but as if she wasn’t particularly smart. ‘We need to get in there, see if we can work out if anything might be missing. Soon as.’


‘Whoever did this,’ Tatty said, pulling the belt on her mac tighter, ‘doesn’t know how we work.’


‘What do you mean?’


‘That we’re going to be stupid enough to leave the wrong sort of paper trail.’


Frank looked at her as if she still wasn’t the brightest button in the box. ‘Maybe it wasn’t a work thing.’


‘What’s that supposed to mean?’


‘That it was personal.’


‘What’s the difference, in our world?’ Tatty caught Frank’s eye, a smile beginning to creep across his large mouth. ‘It’s a slight, Frank, however you look at it.’


‘A slight?’ Frank said. ‘Biggest disrespect I’ve seen in a while.’ He climbed over the tape. ‘Let’s see if we can get anywhere with this lot. We can’t stand around on the sidelines all morning. It’s your building.’


‘Yes,’ said Tatty, ‘it is my building. Which of those firemen are in your pocket?’ One of them in particular, she hoped.
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When Sam rounded the corner of Yallop Avenue, turned left onto Marine Parade, the sparkling sea opening out straight ahead like a fat wedge of hope, she knew she’d made the right call. Pulling into the driveway, she felt her spirits soaring, even though her stomach was doing something else entirely.


It wasn’t until she’d climbed out of her neat BMW 1 Series, and was standing on still, solid ground that the wave of nausea lifted and she realised that her car was the only vehicle outside her mum’s home. There was the double garage, but now her dad wasn’t around to shout at them, no one ever bothered to leave their cars tidied away in there. Her mum was the worst parker in the world, always leaving her Merc at some stupid angle as close to the front door as possible, so it was virtually impossible for another vehicle to fit on the forecourt. Not Zach’s over-sized, over-priced Range Rover Sport anyway.


She still couldn’t believe her little brother had persuaded their mum to part with that sort of cash. OK, it was in their dad’s will, the money was to be Zach’s when he was twenty-one. But he had a couple of years to go.


The wind coming off the sea was sharp and strong, but the air smelt good, and walking over to the front door she felt almost normal. However, the second she started to think about what she’d come here to do, her legs went to jelly. She all but lunged for the door for support, then leant against it while she rooted around for her keys. There was so much crap in her bag, the keys were not immediately forthcoming. Where was everyone?


She pressed the bell, long and hard, hearing faintly its silly ding dong. It made no difference how hard you pressed the buzzer. That ding dong wasn’t going to get any louder. She thumped the wood. The nausea was back. No one was home.


Clutching her stomach, she crouched, dropping her opened bag to the ground. Eyeing her phone in the mess, she had a sudden urge to call Michael. Feeling dizzy, her mind swirled around what time it would be in Amsterdam. It was nearly ten thirty here. She’d left London at eight. Drove like a maniac. There’d been little traffic. Eleven thirty in the morning was a more than acceptable time to call your boyfriend, even if he was away on a business trip. He was always on business trips.


Why the fuck hadn’t he called her? Knowing what he now knew? She looked up from the ground, at the stupidly blue sky, some gulls flitting about as if they didn’t have a care in the world, except where their next meal was coming from. She wanted her mum. She wasn’t looking forward to telling her mum, but she wanted to be with her, at home. And she couldn’t even get inside.


She retrieved her phone. Stood, feeling even more dizzy. She rang Michael. It went straight to voicemail. ‘It’s me. Where are you?’ She didn’t know why she said this. She knew exactly where he was, the Hotel Ambassade, on Herengracht: a collection of ten canal houses full of art and antiques. It was near the Rijksmuseum, not that he’d be going there to check out the Vermeers. She knew everything about it, despite never having been there. It was where he said he always stayed. She’d seen it endlessly on TripAdvisor, working out whether it was such a good deal. Except he wasn’t answering. His phone wasn’t even ringing.


The wave of nausea suddenly went. She dug in her bag with more vigour. Found the keys. Where was Zach? She unlocked and opened the door. She wasn’t exactly expecting him to be here. But she hoped he might turn up sometime soon. Sort of felt it would be easier breaking the news to her mum if Zach was around. She’d get inside, have a pee, make a drink, text him.


The stark wide hall was dim and chilly. It was always dim and chilly. She dumped her bag in the middle, rushed to the downstairs loo. Texted Zach while she was peeing. Where are you? I’m in Gorleston, at home. Have news!!! Sis x.


No reply came. She washed her hands and wandered through to the kitchen, suddenly feeling a fool for having driven all the way here, first thing on a Sunday morning, without warning anyone. Even Michael didn’t know where she was. What if she’d crashed, doing ninety-five on the M11? She tried his number again. This time it rang, and rang, then went to voicemail. ‘Fuck you,’ she said, aloud, though not directly into the phone.


She walked over to the great gleaming lump of machinery that was the coffee maker, but she didn’t feel like a coffee. She hadn’t for weeks. Tea held no attraction any more either. She had a glass of water instead. Thought she might go upstairs to lie down. A wave of not nausea but tiredness hit her, like jet lag. Heading for the stairs, this thing that had been bothering her tumbled into clear thought.


Not even halfway up the stairs and she was trying Michael’s number again. This time it rang and rang, and rang out. It was a UK ringtone. He couldn’t have been in Amsterdam, at the Hotel Ambassade, with its careful chintz. He was in the UK. But he wasn’t meant to be back until Tuesday, at the earliest. He had an important meeting on Monday, which was why he was there now – so he could catch up with some relatives beforehand. He never normally had enough time to see his family when he went over. Besides, he had something to tell his mum and dad, his sisters. Would she ever meet them?
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Tatty sat down in the hard, plush chair, waved to George over by the bar. The old man began tottering towards them. Tatty looked at Frank, perched even more uncomfortably on an equally stupid chair. ‘He’s not getting any younger, is he?’


Frank shook his great head. ‘His heart’s in the right place.’


‘What about his mind?’


Frank exhaled. ‘He’s safe.’


‘What are you having?’ Tatty asked.


‘Coffee?’


‘I could do with a drink,’ Tatty said. The old casino was empty. It wasn’t yet noon.


‘Good morning, Mrs Goodwin, Mr Adams,’ George croaked, stooping by their table. ‘I heard about the fire. I’m sorry.’


‘Get me a Bloody Mary, will you?’ Tatty couldn’t remember the last time she’d had such a drink. It must have been years ago. She rarely deviated from champagne and white wine.


‘I’ll have a coffee,’ Frank said.


George set off for the bar, his limp more pronounced than ever. Tatty turned once again to Frank. ‘No club sandwich?’


‘Even if I was hungry, I wouldn’t,’ Frank said. ‘I’ve got to lose two stone by the summer.’


‘Technically in a couple of weeks, then?’


‘You think we’ll have a summer this year?’


‘Forget the weather, you’ll have one if you want one.’


‘Are you still going to Ibiza?’


‘After this?’ The damage was largely limited to the top floor and one end of the roof. Her office was effectively destroyed. She was no expert in such matters, though it looked pretty obvious to her and Frank that the fire had started in there. A tangle of burnt electrical wires wound around what was left of the desk. So yes, there could have been an electrical fault, something shorting. She didn’t even know who the electrical contractors were. That had been Nathan’s responsibility.


‘Maybe it’s not such a bad idea if you do spend some time in Ibiza this summer. Get away, stay safe,’ Frank said.


She knew the fire was no accident, as did Frank. It was a warning, from a clever arsonist. Or a crap one who’d been unable to get the fire ripping. And if it wasn’t started deliberately it was still someone’s fucking mistake. Ibiza without Rich? She couldn’t imagine the peace. No one to berate the gardener, the pool guy, the cleaners, the locals. Might get lonely. Would depend who else was around, she reckoned. Which of the kids she could persuade. There’d be a new vibe, that was for sure. ‘You know what, I might do that,’ she said, ‘once I’ve nailed the bastard who torched my office. You said you were going to fix me up with some shooting lessons. When can I start?’


‘You’ve still got that piece?’


‘Of course I have. I keep it under my pillow.’ She didn’t. But she hadn’t got rid of it. It was well hidden, not least from Zach.


‘You want me to get someone to sit outside your house for now? If they’ve gone for the office, what’s to stop them setting fire to your home?’ Frank leaned forward, lowered his voice, ‘And doing a more thorough job. Unless they knew exactly what they were doing.’


‘So the inspectors will blame the wiring? Look no further?’ She tilted her head back, glanced up at the ceiling, as if for inspiration. There were a couple of tiresome chandeliers. She refocused on Frank. ‘I’m now worrying that the insurance isn’t up to speed. Sian’s patch, but you know what that girl’s like. She’s getting worse. All talk, very little action.’


‘Not what I’ve heard – round the back of her dad’s caravans. When she was young anyway.’ Frank laughed.


‘She’s hardly old now,’ Tatty said.


‘Look, don’t worry. There’re plenty of ways of making sure the paperwork stacks up. It’s what’s happening out there, on the street, that we need to keep on top of.’


‘We’re not, though, are we?’ she said, knowing that the street was Frank’s domain. She was meant to be the brains.


George brought their drinks over, taking another age to bend down and place the tray on the table. He left the drinks on the tray and the tray on the table, turned and began the long, slow journey back to the bar. Tatty thought that at least she still had a body to go with her brains. A half decent set of pins as well.


‘Where’s Nathan nowadays?’ said Frank.


‘Good question. Last I heard he was renting an apartment in Gorleston, on Riverside Road. Some new block.’ She knew exactly where he was.


‘Good views from there. You want me to pay him a visit?’


‘No, I can handle Nathan. I don’t want one of your mates parking up on Marine Parade for now either. Let’s pretend it was an electrical fault. No fuss.’


‘Shall we see what the investigators have to say, at least?’


‘They know more than us?’ She peered over towards the nearest window. The sky was still a brilliant clear blue. The skies over Ibiza were never so crisp, weighed down by the heat and the expectation. No one ever thought it was really going to be warm, let alone hot, in Yarmouth. She swallowed a large mouthful of well-seasoned Bloody Mary. Surprises happened here nevertheless. Now she was in charge it made even more sense for her to stick around.


Was she in charge?


Frank finished his coffee. He consumed food and drink with an urgent passion. She didn’t think he’d stay on the diet for long. To drop two stone? He wasn’t so overweight. Besides, she needed him to be big and strong. ‘I guess I should get over to Goodwin House, see what we have to do to get the old offices back up and running for Monday morning. I’m not going to let this hold us up. Michael Jansen and his team are due in Yarmouth the middle of the week. We need to make the old gaff look smart and functioning for them at least. Have you noticed how Michael dresses?’


‘I’ve checked out his shoes.’


Tatty was hoping Sam would be able to come down with Michael; certainly in time for next weekend. Get Michael to stay too. Be good to get to know her fella better, see how he treated her daughter up close. ‘We’re lucky no one’s taken up the lease.’


‘Even if they had, we could have got them to think again.’ Frank was wiping his mouth on the sleeve of his jacket. ‘It’s shaken you, this fire, hasn’t it?’


How was she meant to reply to that? ‘I’ve had an easy ride, for these last few months, I guess,’ she said. ‘And with the Dutch deal suddenly imminent, yeah, you could say it’s all been blowing my way.’


‘Blowing all right,’ said Frank, shaking his head. ‘Too good to be true.’


‘Pessimist.’


‘Realist,’ said Frank. ‘You’re still a newbie.’


‘Not to the town.’


‘But the business.’ Frank stood. ‘Do you want me to come with you to Goodwin House?’


‘No,’ said Tatty. ‘That building and me? You know we have issues. I thought I’d all but said goodbye – good riddance more. Seems as if I’ll need to make peace with it for a few more months – bloody hell. And then, you know what? If ever a building needed torching . . . We should have thought of that already.’


‘Lucky we didn’t. Goodwin Enterprises would be temporarily homeless.’


‘It’s only front, Frank.’ She smiled. She had a good smile, everyone had always said so.


‘Matters, when you’re after two hundred mill,’ he said. ‘We all know that. You sure you don’t want me to check out the old premises with you?’


‘With your green fingers? No – something tells me you want to be somewhere else this afternoon.’ She couldn’t rely on Frank all the time, whether she happened to be carrying the Smith & Wesson or not.


‘A day like this, in June? Yeah, you’re right.’


‘How’s it coming on?’


‘Pop round and have a look. You’re always welcome.’


Tatty had been to Frank’s house precisely once, to watch a video of her husband being killed. He’d served her a cup of tea, in a fine china cup on a saucer. The outside of his property might have shown some contemporary flair, particularly the shingle forecourt dotted with rare wetland plants, so he’d proudly described. Gardening being Frank’s passion. But the inside of his house seemed like it had been lifted straight from an old black-and-white sitcom. She wondered whether Frank slipped into a housecoat to do the cleaning. There were plenty of things about him that didn’t stack up comfortably.


‘I’ll get it,’ Tatty said, watching Frank fish for his wallet. ‘You only had a coffee.’


Tatty reached for her bag, retrieved her purse, found a £10 note. Put it on the table. Stood herself. The old casino never presented her with a bill. She’d leave denominations of £10 notes, depending on the rounds of drinks, the food. It was all her money in the end. Like most of the cash in Yarmouth. However, she had been thinking for some time that Frank might not be getting all that he deserved. There’d been the odd comment about gardening equipment, that a new car might not go amiss. Tatty had been surprised at how little Rich had left for Frank in his will. She’d been surprised at how little was in the will, full-fucking-stop. Rich had been very clever when it came to making out his and the business’s net worth. He’d perhaps been a bit too clever when it came to hiding cash. She was still not on top of all the assets. Hoped the full picture was a little rosier. Otherwise, she’d have to be a damn sight cleverer than he’d been. But she was.


They pushed through the heavy doors onto the top steps of what was once a fine entranceway to a grand Regency building. Tatty had thought she’d turn the building into a boutique hotel, once the super casino got underway. Another project originally earmarked for Nathan.


She looked south, half expecting to see, above the low ramshackle Yarmouth skyline, thick black smoke being whisked up into the wickedly blue sky. There was none. Only a sharp wind smelling of salt and vinegar, fried food. Immediately ahead was the Golden Mile. Sparse traffic was trundling by. A few pedestrians were milling about the beginning of Wellington Pier. The Winter Gardens was slumped in the early summer promise, like a scruffy, malnourished polar bear having run out of icecap.


‘Frank,’ she called after the large man as he made for his big black vehicle, ‘come by Goodwin House tomorrow, though, will you?’ Tatty could hear her phone going. Her mind shifted to her other staff: Sian and Celine; the only legits she’d kept on. She’d have to contact her PA at least. Prepare Sian for tomorrow. Would she have heard about the fire? She hadn’t rung. It was unclear what the fire service and the police were planning next, but she knew it would be a pain in the arse.


Frank stopped by his car. ‘Yeah, first thing Monday morning, if you want,’ he shouted.


His hours had become even more irregular. Was he beginning to take advantage? ‘There’s something I’ve been meaning to discuss with you.’ She was thinking on the hoof.


‘Can’t wait,’ he said. ‘Hey, is that Zach’s car?’


Tatty looked over towards the wide road, catching the back of a sleek Range Rover Sport disappearing fast up the Golden Mile. ‘That kid,’ she said, not convinced it was his new car, or Zach at the wheel, ‘needs to buckle down.’


‘Shame about the computer suite,’ said Frank.


‘At least most of that equipment hadn’t arrived,’ Tatty said. She’d been livid when it hadn’t turned up on time. She was even more livid now there was nowhere smart and new to house it – just a burned-out shell of a floor in a historic building. They’d have to get it delivered to Goodwin House for the time being; installed in Simon’s old office? Her doubts about the crooks it was coming from were growing. Not more people out to take her for a ride, surely.


‘He can always help me with some weeding,’ Frank chuckled, pulling the driver’s door shut.


‘Oh, he’d love that.’ Her phone, deep within the fine soft folds of her Birkin – the second Birkin she’d ever owned, though only the first original, which she’d had to buy herself following Rich’s death – seemed to have stopped going. Though it was hard to tell with a couple of gulls on steroids making a racket right behind her. She found her car fob, beeped her Merc unlocked, quickly strode over and ducked inside.


How come Zach had managed to get himself a swanky new car? His dad hadn’t left him that much cash, and that he wasn’t meant to get hold of until he was twenty-one. Because she was a bad mother, weak when it came to her youngest, that was why.


Her phone was now telling her that she had a number of missed calls from unknown numbers. There were also two voicemails. And there was a missed call from Sam. No voicemail from her, which was not so unusual. She stared at the screen for a moment too long then threw the phone onto the passenger seat, looked at her watch, as ever forgetting the time had been right there on the screen. Rich’s old Rolex – which had never been a fake because he’d bought it for himself – said it was twenty to twelve. She’d eaten nothing today. Quite fancied returning to bed, wanting the day to begin again. She started the car, flicked it into reverse. Began gently easing backwards. Looked in the rear-view mirror. Looked over her shoulder. Slammed on the brakes. Some idiot had stopped right behind, blocking her from pulling out further.


A particular idiot. ‘Shit,’ she said. It was the white Hummer, the size of a bungalow. Gleaming front grille. Grinning twat behind the wheel. A vast sidekick next to him, giving Tatty a royal wave. The Hummer gang, as she’d come to think of them, trawled the streets of Yarmouth looking to intimidate. Frank had always thought they were pretty harmless, unprofessional, all show. They were getting bolder, she reckoned, coming after her.


She closed her eyes, breathed out. Opened her eyes. Stay calm, she said to herself, quickly looking over her shoulder. Frank was nowhere to be seen. She put the car into drive. Pressed hard on the accelerator, rode up onto the wide pavement, the undercarriage clanking loud and hard, and onto a chunk of communal verge. Half on the pavement and half on some attempt to fancy up the Golden Mile, Tatty got the powerful coupé to swerve around a couple of other parked cars, churning grass and soil as she went, and back down the kerb, with another almighty crunch. She powered the car straight out and on to the Golden Mile, heading the wrong way for Goodwin House.


Not looking behind her, she wondered, as she was quickly passing the Sea Life Centre, then Jaws Restaurant – no sign of life inside there, let alone a thrashing great white crashing through a shark cage – whether they’d been watching her all morning. She couldn’t imagine they were normally up and running Sunday morning. Frank should have dealt with them months ago.


Frank? Why Frank? Because that was his job.


There’d been far too much leeway since she’d assumed control, she considered now. Everyone else seemed to be having a field day today apart from her. Sunday, 11 June, wasn’t it? Why did that date ring a bell?
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Frank pulled over by the Coastwatch tower. A couple of other cars were also parked up at the end of North Drive. The wind was still fresh, ripping across the dunes, rustling the gentle mounds of marram grass, and the heads of a few dog walkers. The odd mutt could be seen running wild, chasing gulls. Beyond the shore the wind turbines were rotating with intent, the sun catching the giant white blades.


He scanned the area more closely, once designated as of outstanding natural beauty; he didn’t know when or why that accolade had been withdrawn, but the signs were gone. It still seemed beautiful enough to him. Rich had hated the wind turbines of course. Not because he thought they spoilt the view, and not because he’d been a nuclear man, but because Goodwin Enterprises had never managed to scam anything from that industry. The manufacture, supply and upkeep of them all going to other contractors.


A massive new wind farm was now in the offing – East Anglian One. A £2.5 billion project. It made the super casino plans look like peanuts, even if the Dutch involvement had doubled the potential investment, and ambition, to £200 million.


For a moment or two Frank wondered, and not for the first time, whether they were still on the right track. Who on earth would want to come to Great Yarmouth to blow what little money they had on blackjack, roulette, poker, slots? The country had changed since the Brexit vote. This part of the country even more so. Less money, more anger. Everyone’s dreams were in tatters. The UK drifting further out into the Atlantic. Would the locals be willing to host boatloads of European gamblers, steaming across the North Sea from the continent?


Yeah, course they would. Rich had always made a packet out of corporate and council catastrophes. A national disaster offered up even greater avenues. Rich had shown them how to capitalise on deprivation. Besides, Michael Jansen had turned up, with a back pocket full of euros. The cheap pound and the prospect of highly restrictive EU gambling laws on the horizon were making Yarmouth as attractive as – as what? Shangri-La?


Grabbing his phone from the passenger seat, Frank opened the driver’s door, having to push it against the wind. He climbed down and immediately headed for the shelter of the Coastwatch tower. Out of the wind, against the rough brick wall once painted bright orange, he tapped Zach’s number, put the phone to his ear, heard a lot of squall and faintly Zach’s phone ring, and then ring out to voicemail. It had been Zach, or Zach’s car powering along the Golden Mile, Frank was certain. Sometimes the kids would race their vehicles up this end of the town, taking the dead end at speed – burning rubber in the early hours. Or bang in the middle of the day for that matter. They didn’t care.


It didn’t look like Zach had come this way this morning, nevertheless. There was no audience. No fresh tyre marks. Still, the boy needed to be reined in, Tatty was right. Besides, Frank didn’t want him upsetting his mother now. He should have taken a firmer hand, weeks, months ago, knowing just what it was like not to have a father at that age.


He tried the number again, decided he’d leave a message this time. ‘Zach, you young tosser, ring me straight back.’ The boy had grown up being insulted by his father. Sometimes he listened if he was spoken to sharply enough. He didn’t always read texts – anything. Like his dad, he was dyslexic, wary of the written word. But brilliant with software, systems, logic boards. As was often the way, apparently. Letters, numbers, neither meant much to Frank. The physical world was his domain, so he’d always thought anyway.


He pushed off from the faded orange wall, dotted with a few pathetic squiggles of graffiti, deploring women, foreigners, faggots, though instead of heading back to his car, he crossed the wide road, and walked over to the sweeping entrance to the North Beach Caravan Park. He hadn’t been here for months. There’d been no need. He felt a creeping necessity to dust away the cobwebs. Check the facilities, that a few items were still tucked neatly away behind false panels.


A car was sitting by the reception lodge. An old Beamer, silver, 3 Series. Frank didn’t recognise it. It was not Rolly Andrews’, the park’s owner and manager. He had a clapped-out Rolls, the colour of mustard. It was forever in the garage. Frank doubted anyone would be manning the reception anyway. The sun might have been out but summer had yet to begin.


Taking the path on his left, which swept around the lodge and into the park, he felt his phone go, the electronic trill suddenly loud and clear out of the wind. He pulled it from his jacket pocket, pleased Zach had seen sense so quick. But it wasn’t Zach. For another couple of rings Frank contemplated not answering it. He had an idea he was being watched, too. Someone lurking in a static caravan, behind a tiny square of net curtain. ‘Yeah?’ he eventually said, slowing but continuing on the gravel path.


‘Sorry about the Smokehouse, Frank,’ Graham Sands said.


‘How do you know about that?’ Sands lived in Caister-on-Sea, last time Frank had paid him a visit. It was a good way beyond the racecourse, and the golf course. At the other end of town from the port and the old industrial quarter, it thought it was something, in a small-minded way.


‘Lit up the sky like a beacon, Frank,’ Sands was saying.


‘Yeah? What time was that?’


‘I don’t sleep so well in my old age,’ said Sands. ‘Hell of a lot of responsibilities nowadays. I have to let the dog out – the animal’s bladder is about as weak as mine. So there I was, standing in the back garden, watering the plants, thinking the sun’s coming up awfully fast this morning.’ He laughed. An old smoker’s laugh.


The caravans on either side of the path appeared well shut up. Frank decided to let Sands ramble on, sorry for the man’s plants. Obviously, there was going to be a point to the call, beyond commiserations. It wasn’t as if the owner of Admiralty Steel usually rang him.


‘Still, I’ve seen odder sights in the middle of the night.’ The laugh this time was gravelly and thick with menace. ‘So, I went back to bed. Got a call mid-morning from one of my associates. Tatiana Goodwin’s new gaff, up in smoke, they told me – would you believe it? The thing is, Frank, before you lot go sticking your well-powdered noses in the wrong place, it was nothing to do with me, or my crew. Believe me, matey, I couldn’t wait to get Goodwin Enterprises off my backyard. The shit that you people have carried on there.’ He tutted now. It was no less menacing than the laugh. He was trying too hard.


‘I’m a respectable man,’ he continued. ‘A pillar of the community.’ He didn’t bother laughing. ‘What she was doing with that old smokehouse was good for the local business community. Posh renovation job. Nothing but good, Frank. That’s how I saw it. But she shouldn’t have cut corners. Dodgy contractors. The wrong suppliers. Always the way with the Goodwins.’


‘Why are you ringing me?’ Frank said. He was well into the park by now, heading towards Rich’s old hideaway, otherwise known as the company caravan. Still no sign of a living soul, despite it being midday on a clear, bright Sunday in June. June the what? ‘Fuck,’ he said, stopping dead in the middle of the path.


‘What was that?’ Sands said. ‘Take a tumble?’


‘I was talking to myself,’ Frank said.


‘Are you going senile too?’ The laugh was back.


‘Anything else you want to tell me?’ Frank asked. He couldn’t believe he’d forgotten it was his birthday. Yes, he could. Old age getting to him, too? Last year it was easier to remember because Simon was around and, of all the fucking people, Simon had the same birthday. Rich made a small fuss – of Simon, not him.


‘I wanted to let you know what’s what. I know how you lot do business,’ Sands prattled on.


‘How we do business? I don’t know what you’re talking about.’ Frank could see the caravan, its pale façade looking worse than ever. The tree nearby was in full, fluttering leaf. It was a common lime, not his favourite. It must have grown over the winter. But that didn’t happen, and spring certainly hadn’t come early. Yet a few too many branches were overhanging. The roof was covered in dirty moss and bird shit. So much for insisting on this quiet corner of the park.


Maybe it was time to get the old crate shifted to the front of the park, with the fine sea views. They could stick on a deck, like many of the others in the prime spots. Complete it with a white plastic balustrade. Make a tiny bit of rent. Fuck’s sake. Something was steadily telling Frank that the caravan would continue to serve a worthwhile purpose, all but hidden at the back here. His garden might have to wait today. It could always wait. It was a long-term project, evolution.


‘Frank? You still there?’


It seemed Graham Sands had something else to get off his chest. Frank pressed the end call button. Whatever it was he didn’t want to hear it right now. He marched the rest of the way over to the caravan. Dug for his key ring, which had been weighing down his jacket pocket. Whizzed through the keys. Found the smallest. Inserted it into the lock, pulled the flimsy door open, climbed up: the steps creaking, the caravan trembling.
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