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  Prologue




  18 December




  ‘Do you know how it is done?’




  The question was directed to a man, hog-tied and gagged, lying on the concrete floor. It was never meant to be answered. The man was coming round from a deep, knocked-out sleep. He was trying to

  focus through the blood in his eyes. ‘No? Then I’ll tell you.’




  He tilted the woman’s chair back, so it rested against his thighs, and leaned over her. Lifting her chin, he ran the blunt edge of the knife down her throat.




  ‘Many people believe the right way is to slit across horizontally before dragging the tongue through, but this is not correct.’ He looked over at the man on the floor who was

  screaming into his gag.




  ‘Here, this is where you begin your cut, at the base of the throat, insert here and then carefully drag the knife upwards.’ He paused and looked up. ‘Say goodbye to your

  colleague, Inspector Carter.’




  





  Chapter 1




  Ten days earlier




  ‘Christ, what a pantomime.’ Detective Inspector Dan Carter scrutinised the footage coming to him live as he listened to the commentary from the broadcaster.

  ‘We’re taking a big risk here.’ Carter crossed his arms over his chest defensively. ‘We’re fighting fire with fire. I have to justify this going ahead. We’ve

  already diverted the traffic. Will we get what we need? Will it lead us to the killer?’ He looked across to Robbo, the crime analyst, for an answer. Robbo looked poised to reply, but

  didn’t. Carter continued: ‘Are they in the crowd? There are three more gang members in the morgue this morning. This has to work.’




  Robbo looked up and over at Carter and gave a smile that didn’t reach as far as his eyes. ‘It was the right decision. It’s going to be worth it,’ he answered decisively

  and gave his reassuring look, which left Carter nodding slowly, uncrossing his arms and tapping his fingers impatiently on the desk as he eyed the screen.




  ‘You don’t drop the body of your victim at his mother’s doorstep unless you understand the way these East End gangs work. He’s a national treasure in the criminal

  fraternity: lowlife royalty.’




  ‘It was the car park outside her block of flats. Not really at her doorstep. Anyway, Sandra doesn’t live there any more: she’s another of our prime exports to the Costa del

  Sol,’ Robbo said, scrolling through the images of mugshot photos on his screen. He made notes as he studied the faces. ‘Christ, there’s a slice of British crime history in the

  East End today.’




  ‘The apartment block is still family-owned, isn’t it?’ Carter wasn’t letting the point go.




  Robbo shrugged, nodded, conceded the point: ‘That’s a big risk, it’s not a family you want to mess with.’




  ‘Talking of risk, the church took a massive one, allowing it to go ahead,’ said Carter. ‘I wouldn’t have been so generous, if I was them. Obviously they had no idea that

  we’d be using dead Eddie as bait.’




  ‘True, and they probably felt they had no choice,’ answered Robbo. ‘This was the Butchers’ family church. The old man had his funeral service there. Harold got married in

  it. Eddie was christened, even went to Sunday school here.’




  ‘Tony didn’t get married in it, though.’ Carter kept his eyes on the screen. ‘Too low-key for him: he had a big Essex wedding. And neither did Eddie: he ran off to Vegas

  when it was his turn.’




  Photos of Marbella’s Golden Mile popped up on the screen with sunny scenes of Golden Bentleys and infinity pools. There was a photo of Eddie and his wife Della relaxing on sun loungers.

  Behind them was a shot of their villa, majestic in the sunshine. Eddie Butcher was raising a glass of champagne to the photographer.




  ‘And, what the hell does this commentator think he’s doing?’ Carter leaned forwards towards the screen, with his hands flat on the desk. ‘Let’s hear some home

  truths about Eddie Butcher and the damage he caused instead of treating him like a celebrity. Tell the folks how he got the money to build that Taj Mahal look-alike behind them. We really

  don’t need to see photos of him enjoying a luxury lifestyle on stolen money.’




  Robbo mumbled his agreement while crossing to grind some coffee beans and make fresh coffee, his favourite thing. He blended his own beans in his quest for caffeine perfection. He kept the tools

  necessary for it on top of the filing cabinet in the corner of the room. His office was too small to allow for any other luxuries. Three desks were laid out in a horseshoe shape; whiteboards were

  on the walls. A printer and filing cabinets took up the rest of the space. Fletcher House had been purpose-built to house three major investigation teams but it had not allowed for the

  ever-expanding need each team had for space.




  Carter continued monitoring his screen as the funeral procession was making its way along the cobbled road leading to St Matthew’s Church. As it passed the Old Jewish Bakery, the

  proprietor, Lev, a large man of Russian Jewish descent, born and raised in the East End, came to stand and pay his respects. He blocked the doorway of his bakery as he watched the cortège

  pass. He’d been busy all morning. He knew a lot about the life of East End criminals. He stood, head bowed, in deference to a family who had extorted protection money from his family for the

  last sixty years. He had gained security, stability in a volatile world, and it had allowed his business to survive even in the hard times – mostly in the hard times – but he had

  never been too ambitious, never got too big. He knew his place.




  A voice came over the radio: ‘A group of gang members approaching across the railway bridge, from the direction of the Catherine Booth allotments, sir, I count nine youths.’




  Carter looked at the images coming from the surveillance camera. The graffiti artwork up the steps and across the railway bridge was as bold as the spikes meant to deter the artists. He studied

  the swagger of the pack: hoods up, eyes down, furtive and jittery, their hands pushed deep inside pockets.




  They paused at the painted ballerina on the wall, at the bottom of the steps. She eyed the youths as they passed her and the first few reached the arches beneath the railway line and the

  mini-cab firms.




  ‘Intercept now,’ said Carter. ‘Do not allow them to get any further.’




  Carter pushed back his black, Italian-heritage hair. His temples were turning silver now that he was edging closer to forty. He’d joined the police force after leaving school. He had been

  in the major investigation team for the last eight years. ‘Who are they, do we know?’ he asked as Robbo scrutinised the footage and zoomed in on the group of hooded youths.




  ‘The Blood Boys. They’re rising stars in Whitechapel,’ he said. ‘One of their members was killed in the gang fight last week. They’ll be here looking for revenge.

  They must have decided today was a great day to earn their colours.’




  Carter didn’t comment, his full attention was on the screen. He was watching plain-clothes officers moving past the ballerina on the steps. He watched them intercept the four youths; the

  others ran back over the railway bridge.




  ‘Let them go,’ Carter said into his radio. ‘We have more to worry about. We need every officer to be on high alert now as the crowds converge. Whatever you do don’t cause

  panic; don’t disrupt the procession. We are here to watch and observe. If you do make an arrest, make it discreetly.’




  Robbo came across to look at Carter’s screen with him. Carter had switched the view back to see the horse-drawn carriage carrying the coffin. Eddie was spelled out in wreaths of

  red, white and blue flowers.




  ‘You’ve got to hand it to them – they’ve done it in style,’ said Robbo. ‘The horses look great.’




  ‘The only thing I’d like to hand to them is a grenade minus the pin and with two seconds already on the clock,’ answered Carter.




  Robbo didn’t reply; he went back over to his desk. Behind him, on a whiteboard was written ‘Operation Topaz’. It was the name given to the investigation into Eddie

  Butcher’s murder. It was Robbo’s job to piece together the timeline of Eddie’s last days, hours.




  ‘The cortège is nearly there,’ Robbo said, as he watched his screen.




  Carter nodded, but he was focused on a mixed-race woman standing opposite the church gates. Her face was partially hidden by a black hat, the baseball type with a large peak. Her black hair was

  caught back in a low ponytail. Her hands were thrust into the pockets of her black puffa jacket. She was slim, taller than average, late twenties. She was watching the crowd, watching the church.

  She had the look of someone for whom life was a constant puzzle.




  ‘Move them back,’ Carter said into his radio. ‘The crowd’s getting too congested around the gates.’




  His eyes went back to the woman in the hat. She was watching the mourners, watching the slow path of the cortège. She could pass for a downtrodden single parent with two kids in a double

  buggy. But there was no buggy. She looked like she was a gym user after a big night out. Her broad, strong shoulders were rounded a little as if she were trying to hide in the crowd. She wore no

  make-up. She didn’t want attention.




  He switched to a view facing the oncoming cortège and zoomed in. The camera was searching for faces in the crowd. It was looking for faces that matched records. Interpol had sent lists of

  known criminals who had been on the move the last two months. They had crawled out of their Mexican strongholds, their Floridian beachside palaces and their Bogotá brothels, some to come and

  pay respects, others to cash in on the aftermath.




  Carter spoke into his radio: ‘It’s reaching crisis point around the church gate. Control the crowd. Move them back. Do not allow them to get too close to the

  cortège.’




  ‘Shit,’ said Carter as a voice cut in: ‘Suspicious male, making his way in from left rear of cortège, possible concealed weapons. Jeezus Christ!’ Carter took an

  involuntary step back from the screen as the sound of automatic gunshots ripped through the air. Panic ensued as the crowd tried to get away. The driver lost control of the horses.




  The voice of the commander at the scene came over the radio: ‘Stand down. Stand down. It’s just a firework, a firework. Get those horses under control. Calm the crowd, people are

  getting crushed.’




  ‘Something’s going on at the railway bridge,’ said Carter into his radio. ‘I can see a person on the floor, someone’s been stabbed.’




  The firework whizzed and cracked into the air and the horses reared as the banger jumped around their legs.




  The officer in charge appealed for calm over a loudhailer. But there was mayhem at the feet of the ballerina as the gangs took their chance to start fighting.




  The carriage started rolling backwards. Three times the coffin thudded against the inside of the doors before it broke through and was ejected from the carriage, dropping with force onto the

  road. The carriage continued reversing, pushed backwards by six panicking horses – it backed over the coffin.




  The volume of Sandra Butcher’s anguished screams was matched by the shouts from bodyguards and the loudhailer appealing for calm.




  The smoke from the firework fizzed and died as it left a sulphurous cloud and Eddie Butcher’s body rolled out onto the road.




  





  Chapter 2




  The Marbella sun was strong, even in winter, but it was interrupted by the occasional storm, which brought clarity to the air. It was hot enough for an Englishman abroad. Tony

  Butcher had lived on the Golden Mile for over twenty years. And, over those years, he had grown to hate the sun. Where it used to warm his bones, now it scorched them. It shrivelled his skin and,

  when he looked into the mirror, he saw a parody of his former self. He saw the shape of his skeleton. He saw his skull pushing through his face.




  He had been a smart man once, a ‘man about town’. His wardrobe was still stocked with brightly coloured silk ruffled shirts and brocade waistcoats. He had a large collection of hats

  neatly stacked in a temperature-controlled closet. Nowadays, though, he preferred his uniform of baggy, washed-out combat shorts with a canvas belt and a vest from Ibiza.




  Tony looked at his bare feet as he walked through the long cool room, which had a veranda on three of its sides. He watched each foot spread across the cold marble as his weight shifted from one

  to the other. This was his trophy room. He would recount how he shot most of the animals on the walls, but, at best, he told half-truths. The killer lion, whose head had pride of place between the

  two sets of French windows leading to the veranda facing the sea, was a man-eater, so he claimed, but he had not shot it. He’d bought it from a restaurant in Namibia, where it had been hung

  on the wall. He had shot a giraffe. There was one jutting out from the corner of the room. With its long thick neck and small head, it had taken Tony twelve attempts to shoot the giraffe that day.

  In the end, a real hunter had stepped in to end the animal’s suffering. The giraffe was in such a mess that the giraffe on the wall wasn’t even the one that Tony had tried to kill. This

  was one that had been bred in captivity, and was killed by an Italian tourist who couldn’t be bothered to have it mounted and flown home and hadn’t even bothered to get out of his car

  to shoot it.




  Tony stopped before the television screen on the wall. Sky News was relaying live footage from the funeral in Bethnal Green. The broadcaster was fleshing out the slow progress with a criminal

  history of the Butchers. For the umpteenth time that day Tony Butcher heard his name linked with the Great Diamond Heist of ’91. They talked about him and Eddie being sent down for their part

  in disposing of the diamonds.




  ‘Say something we don’t all fucking know. You didn’t know how it was done then, and you don’t know now.’ Tony laughed at the image of him and Eddie being led away

  to Wandsworth Prison in ’92.




  ‘Handsome-looking devil!’ he said about himself, and then turned away and sighed irritably. He went to stand by the open French windows and looked out to the sea beyond. The horizon

  was sparkling, the sea was a colder colour blue that you only saw in winter: deep, dark, sapphire. He could hear the noise of traffic coming from the Golden Mile. He heard the sound of horns

  beeping. The sparrows chattered in the garden below as they washed their feathers in the spray from the fountains. Years ago all these elements would have charmed him, made him feel relaxed and

  happy with his world, but not now. Tony ached to ride his motorboat on the sea; he wanted to drive one of his many cars at break-neck speed along the Golden Mile, beeping his horn all the way. He

  hated the noise of the sparrows. They seemed to say, What you going to do, Tony? What you going to do? Over and over again. He tried hard to ignore them but his senses were so highly tuned

  that he could not. It made his blood boil. He had bought a falcon six months ago; he was going to train it to pick them off one by one, but it had attacked him and escaped and sometimes he thought

  he saw it flying up in the sky. Sometimes he watched the vapour trails from planes and the brightness made his eyes water. It made him cry.




  He turned his head to listen; his ears were too sensitive to every sound. Like a bat, he registered every small vibration in the house. Above the noise from the television and the sparrows, he

  heard the faint creaking of movement in the house. Somewhere, there were footsteps shuffling, someone was sliding, instead of walking properly. He felt instantly furious. If the maids didn’t

  start picking up one foot in front of another, he muttered to himself, he’d cut their legs off and make them shuffle around on their arses. Tony laughed to himself as he remembered a child he

  knew on his street. Disabled from thalidomide, small stunted arms and legs, and they carried him around as if he were a prince. Tony had envied him and so had stolen the boy’s pet rabbit and

  hung it from a tree in the woods. No one found the rabbit for days and Tony had been back many times to watch it decompose. Now the smell of that animal rotting was never far from his nose. The

  fizzy smell of decomposition both repelled and excited him.




  Tony looked down at the hairs on his shins and felt each follicle open, breathe, and the hair grow, and he began scratching furiously until his legs were bleeding. He stood wide-eyed and panting

  from the exertion, skin and flesh beneath his nails. He felt his skull throb as it pushed against the skin on his face.




  He knew he was beyond stir-crazy. He had become part of the dust that spun in the sunshine, part of the walls that closed in on him, one piece of the mosaic floor. He was one of the sparrows. He

  turned at the words from the commentator.




  Tony can’t leave his luxury villa.




  He stamped his foot and swore at the television before crossing to the coffee table and tipping out cocaine from the packet he kept in a jewellery box. He tapped away angrily, chopping the

  cocaine up to a fine powder with a credit card, moving it around meticulously and scraping it into fine straight lines. He picked up a rolled note and hoovered up a long line. Then he sat back to

  allow it to settle down his throat.




  ‘ “Tony can’t leave his luxury villa,” ’ he mimicked. ‘Oh yes, he can, and he will, when he’s ready. When I come out of this place the whole world will

  know about it. I haven’t been sat here on my arse for nothing. I’ve been incubating and I’m about ready to hatch.’ He grinned at the image of himself he had in his mind. A

  flying moth, bigger than an eagle, flying above the planes fighting with the falcon.




  He turned sharply at the noise of the fireworks on the television and ran towards the screen. He began to roar: ‘Don’t you fucking dare!’




  





  Chapter 3




  ‘How are things now?’




  In Fletcher House, DI Carter was still watching the scene from outside St Matthew’s Church, when his colleague Detective Sergeant Willis walked in. She’d come straight from Bethnal

  Green.




  ‘The paramedics had to perform CPR on one lad. He was lucky: the knife just missed his heart. No one from the crowd was hurt in the panic. Just the gangs causing trouble.’




  Carter sighed, relieved. He knew that, even though the day hadn’t gone as well as he had hoped, it could have been worse.




  ‘Did they scrape Eddie Butcher back up okay?’ he asked with a smile.




  ‘Just about,’ Willis replied. ‘It would have been funny, except it wasn’t.’




  ‘Oh, believe me, it made us smile, didn’t it, Robbo?’




  ‘Absolutely not.’ Robbo hid a grin behind a cough.




  Pam, at the third desk in the room, peered from around the side of her monitor and scowled at Robbo and Carter in turn.




  Carter held up his hands in the air.




  ‘Apologies, Pam.’




  Pam was a civilian who worked mainly on collating data from the Internet and monitoring social media groups for investigations. She and Robbo had worked together for twenty years, since back in

  the day when Robbo was a serving police officer before he was forced to take retirement and chose to retrain as a crime analyst.




  Willis took off her jacket and threw it over the back of the chair then dropped the black peak cap onto the desk.




  Carter looked at it in disgust.




  ‘Where did you get that?’ he asked. ‘I couldn’t work out what you looked like: tired single parent or drug dealer.’




  ‘Lost property. I was going for a bit of both.’




  ‘Well, put it in the bin, for Christ’s sake.’




  Willis moved it from on top of the desk to underneath it. She intended to keep it.




  Carter swung round in his chair, stood and went across to help himself to a coffee from the cafetière on top of the filing cabinet.




  Willis opened up the post-mortem report on Eddie Butcher.




  She read out loud, ‘No alcohol, no drugs. No food in his stomach. He hadn’t eaten for twelve hours.’ She stood and went across to pin up a photo of Eddie Butcher from the

  post-mortem. ‘Cause of death – still awaiting results on the organs. He was reverse-hung,’ she said, ‘with his hands tied behind his back by the wrists; then he was

  suspended. It caused his shoulders to dislocate.’




  ‘Strappado,’ said Robbo. ‘It’s a recognised form of torture, normally accompanied by electric-shock treatment. The Colombians love it.’




  Willis pinned up the photographs of small pairs of wounds around the genitalia of the victim.




  ‘Two electrode points which caused fifty-eight injury sites of second-degree burns made by a Taser-type machine.’ She added a close-up of Eddie Butcher’s left hand.

  ‘Nails were pulled, probably using point-edged pliers.’




  ‘Nasty. So they came prepared?’ Carter said, as he swivelled in his chair and watched her pin up the photos. ‘Very professional. If this was done for fun, then they make a

  habit of it. If this was for information, pretty sure they would have found out what they needed to know.’




  ‘That’s if he knew the answers to their questions,’ answered Robbo. ‘For a man who builds houses for a living, he’s died a pretty violent death. He must have pissed

  off some South American cartel to get his tongue dragged through his neck.’




  ‘Builds houses using what kind of money?’ asked Carter. ‘Laundered? Stolen? I suppose that’s the question. You can take the man out of the villainous East End, but can

  you take the East End villain out of the man? This isn’t your average property developer who might get a loan from the bank, this is a man who kick-started his career by stealing from other

  people.’




  Pam stopped her typing to look up over her reading glasses.




  ‘Just found a photo of Eddie’s corpse on the Internet,’ she said. ‘He was still in the car park when this was taken.’




  Carter went across to look at her screen.




  ‘Yeah, got to be one of the bin men; probably took a selfie, too. A photo was bound to be leaked to the press. It’s been a month since he was murdered. I’m surprised they

  waited this long,’ said Carter, walking back to his desk. ‘Sign of the times, I’m afraid.’




  ‘The bin men must see a lot of death,’ said Willis, as she stood back to study the images she’d pinned up so far. ‘Drug overdoses, homeless.’




  ‘Not usually tortured, with a bullet between the eyes and a tongue pulled through his neck.’ Carter sat upright and took a swig of coffee. He was watching the church on the screen.

  ‘Okay, here we go, they’re coming out.’




  Willis and Robbo came across to look at Carter’s screen together.




  ‘There’s Laurence Butcher with Sandra now,’ said Robbo. ‘He’s always been a mummy’s boy. Not sure who’s supporting who. Sandra looks like she’s

  carrying him.’ Robbo squinted at the screen. ‘Those two women at the back, with hats, are Sandra’s sisters. Harold’s ex-wife, Lucinda, is there. Her kids: Harold’s

  stepkids.’




  The family were thanking mourners outside the church as people passed them one by one. Della Butcher took her place at the end of the line of family members. She turned her head from the rain

  that was driving sideways, and the net across her face lifted in the wind.




  ‘Are any of Della Butcher’s family there?’ asked Willis.




  ‘No,’ answered Carter. ‘We’ll get a detailed list when Intel has had time to look at all this footage.’




  ‘His widow looks different from what I expected,’ said Willis. ‘I thought she’d be more of a footballer’s wife type, but she’s dressed a lot more discreetly

  than his mother Sandra with her fur-trimmed coat and diamonds. Plus, she looks young.’ Willis looked at her notes. ‘Eddie Butcher was what, fifty-two?’




  ‘She’s thirty-eight,’ answered Carter. ‘She married Eddie in 2004.’ Willis glanced across to see if Carter was reading the information, but he wasn’t.




  They watched the coffin being loaded inside the hearse. It was now wrapped in a Union flag, to hide the damage done by the reversing wheels of the carriage.




  ‘I thought the immediate mourners are supposed to leave together, in the same car,’ said Willis. ‘Della’s gone in the one with Harold’s ex-wife. Is that

  significant?’




  ‘Yeah,’ said Carter, ‘that’s what she is to them now, an ex-wife, back of the queue.’




  Robbo glanced across at Pam. ‘What’s their itinerary?’




  ‘From here, they’re going for a private burial in Chingford Cemetery. They have a plot near the Krays. Then they’re staying in the area for a wake in a country estate on the

  edge of Epping Forest. It’s a place called Giddewell Park.’




  ‘It’s a pretty low-key affair,’ said Willis. ‘Only the immediate relatives and close friends are invited. The family are staying the night there.’




  Robbo looked at Carter. ‘Are you going out there?’




  Carter shook his head. ‘I have no intention of driving out there. Plus, we’ve spent enough taxpayers’ money on policing the funeral. I don’t care if someone wants to

  shoot the lot of them.’




  ‘I think that’s interesting,’ said Willis. She had walked back across to the photos of Eddie Butcher’s injuries. ‘Someone killed him first then pulled the tongue

  through afterwards. It was as if they were slightly uncomfortable with killing him like that, so they dispatched him with a bullet.’




  ‘They might have run out of time,’ said Robbo as he walked across to join her.




  ‘But they definitely wanted us to know this had to do with the cartels. Cartels on British soil. Or British cartels?’




  





  Chapter 4




  Tony was still shaking with rage. The television screen was frozen on the anguished face of his mother Sandra cradling his brother’s corpse. Tony hadn’t moved from

  the spot for thirty minutes, then he heard the sound of the main gates opening. He took long slow breaths as he forced himself calm. He turned the television off and walked out to greet the people

  he was expecting. Two men got out of the car. One was Marco, a tall, blond mix of Dutch and Colombian: big-boned and sallow-skinned, with a man-bun and low-slung pinstriped trousers, a big-buckled

  designer belt and a black, open-chested shirt. The other was a Spaniard and shorter, dressed in a dark-blue business suit and tie; he was carrying a briefcase. Tony was watching from the hallway,

  his bare feet on the mosaic sundial.




  ‘Señor Francisco, thank you so much for coming.’




  ‘Not at all, Mr Butcher. It is my pleasure,’ the Spaniard answered Tony while staring at Tony’s bare feet and his scratched legs.




  ‘Marco?’ Tony said, by way of greeting the tall, ashen-haired man whose body proportions were all wrong, massive shovel-like hands, and a neck that was too spindly-looking to support

  such a big head. He had been working for Tony for the last six months. He was fast becoming indispensable: a feeder for Tony’s ambitions. No job was too dirty or too outrageous. No limits or

  boundaries that they couldn’t cross over together.




  ‘Drink, Señor Francisco?’ Tony asked.




  ‘We’ll go into my study,’ Tony said to Marco, who nodded his understanding.




  ‘Just some water, please.’




  They walked towards the trophy room but turned left and entered an office, which was made to be as close to the Don’s office from the Godfather films as possible. Some of the props

  had been obtained straight from the set. Besides Tony’s oversized desk, set at an angle in the corner opposite the door, there was another, smaller desk, a drinks trolley, cabinets and

  bookcases, a leather sofa and two armchairs. The second door in the Don’s office, behind Tony’s desk, led down to the basement of the villa.




  Tony closed the door behind them and poured some water from a decanter and passed it to Francisco. Beads of sweat had begun to appear on Francisco’s top lip and forehead.




  ‘How can I help, Mr Butcher?’ Francisco asked, sipping on the water and looking uneasy. ‘This is about your brother’s estate, I believe.’




  Tony went behind his desk and sat down.




  ‘I have to be honest with you, Señor Francisco.’ Tony pointed to a seat and Francisco reluctantly accepted. Marco stayed where he was, standing between Francisco and the door.

  ‘I have asked you here for two reasons. One is my brother’s will and the other is a more delicate matter.’ Tony rested his forearms on the desk and breathed deeply as he smiled at

  Francisco.




  ‘You work for the Mendez cartel, don’t you?’




  Francisco shook his head. Shocked, flustered, he turned to look for help Marco’s way. Marco smirked.




  ‘I don’t know that name, I’m sorry. I am a lawyer.’




  ‘You are also a bookkeeper for the Mendez cartel, here in Spain.’




  ‘There must be some mistake.’ He grinned nervously, looking for assistance again, but getting none.




  ‘No, I don’t think so,’ said Tony. ‘We pay into accounts at the banks here. Accounts ending in 563, 908 and 300. We pay in, you launder for the Mendez cartel, is that

  right?’




  ‘Absolutely not. I am a legitimate member of the legal profession. I have all sorts of clients. I cannot be sure what you’re asking me.’




  ‘I’m asking you where my money has gone for the latest shipment. We paid it in. Isn’t that so, Marco?’




  ‘Absolutely.’




  ‘Now, it has disappeared and we are in deep trouble, through no fault of our own.’ Tony sat back and watched Francisco’s panic level rise.




  ‘Señor Butcher, I cannot help you with this.’ Francisco’s eyes were looking for a way out of the room that didn’t involve getting past Marco. ‘I would like

  to go now.’




  Tony lifted his hands from the desk, palms open.




  ‘No, no. Please sit back down.’ Marco laid a hand on Francisco’s shoulder. ‘I apologise, unreservedly. My mistake.’ Tony smiled. ‘No hard feelings. Lo

  siento, señor, I was only joking, hombre.’ He laughed and Marco chuckled. Francisco tried to join them but nothing came out of his mouth. He took a sip of water and sat

  nervously.




  ‘I didn’t bring you here for that. Your firm has been dealing with my brother Eddie’s will?’




  ‘Yes, he left me with that honour, and please accept my sincere condolences for your loss. Your brother was a great man.’




  ‘He was an idiot.’




  Marco giggled.




  ‘Sorry. Pardon, Mr Butcher.’




  ‘He was not right in the head when he made his will. I want you to look into my brother’s estate again; I have drawn up a new will. I will make sure everything’s fair and

  you’ll get a million euros for your trouble. I want you to sign over every asset he has to me.’




  ‘A new will?’




  ‘Correct. He made a new will, who knew?’ Tony picked up a bunch of papers from the top of his desk and fluttered them in the air. ‘I just need you to sign it off.’




  ‘With all due respect, Señor Butcher, that is not something I can do. There are procedures to follow. The will we made for Eddie is a legal document.’




  ‘And we are going to make another legal document right here.’




  ‘I cannot do that.’




  ‘Okay, all right, I understand your reluctance.’ Tony stood, smiled. ‘Marco, we will show Señor Francisco out and, at the same time, show him what we found to help him

  understand how important this is to me. It is just a small thing I think we should bring to his attention.’




  ‘This way,’ Marco said as he waited for Francisco to get to his feet and then he ushered him forwards, towards the door behind Tony’s desk. Tony led the way down a narrow

  passageway and to a flight of stairs and down into the garage beneath the house. As they walked through the forecourt, Francisco tried to make conversation: ‘You have many cars, Señor

  Butcher?’




  Tony didn’t reply as he speeded up, weaving through the covered luxury cars, until he stopped at the back of the garage, at the control room.




  He nodded to Marco who unlocked the door and stood back to show Francisco what was inside. A small girl was sitting on the floor, tied by her neck to a gas cylinder.




  Francisco lunged forward with a scream of anguish.




  ‘No, not my daughter!’




  





  Chapter 5




  ‘Eddie was found dumped in a car park in Old Street,’ Robbo said, ‘at five in the morning on November the 6th. He’d been dead for between two and three

  hours. He was last seen by his brother Harold at ten the morning before. In his statement he says they had breakfast together in the Baramba Café on Shoreditch High Street. After that, at

  ten minutes past ten, they separated. We know he didn’t drive anywhere because his hire car was still in the car park.’




  Robbo stood in front of the timeline.




  ‘How did Harold seem when you interviewed him?’ Robbo asked Willis.




  ‘Tired, hard-faced, a man used to flicking a switch. He said Eddie left him to go and see a client.’




  ‘Even if you’re late building someone’s extension, you don’t expect to get tortured and executed,’ said Robbo.




  ‘I suppose we have to remember what kind of clientele he builds them for,’ Carter said. He took a sip of his coffee. ‘He builds villas for Mafia bosses, drug barons, wealthy

  villains.’




  ‘And, for huge money,’ added Pam, ‘although, according to his tax returns in the last two years, he’s not earning the money he was.’ She continued scrolling through

  data on her screen.




  ‘What, millions instead of billions?’ Robbo asked as he took his bag of Haribo sweets away from Willis, whose hand was wedged inside it. Willis and Robbo shared an addiction to

  sugar.




  ‘Eight years ago his property company was worth three million, but it registered a loss last year. I’ve got a list of all the projects he’s been working on,’ said Pam.

  ‘Not one of these villas is worth less than five million quid. And that’s a cheapy. The outlay on them must be massive and, from the look of his books, he doesn’t get a

  deposit,’ added Pam. ‘This is all done on trust. It’s easy to go wrong.’




  ‘It’s also easy to hide a lot of expenses,’ said Robbo. ‘These are going to be people who turn up to buy a house with cash in suitcases.’




  ‘We took a statement from his general manager, Billy Manson, two weeks ago,’ said Willis. ‘He said that business was as good as it had ever been, just that getting money from

  rich people was tricky sometimes and that they had always to pay for materials up front. Sometimes there was a lean period.’




  ‘That’s a lesson on how to become rich,’ said Robbo. ‘Hang on to every penny.’ He slid his chair along the length of his desk to reach his cup of coffee. ‘Or,

  alternatively, steal diamonds and then buy a business building villas for other people who steal diamonds, sell drugs, traffic people, et cetera, et cetera.’




  ‘Presumably,’ said Pam, ‘Eddie’s supplying legitimate products to fit out these villas, and they come from legit companies with bookkeepers and accountants to answer to.

  And, when you’re putting in such high specs I guess it’s possible to lose a lot of money very quickly. I mean a few solid platinum baths go missing and you’re down a few hundred

  thousand.’




  ‘Does Manson check out?’ asked Carter, addressing Willis while keeping one eye on his screen.




  ‘There is nothing on him,’ answered Willis. ‘He’s worked for Paradise Villas for the last fifteen years, since it started. He seems to have got on well with Eddie.

  There’s nothing written down to the contrary. He seemed really upset about Eddie’s death. It was hard to get him to compose himself.’




  ‘Eddie had made more visits to the UK in the last two months than he’d made in the previous two years. Did Manson have an answer for that?’




  Willis shook her head. ‘He said it could have been something to do with the family; it wasn’t to do with work. Work was going well.’




  A figure passed by the window overlooking the corridor outside Robbo’s office and Chief Inspector Bowie walked in. He was not usually immaculate, but today his suit had been carefully

  chosen. Today he knew he would be under scrutiny. Carter was the SIO but he had the look on his face of a man beginning to feel the pressure. He would be the one to face the press. He had allowed

  the funeral of a notorious gangster to go ahead. The press were after some answers and he agreed to be interviewed on the evening news and explain what happened at the funeral.




  ‘You better prepare me a statement to give to the hyenas,’ he said. ‘Did we get what we wanted?’ he asked as Willis offered him a seat. He declined it. He was looking at

  Carter for an answer.




  ‘It’s too early to have a full list of people of interest yet, sir,’ answered Carter. ‘But I am confident it will all have been worth it, despite the scuffles at the

  end.’




  ‘What was the reason for all that?’




  ‘We think it was a revenge attack. The gang situation in this area is worrying. Eddie’s death has spurred a whole lot of activity that we didn’t expect.’




  ‘Did the UCs come up with anything? I haven’t seen such a gathering of old-time crooks since Reggie Kray’s funeral.’




  ‘Exactly!’ Carter smiled ruefully. ‘We’ve got plenty of undercover officers out working the pubs and clubs in the East End tonight, sir. I have a useful informant

  who’s right in the middle of the local scene in Bethnal Green. I’m going to catch up with him in the next twenty-four hours and I’m pretty sure he’ll have something for

  us.’




  Bowie nodded thoughtfully and cleared his throat. It was a nervous habit that worsened when he was under pressure, as if something were slowly choking him. His long thin neck didn’t fill

  out his collars or his shoulders his jackets. It seemed like only fabric kept him standing. He’d lost a lot of weight in the last year. Carter and Bowie had known one another since they had

  joined the force. Bowie wasn’t liked by most of the officers who served under him. He had a reputation for setting others up to take the blame for his own mistakes. Carter was the only one

  who ever agreed to have a social drink with Bowie.




  ‘Tonight should be a good night for picking up information in the pubs around the East End. We’re confident, sir.’




  ‘Good,’ Bowie said, looking across at the timeline on the board behind Robbo’s desk. ‘We can’t afford a blood bath on the UK streets. We don’t want a drugs

  war played out over here. Whatever it is that Eddie got himself mixed up in we need to know fast. Are we watching who goes to the wake this evening?’




  ‘Yes, it’s covered,’ answered Carter.




  ‘I thought you were supposed to be on holiday this week.’ Bowie frowned at Carter.




  ‘Yeah, I was.’




  





  Chapter 6




  Tony and Marco watched as Tony’s wife, Debbie, cleaned and tidied the trophy room around them. The house was full of tension. The maids were whispering. There had been

  tears. A local girl, who normally worked in the kitchen, and had been called in to lend a hand in the bedrooms, had been assaulted by Marco. Now, Debbie was trying to keep a lid on things and

  contain the damage. None of the servants wanted to come near either of the men.




  Marco was sitting, stripped to the waist, on the sofa. His skin glistened across his toned chest and ripped abdominals. He had black chest hair in two tufts over his pink nipples. One of his

  nipples was pierced with a ring. He was as nervous as a fly, he smelled of stale sweat. His over-large features were ill-matched and his eyes as close as a gorilla’s, his brows fair and

  Neanderthal-heavy. His teeth were large and even but yellowed at the gum. His skin had the look of cottage cheese. His back bore the scars of a flogging. The deep, open wounds had never been

  stitched together and remained as grooves in his pockmarked skin. The scars were old but they still caused him pain – he felt them tug and pull. As a thirteen-year-old he’d been caught

  with his pants down, and in the middle of raping one of the servant girls, Marco had been whipped by his father so badly that he’d lost consciousness and been woken by his father urinating on

  him. He had crawled away to lie on his bed and fester. He often reflected that it had made a man of him, but what kind of man?




  Debbie was watching them from the far side of the room as she picked fluff from the antelope hide over the back of one of the sofas. Tony followed Marco’s gaze, and saw that he was

  watching her. The room was growing dark now, the evening descending fast. Marco grinned at her. She turned and walked out, muttering as she went.




  ‘Your woman doesn’t like me.’ Marco laughed.




  Tony was chewing the inside of his cheek as he shook his head, distracted. He tapped away at the cocaine, hunched over the table.




  ‘She’ll get used to you. She’ll have to, won’t she? She thinks we’re a bad influence on one another; she doesn’t see the genius like I do. She also thinks you

  had something to do with Eddie’s death,’ he said, as he glanced across at Marco.




  Marco didn’t answer. He stood and went to look at the evening outside the doors. Debbie had closed them. He opened them again. The air was damp and colder than of late but the fog had

  cleared and the lights from ships on the horizon blinked at him.




  Tony’s eyes were bright as he watched Marco in the gloom, and he waited for a response.




  ‘I tried to prevent it. Now Eddie has left us in the shit,’ Marco finally said, as he closed the windows, but stayed where he was, looking out to sea.




  ‘It didn’t need to happen like that,’ Tony said, lowering his voice.




  ‘I agree. Absolutely. But it was an accident, an unavoidable catastrophe. And . . . every tragedy has a silver lining. One man’s misfortune is another’s . . .

  opportunity,’ Marco said, still staring out at the ships, before turning round and grinning at Tony. He began chopping furiously, animated, jiggling. Coke was flying off the glass top, into

  the air, covering the floor in a fine white powder. ‘Eddie’s going to make it up to us, from the grave. We take everything he owns and we build on it. We build ourselves a

  future.’




  ‘Yes yes . . . yes. But I wish he had just done that small thing for us.’




  ‘No good wishing your life away, wishing it down the pan, we need to gather all the funds we have together now. My family is not waiting around, the shipment is ready to be

  dispatched,’ Marco said. ‘We need to get the rest of the money now. We lose face on this? We lose our balls.’




  ‘Yeah, I know, I know. When Harold gets here I’m going to put this on him to find it. Harold will know who to squeeze.’




  Marco turned away. His contempt for Harold was clear.




  ‘What about our friends in the basement?’ he asked. ‘And, what about the legal stuff? How do we know it’s going to be okay? The Mendez cartel must be fooled into thinking

  it’s not our fault their money is missing, at least until we have the rest of the funds in place. It’s got to be believable. We need to buy time.’




  ‘Of course it is going to look believable. It’s going to be signed by their lawyer, for Christ’s sake. He will sign it and then he will take a long holiday.’




  Marco came away from the window. ‘When we finish with the bookkeeper and his daughter, where did you have in mind to take them? It’s too risky to hire a boat.’




  ‘Eddie’s property. There’s an olive grove and wasteland at the back. We can get there without going by road.’




  ‘We should do it now. I need to go back to the UK with something in writing. It has to be convincing.’




  ‘Yes.’




  Tony sprang to his feet and led the way through the office and down to the garage. Marching ahead of Marco, his cheesecloth shirt flapped in the breeze that always rose from the lower floors, up

  like a wind tunnel through the corridor.




  They crossed over the forecourt and Tony stopped by the door to the control room and grinned at Marco. He opened the door and leaned his weight on it as he peered inside.




  The bookkeeper, Señor Francisco, was naked and bound, feet and hands behind his back. But he had still managed to work his way across to his daughter, his head next to hers. The daughter

  was still tied by a rope around her neck. She looked to be unconscious.




  Tony went inside. He squatted down froglike next to the young girl. He stroked her face. She didn’t react. Marco spoke from his place at the door.




  ‘She looks a funny colour. There’s no air in here.’




  ‘I know, I know.’ Tony beckoned him forward. Marco stepped inside, closed and locked the door behind him.




  Tony looked the girl over and touched her hair as he smiled at Francisco.




  Marco was already sweating in the windowless, airless room, with its breezeblock walls and concrete floor. On the walls were the control panels for the garage and the climate control needed to

  keep the cars in tip-top condition. It pumped out heat from its blinking switchboard.




  ‘Any water in here?’ asked Marco.




  Tony shook his head.




  ‘But, there can be, when Señor Francisco here agrees to my terms.’




  Marco hadn’t meant for them, he was thirsty, but he nodded anyway.




  Tony went across to the top of the control box and took down the documents he had put there.




  ‘Sign these papers.’




  Francisco looked at Marco, as if he might be the only hope of reason in the room. Marco stared, unblinking, back. Francisco hung his head. He looked like a man who was anticipating the fall from

  the cliff and the double devastation of seeing his daughter flung before him. He nodded. Tony removed his gag.




  Francisco croaked, ‘Free my daughter and I will sign it.’




  Tony laughed. ‘It doesn’t work like that. You have nothing to bargain with, whereas I’ – he reached out to stroke the little girl’s leg – ‘I will get

  someone else to do it and I will strangle you with your own daughter’s intestines. You sign it, I give you my word, I will let her go.’




  ‘Please,’ Francisco begged Marco. Marco stared coldly back. Francisco nodded. ‘I’ll sign it. Please untie her. Get her some water. She is not well. Let her go.’




  ‘When I say so.’




  Tony turned the pages to the appropriate signatures needed. He motioned for Marco to come forward and free Francisco so that he could sign the forms.




  ‘Here, here.’ He gave him a pen and piece of card to lean on.




  Francisco signed the papers and handed them back. ‘You will need me if this goes to court. I can help you, Señor Butcher. I know all the right people for this.’




  Tony looked at him incredulously.




  ‘Of course you do.’ He handed Francisco another set of papers. Francisco paused as he read them.




  ‘They will not believe you gave me the money to deposit. They will not believe it. It is not as simple as this. I can help you move money to cover the shortfall. I can help you with this.

  I can move funds around to cover for the loss.’




  ‘Sign.’




  Tony checked the papers before putting them back above the control box.




  Francisco looked from one man to another and tried to come between them and his daughter. Tony stepped forward and took a small, short-bladed knife from his pocket. As Francisco brought his arm

  up to try to protect himself, he stabbed Francisco repeatedly in his chest. The puncture wounds opened one by one.




  ‘What the fuck? Why did you do that? We needed him. Shit, look at the floor, you should have protected the floor: the concrete is like a sponge,’ said Marco as he edged across to

  look at the papers. ‘He could have been more use to us. Maybe he was right. He could have helped us.’




  ‘I didn’t like him. Lawyers, judges, policemen, they’re all ten a penny. You get a lot of corruption for your euro here. You go and get something to clean this up. Ask Sheena

  for everything you need. Package him up, we’ll get rid of him later.’




  ‘And her?’




  ‘Leave the child for me to play with.’




  ‘We could take her and dump her somewhere. She’s sick, anyway. She won’t last the night. We can make it look like she wandered off.’




  ‘Yeah, maybe.’ Tony was waving Marco away as he went across to the child. His mind focused on one thing. There was an odd whining noise in the room, coming from the control box, and

  it kept stopping, whining, restarting, repeating just like the sparrows: What you going to do, Tony? What you going to do?




  





  Chapter 7




  Fletcher House was cold; the heating had broken down. A memo came round:




  Now winter has hit hard and Christmas is coming. Will everyone please support the Christmas Giveaway in support of the refugees and give generously.




  ‘Winter has hit pretty hard here too.’ Carter stood. ‘I’m starting my own collection for a heater for my office.’




  Willis looked up from her screen at the shivering figure next to her.




  ‘Your nose is like Rudolph’s,’ she said with a smile. ‘Maybe you’re getting a cold.’




  Willis was sitting at her desk in the inquiry team office; it was the biggest office. Thirty-eight officers made up MIT 17, and it was one of twenty-four major investigation teams in London. The

  inquiry team office was where all the detectives who did the main bulk of work were. Visiting sergeants, DCs, they also were given a workspace at one of the six long desks that housed three

  workstations on each side. Carter shared an office with two other inspectors but he was rarely in it. He preferred to work surrounded by the team.




  Carter groaned. ‘That’s all I bloody need.’




  ‘If you had a fever you’d be too hot,’ said Willis, ‘not cold.’




  ‘Something to look forward to then,’ said Carter. ‘I’m off, Eb.’




  ‘Home?’ She turned in her chair. ‘Really?’




  ‘Yes, really, home. I feel rough. I’m going to try and nip this in the bud.’




  She looked at him incredulously. ‘Are you okay? Has Cabrina been in touch?’




  ‘No, she hasn’t. I think she’s still a bit sore with me for not going on holiday.’




  ‘Really? Just a bit, you think?’ Willis said, turning back to her monitor.




  ‘She’ll be okay in a few days,’ he said as he walked out of the office, pulling his scarf up over his nose.




  Willis spent the next two hours looking at the history of some of the faces who’d attended the funeral and then she went to see Robbo in his office. It was nearly eleven.




  ‘Pam gone home?’ Willis asked, glancing at the clock on the wall.




  ‘Yes. Some people have got one, you know.’ Robbo rolled his eyes and smiled wearily. He had intended to go home an hour ago but he had passed the point where his wife would be

  pleased to see him. Now she would be in bed and he told himself it didn’t matter what time he crawled in beside her. It didn’t matter that they had no contact with one another any more.

  He told himself many couples that stopped having sex still had great marriages.




  ‘I need more background on the Butchers and their associates,’ she said, picking up the empty cafetière and examining it. ‘There were several people, identified in the

  crowds at the funeral that had made the trip over from abroad. Quite a few that had bought villas from Eddie in the last fifteen years since Eddie started his company in 2000. There were eighteen

  of them, at the last count. Of those, five were here at the time Eddie was killed.’




  ‘We can’t discount anyone. The job done on Eddie was bespoke. Someone paid someone else to do that.’




  ‘Some of those who came were old criminal connections to the family who hadn’t been seen in the UK for ten or more years.’




  ‘I know, I was looking at that myself. The Butchers still command that much respect, I suppose,’ said Robbo. ‘Okay, go and rinse that out,’ he said, pointing to the

  cafetière, ‘and I’ll make some fresh.’




  When she returned Robbo made a pot of coffee as Willis drew up a chair.




  ‘Here’s the list.’ Willis placed it on the desk before them.




  He took it and scanned it with his eyes.




  ‘I can see what you mean. There’s a lot of criminal history here.’




  ‘Yeah, I’ve cross-referenced as many as I can, but I need to know which to concentrate on,’ said Willis.




  ‘We are concentrating on those with the most recent direct contact with Eddie,’ replied Robbo, ‘starting present day and working backwards.’




  ‘That’s a lot of people. Eddie seems to maintain a service with his villas. He takes care of them afterwards. He lives near to a lot of them. I suppose it’s easy for him to

  keep an eye on things.’




  ‘Pam’s getting in touch with any villa owners of interest. Where’s Carter? Has he any thoughts on who to concentrate on from this list?’




  ‘He’s gone off sick tonight.’




  ‘Really? He seemed to be pulling out all the stops for this case, now he’s ill?’




  ‘Yes, he does look rough. This case seems to be personal to him,’ said Willis. ‘He’s even cancelled his annual leave. He’s supposed to be on holiday right

  now.’




  Robbo nodded. ‘I know.’ He stood. ‘Coffee?’




  ‘Please.’




  Robbo came back over with the pot and tipped out the rest of the packet of Haribo onto his desk. Willis didn’t wait to be asked. Robbo always left her the ones he knew she liked, even

  though he pretended he didn’t do it on purpose.




  ‘I feel like I’m missing something I should know,’ said Willis as she ate the sweets, ‘about this Eddie Butcher case. If we conclude that Eddie had got involved with some

  Colombian drug connections, which would explain the way he was killed, then we should hand this over to the NCA, Organised Crime Command, shouldn’t we? They cover all areas of organised

  crime. They have more resources than us. Do we really care who killed Eddie?’




  Robbo didn’t answer straight away but then he nodded. ‘We should stick with it. He died on our patch, but you’re right: this is likely to have more to do with Tony than anyone

  else.’




  ‘How come Tony is still free?’ asked Willis.




  ‘We’ve tried to get him many times. The Spanish police would love to close him down too but he’s always clever enough to evade it, or at least his lawyers are. But you’re

  right about this being personal to Carter, and not just him, for a few of us. We had a big operation in 2003 to try and get him.’




  ‘Operation Argos?’




  ‘Yes. Some of us were involved in that.’




  ‘I started looking into it, but it doesn’t really say a lot in the report. I can’t get access to all of it. Can you get me in to study it? Can you fill in some gaps for

  me?’




  ‘I’ll do my best. Wait here. I’ll go to the box-file storeroom and see what I can find in there for you.’




  Robbo returned with two files and handed them to her.




  ‘Look after these. They aren’t generally available. You can email me or text any questions you have. I’ll be staying here this evening. Bring those back to me tomorrow, without

  fail.’




  ‘I will.’




  Willis left Robbo’s office and checked her watch as she walked back down the corridor. It was twelve thirty. She tried Carter’s phone. It went straight to answerphone. She turned

  round, picked up her coat from her desk and took the stairs down to the first floor, where there was a connecting door to Archway Police Station. She was going to check whether her friend from the

  canteen was still working or whether she needed a lift home as Willis had decided to head that way. She intended to grab a few hours’ kip and have a shower, change her clothes.




  As she opened the canteen door, the familiar smell of stale food hit her. She waited to catch the eye of the young man washing down the surfaces trying to relieve his boredom on the night

  shift.




  ‘Is Teen still here?’ she asked him.




  He shook his head and went on smearing the dirt from his cloth across the stainless steel.




  Willis went out past the front desk of the police station and doubled round to the car park. The road was bright with the rain. It was beginning to crystallise in places as the temperature had

  dipped to zero. She used the small runaround detective’s car and drove home. After parking outside the terraced Victorian house off Newington Green that she shared with three others, she put

  her key in the front door and listened intently: no sound of the television, no music. She closed the door quietly behind her and crept upstairs to her room. She was relieved that the house was

  sleeping. She had a lot of work to get through and she knew Tina would want to have a quick catch-up chat, which would spill into a two-hour talk, easily. Along with her best friend Tina from the

  police canteen, Willis shared with two other women: a nurse and a teacher. The nurse was at work more than she was home, and the teacher was engaged to a social worker from Camden and hardly slept

  there any more.




  The orange light from the street lamp outside meant there was always some light shining into her room. She never thought to buy thicker curtains. She never moved into a space and made it her

  own. She had lived a lot of her childhood in children’s homes.




  Willis didn’t bother to undress. She’d give herself three hours’ sleep, then up, shower and out of the door. First she checked her phone again for any message from Carter;

  there wasn’t one. Then she lay back and closed her eyes. But she couldn’t sleep. A half-hour later, she switched on the light and grabbed a coat. She wrapped it around her shoulders as

  she opened her laptop and lifted the files onto the bed, ready to read.




  Just before one-thirty, Carter pulled up at the entrance to Giddewell Park. It was a one-time grand manor house and a hundred-acre estate, now turned into an events venue with

  a great golf course. It also boasted a two-Michelin-star restaurant.




  ‘Any problems?’ he asked one of the officers stationed at the entrance.




  ‘One of the family has ordered a cab and asked to be taken to a hotel near the airport. Did you want us to provide security?’




  ‘Which member of the family is it?’




  ‘Eddie Butcher’s widow, Della.’




  ‘Where is she now?’




  ‘She’s waiting in the reception.’




  ‘Okay. I’ll take her where she wants to go. I’ll make sure it’s one of the hotels with twenty-four-hour security and then it should be okay to let her do what she wants.

  Radio up and tell the officer with her that I’m coming now.’




  ‘Yes, sir.’




  Carter drove along the tree-lined drive, decorated with white fairy lights for Christmas. He pulled up outside the main entrance and waited. Della Butcher was escorted out carrying her bag. The

  officer put her bag in the boot for her and she got into the passenger seat beside Carter.




  She looked across at him: ‘It’s been a long time, Dan.’




  





  Chapter 8




  9 December




  At half eleven the next morning Della Butcher walked through customs and out into the strong winter sunshine at Málaga Airport. She handed her bag to Marco.




  Marco pulled his sunglasses down from his head. He had the air of a gangster on holiday. His blond hair was slicked back. His white shirt was open to reveal a massive gold crucifix, and he

  carried his jacket casually over one shoulder.




  They headed across to the car park. He looked over and grinned.




  ‘I saw you on the television. You looked hot, dressed in black.’




  ‘That was my aim. To look hot at my husband’s funeral. Marco, please keep your stupid fucking comments to yourself. Any of the family return yet?’




  ‘Mrs Butcher is coming with Harold and Laurence – they’re arriving late this afternoon. They’re pissed with you.’




  ‘Really? I don’t give a shit.’




  They walked across to the car, a new black Mercedes G wagon that had been Eddie’s pride and joy. Not seeing Eddie at the wheel hit Della hard in the sternum. The sorrow was mixed with rage

  at him and at everyone else. People’s comments were still in her ears: it was inevitable, fitting almost, that he should die a violent death; they almost acted like she should have been proud

  of it. But she knew the softer side of Eddie. He’d always been gentle and sweet with her and, even though people said it was inevitable because Eddie had been a Butcher brother, he’d

  been straight for years. They had so many plans; so much they were going to do. Why had he let this happen?




  She left Marco to load her bag in the car and climbed into the passenger seat. On the dashboard was Eddie’s lighter. She picked it up and put it into the glove box. Marco glanced over at

  her.




  ‘Tony wants to see you.’




  ‘I’m going home first. I’m tired . . .’ Her voice trailed off as she sat back and stared out of the window. They drove out of the airport and hit the motorway and headed

  west to Marbella. She left the silence between them as she closed her eyes and her mind reran the events of the last twenty-four hours: the funeral, the faces. She was trying to recall the people

  she knew among them. They flashed into her head like strobe lights. When she opened her eyes, there was the sea. It dazzled her, electric blue. She never stopped feeling lucky to live there, to see

  the sea every day of her life and to understand that it was a luxury. But today its brilliance, clarity, sent needles of pain right into the back of her eyes. It hurt, everything hurt.




  What kind of secrets? Other women? Was he travelling on the pretence of work just to screw his way around Europe? She racked her brains to remember their last conversations. Eddie had been

  getting more wound up daily. He said he was thinking of leaving it all behind, of them starting afresh. Della had broached the subject of jetting off to the Caribbean to talk things through, to

  plan a new future. Eddie had agreed far too quickly.




  ‘You book it, anywhere you like. Make it for Christmas. We’ll spend it on our own in a villa in Barbados, how does that sound?’




  ‘Too good to be true. What about your mum?’




  ‘Mum’s got Tony and Debbie. Harold will be over as usual. I want us to start moving away from the family. I wouldn’t mind if we end up living up the coast a bit. Or maybe we

  head off to Cyprus to live for a year or two?’




  ‘Is everything all right, Eddie?’




  ‘Yes, princess. It’s going to be okay. When I get home we’ll start thinking about where we want to live, you and me.’




  As she thought it she shook her head. No, their marriage was strong.




  They pulled up at the gates of her home, Villa Adelphi. The security guard opened the gates. The immaculate lawn rose before them. They had designed it around the phases of the moon. The lawn

  was laid out as a series of crescents, differing heights, and palm trees planted in between. The irrigation system was working and sprinklers shot up across the lawn in a synchronised fountain

  display. The round full moon of Villa Adelphi loomed before them as they drove a circular route. White pillars and arches were designed to create a picture postcard of tranquillity. On a good day

  it looked like the gates of heaven with its domes and alabaster columns, its Moorish towers. On a bad day it looked like a sixties-inspired mosque. Whereas it used to seem breathtakingly beautiful,

  an oasis, now it seemed more like a mausoleum.




  Inside the villa, Della went to shower and emerged, wrapped in a towelling robe. She walked back through the sitting room and picked up a cold glass of white from the kitchen

  as she went to sit on the veranda. There was a stillness with a fresh quality to the air before midday. She looked out at the mountains, their muted colours and lights always changing, always

  majestic. A rooster crowed. She looked down to the gardens that she and Eddie had designed together – even down to the six palms swaying in the breeze and casting reflections in the infinity

  pool. It should have been a heaven for them but there were always going to be complications.
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