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For the best pack a girl could hope for: Cláudia (Preta’s Mum), Kalpna (Rolo’s Mum), Jen (Cava’s Mum) and Jay (Cava’s Mum).

And for the short, shouty, stubborn and most beloved boy that has brought us all together.

Love you all!






Meet THE PACK


[image: An illustration of a dachshund with an elongated body, standing and looking upward.]

Louise Mallory and her dachshund Niklaus (Klaus) moved to the neighbourhood after her divorce. Klaus is a pandemic puppy, and Louise’s introduction to the dog park community. Klaus doesn’t think he’s a miniature doxie – he thinks he’s a slightly short Rottweiler. Louise used to be called the same in the office, but she’s now stepping back from the company she founded and has inadvertently discovered that she has a talent for sleuthing.
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Irina Ivanova lives in the building next door to Louise. Her accent reads like a map of Eastern Europe, but since the Ukrainian War began, she plays down the fact that she’s from Moscow. She is having an on-off affair with Tim Aziz, referring to him as ‘As Is’ when they’re on, ‘As Was’ when they’re off. She thinks no one knows, but everyone does.

Despite working in law, her superpower is internet stalking.

Her Scottish terrier, Hamish, is Klaus’s best friend and a canine trash compactor who will eat anything (and then get sick).
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Ex-convict Gav MacAdams looks older than he is, thanks to a dozen years in prison for GBH. He has a wonky hip but can still handle himself in a fight. He told his daughter he wanted a Dobermann pinscher but she (mistakenly?) bought him an Affenpinscher, Violet. On a good day, Violet looks like a demented Pomeranian; on a bad day, she resembles Gru’s dog from the Minions movies. Gav and Violet are usually inseparable, though Gav doesn’t like to take her to the pub (she gets ugly when no one gives her beer, and uglier when they do). While part of the dog community, Gav is more comfortable drinking with his East End mates at the George and Dragon pub.
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Jake Hathaway recently moved in across the canal from Louise with his grey-and-white Staffordshire terrier, Luther. Jake is a dark horse, with no online presence. Louise is attracted to him, but can’t seem to find out much about him. He’s continued to defy Irina’s stalking skills, maintaining a consistent and (to Louise) frustrating air of mystery.
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Ejiro is a soft-spoken gentle giant from Birmingham, who is often the voice of reason within the Pack. His smart-mouthed partner Yasmin is petite and energetic. They have a boxer, Hercules, who is ball-obsessed.
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Fiona (‘Fi’) is a good friend of Louise’s, and her cocker spaniel, Nala, is very fond of (and submissive to) Klaus. Fi is an attractive Australian redhead who doesn’t take much seriously, including herself. She’s a financial analyst with one of the City firms.
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Claire is a journalist for the local rag, The Chronicle. She’s Irish and has a French bulldog (‘Frenchie’) called Tank. They both have a tendency to brazen their way through stuff, even if Tank sometimes does randomly barf (it’s a Frenchie thing).
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Meg works as an IT programmer for a finance company in Canary Wharf. She has a brown dapple dachshund called Tyrion. Because, you know, what better name would you give a feisty and clever little fiend? All dogs love Meg; she’s a goldmine for treats. She’s dating Ethan (aka ‘Cat Boy’), who has a crotchety cat called Marlowe, and sometimes dog-sits her neighbour Frances’s long-haired daxie, Phoebe.
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Tim Aziz and his girlfriend Sophie have a Jack Russell called Loki. Tim’s the local Lothario and, perhaps because of that, Sophie dabbles (a lot) with Botox, fillers and other bits of cosmetic work. It’s unclear how much Sophie knows about Irina and Tim’s dalliance, but she and Irina do their best to avoid each other, a situation made difficult by how much Hamish and Loki love each other.
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Paul and his partner Ella, the local French ex-pats, have two black Labrador retrievers: Bark Vader and Jimmy Chew. Jimmy is notorious for stealing other dogs’ toys (and breaking the squeakers). Vader likes mud puddles.
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Dr Indira (‘Indy’) Balasubramanian has a Romanian rescue called Banjo. Banjo looks to be part border collie, part corgi and 100 per cent street dog. He’s come a long way since he was adopted, but isn’t overly interested in engaging with the other dogs.
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Kate Marcovici is an artist new to the area. She has two rescue beagles, Perseus (Percy) and Andromeda (Andy).

Outside the Pack (but still of note)

Andy Thompson and Scott Williams are detective constables with the Met Police, who met the Pack last June while investigating the murder of Phil Creasy. Andy is smart, ambitious and, despite her blowing hot and cold, fancies Irina. Scott thinks Irina’s bonkers. Both, though, have a (sometimes grudging) respect for the Pack.
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Gav’s mates Jono and Norma own a café in Poplar and have a mastiff cross called Rocco. While a lot of mastiffs and American bulldogs are owned by neighbourhood thugs (and become part of the problem), Rocco has been trained and socialised, and is quite gentle.

Barbara (‘Babs’) Lane is Louise’s very capable second-in-command at the consultancy firm she founded.

Annabel Lindford-Swayne works for one of the property management companies developing the area around Partridge Park, thanks to her father Robert Lindford-Swayne’s connections. She’s Louise’s friend as well as her go-to person when Louise has questions about the official side of Partridge Park’s gentrification.

Caren ‘Not Karen’ Hansen and Benny Bryce are local hairdressers.

Mo is the owner/manager of the News-N-Booze off-licence, and a good friend of Gav’s. Zed works at News-N-Booze as a cashier.

Angela is one of the local doggie daycare providers.

Tanzima runs the charity shop on the high street.

Dave Najafi owns Cluckin’ Good Chicken, the new chicken shop where Village Vets used to be, as well as a string of cut-price perfume and shoe shops.

Dr Geoffrey Baggott is a retired entomologist and Louise’s next-door neighbour.
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Prologue JONNY


Jonathan Tang looked out his window and winced. They were down there again. A pack of young men milling about outside the new chicken shop. What was it about chicken shops that seemed to attract yobs? This group didn’t look like they were drinking, but The Bells was just across the street, and the men that hung out in there did. At closing time, it would kick off. Again. Two groups of idiots, one powered by booze, the other by skunk and nitrous oxide. Different ethnicities, but both fuelled by racism and xenophobia. He knew, from the words both groups had flung at him.

It was his own fault. His parents had suggested he buy a flat in Canary Wharf itself, to be closer to work. Travelling alone, late at night, could be dangerous, they’d said.

He hadn’t realised at the time how right they were. Instead, lured by magnificent views and the understanding that money was being poured into the area for regeneration, he’d convinced himself that this place was a good investment. The flat was bright and spacious. The balcony might overlook a main street, but it was large, perfect for hosting cocktails on a summer evening. The estate agent had convinced him that it’d be like New York City’s Meatpacking District, which had gone from a centre of drugs and prostitution to a trendy des res with boutiques, restaurants and nightclubs.

That balcony now boasted a lovely wicker set that he’d bought from John Lewis, and plants his mother had chosen; herbs that she’d claimed even he couldn’t kill. She’d been wrong. In a country where it never seemed to stop raining, he’d still managed to kill the plants, not realising how much more water they still needed. He simply hadn’t gone outside enough to notice. Not until they were already dead.

The magnificent city skyline seemed to be overshadowed by more and more new builds almost by the day, no longer distracting from the squat pub across the street. A Mecca for the pathetic sods who wasted their days at the betting shop down the street, it should have been demolished years ago.

And yet, it was symbolic of a neighbourhood that was still clinging on to dinge with bitter fingertips. As were the charity shops and businesses that he’d never seen a single customer in. How had they remained open? Money laundering?

For a short time, he’d convinced himself that the neighbourhood was changing. Things had seemed to be improving when the vets moved in, but they hadn’t lasted long. From what he’d heard, even they were dirty, poisoning pets to make money ‘saving’ them. Seems one of them was even a murderer. Vets, for heaven’s sake. Poisoning dogs. It was pathetic, even for this neighbourhood.

And now they’d been replaced by yet another fried chicken shop. Cluckin’ Good Chicken.

Cluckin’ Grim, as far as Jonny was concerned. He sighed and closed the window, shutting out the stench of weed and fried food. He hadn’t understood how the owners had managed to get approval for it, when there was a chicken shop on every block; when people like him would have given anything for an independent restaurant. Sushi, or maybe tapas. Something decent, where you could go to have a nice meal to save yourself having to cook or order in.

Instead, he smelled frying chicken 24/7, even from the ninth floor. He suspected they piped their exhaust fumes into the flats’ ventilation systems. Maybe to be expedient, or maybe to make people hungry enough to order from them?

The jeers from the men outside reached a crescendo, and despite himself, Jonny turned back to the window. A young woman with fair curly hair was walking her dog down the street, attracting the men’s attention. He knew her; had seen her and her dog face off to the thugs more than once. As long as any confrontation was verbal, she’d be fine. That one, she could hold her own in most situations.

Most. But those men… they wouldn’t just stick to insults, would they?

And that dog. He was muscular, sure. A bulldog, of sorts – the French variety. Ten, maybe twelve kilos, tops. He’d protect the woman to his last breath, if he had to.

But he shouldn’t have to. Because one little French bulldog wouldn’t do much against a half dozen full-grown men. Not if they were carrying knives, or worse. And as far as Jonny could tell, the building managers, police and council had little – if any – interest in curbing any type of antisocial behaviour. Every call, every email he sent fell on deaf ears.

Jonny sighed, slipping his jacket on and picking up his keys. He was running late and there wasn’t much he could do that he hadn’t already tried. Only, he couldn’t stand by and watch something happen without at least trying to help.

He just couldn’t.






Monday
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1 YAZ


Partridge Bark

Fiona (Nala’s Mum)



Happy morning, everyone! I had a chat with Pete, the bartender at The Bells. Seems they’re planning on installing CCTV this week.





Irina (Hamish’s Mum)



Bit late to catch the vet who killed Alfie’s dad. What do they hope to see now? The squatters who took over the old print factory? Or CGC’s new clients flirting – and I use that term loosely – with whoever walks past?





‘I never thought I’d agree with the Tsarina,’ Yaz said to her brown-and-black boxer dog as she guided him along the high street and down the ramp to the canal’s towpath. It was not long past 7:30 a.m., but both she and Hercules needed a run. It was her usual morning route, but they’d been starting later as the days grew shorter, and with the clocks going back next weekend, she’d have to move from the towpath to the streets; the canal paths just weren’t safe in the dark. Even with a big dog.

A shout from the far side of the water made its way past the music playing in her earbuds. Before getting a dog, the music had been amped up, but now she found herself more concerned with staying aware of the sounds, for Hercules’s protection more than her own.

On the other side of the canal, the two men lounging on a picnic bench raised their cans in a salute. They were the usual tramps, and she’d seen them there every morning since she’d moved to the neighbourhood. They guzzled cheap beer and cider, and sometimes screamed comments that she couldn’t understand, but they seemed by and large harmless.

‘As far as you know,’ her partner Ejiro had cautioned, though when it came to her, he saw muggers and rapists behind every bush. Hence his insistence on a big dog when Yaz would have preferred a pretty cocker spaniel, like Nala.

‘Not that I’d trade you for anyone,’ she assured Herc. He didn’t appear to notice, trotting happily at her side. He looked at her and seemed to smile, jowls jiggling. All good, Mumma.

She raised her hand, giving the tramps a brief wave, and mused aloud, ‘On the other hand, having that CCTV is better late than never. Although they should put it on the towpath. Bet you that’d work better to deter the drug dealers than removing the rubbish bins.’

That was something Tower Hamlets Council had done a few years ago. Yaz had lobbied for them to reinstate the bins, arguing that removing them only inconvenienced responsible people and would do little to deter the dealers, who used them as drop boxes. Needless to say, the council had no plans to reinstate the bins.

‘Bingate,’ Ejiro had laughed. In return she’d pointed to the cans, bottles, crisp packets and bags of dog poo that lined the path. Bags of dog poo, for heaven’s sake. Someone had already done the messy work of picking it up, only to find nowhere to pitch it and leaving it there after all. Utterly ridiculous.

‘The council is next to useless,’ she added.

Hercules didn’t answer, and that was what she liked about him. He was good company, and didn’t judge her pre-caffeine ire.

Pre-, post- or peri-, if she was being honest. So much was irritating her these days – something the runs helped with.

With a sharp bark, Herc upped his pace, jolting her out of her reverie.

‘Easy, boy,’ Yaz panted, feeling the strain of the running belt around her waist as she struggled to keep up. It was exactly what Ejiro had warned her about when she’d bought the damned thing. ‘He’s gonna chase a goose, and you’re gonna end up in the canal, Yaz.’

‘At least I’m up to date on my tetanus shots,’ she’d retorted. Only it wasn’t funny now. She scanned ahead, but there weren’t any geese or ducks that might have set Herc off. No squirrels either. ‘Herc, STOP!’

Either he was pretending not to hear, or he was so focused on whatever damned thing he’d seen that he didn’t care. They reached the paving stones by the bridge and Yaz’s toe caught on an exposed edge. For a few moments she was airborne, flying on dog power, arms uselessly flailing.

She landed hard on the stones with a string of curses.

Herc pulled her for a foot or two, then stopped and doubled back, looking at her and nudging her shoulder with his nose. Why’d you stop, Mumma?

‘Jesus flipping Christ, you big oaf!’

She gave herself a moment to catch her breath. Took a mental inventory and figured nothing was broken. One last deep breath, and she looked at her hands. Between them was a condom. Used, of course. She scrambled back, pulling a protesting Herc with her. Beyond the condom was a second one.

‘Gross,’ she muttered. ‘Someone clearly had a good night. You’d think the weather would be too brisk for an al fresco shag by now, wouldn’t you?’

Hercules barked at her. ‘Don’t you bark at your mother,’ she scolded. He should at least have looked contrite. Instead, he gave her another nudge and looked over his shoulder, towards the far side of the tunnel.

‘No concern about Mumma’s bleeding palms, huh?’ she grumbled, picking a pebble out of one of them. ‘Or her shredded new Lululemon leggings.’ Feeling every one of her thirty-six years, Yaz got to her feet. ‘Bloody near miss. I could have fallen on those condoms.’

Stifling a gag, she brushed herself off and limped through the tunnel after Hercules. On the far side a man slouched on a bench, a filthy red cap pulled down over his eyes. On the bench beside him was a can of lager and a red box from Cluckin’ Good Chicken. The blasted place had been open less than a month and their branded litter was everywhere.

Yaz barely got to the chicken bones before Herc did, and only because she pulled his lead to the side, frantically kicking any discarded bones within reach into the canal. ‘Chicken bones? That’s what you were so focused on that you made me fall? Seriously?’

She turned to the sleeping man. ‘Hey arsehole, can’t you at least clean up after yourself? Put your litter back into the box and bin it when you leave? Jesus, if my dog ate that bone, it could have splintered and killed him!’

The man didn’t even look up.

A red rage passed over Yaz’s eyes, and she took a step forward, careful to keep her body between Herc and whatever bones might still be out of sight. ‘You stinking idiot. What gives you the right to throw your crap everywhere? You got your own servants to come and clean up after you or something?’

He didn’t respond. Didn’t even move.

And that was the flag. He didn’t move.

Not a twitch. Not even the gentle rise and fall of his chest.

‘Oh no.’

She took a step backwards. ‘No, no, no.’

A wave of nausea raced up from her belly, burning her throat. She turned and, bracing one raw palm on an equally raw knee, vomited into the canal. When the heaving stopped, she caressed Hercules’s ears with a soft apology and took out her phone to call 999.
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2 LOUISE


Yaz (Hercules’s Mum)



If you’re awake, can you come down here – I’m at that bench just across from where the drunk guys hang out all day.







We’re up – at least I am. What’s up?







Can you meet me here? I need you.







Of course – are you OK?







Just hurry up. And bring a bottle of water, will you?





It wasn’t like Yaz to ask for help. Not from me, and not this early in the morning. I pulled a heavy sweatshirt over my PJs, slid my feet into a pair of ballet flats and looked at my dachshund. He’d moved to my side of the bed as soon as I’d vacated it and curled into a little ball, brown eyes watching me, maybe wondering why we weren’t having the usual morning cuddles.

‘Sorry, my love. Time to get up.’

Klaus blinked, unconvinced.

‘Our friends need us,’ I said, gently lifting him into my arms and settling him over my left shoulder. ‘You’ll get to play with Hercules, how’s that?’ I slipped a knit jumper over his long body and set him down gently on the floor by the door to clip on his collar and lead. After checking that there were enough poo bags in the container hanging from the handle loop, I tucked a bottle of water under my other arm. I hadn’t realised before I’d got a dog that leaving home with a dachshund was a bit of a production.

‘Come on,’ I urged, knowing Klaus always loved going out to see his friends. ‘Shall we go see Herc? Yes! Hercules!’ It was enough. Klaus scratched at the door and marched me to the lift.

We descended to the ground floor, and Klaus led the way across the street, cantering down the ramp to the towpath. He gave me a brief glance, as though to confirm that I was still keeping up; something made more difficult than usual by the lack of caffeine in my system. Then he veered to the grassy bit at the side and lifted his leg.

I’d read somewhere that small dogs wee higher than big ones. If that were true, the clear exception had to be sausage dogs. It was a feat of engineering that they didn’t tip over when they weed.

Job done, he was content to follow me along the path towards the bridge. Once he saw Hercules at the far end of the tunnel, he pulled ahead with a happy bark.

Yaz was standing beside Herc, looking smaller than normal, and lost – an expression that didn’t sit naturally on her. Sweat-darkened hair wrestled to escape its elastic band, and her knees were bleeding through her pale blue running tights, only intensifying her dishevelled look.

‘What happened?’ I asked, closing the distance between us. ‘Are you all right?’ I handed her the bottle of water, expecting her to use it to clean herself. Instead, she glugged a mouthful, gargled and spat it into the canal. Repeated that twice more, and guzzled the rest.

‘Pick Klaus up, there’s a lot of bones around.’

I did as she said, although Klaus knew better than to go for a chicken bone. He’d point them out to me, only to walk past them. That’s not to say he didn’t try to scavenge; discarded rice and miscellaneous meaty bits appeared to be a delicacy.

Yaz still hadn’t given me any sort of explanation. ‘What’s going on? You should have told me you needed plasters. Or a first aid kit.’

‘Too late for that,’ she sighed, glancing over her shoulder. ‘What I need is moral support.’

‘Why?’

‘Him.’ She jerked her thumb in the same direction.

‘Hercules?’

‘No.’ She stepped out of the way so I could see. ‘The dead man on the bench.’

Oh no, not again…

I felt sick to my stomach, fighting down bile as well as the knee-jerk response to turn and run away. ‘Are you sure?’ If Yaz heard the tremor in my voice, she didn’t comment on it.

‘Well, the bluish skin is a giveaway. As is the lack of breathing.’

‘You didn’t touch him, did you?’

‘Hell, no.’ Yaz looked horrified at the thought. ‘I’m not gonna touch a dead body.’ She looked down at her trainers and then somewhere over my shoulder. A flush rose on her olive skin. ‘But I did yell at him,’ she admitted.

‘I don’t think he’d have heard you.’ I looked at the man and shook my head. ‘You should have called 999, not me, Yaz.’

Her brow lowered, her expression reminding me of her partner’s. ‘Do I look stupid to you, Louise? I did call them. The Incident Response team is supposedly on its way. But I don’t want to do this by myself, and you’ve done it before.’

This past June, I – or rather Klaus – had found a dead body in Partridge Park. The dead man, Phil Creasy, had been someone I’d known through the dog park. He’d been working to shine a light on the dodgy vets who had been operating in the neighbourhood, and had been killed for his efforts. I was still mildly proud that our dog park pack had managed to find justice for our friend.

But I knew that even with my so-called experience, I wasn’t Yaz’s first port of call in a crisis. ‘Ejiro is away?’ I guessed.

‘In New York for business. Flew out yesterday.’

‘Great.’ I took my phone out to text the detective we’d worked with on Phil’s case. Andy Thompson hadn’t quite joined the Pack, but he had been getting chummy with my Russian friend Irina, before she’d binned him for reasons she still wouldn’t admit to. She wouldn’t be impressed that I’d kept his number, but in this neighbourhood, having a detective’s contact details could be useful. And besides, I liked him. Irina could have done far worse, and in fact, usually did.

I hit send and looked up. Yaz had her own phone out, taking photos of the scene.

‘What the…’

Her face was grim when she answered. ‘When the response team comes, they’ll check to make sure he’s alive. Things’ll move, maybe. I want to make sure it looks the way it did when I found him.’

‘Why?’

‘Well, you know…’

‘No.’

‘Just in case…’

‘No, Yaz.’

‘Well, we did a good job last time.’

‘We’re not getting involved, Yaz.’

She gave me an eyeroll and put her phone back in her pocket.

Klaus wriggled, trying to get down. I moved him to my right shoulder. He moved back to the left. Typical. It was always the left.

‘But to get back to your point, I haven’t touched or moved anything. With the exception of some of the chicken bones. I kicked a few of them into the canal so that Herc didn’t eat them. Do you think I’ll get in trouble for that?’

‘From the swan sanctuary people, maybe. From the cops? I don’t know, but you should tell them.’ I pointed at Herc, who was squatting beside the canal, and handed her a poo bag. ‘Your boy is about to add one more thing that you’re going to want to remove from the scene.’



The Incident Response team arrived first, motioning us to wait away from the body. Two men moved to set up a perimeter, closing off the canal path from both directions, while the third responder just looked at the body and shook her head.

‘You’re the ones who found him?’

I pointed at Yaz, who nodded.

‘Touch anything?’

‘I kicked a few chicken bones into the canal so that my dog wouldn’t eat them. There are still a few closer to the… man… I couldn’t get close enough without Herc…’

It was unusual to see Yaz at a loss for words, but finding a dead body would do that.

‘You see anyone else?’

‘Dead or alive?’ Yaz asked.

‘Either.’

‘There were a few joggers on the path. They were alive,’ she added helpfully. ‘I didn’t see any other dead people. I thought he was just sleeping. Or maybe a tramp, like the guys across the canal. The ones who are always drunk.’ She pointed over her shoulder. ‘Oh yeah, I saw them too. They’re on the bench just before the bridge. They’re always there. And alive. Just about.’

Yaz was babbling. I met the responder’s eyes and could see the effort she was making not to roll them. ‘Anyone you recognise?’

‘The guys over there are regulars, I guess. But if you’re asking if I recognised anyone else along the path, the answer’s “No”. But I didn’t really take a good look.’

‘Great,’ the officer said, deadpan. ‘Stay over there.’

A couple of uniformed PCs arrived with a roll of blue-and-white striped police tape. They nodded to the response team, who left the canal only to reappear moments later carrying poles and white canvas.

‘There’s no traffic on the road,’ Yaz whispered.

‘I imagine the cops will have stopped it. And pedestrians. Maybe especially the pedestrians. At least until the body is under the tent.’

‘That’s what happened last time?’

‘I think that’s what happens on the telly, but don’t quote me on it.’

The female responder moved through the long weeds that edged the path, checking to see if there was anyone else there. Maybe someone alive. Maybe dead. Either way, I felt sick again.

‘Thanks for calling me,’ I said, feeling the cold October air permeate my sweatshirt.

Yaz ignored the sarcasm. ‘Thanks for coming. I’d hate to be here by myself. And it’s not like Herc’s great moral support in these moments.’ Meanwhile, Klaus was fidgeting, trying to join his friend on the path.

‘Oh jeez. I’m sorry,’ I said, and put him down. He didn’t waste time, but instead of going to Herc, he circled a few times to find the right place, which was as close to the canal as he could get without falling in. I grabbed a bag and scooped it up. The water was relatively clear today, and I could see the chicken bones that Yaz had kicked in, along with a rusted Boris bike and what looked to be a shopping trolley further out.

‘Here comes the cavalry,’ Yaz said, pointing at a small cadre of men in white paper bunny suits, with masks, gloves and booties over their shoes. ‘You think they’re the CSIs?’

‘SOCOs,’ I corrected automatically. ‘Scene of crime officers. CSIs are American, but I think they’re the Murder Investigation Team.’

‘How do you know?’

‘Because I’m pretty sure the tall bunny man is Andy Thompson, and the stocky one in the back is Scott Williams.’

‘Andy Thompson, as in DC Andy, the Tsarina’s… ah… special friend?’ She used her fingers to air quote the last words.

It’d be pointless to ask Yaz to stop calling Irina ‘Tsarina’. To be honest, the nickname wasn’t entirely unjustified: it wasn’t always easy to be Irina’s friend. What Irina lacked in self-awareness, she made up for in arrogance and entitlement. Added to that, her on-off relationship with local Lothario Tim Aziz wasn’t quite as discreet as she thought, and put the Pack in an awkward position, as we genuinely liked Tim’s girlfriend, Sophie. Still, Irina always had my back when I needed her. I felt the need to stick up for her.

‘Former special friend. I don’t think they’ve seen each other recently.’ I hoped Yaz wouldn’t ask how I knew that.

‘Why? She back on with Loki’s dad? Sophie will love that.’

I shrugged.

‘He’s cute – the detective that is, not Tim. It’s pretty convenient having a cop that’ll listen to you around here. Why’d she dump him?’

That was the million-dollar question. ‘Gotta ask her that.’

Yaz made a pffft sound. ‘Like she’d tell me.’

‘If it makes you feel better, she hasn’t told me either.’

Yaz lowered her sunglasses and peered over the top at me. ‘Right. Which means she did something crack-brained and was too embarrassed to admit it. Then managed to reframe it in her own mind so that she was some sort of victim?’

Anything was possible, but that assessment felt pretty spot on. Irina’s relationship with the truth was pretty fluid; a convenient trait, I supposed, for someone who worked in law.

‘I suppose we could always ask Detective Andy,’ Yaz mused, mischief peppering her voice.

‘Somehow I don’t see him ringing us up to spill the deets on a relationship that never really got off the ground,’ I said. ‘I mean, I got along with him reasonably well when we were looking into Phil’s death last June, but it wasn’t like we became friends.’

‘No? Well, here’s your second chance.’ She jerked her head towards the bunny men, who’d paused to speak to the response team. The female responder pointed at us, and I could distinctly hear Williams’s groan. ‘Jesus Christ, not them again.’



Partridge Bark

Fiona (Nala’s Mum)



Looks like the cops closed off the canal path. Anyone know what’s going on?





Paul (Bark Vader and Jimmy Chew’s Dad)



Oh, really? I might wander down and have a look.





Two of the bunny men moved off in either direction along the canal. ‘I’m guessing they want to check ways in and out?’ Any vestiges of Yaz’s shell shock had given way to her natural curiosity.

‘I guess so.’

Another produced a small jar of aluminium powder and set to dusting the handrails along the entrance to the towpath. ‘Anything he gets from there will be a more accurate reflection of who lives around here than the last census,’ I noted to Yaz.

The tall bunny man stood next to the body, looking in either direction along the path, and across it, noting the block of flats on the other side of the canal. A photographer was already at work, capturing the scene.

‘Wonder what they’re waiting for,’ Yaz said, tapping her foot.

The detective caught my eye and held up a single finger, asking for a few moments to do, well, whatever he was doing. Finally, he approached us.

‘Morning, Detective Thompson,’ I said.

‘Ms Mallory.’ He nodded to me, then to Yaz. ‘Ms Dogan. Why am I not surprised to see you?’

I cleared my throat while Yaz jumped straight in with, ‘If your mates are going to wander up and down the canal to see if someone dropped anything in a rubbish bin, they’ll have a long way to go. Tower Hamlets Council – in their infinite wisdom – got rid of the bins on the canals years ago. Though based on the trash thrown about, even where it is near a rare bin, people round here seem happy enough to throw their litter on the ground for the rats and dogs to find.’

Andy sighed.

‘But there is a dog poo bin when you get closer to Partridge Park,’ she continued, waving the bag in her hand. ‘It’s not too hard to find – someone labelled it “Poo Tin” with a picture of Mad Vlad. You think it was your friend Irina?’

Andy produced a small notebook. ‘We’ll check that out, thank you, Ms Dogan.’

‘Who’s that with Williams?’ I couldn’t resist asking.

‘Harriman, the CCTV officer.’

‘There’s CCTV around here?’ Yaz asked.

It was a good point; CCTV on the street was rare enough in this part of town and – as far as I knew – non-existent along the waterways. ‘Hopefully they’ll be able to find something.’

‘My money’s on death by greasy chicken bone.’ A sanctimonious expression settled across Yaz’s face. ‘Someone should have told him that fried food could kill him.’
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3 ANDY


Bright October sunlight sparkled off the canal. Standing beside the dead man, Andy Thompson squinted, surveying the scene. As far as he could tell, there were three logical entry points: the canal towpath stretching in either direction, and a nearby staircase. One of the other officers would dust any handrails for prints, as well as the bench the man was sitting on, just in case it turned out that the situation wasn’t what it initially appeared to be. The last thing the Met needed was to be caught short if things took a turn.

The dachshund barked and, with one last look at the scene, he approached the two women waiting for him on the path. No point trying to put it off any longer. Not to be left out, the brown-and-black boxer gave a woof as he arrived that, compared with the sausage dog, sounded somehow half-hearted. Andy allowed a few moments for the women to get their dogs under control, and to give Yaz a chance to finish her poo bin/‘Poo Tin’ spiel, before he got down to business. ‘So. You’ve found another body, Ms Mallory? Take me through it.’

‘You can call me Louise,’ she said. Her hair was in a messy plait, and she wore a heavy black sweatshirt over what looked like teal pyjamas. Printed with sausage dogs, trophies and the words ‘The Wiener Takes It All’. As far as he could tell, there was something particular about sausage dog owners; they seemed to have everything branded with their dog’s breed.

He nodded, although he was sure she knew that he had to keep everything official. ‘Tell me what happened.’

She gestured to the shorter, smart-mouthed woman with the boxer. ‘Yaz was the one to find him.’ Her voice held a wry tone when she added. ‘She called me for moral support.’

‘Ms Dogan?’

‘Actually, Hercules found him.’ Yaz pointed to the boxer. ‘Wasn’t me. We were out for a morning run. We reached the brick area under the bridge when he saw something that interested him. He sped up and I tripped. Came damn close to falling face first onto a couple of used condoms.’

Andy swallowed, not sure whether to laugh or not. Used condoms under bridges were common enough, but falling on them wasn’t high on his to-do list. ‘We’ll bag them.’ He looked at her raw hands and knees. ‘We’ll need a blood sample, too. To exclude you, if we find your blood there.’

Her canny eyes narrowed; she knew that they were treating this death as suspicious.

‘Who did you see?’ he continued.

‘Stars, mate. I saw stars.’

Louise elbowed her friend, and Yaz sobered. ‘As I told the woman responder, I saw a few joggers, and the drunks on the other side of the canal, before the bridge. They’re always there. I thought the dead guy was one of them. You know, had a bit too much lager and was sleeping it off. He had nice clothes though, didn’t he, Lou? Except for that ratty cap.’

Andy jotted her observation down. ‘Did you recognise him?’

‘Nooo,’ Yaz said, but there was an uncertain tone in her voice. ‘Can I see him again?’

‘I’d rather you didn’t contaminate the scene, Ms Dogan.’ Any more than it must already be contaminated. ‘Hold on a sec.’ He retreated under the tent that had been set up to protect the body, coming back a few minutes later to show her a photo on his phone. Yaz handed the green poo bag she was holding to Louise so that she could take the device. ‘Don’t worry, it’s not evidence this time.’

Andy was grateful for the mask he wore; it hid his smile. The first time he’d met Yaz Dogan, she’d handed him a poo bag containing a mobile phone she’d found in the dog park near their crime scene. It had been a lucky break in the case.

‘Is his mobile phone on him?’

‘You know I can’t—’

Yaz didn’t look up from the image on Andy’s phone. ‘I didn’t see one beside him. Didn’t look like there was a bulge in his front pockets, but I guess some people keep their phones in their back pockets still. Just to make it easy for the pickpockets.’

Andy didn’t respond, allowing her to fill the pause. She didn’t let him down, using her fingers to zoom in a little more and tilting her head. ‘If it were me, I’d have chucked it as far into the canal as I could. Ejiro dropped a phone into the… ah… sink. We chucked it into a bag of rice, ’cos that’s what you’re supposed to do, right? But it was deader than dead. Anyway, it’s the ratty cap, isn’t it?’

‘What about it?’

‘It’s wrong. He’s got nice trousers, nice shoes. The jacket is casual, but I’d bet it’s Reiss.’ She slanted a glance at Andy. ‘Ejiro has one like it. But not the ratty cap.’

‘Yes,’ he said, only partly in response. He remembered Yaz’s partner, a tall Black man who worked in the City. Andy got the sense that Ejiro, like his dog, was a gentle giant. With a sensible head on his shoulders and the dress sense of a GQ model. The last word anyone would use to describe Ejiro was ‘ratty’.

Keeping the sausage dog on a short lead, Louise peered over Yaz’s shoulder at the phone. ‘Zoom in.’

Yaz complied, and then grunted to herself.

‘You know him?’ Andy asked.

The women exchanged a look. ‘Well, yes and no… I think.’ Yaz hesitated.

‘Ms Dogan?’ Andy asked, feeling a rush of optimism. It couldn’t be that easy, could it?

‘I know the face. Seen him around, although I don’t think I’ve ever spoken to him.’

‘Not with the cap,’ Louise agreed. They exchanged a bemused look. ‘It can’t be him, can it? Fedora never struck me as the sort who’d eat Cluckin’ Good anything with his fingers on a park bench.’

‘Secret life?’ Yaz offered.

‘Fedora?’ Andy asked.

Louise answered, ‘He doesn’t wear a cap, even in the summer. Come autumn, he’s got a grey fedora that he wears. At least during the week when he’s going to work. Kind of retro. Bogart-like.’

Andy understood. ‘Hence the nickname.’

‘I struggle to remember most humans’ names,’ she admitted.

‘You remember the dogs’ though,’ Yaz said.

‘Yeah, them I remember, but he didn’t have a dog.’ Louise turned back to Andy. ‘I don’t know his real name, sorry.’ She offered a half shrug. ‘Can’t even tell you where he lives, although I’m pretty sure he’s local.’

‘Where have you seen him?’

‘The café in the park, The Nest, maybe? Maybe just on the street. I don’t know.’

‘That’s fine. We’ll identify him. Thanks for your time, ladies. We’ll need you to come to Lambeth to give your official statement, Ms Dogan. And to provide a blood sample so we can rule you out.’

He looked at Louise, whose face had gone pale. ‘Are you all right?’

‘Just a bit of déjà vu, Detective.’

‘Yeah, well… Please don’t take this the wrong way, but leave it to us, we know what we’re doing.’ The words seemed hollow even to his ears, and from their expressions, he could tell that Louise and Yaz didn’t believe him either.

‘Ms Mallory – Louise. Trust me, we’ll do whatever we can to find out what happened to your… ah… Fedora.’

‘Before it happens to someone else,’ Yaz muttered as he walked away.
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4 LOUISE


Barbara Lane



Hey Babs, running a little late for our 9am catch up. Had a bit of a local situation here this morning.







Dare I ask?





Yaz headed home in the opposite direction, so I was alone with Klaus when he let out a loud warning bark… about half a second before I crashed into an impossibly wide and solid chest.

‘Morning, Lou.’

I looked up into dark blue eyes and a face that looked like a forty-ish Hugh Jackman. My mouth went dry, and my brain, blank.

‘Hey, Jake.’ I took a step back and gathered my thoughts.

Wrong move: my neighbour Jake Hathaway was wearing a black leather jacket over a pair of jeans. He had a rucksack slung over one shoulder and looked like the textbook description of ‘rugged’.

‘You’re looking pale – you okay?’

I wasn’t, but I was still trying to process the morning’s events and wasn’t yet ready to talk about it. Even to Jake.

Klaus emitted a bark that this time sounded more like a disgruntled whoof. I looked down, realising that there was no sign of Jake’s grey-and-white Staffordshire terrier, Luther. Klaus must have been disappointed not to see his friend.

In the few months since moving to the neighbourhood, Jake had rarely been out and about without Luther, which meant that this time ‘out and about’ was more likely to be ‘out of town’.

‘Off anywhere interesting?’ I asked.

‘I wish.’ He leaned down and ruffled Klaus’s ears. ‘Just heading out of town for the day, but should be back later. Got a dog walker to stop by and see to Luther at lunchtime.’ He’d headed my next question off at the pass. He was good at that; in the four or so months since I’d met him, the extent of what I knew of the man could fit on the back of a postcard.

Which is part of the fascination, isn’t it? a sly part of my brain asked.

Is it more than that?

Do I want it to be more than that?

‘What about you? Guessing you’re not heading to the office today?’ Jake said, with an amused look. I followed his gaze and felt a furious blush march up my cheeks. He looked like Wolverine, while in my sausage dog PJs I looked like a brunette Bridget Jones. With a dog.

And while I could have spun my leggings into ‘Dog Park Chic’, the ‘Wiener Takes It All’ jammies were a step too far.

‘Mutt-wear Mondays,’ I said, issuing a silent apology to Klaus. ‘It’s the new work-from-home fashion trend on TikTok. Trying to lighten the start of the working week.’

As far as I knew – and my cyber-sleuth friend Irina had checked – Jake had no social media presence. In fact, no online presence at all. In theory, I could have probably gotten away with worse, had I wanted to.

His half smile bordered on a smirk. Clearly there was some way to go between ‘in theory’ and ‘in reality’. At least he wasn’t going to call out my lie. ‘Looks comfy.’

‘It is. Good luck with the trip. See you tomorrow?’

‘The usual Tuesday movie night? Yeah. You’re hosting this week.’ He took a few steps away, only to pause and look at me over his shoulder. ‘The jim-jams are cute, but don’t expect me to follow that fad.’

‘Right.’ I stared after him, not sure whether to picture him in PJs with Staffies on them.

Or not.

‘And try not to get yourself into any mischief,’ he added.

I felt my shoulders deflate, realising that warning had come about two hours too late.
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5 ANDY


The afternoon was an exercise in futility. While Williams was walking the streets with Harriman, Andy joined a team of uniforms knocking on doors with scant luck. Strictly speaking, it wasn’t his job, and he brushed aside the niggling inner voice that asked him what – or who – he thought he’d find.

While some people were working from home, far more weren’t in. Or weren’t opening their door to a couple of cops.

Those that did displayed a cursory curiosity. What did I hear last night? Does this have anything to do with what’s going on at the canal? What was it? Murder?

The conversations digressed from there. After a general tirade about crime in the neighbourhood, there were the usual complaints. The loud music blaring from flat 501, partying until two in the morning. Again. Didn’t they know people had to work the next day?

The young men smoking weed and sucking on nitrous oxide balloons who couldn’t be bothered to clean up after themselves. There was a sea of those canisters around the door this morning.

That couple the next building over who were always rowing; he’d banged her head against the door to the building. Broken the glass – the brute should be arrested!

But no one had seen or heard a thing from across the canal. He glanced at his watch; the team would be regrouping to share what they had learned soon. Another team would continue with the door-to-doors later, after people had come home.

Andy decided he’d come back afterwards, on his own. Get a better idea of what the scene looked like after dark. Where the lights were. What sort of people congregated where.

This was a strange neighbourhood. You had the old school East Enders, with an innate disdain for the police. They preferred to sort things out themselves. In their own way.

Then there were the professionals, people like Louise and Yaz, who moved to the area due to its proximity to Canary Wharf and good links to the City.

The third distinct group, as Andy saw it, was the large Southeast Asian population, who had as little to do with the other two as possible.

On a good day there was an uneasy détente between the groups. On a bad day there were clashes, either within a group, or between them.

Andy took a deep breath, stepping out onto the street. A spicy smell tickled his nose, and his stomach rumbled, reminded him that he hadn’t eaten since the sausage roll he’d grabbed on the way to the scene.

He headed towards the high street and the DLR. He’d have to switch to the Tube to get to Lambeth in time for the update. He couldn’t help a quick glance at the old upholstery factory that had been converted into flats, in equal parts hoping and not hoping that he’d see her.

That batshit crazy Russian lunatic.

Irina.
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6 LOUISE


Partridge Bark

Yaz (Hercules’s Mum)



Happy morning. Guess what I found this morning?





Paul (Bark Vader and Jimmy Chew’s Dad)



A replacement for @Ejiro? I mean, the cat is away, no?





Fiona (Nala’s Mum)



Uh oh. Did someone leave more raw meat out for the foxes and rats?







Wait for it…





Fiona (Nala’s Mum)



Oh nooo… Not another dead body?





Paul (Bark Vader and Jimmy Chew’s Dad)



I saw the police along the canal this morning. Do we know who it is?





Yaz (Hercules’s Mum)



I think it’s the cat-in-the-hat. The Asian (maybe Chinese?) guy who wears a fedora in the winter? Does anyone know his name?





Fiona (Nala’s Mum)



OMG – is that who died? The hat was weird but he seemed nice. What happened?





Yaz (Hercules’s Mum)



I don’t know. Yet.





Paul (Bark Vader and Jimmy Chew’s Dad)



They moved the body about an hour ago, but the tent’s still there. And it looks like there are divers checking the canal.





Irina (Hamish’s Mum)



I hope they’ve had their tetanus shots.





‘Hello, lovely,’ Barbara Lane, my second-in-command, office manager and friend said, placing a coffee in front of me. I looked up, startled, and put my phone face down on the table.

‘Hey, Babs,’ I said, my calm voice masking my surprise. ‘Klaus is losing his touch; he usually lets me know when someone comes close.’ I looked down at the black-and-tan ball of fur curled on my lap. Big brown eyes blinked at me, as if to say, I will always let you know if a stranger comes close. Babs isn’t a stranger. Hence no danger.

‘Maybe he was asleep?’

Klaus offered Babs a belated bark of greeting, tail wagging.

‘Sure.’ I pushed a chair out with my foot. ‘What brings you to East London?’ What’s important enough to hike all the way over here when a phone chat would do?

‘Saw an article online about a dead body found by a couple of dog walkers this morning. You okay?’

I blinked. That was fast. ‘The Chronicle?’

‘Yes, but not with Claire’s byline. I figured, dog walkers.’ She shrugged and sat down opposite me. ‘They didn’t mention names, but I knew you’d be involved somehow. Was it you again?’

‘Not this time. You could have called instead of hunting me down at The Nest.’

She shrugged again. ‘Figured you’d be here or at home. This was on the way.’

‘From Wimbledon?’ I made a point of closing the laptop that was open in front of me and pushed it an inch or two towards her. ‘Please don’t take this the wrong way, but why are you really here?’

Babs stared at a point over my shoulder. Her dark hair was perfectly styled in loose curls around her face and shoulders, her make-up done, her blazer-and-jeans combo carefully constructed. On anyone else that wouldn’t have been worth noting, but Babs was more a jeans-and-jumper sort of woman, her casual look hiding a razor-sharp mind. She’d become a valued friend as well as my right hand at work. Whatever was bothering her, she’d put thought into her appearance before trekking east to track me down at my local dog park café.

When she hesitated, I went on, ‘If you’re still worried about how Mandy’s dealing with the death of her boyfriend, she’s seeing a therapist.’

‘I know. And I know you’re paying for it yourself, not out of the company funds.’

‘So?’ Klaus readjusted himself and I began to feel like some sort of modern Goldfinger, only I was female, Klaus wasn’t a cat, I had a full head of hair and I did my best not to be evil.

Okay, so maybe not Goldfinger, after all.

‘Don’t make me ask a third time, Babs.’

‘Right. I need to know something, and I didn’t feel comfortable talking about this on a call, so…’ She offered an awkward shrug.

Need to know, rather than, I need to tell you something. I breathed out, feeling at least a little confident that she wasn’t about to quit. ‘Go ahead.’

‘There are two different investors eyeing up the company. You’ve been stepping back for a while. I need to know if you’re thinking of selling up.’

And there it was.

‘Babs, I started the company with two friends and a good methodology. We built a solid model around it and I’m glad I was able to buy them out when I did. I’m stepping back because you’re capable and this is part of your professional development. That doesn’t mean I’m putting myself out to pasture.’

‘You haven’t answered my question, Lou.’

‘I’ve already turned both down, Babs. Turned down others as well. I’m not going to sell the company off only to have a bigger one run it, and my people, into the ground.’ I softened my tone. ‘I can’t say I won’t ever sell, but right now it’s doing well as it is.’

Babs leaned forward, her elbows on the table. ‘I’m not just speaking for me, Lou. No one wants to be sucked into a Deloitte or IBM Borg. That’s not what we’re about.’


OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f00vii-02.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f00vii-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398524279/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398524279/fonts/Lato-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398524279/fonts/Lato-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398524279/fonts/Roboto-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398524279/fonts/Roboto-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398524279/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398524279/xhtml/nav.xhtml


CONTENTS



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Meet: The Pack


		Prologue: Jonny


		Monday

		Chapter 1: Yaz


		Chapter 2: Louise


		Chapter 3: Andy


		Chapter 4: Louise


		Chapter 5: Andy


		Chapter 6: Louise


		Chapter 7: Andy


		Chapter 8: Louise


		Chapter 9: Andy


		Chapter 10: Louise







		Tuesday

		Chapter 11: Louise


		Chapter 12: Louise


		Chapter 13: Irina


		Chapter 14: Louise


		Chapter 15: Andy


		Chapter 16: Meg


		Chapter 17: Andy


		Chapter 18: Claire







		Wednesday

		Chapter 19: Claire


		Chapter 20: Louise


		Chapter 21: Louise


		Chapter 22: Louise







		Thursday

		Chapter 23: Claire


		Chapter 24: Louise


		Chapter 25: Irina


		Chapter 26: Andy


		Chapter 27: Louise


		Chapter 28: Claire


		Chapter 29: Irina


		Chapter 30: Louise


		Chapter 31: Louise


		Chapter 32: Williams







		Friday

		Chapter 33: Louise


		Chapter 34: Louise


		Chapter 35: Louise


		Chapter 36: Irina


		Chapter 37: Louise


		Chapter 38: Williams







		Saturday

		Chapter 39: Louise


		Chapter 40: Ella


		Chapter 41: Irina


		Chapter 42: Louise


		Chapter 43: Irina


		Chapter 44: Andy


		Chapter 45: Louise


		Chapter 46: Louise







		Sunday

		Chapter 47: Irina


		Chapter 48: Louise


		Chapter 49: Irina


		Chapter 50: Louise


		Chapter 51: Irina


		Chapter 52: Louise


		Chapter 53: Claire


		Chapter 54: Claire


		Chapter 55: Louise


		Chapter 56: Louise


		Chapter 57: Gav


		Chapter 58: Louise







		Monday

		Chapter 59: Fiona


		Chapter 60: Louise


		Chapter 61: Andy


		Chapter 62: Fiona


		Chapter 63: Louise


		Chapter 64: Louise


		Chapter 65: Claire


		Chapter 66: Louise


		Chapter 67: Louise


		Chapter 68: Louise


		Chapter 69: Louise







		Tuesday

		Chapter 70: Andy


		Chapter 71: Irina


		Chapter 72: Andy


		Chapter 73: Irina


		Chapter 74: Louise


		Chapter 75: Andy


		Chapter 76: Louise


		Chapter 77: Louise







		Epilogue: Benny


		Acknowledgements


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Meet: The Pack


		Prologue: Jonny


		Epilogue: Benny


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394


		395


		396


		397


		398


		399


		400


		401


		402


		403


		404


		405


		406


		407


		408


		409


		410


		411


		412


		413


		414


		415


		416


		417


		418


		419


		420


		421


		422


		423


		424


		425


		426


		427


		428


		429


		430


		431


		432


		433


		434


		435


		436


		437


		438


		439


		440


		441


		442


		443


		444


		445


		446


		447


		448


		449


		450


		451


		452


		453


		454


		455


		456


		457


		458


		459


		460


		461


		462


		463


		464


		465


		466


		467


		468


		469


		470


		I


		II


		IV








OEBPS/e9781398524279/fonts/SedgwickAve-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f000vi-04.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f000vi-03.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f000vi-02.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/fonts/Arya-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f000vi-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/common01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f0viii-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f0viii-02.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/9781398524279.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f0viii-03.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f0viii-04.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f0viii-05.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f00vii-06.jpg
ko





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f00vii-05.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/title.jpg
SIMON &
SCHUSTER

London - New York - Amsterdam/Antwerp - Sydney - Toronto - New Delhi





OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f00vii-04.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/fonts/Lato-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398524279/images/f00vii-03.jpg





OEBPS/e9781398524279/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


