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chapterone

London: Summer 1963

It was early.

Not early enough that Gabriella had the streets to herself—not that that was possible

in London. The city seemed to always be humming, no matter what time you stepped

out into it.

But most of the traffic, both on foot and by car, was light.

She didn’t mind the early shift.

She’d worked in her mother’s bakery in Melbourne, and sometimes that meant being

up before four am. Starting the day at seven was a luxury.

It also meant less interaction with the public.

She preferred to write parking tickets and fix them to windscreens without ever

having a face-to-face with a real life person.

Most of them weren’t very happy to receive what she had for them, and they took one

look at her, in her neat black uniform and black satchel, hair pulled back in the

regulation bun under her cap with its yellow band, and thought they could intimidate

her.



Gabriella had a philosophical objection to being intimidated. She didn’t like it. She

always pushed back.

She had a feeling that was why Mr. Greenberg had decided to put her on the early

shift.

He couldn’t fault her for standing her ground, but he seemed to think there was a

polite way to deal with someone screaming obscenities in your face. Gabriella had

asked him what that way was, and he had looked at her for a long beat, and then put

her on mornings.

Kensington this time of day was just stretching awake, what with the sun already up.

It was summer, and the faint stink of rotting food scraps puffed out of narrow alleys

as she walked past them. It was still cool enough, this early, but yesterday had been a

scorcher, and she wrinkled her nose at the smell, aware that as the day heated up, it

was only going to get worse.

She turned the corner, into Clematis Lane, with its upmarket collection of boutiques,

restaurants and cafes.

The boutiques had names like The Cat’s Meow, and Glamour Girl, and Gabriella

enjoyed looking at the dresses she couldn’t afford in the windows.

There was no one parked in the few spaces available, not at this hour, but up ahead,

like a deliberate insult, she saw the yellow Ford Sunliner parked once again in the

loading zone outside the Horatio Gallery.

“Never make it personal,” Mr. Greenberg said to all of them, a reminder each

morning before he sent them out from the Kensington and Chelsea Traffic Warden

Centre. “It will feel personal, sometimes, but be professional. Be the bigger person.”



Johnny McLad, as she had chosen to name her nemesis, was making it very difficult

to be the bigger person.

She was walking at a fast clip as she approached the car, feeling her cheeks heat, even

with the cool morning air on them.

He had refused to give her his name, had ripped up all three FPNs she’d issued, each

one for the very same infringement—parking in a loading zone. She’d caught him in

the act of destroying the second one and he’d laughed in her face as he’d shredded the

ticket and then thrown it on the road and ground it under his booted heel.

He was crass, dressed like some kind of wannabe cowboy—if cowboys wore every

crazy pattern and color on the spectrum—and he was a sexist pig.

This was the fourth time he’d flouted the rules.

Four times too many.

She already had her ticket book out by the time she reached the car, but she slowed

when she noticed the passenger door was slightly ajar.

Maybe he’d just stopped quickly to drop something off, and hadn’t even bothered to

close the door.

Although it was the passenger door that was open, not the driver’s side.

And he had always claimed not to have anything to do with the gallery. She’d asked

him politely, the first time, in case he was genuinely using the loading zone for its

correct purpose, and he had sneered at her, told her he had never set foot in the

gallery in his life, and for her to feck off and mind her own business.



Well, thiswasher business.
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She began to write the ticket, but a strange dark streak along the door made her take a

closer look.

She slotted her pencil back into its holder on the side of the ticket book and took a

step closer.

It was blood.

It had dried and it looked as if someone had trailed a bloody hand across the door and

then grabbed the handle.

Clutching her ticket book with both hands, she peered through the passenger side

window.

Johnny McLad lay twisted around in the bucket seat as if to face her, one hand flung

out and propped up by the gear lever, palm up. The palm was dark with blood.

She let her gaze travel from his hand, up his arm, to his head. The face that had

smirked at her only two days earlier was covered in blood down the left side. His blue

eyes stared at her, the left one all the more blue because of the dark red surrounding

it.

She took a shuddering breath and a sharp step back. Her hands shook, and she shoved

her ticket book into her satchel and leaned back against the gallery wall to steady

herself.

When she was calmer, she looked up and down the street for some kind of official



help.

No bobbies in sight.

A little way up, at the Italian restaurant she’d noticed on her rounds, a door creaked

open and she saw the end of a broom sweeping dust onto the street.

“Mi scusi!” she called.

The broom stopped, then an old man stepped out, a white apron tied around his short,

barrel-chested form. “Sì?”

“Phone the police,” she called in Italian. “There is a dead man here, and I don’t want

to leave the scene unattended. Tell them to hurry.”

He stared at her, then propped the broom against the wall and walked toward her.

She said nothing, allowing that in the same situation, she would probably want to see

for herself before phoning the police, as well.

The café owner was looking at her, rather than the car, suspicion in every line of him,

but when he got closer his gaze flicked to the window and he stopped with an

exclamation.

Then he gestured back to the café, and she gave a nod in response.

He turned on his heel and moved away at a fast clip, and Gabriella hunched a little,

arms crossed over her chest.

It felt like a long time later that the café owner came back out, this time with a small

espresso cup and saucer in his hand.



He held it out to her and she took it gratefully, drinking the strong coffee in small,

appreciative sips.

“Good,” she told him.

“You aren’t from the old country,” he said. “Your accent is wrong.”

“I’m from Australia. It’s my mother and her family who are from the old country.”

“Ah.” He nodded sagely. “Where in Australia?”

“Melbourne.”

“My cousin Luigi went to Melbourne. He tells me it is paradise.”

Gabriella gave a snort. “It’s not bad.”

“But you are here. Not in Melbourne.”

“I wanted to have a look at the world.” She handed him back the cup and saucer. That

wasn’t her real reason for being in London, but it wasn’t completely untrue.
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“A young, beautiful girl like you. You should be settling down and having babies.”

He said it in a way that made her sure he knew he was being provocative.

She said nothing in response. It wasn’t the place for an argument. She was horribly

aware of the eyes staring blankly from the car, a silent watcher to them both.

At that moment two bobbies rounded the same corner that she had ten minutes

earlier. One must have just made the height cut off, the other was massive, head and

shoulders taller than herself.

“You with Kensington Traffic?” the smaller one asked in surprise.

“Morning rounds,” she confirmed. “Approached the car as it was illegally parked in a

loading zone. Found him.”

The café owner had stayed to watch the proceedings, although he had taken a few

steps back as if to distance himself from them. He wanted to be an observer, not a

participant.

The bobbies studied the body in the car.

“I’ll go back to the station, shall I? Get someone out?” the shorter one asked.

“Go on, then.” The bigger one turned to her and the café owner as his partner loped

off and took out a small pad and a pencil. “Name?”

“Gabriella Farnsworth.” She gave her badge number. “Can I be off now? I’ve got



rounds.”

He thought about it. “All right. We can find you again easily enough.” His gaze

flicked to the café owner. “And you, sir?”

The café owner burst into a flood of Italian, and Gabriella had to work to keep her

face neutral at the nonsense he was spewing.

She eventually cut him off. “He works up the street. I asked him to call the police for

me, so I didn’t have to leave the body unattended.”

“Right. What café is it?” The bobby looked grateful for her interruption and craned

his neck to try and see the café name from where he stood.

“Gennaro’s,” Gabriella said.

The bobby wrote it down. “Do either of you know who the victim is?”

“No.” And that was the truth.

“And you, sir?”

Gennaro threw up the hand not holding the cup and saucer, as if the world itself was a

mystery.

Gabriella just caught the sly glint in his eye before he turned and walked back to his

broom and his café, muttering darkly the whole way.

“That’s foreigners for you,” the bobby said, cheerfully. “You all right, though? Can’t

be nice, finding this.”



“No. Not nice.” She drew a deep breath. “Worse for him.”

“Got that right.” The bobby turned to look down the street, and Gabriella saw his

partner was coming back, looking animated.

“Well, cheers.” Gabriella turned on her heel and walked away before she got caught

up in it again.

She had targets. Rounds.

And a deep, abiding wish to not see those eyes any longer.

She had a feeling they’d haunt her for a while.

chaptertwo

“What’s this about a body,Ms. Farnsworth?”

Gabriella had just stepped out of the changing room, and she’d hoped to have a clear

run at the door. She turned to Mr. Greenberg politely. He was standing in the

doorway to his office, his age no drag on his bearing or smartness of dress. An elderly

sentinel at the gates.
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“Yes, Mr. Greenberg. In a car parked in a loading zone.”

“Bad?”

She gave a tight nod.

“I used to be in the Met,” Mr. Greenberg said suddenly. “When parking control

moved out of policing, some of us retired beat coppers were asked to come back to

manage the traffic wardens.”

“You were a bobby?” Now he said it, she could see it, plain as day. He wore a suit

and tie now, but it was in the way he stood. She could see him helping old ladies

across the street without any difficulty.

“Aye. And I know the shock of your first body.”

“I’ll be all right, sir. Thank you for the concern. The bobbies came quickly, and I

wasn’t there long.” She looked up sharply in dismay. “I started issuing a ticket,

before I noticed the body. I wasn’t supposed to finish it, was I?”

“What? No, girl.” Greenberg shook his head. “The City might want every ha’penny

out of the car-driving public it can get, but we aren’t that far gone.”

She nodded, taking a step toward the door in escape.

“Someone’s been on the line from Scotland Yard, said they want to speak to you.”



“Oh?” She couldn’t hide her dismay. “I really just found the body and waited with it

until they came.”

“It’s like that sometimes,” Mr. Greenberg said with a shrug. “When there’s nothing

else, they go back over the same ground, hoping to find something new. Just tell them

what happened again, and hopefully that’ll be the end of it.”

“When do they want me to go in?”

“Now, I think.” Mr. Greenberg checked his watch. “If you don’t have any

appointments, I’d get it over with, if I was you.”

She gave a reluctant nod.

“Ask at reception for Detective Sergeant Archer.”

She ducked her head. “Thank you, sir. Good afternoon.”

She escaped out into the afternoon sun onto Kensington Church Court and walked in

the direction of Kensington Palace. It was a couple of miles at least to New Scotland

Yard from here, and she wondered grumpily if the detective sergeant had considered

that when he’d requested her presence.

She was just in time to catch the bus that came to a screeching stop on Kensington

High Street, and spent the twenty minute journey to Victoria Embankment trying to

settle her nerves.

The bus dropped her close to the entrance, and she looked up at the large red and

white brick building. New Scotland Yard made her think of a fortress and she steeled

herself to enter.



While she dithered, someone bumped her from behind as they pushed through the

door and she forced herself to follow them in.

She was directed to wait for DS Archer on an uncomfortable wooden bench, and

passed the time watching the line of people approaching the desk with complaints and

reports.

She was so engaged, DS Archer had to clear his throat to get her attention.

“Miss Farnsworth?”

She twisted round and looked up at him. “Yes?”

He seemed to be taken by surprise at the sight of her. “I’m Detective Sergeant

Archer. Thank you for coming in. Do you want to follow me?”

She stood and straightened her skirt before walking to the door he held open for her,

surprised by his curt manner. Hopefully that meant he wouldn’t keep her long.

He said nothing more, leading her up the stairs and into a narrow office on the second

floor.

“Have a seat.” He rounded his desk and waited for her to settle into the hard visitor’s

chair.

He was Welsh, she realized. She was getting to know British accents slowly, and she

finally recognized the gentle lilt in his voice.
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“When you spoke to PC Longmore, you did not say that you had dealings with the

murder victim in the past.” He leaned forward, eyes fierce, eyebrows arrowed down

in a frown. He tapped a finger on some papers on the desk, and she glanced at them.

Copies of the FPNs she had issued Johnny McLad.

“I only found out about them when we ran the car license. Why is there no name on

these tickets?” His tone was not pleasant, and she leaned back slowly in her chair and

crossed her arms over her chest.

“Most FPNs have no name, because the person is often not there when we issue them.

The fine is attached to the car registration by design, not the person.” She stared at

him, eyes cool.

“So you never interacted with him?” He seemed startled by the idea.

“As it happens, I did interact with him. Twice.” She tucked her legs primly beneath

the chair, angled to the right with feet together.

He raised a large hand and ran it through his sandy hair. She noticed his tie was

askew, and he looked harried. He could be a farmer, with his rugged good looks and

his sunburnt cheeks. He had the broad-shouldered build of someone who worked hard

lifting heavy things, and his gentle accent made her think of shepherds on green hills,

surrounded by sheep.

“But there is still no name.” He spoke more calmly this time. As if he had checked

himself—was prepared to take a more amicable tone.



“That’s right. The first time I found him in the loading zone, I asked him if he was

delivering something to the gallery, and he told me to get lost, but in ruder terms, and

that he had never set foot in the gallery in his life. He refused to give his name, and

when I issued him a ticket he ripped it up in front of me. The second time was a

similar encounter, and the third time I never saw him, I just left the ticket on his

windscreen.”

“So this morning was the fourth time you’d seen his car there in the loading zone?”

She gave a nod. “Got right up my nose, to tell you the truth.”

Archer’s lips turned up in a quick smile. “Can’t say I blame you.”

He leaned back in his chair, as if he had finally relaxed. “Notice anyone hanging

about when you were issuing your tickets?”

She shook her head. “I’m on the early shift. There usually aren’t that many people

about.”

“What about what he was wearing? Was it similar to what he had on this morning?”

She lifted her shoulders. “I didn’t pay any attention to what he was wearing this

morning, but previously he was wearing what I think of as psychedelic cowboy.”

“You thought he was on drugs?” Archer leaned forward again.

She shook her head, then paused. Lifted her shoulders. “It was more to do with the

crazy colors and the blue cowboy boots, but maybe.” She thought back to their

interactions. “He was certainly unreasonably angry at getting the tickets.”

They lapsed into silence for a few moments.



“I just realized why you didn’t pay attention to his clothes this morning.”

Gabriella was looking at her hands, which were on her lap, fingers entwined. She

lifted her gaze to find Archer watching her with steady gray eyes.

“The blood,” she said.

“I’m sorry. I hope you’re alright.”

“What happened to him?” She suddenly realized she didn’t even know. “Was he

shot?”

His gaze sharpened on her face. “I’m afraid I can’t tell you that.”

She gave a nod, and rose to her feet. “I have to be going.”

Archer got to his feet and opened the door for her. “I’ll walk you out.”

When she got out on the street, she stood in the late afternoon heat and thought about

Detective Sergeant Archer.

He had mellowed between meeting her and wishing her a good afternoon in front of

the duty sergeant on the desk a moment ago.

There was an intensity about him, a calm focus that made her think he was probably a

very good detective.
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And, most likely, she would never see him again.

She hitched her bag higher on her shoulder, and went to join the queue for the bus.

chapterthree

James madeit back up to his office in time to see Gabriella Farnsworth board the bus,

disappearing inside in her brown and pink flowered skirt and pink top.

He had expected her to be in uniform, so he’d been thrown when the duty sergeant

had pointed out the slim-limbed beauty, lost in thought, ringlets framing her face, her

elegant bun emphasizing her high cheekbones and her large brown eyes.

She had the thickest, longest eyelashes of anyone he’d ever met.

A quick knock at his door forced him to step back from the window, and Detective

Inspector Whetford strode in. “You speak to the traffic warden?”

“I did.” James picked up his notebook, glancing down at it as if he needed the

memory prompt. Which he did not. “She interacted with him twice, just left the ticket

on the windscreen the third time without seeing him.”

“Why didn’t she get his name?” Whetford’s tone was irritated.

“She says he refused to give it to her, and she couldn’t compel him. It sounds as if he

was belligerent and obstructive. He ripped up the tickets in front of her both times she

had direct dealings with him.”



“Is that so?” Whetford rocked back on his heels. “That’s interesting. Like he had

something to hide?”

“Or he didn’t want a fine and thought not giving his name would make it harder for

her to issue one.” James could see both as likely scenarios.

“True enough. So it’s a dead end.”

“Not completely. We know he was in the area, parking in that same spot, at least four

times in the last three weeks. It makes it more likely we’ll find someone who knew

something about him.”

“Right. Well keep me up to date, will you?” Whetford took a step toward the door.

“I’m dealing with another matter, so you’ll have to fly this one more or less solo.”

James nodded, standing by his desk until Whetford left.

He didn’t like his boss. There was a slick, smarmy way about him that rubbed him up

the wrong way and the occasional sly cracks about his Welsh heritage didn’t help.

James gathered his papers neatly into piles, locked them away, and then shrugged

into his jacket. He’d go back to the scene, talk to whoever was hanging around.

Uniform had already done a door-to-door, but the victim seemed to have used the

loading zone as a parking spot at night, if he was reading the fines Gabriella

Farnsworth had issued correctly.

She’d caught him returning to his car in the early morning each time, as if he’d spent

the night somewhere nearby.

The car’s number plates had been false, but the engine number was linked to a car



purchased by a company that they were still trying to track down. There was only a

post office address on record for it, and James had a strong feeling it was going to

turn out to be a shell company or a front.

The pathologist hadn’t found anything in the car except the blood of the victim and a

knife under the seat.

He’d been stabbed in the chest, but not before someone had made a nasty slash across

his forehead.

It looked to James as if he’d been attacked outside the car, had tried to get away by

getting in on the passenger side, and then was stabbed in the heart once he was inside.

Gabriella Farnsworth thought he’d been shot. He supposed it was a logical enough

assumption given she hadn’t had a good look at the body, and all the blood on his

face could be explained by a bullet to the brain.

He walked to his car and then regretted his decision to use it as he turned out of the

Yard and hit the afternoon city traffic.

The drive to Kensington took twice as long as it had taken this morning, and he felt

hot and out of sorts by the time he pulled up in the same loading zone where the

victim had parked. He put his police sign on the dashboard, and as he began to look

for likely witnesses he wondered with a smile if Gabriella Farnsworth would track

him down for his sins.

The nearby Italian café was busier than it had been this morning. They were playing

Italian opera on a turntable and people were sitting at red and white check tables on

the pavement, sipping red wine.

It was the kind of place that James thought he might enjoy, but had never tried. He



was more comfortable in a pub, or at teashop.

A man shifted in the gloom of the doorway. “You are the policeman from this

morning.”
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James stepped closer, nodding to Gennaro Moretti, the café owner who he’d

interviewed earlier.

“Yes, Detective Sergeant Archer.”

“You here to ask more questions?”

“Just looking for people who might have noticed the car or the man before. He was

here quite often in the last three weeks at least. And more likely in the evening or late

afternoon than the morning. So I’m hoping someone who’s around this time of day

might have something to tell me.”

“Ha.”

James wasn’t sure if the exclamation was an excoriation or agreement with the logic.

The bobby from this morning had been surprised the man had understood any

English—he’d been under the impression he couldn’t speak a word.

That was clearly incorrect. James wondered if the misunderstanding had been

deliberate.

“You have a picture of him?” Gennaro asked. “I couldn’t see well this

morning—there was a lot of blood.”

“Yes.” James took out the photograph the pathologist had sent over of the victim with

the blood washed off.



Gennaro held it, frowning. “Yes. He comes in maybe two or three times.”

“Did you catch his name?”

Gennaro shook his head. “He orders wine and drinks with his friend, then goes.”

“His friend?” James felt the surge of adrenalin, the start of the hunt.

Gennaro gave a shrug. “Not so interesting, that one. Brown suit, slicked-back hair.”

“Light hair, dark?” James asked.

“Brown.” Gennaro said. “I think.”

“If you remember anything else, you can phone Scotland Yard and leave a message

for me.”

Gennaro gave another snort. “The little girl, she was all right?”

“Little girl?” James asked.

“The parking fine girl.” Gennaro’s tone was impatient.

“You called us for her,” James remembered. “She was upset?”

Gennaro shot him a pitying look. “Of course. She is young girl. Looking at dead

body.”

James thought he was probably underestimating Gabriella Farnsworth. “I spoke to her

this afternoon. She’s holding up.”



Gennaro gave a snort of disgust. “Such a one should not be walking streets in that

horrible uniform. She should be making beautiful babies.” He gestured his hands, as

if to indicate the world had gone mad, and turned back into the café.

His words caused James to do what he’d been trying to avoid doing since he’d met

Gabriella Farnsworth.

Think of her and sex.

The sensation was heady.

He tried to shake it off. Gabriella Farnsworth was a material witness, and therefore

off-limits until this investigation was over.

He started walking toward the still-open clothing boutiques, hoping to find more

fruitful hunting grounds. Hoping to get the picture of Gabriella Farnsworth, naked,

hair loose around her shoulders on the pillow, out of his head.

chapterfour



Page 8

Source Creation Date: July 2, 2025, 9:43 am

Gabriella looked through the post,stacking it into piles on the narrow table in the

foyer.

The letter she had been hoping for since she’d gotten her bedsit and begun sending

out enquiries was not among the pile.

She took the few letters that had come for her from home, along with Mr. Rodney’s

post, and began to climb the stairs with her groceries.

It was still beautifully light, even though it was after five, and she liked the way the

sun shone through the stain glass to pool in colorful puddles of light on the landing.

She and Mr. Rodney were on the third floor, and with the way the stairs creaked, he

could hear her coming from about the first floor landing.

He was waiting for her outside his door, expression amused, as if her very arrival was

cause for delight.

“Letters!” he exclaimed as she held them out to him. “And from home!”

She had noticed the letters were from Trinidad, and she hoped this time it wasn’t bad

news. Once or twice he had received word an old friend or relative had passed away,

and she could tell it wore on him that he couldn’t go to the funerals, or spend time

with others who had known the departed, and honor their memory.

“You look sad today, Gabby.” Mr. Rodney may be old, and not very mobile, but he

was sharp.



She lifted her hands. “Bad day at work.”

“Someone shouted at you? Threatened you?” He was always outraged when she told

him stories of how people reacted to getting a fine.

She hesitated, then decided to tell him the truth. He wasn’t a child, and he would be

more hurt to find out she had kept something from him. “I found a man dead in a

car.”

“Dead, how?” He stepped closer, shocked.

“I don’t know. Violently. The police won’t say what happened to him. I just saw lots

of blood.”

“You have had a shock.” He studied her closely. “They didn’t let you go home?”

She shook her head. “I didn’t think to ask. I just carried on with my rounds.”

He clicked his tongue. “You need to take care of yourself, girl.”

“I will, Mr. Rodney. I’ll get an early night tonight. Are you off to the club for

dinner?”

“I am. Solomon’s coming to fetch me at six.” He already had his coat over his arm,

and his hat in his hand.

She thought about joining them. She had an open invitation from Mr. Rodney to

attend the Calypso Club in Notting Hill, she loved the music, and the spicy Caribbean

food they served was reasonably-priced and delicious. But she had bought groceries,

and she was looking forward to a quiet night.



She set her paper bag of groceries down, and was getting out her key when Solomon

came bounding up the stairs.

Mr. Rodney’s nephew was as tall and broad as Detective Sergeant Archer, she

thought as she turned to him. His dreadlocks spilled over the colorful jacket he wore,

the opposite of the dark suit DS Archer had been wearing.

“Gabby! Looking good!”

She laughed. Felt even more tempted to go with them to the club. “Not as good as

you, Solomon.”

“True, that. But then, I am who I am.” He spread his hands out and sent her a wicked

grin.

He was involved in something illegal.

She knew it.

Both because Mr. Rodney worried his nephew would get into trouble with the police,

and also because she had seen him with his group of friends at the club, talking

quietly together, clearly planning and organizing their business.

If she were to guess, she’d say he was selling dope to the party boys and girls in the

West End, using his friends who worked for British Transport to deliver the goods.

And looking at the expensive leather shoes he wore, he wasn’t doing badly out of it,

either.
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Solomon was good to his uncle, good to his mother, and had never been anything but

friendly to her.

If he was a crook, he wasn’t a vicious one.

“I’ll let you two get on to the club. I’ll try to join you tomorrow. I can bring Mr.

Rodney, Solomon.”

The club served meals Tuesday to Saturday, and Mr. Rodney never missed.

“That would suit me fine,” Solomon said, taking his uncle’s key to lock his door for

him. “You don’t want to join us tonight?”

“Gabby found a dead man in a car today. She needs an early night.” Mr. Rodney

tugged on his jacket, making sure it was straight.

“I heard the coppers were all over Clematis Lane. That’s why?” Solomon’s face was

still friendly, but his eyes had gone hard.

Taken aback, Gabriella gave a nod. “I found a man dead in his car outside the gallery

there.”

“Shot?” Solomon asked, voice low.

Gabriella lifted her shoulders. “The police wouldn’t tell me. There was a lot of blood

on the one side of his face, so I asked them if he was shot and they refused to say.”



“Bastards,” Solomon said, suddenly cheerful again. “Never want to part with

information, but want you to spill everything to them.”

“What do you have to do with the police, that they want information from you?” Mr.

Rodney asked, voice a touch querulous.

“Nothing, Uncle Eric. Nothing at all.” Solomon gave her a wink over his shoulder as

he helped the old man down the stairs, and Gabriella lifted a hand in response.

A bad boy. No doubt. And a little more scary than she’d realized.

But still, she liked him.

And he was right about the police. They wanted it all one way.

Theirs.

chapterfive

“You bitch!”

Spittle from Mr. Bottle Green Jaguar hit Gabriella’s cheek as she finished fixing the

FPN onto the jag’s windscreen.

She stepped back, always a wise move when they got this worked up, this quickly.

She had noticed him storming out of the smart, white Georgian row house while she

was sliding the FPN into its thin plastic sleeve, and had moved just a little bit faster.

“You’re illegally parked on double yellows, sir. Instructions are included on the fixed

penalty notice on how to pay, or if you want to contest the fine, when and where to do



that.”

She eyed him. An old rugger player from the Home Counties, she guessed, now gone

to seed, but still trying to pretend he was in his prime.

“I want to contest it here and now,” he shouted. “Cancel it, you little witch.” His face

was almost purple, and he seemed to be struggling for air.

“If you’re unable to pay the fine, you can request a payment plan,” Gabriella said,

sweetly. She actually didn’t know if people could do that. She would ask Liz at end

of shift. She only said it to shame him into backing down. “There is a hardship

allowance . . .” She let her voice trail off. “Have a good day!” She half-turned, trying

to keep him in view as she moved away.

He gave a roar, like a gravely wounded bull in full charge, and came at her.

She had just decided to give running away a serious go when lights and sirens

suddenly broke the calm of the street, and a big black Wolseley leapt the pavement,

cutting between her and the irate jaguar owner.

He stumbled to a halt, mouth slack as Detective Sergeant Archer swung out of the

car.

“You all right, Miss Farnsworth?” the sergeant asked, putting himself bodily between

her and Mr. Jaguar.
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She pulled herself together and gave a nod. “Thank you, Detective.”

He turned to Mr. Jaguar. “Name?” He pulled out a pad and paper as he spoke.

“I say, why do you need my name?” Mr. Jaguar was all bluster now.

“Because I witnessed you attempting to attack a traffic warden while she was

discharging her duties.”

There was a short silence.

“Name?” DS Archer’s tone was cold and impatient.

“Now, no need for that,” Mr. Jaguar said, backing away, hands up. “Let’s just call it a

misunderstanding, shall we?”

“That might be convenient for you, but it’s hardly accurate, is it?”

Gabriella saw Archer was writing down the car’s registration number.

“I didn’t mean the gal any harm.” Mr. Jaguar looked over Archer’s shoulder at her.

“Not really. Just didn’t think a fine was fair, is all. I wasn’t parked here long.”

“You meant me harm,” Gabriella said. The adrenalin was still coursing through her,

and her hands were shaking. She hated that. Hated that she was close to tears.

She had been closer to tears all day, at every encounter, and she put it down to the



nightmares she’d had last night of blue eyes set in dark, bloodstained faces, staring at

her.

“Look, let’s just chalk it up to a mistake, all right?” Mr. Jaguar had continued to edge

back as he spoke. He had already yanked his door open earlier, and with a

surprisingly nimble leap, he jumped into the car, slammed the door and started it up.

Archer watched him stonily as he reversed, clipped a bollard with his bumper, and

then roared off.

Gabriella guessed from the tight look on DS Archer’s face that Mr. Jaguar was not as

free and clear of trouble with that move as he thought he was.

“Do you get that a lot?” Archer asked as he turned back to her.

“A couple of times a day, but usually just shouting. Not imminent attack, like Mr.

Jaguar.”

Archer’s lips twitched. “Mr. Jaguar?”

“He was even worse than Johnny McLad in the yellow Sunliner,” Gabriella said.

“Johnny McLad only swore and tore up the ticket. Mr. Jaguar was going to throttle

me.” She glanced at the townhouse. “One day, you’ll find his wife strangled in there.

Or his mistress.” She turned back to him. “If he claims a burglary gone wrong, don’t

believe it.”

“I won’t.” Archer wrote down the address she’d indicated.

“Well, I’m grateful you happened to be driving along.” Gabriella guessed she was a

little more nimble than Mr. Jaguar, but he had been pretty motivated. It was a toss up

if she would have gotten away.



Archer’s ears turned pink, and Gabriella wondered how a hard-nosed detective could

be so embarrassed by a simple expression of gratitude.

“I was driving back to the crime scene,” he said. “I’m glad I came along when I did.”

“Well, thanks again.” Gabriella glanced down the road, saw at least two other cars

that were parked on the double yellows. “How’s the case going?”

Archer made a face. “As well as it can. If you can think of anything else, please get in

touch.”

She nodded. “I really have told you everything I remember, though.”

“Look, I’m going on to Clematis, would you like a lift?”

She shook her head, pointed down the street. “I’ve still got cars to ticket here.”

He pocketed his pad and pen and walked back to the Wolseley. “Have a good day,

Miss Farnsworth.”

She waited for him to start the car, reverse back into the street, and drive away,

waving as he headed toward Clematis Lane.
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Taking this street was a strange route from Victorian Embankment to Clematis, but

perhaps he’d been coming from a different direction. Whatever the reason, she really

was grateful.

She made sure her cap was still in place after her encounter. Then she turned toward

the two cars parked further down the street on the double yellows and got on with her

job.

chaptersix

She didn’t knowif she kept seeing bottle green jaguars because she had had a run-in

with one, but she thought she glimpsed one at least three times over the rest of her

shift. She had gone so far as to check the registration number in her ticket book so she

could know for sure if it was the same one next time she saw it.

Mr. Jaguar probably lived somewhere close to her route, though, and it was logical

she’d spot him around. It didn’t necessarily mean anything, although she didn’t think

he’d cry if he ran her down.

She thought about it as she returned to the Traffic Warden Centre and came to the

conclusion Mr. Jaguar wouldn’t have anything to gain from following her.

The ticket was written, and there was a witness, a police detective no less. Anything

he did to her would only make things worse for himself, not better.

But he had not seemed very logical or reasonable to her.



Maybe he was a man fueled by spite.

The thought of it made her shiver, and as she pushed her way into the center through

the big wooden doors, she decided she would take extra care that no one followed her

home.

Liz was in the change room, getting out of her uniform, and Gabriella joined her,

carefully hanging her skirt and blazer up, and then slipping into something altogether

cooler and more comfortable.

“If someone can’t pay their fine, can they work out a payment plan?” she asked.

Liz glanced at her, then went back to brushing her long blonde hair. “No idea. Why?”

“I told someone today they could, as a way to get them to back down.”

“They were saying they couldn’t pay?” She lifted both eyebrows.

“No, but his reaction was so extreme, I said it to make him embarrassed at how much

of a fuss he was making. He was driving a great big jag, coming out of one of those

fancy townhouses on the edge of Chelsea.”

“You wanted him to back down by suggesting he was objecting because he couldn’t

afford it?” Liz hummed. “Not a bad ploy. But be careful who you use it on. Some

might take even more offense at that.”

Gabriella lifted her shoulders. “I had to do something. And even so, he came at me,

hands out to throttle me.”

“Really?” Liz put her brush down, and turned to give Gabriella her full attention.

“What did you do?”



“I was going to run, but the detective that’s dealing with that dead man I found, he

was coming past, and he ran his lights and siren. Stopped the attack dead.”

“He a looker, this copper?”

Gabriella grinned at Liz. “He’s a looker.”

“Ooh. Asked you out, has he?”

She laughed again. “No. I’m a witness in his case.” She slipped on her espadrilles and

stood, pulled her hair out of its bun and massaged her scalp in relief. “I’m off. I’m

taking my neighbor to his club for dinner tonight.”

“Ishea looker?” Liz asked.

“He was, fifty years ago.” Gabriella lifted her bag over her head, setting it across her

chest. “And he’s still charming.”

“Aren’t you the one with the hot night life?” Liz zipped up her platform boots,

wiggled her legs. “I’m just going to Dance-A-Go-Go tonight.”

“Have fun.” Gabriella gave her a wave and left her applying more mascara.

She took the back entrance, which she’d never done before, but the green jaguars had

spooked her a bit. She made her way through back alleys and narrow lanes to get to

the other side of Kensington Gardens.

She wasn’t familiar with the buses on this side, but she decided to treat it as an

opportunity, rather than an inconvenience.
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She was pleasantly surprised to find the bus was a little quicker than her usual one,

dropping her in a parallel street to her usual stop. She got home around the same time

as usual, and washed up and was ready to knock on Mr. Rodney’s door at six on the

dot.

“Ms. Gabby.” He pulled the door open as if he’d been waiting just in the hallway.

“Ready to rumba?” She admired his carefully pressed suit and the jaunty angle of his

hat.

“Not at my age.” He held out an arm, and she slipped her own through his. “But I

hope you are.”

She helped him down the stairs, and they took the walk to the club slowly.

It was a small building that had been painted with beautiful murals depicting Trinidad

and Tobago, and the sound of calypso met them before they stepped through the door.

The musicians were up on a stage, and women worked at the tables set along the far

wall, getting the supper ready.

A small desk was placed near the door, behind which sat a thin, young man who Mr.

Rodney greeted as Jerome.

“Solomon here yet?” Mr. Rodney asked Jerome as he wrote his name in the book.

Gabriella handed over her supper fee and looked around the room.



A lot of the usuals were here, as well as a small group of white boys in the corner,

shooting looks at everyone and whispering to themselves.

“Dopeheads,” Mr. Rodney said. “Or that’s what they want to be. Thinking the

Calypso Club is the place to score some dope.”

He sat down, angry and upset.

Gabriella shot the boys a dirty look and sat so that she blocked Mr. Rodney’s view of

them. “They’ll learn their lesson.”

Solomon would not like these boys pointing anyone in the direction of the Calypso

Club. It was where the elders of the community came for companionship and to keep

the ties of family strong.

Solomon was probably a strongman on the streets, but here, he was protective and

patient, generous and thoughtful.

She’d seen it in the Italian Clubs in Melbourne where she’d grown up. Men who ran

smuggling operations from the old country to the new, who would cut a stranger on

the street but protect their own with their lives.

A flurry from the back, where the small, old-fashion kitchen was situated, had her

turning her head.

Solomon stepped out, a friend on either side of him. He approached the table with the

white boys, greeting them with friendly handshakes. Gabriella twisted in her chair,

saw him lean down to talk softly to one of the boys.

She saw the boy’s face freeze, and then he swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. He

rose to his feet, his gaze going to his mates, and he jerked his head, to get them to



stand up.

Solomon’s smile never slipped. He kept hold of the boy’s hand, as if he’d forgotten

he still had it clasped in his own. When he eventually let it go, the boy flexed it, and

they left, amid jocular shoulder slaps and friendly goodbyes from Solomon and his

friends.

Gabriella turned back to Mr. Rodney, saw his nod of approval.

“Now we can relax,” he said. He got to his feet as Solomon came up to them.

“Uncle Eric.” Solomon held out both arms and enveloped his uncle in a hug. “And

Gabby. How are things at?”

“Doing fine, Solomon.” She’d felt herself relax as she’d walked with Mr. Rodney to

the club. There hadn’t been a green jag in sight.

“Good, good. I have to make it a quick one tonight. I’ve got to work.”

“Overtime pay?” Mr. Rodney asked.

Solomon nodded. “We’ll make good money tonight.”

Gabriella heard the laughter in his voice and glanced at him, saw him looking at her.

It was a thoughtful look, nothing she would call alarming.

She tipped her head at him in response, and he went off to get them each a plate of

food before he left.
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They had just started eating when a young woman swung into the chair beside

Gabriella.

“You doin’ all right, Mr. Rodney?” The woman leaned forward on her elbows.

“I am, Catherine. Have you met my neighbor, Gabriella?”

Catherine turned to look at her, and Gabriella wondered if she had ever seen anyone

as beautiful as this woman.

“Very pleased to meet you.” Gabriella extended her hand.

Catherine gave her hand a firm shake, her eyes watchful. “You got your sights set on

my Solomon?”

Mr. Rodney made a sound of surprise, but Gabriella ignored him. She shook her

head. “I don’t.”

“True?”

“True,” Gabriella confirmed.

“Well then, very pleased to meet you, too, Gabriella. Have a good evening.” She

slipped out of her chair—wide, colorful skirt swirling around her knees—and

disappeared into the crowd.

“That girl.” Mr. Rodney shook his head. “Her mother was a tear-away, just like her,



back in Trinidad.”

“She’s very beautiful. And she knows what she wants.” That was probably a very

good thing if she had picked Solomon for her own. He would need a strong

personality to stand up to him.

After dinner, when the two of them were walking home, Mr. Rodney told her stories

about some of the regulars at the club she had danced with after dinner. Men who

were in their sixties, who’d served in the war or had come over from the Caribbean

after the war to find a better life.

She noticed none of the younger men had stayed after their meal, all slipping out in

ones and twos.

All hands on deck, indeed.

Gabriella wondered what they were up to, but guessed she would never know.

They reached the house just after nine, and Gabriella could see Mr. Rodney was tired.

She walked him up, settling him in with a cup of tea, and then remembered she’d

forgotten to check the late post.

Mr. Higgins, who lived on the ground floor, was in the hallway doing the same as she

skipped down the stairs.

The look he gave her was unfriendly as he tossed letters into the pile on the table,

holding a few in his hands. “I saw you come back with Mr. Rodney.”

Gabriella didn’t like the way he said it, as if he was accusing her of something.

“Yes.” Her answer came out short.



“Maybe you Australians don’t have a care for your reputations, but here in England,

it matters.” Mr. Higgins clutched his letters to his chest, and his hands were shaking.

Gabriella didn’t know if it was with rage or nerves at the confrontation.

A confrontation created by him, and him alone.

“What do you mean, my reputation?”

“Not that I mind his sort, but others do,” Mr. Higgins said. “Have a care for yourself,

missy.” With that, he darted down the short passage and into his flat.

She stared after him, eyes narrowed, feeling grim.

“Limey bastard.” She said it softly, but she could hear the venom in her own voice.

“Racist limey bastard.”

“What was that about?” Solomon seemed to coalesce out of the darkness, and

Gabriella only just suppressed a shriek of surprise.

She clutched at her throat and he winked at her in reassurance.
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“Where did you come from?” She didn’t like how breathless she sounded.

“Back door,” Solomon said. “Uncle Eric gave me a key to the garden entrance that

lets out in the alley.” He tossed the key in the air, caught it with a flourish. “Now,

what was that about?”

His voice was steady, calm, but Gabriella could see his eyes were hard again.

Impenetrable.

“Mr. Higgins is a bitter, unpleasant old man,” she said. “He isn’t a patch on your

uncle, and he knows it.”

Solomon inclined his head. “He’s on the ground floor?”

“Yes, he’s got the only ground floor flat, with a little garden on the side.”

She walked toward the stairs, waited with her foot on the first one, expecting

Solomon to join her. “You coming up?”

He shook his head. “Just remembered, I’ve got things to do.” He gave a wave and

disappeared back into the shadows, and she heard the back door open and close

softly. It led into a small courtyard with a shared washing line and a few pots of

rhododendrons, then out through a high wooden door into the back alley. Which

would be a handy way to come and go without being seen.

As she climbed the two flights of stairs to her bedsit, she gnawed at her lip.



Mr. Higgins had chosen the wrong moment, and the wrong man, to vent his bigotry

on.

Solomon would not let it lie.

chapterseven

“The killing blowwas this stab wound to the chest.” Dr. Jandicott pulled back the

sheet over the victim and showed James the neat incision. “Nicked an artery and he

bled out internally. The cut to the scalp bled a lot, but it wasn’t fatal.”

“You have a name for him yet, Archer?” Detective Inspector Whetford asked. “When

was he found? Tuesday? It’s already Thursday.”

James shook his head, wondering why Whetford had insisted on attending the post

mortem. He’d had no interest in the case until now. “I’ve got an appointment later to

look into the paperwork for the company that owns the car he was found in, but

there’s been no missing person report come in fitting his description. We might have

to go to the press with it.”

Whetford grimaced. “All right. Try the other avenues first, then talk to the media

liaison officer about a press release. Maybe use the police artist to draw a picture of

him, rather than put the lad’s post mortem picture out.”

“Yes, sir.” James agreed with that.

“And the murder weapon? Did you find that, at least?”

“Under the car seat,” James said. “A stiletto knife, which Dr. Jandicott confirms fits

the wound.”



“That’s right.” Jandicott pulled the sheet back up. “Perfect match.”

“Any dabs on the handle?” Whetford asked.

“Wiped clean.” James hadn’t expected anything else.

“I had his blood tested for alcohol or drugs.” Jandicott picked up a clipboard with

some notes attached. “He’d had a pint earlier in the evening of his death, but

otherwise, nothing. He’d had fish and chips for his dinner.”

“Like half of London, then,” Whetford said. “A pint down the pub, then a fish

supper.”

“That’s about the size of it, sir.” James knew the longer this languished, the harder it

would be to solve. “If that’s all of it, Doctor, I’ll be off to check the company

records.”

He walked out with Whetford.

“You good to keep going with this on your own?” Whetford paused at the top of the

stairs and drew out a cigarette.

James shook his head as Whetford offered him one. “That’s fine, sir.”

“Good. I’m still involved in this other thing. If you need a few more hands, let me

know and I’ll see if there are any constables available for the leg work.” He blew out

a stream of smoke and strode off.

James watched him go.
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His guv’nor wore a very nice light summer suit, and the car he slid into was the same

type of jaguar driven by the man who tried to assault Gabriella Farnsworth the day

before, except Whetford’s was maroon.

He was on the take.

James had worked it out with a slow dawning of awareness over the last ten months,

since he’d joined the Met.

He’d come in from Cardiff, not totally green when it came to corruption, but hopeful

that the Met was more clean than dirty.

Maybe it was, but Whetford wasn’t.

There was no other ‘matter’.

James had looked into what his boss was working on. Found it was nothing.

Just as there hadn’t been a string of other ‘matters’ Whetford had used as an excuse

for not being actively involved in the cases that landed on James’s desk.

James didn’t know who Whetford was getting his money from, or what he did day to

day to earn it, but it wasn’t policing. Or not much, anyway.

No wonder he’d been so eager to have a newly minted detective sergeant from Wales.

It was handy to have someone who hadn’t come up through the ranks in the Met

itself. Who didn’t know how things worked.



But James was a quick study. He’d started collecting evidence on his boss from the

first day it had dawned on him he didn’t have a lazy superior, but a corrupt one.

There was no doubt in his mind that if Whetford was ever caught, he’d point the

finger at his new sergeant, the outsider, faster than you could say Jack Robinson.

At least this current case didn’t overlap with any of the criminals Whetford spent his

time protecting, or James wouldn’t have control of it.

And even Whetford needed a few wins, a few closed cases, to stop the slow and half-

blind eye of the Met’s anti-corruption arm from looking his way.

Whetford would not actively give him any help, but he wouldn’t obstruct him, either.

That was the best he could hope for.

As James ran down the steps and headed for his Wolseley, it pained him how low the

bar had been set.

chaptereight

There wasanother car parked in the loading zone outside the gallery. A powder blue

Ford Prefect.

Gabriella approached it with sinking dread and stopped a car’s length away, giving it

a good look before she approached.

There was no one inside.

She expelled a breath, feeling a little queasy in her stomach. She took out a notepad

to write down the time, in case it was still here when she came back, and had just

started to put pen to paper when the door to the gallery burst open.



“I say, don’t write a ticket. They’re just here unloading some paintings for me.” The

man who called out was smartly dressed in a suit, his hair thinning slightly on top, his

mouth curving down in temper.

Gabriella lifted her pencil. “This vehicle is delivering goods to your business?”

“Yes, yes! The driver’s just stacking them in the back. I came out to get the last few

from the boot.” Impatience and condescension saturated his tone. He was tall and had

the thin, aquiline features she associated with the upper class.

Gabriella had begun to get a real feel for reading people over the last month she’d

worked as a traffic warden, and she reckoned this one would have liked to hit her.

Instead, he opened the boot of the car and took out two wrapped canvases.

“You don’t need to hover,” he said as he slammed the boot shut. “There’s no rules

been broken here.”

Gabriella gave a nod and moved along, wondering at the vitriol. He seemed strangely

panicked at her presence and desperate to move her along.

She continued down the street, issuing a few FPNs to cars parked on double yellows,

and then worked her way up the other side of the lane.

She was approaching a white van when she noticed the car outside the gallery was

still parked in the loading zone.
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She checked her watch. It had been over twenty minutes since her encounter with the

owner. He was back outside, standing beside the car, and another man was standing

with him, dressed in drab work clothes, with a beret on his head.

They were talking in low voices. A few doors up from where they stood, three girls

came out of The Cat’s Meow, laughing together, one holding a shopping bag. A shop

girl followed them out, watching them for a moment before she turned and walked

toward the two men.

She looked angry.

The gallery owner caught sight of her bearing down on them.

“Patty.” It wasn’t a greeting so much as a warning.

It had an effect.

Patty adjusted her stride, making it less vigorous, and when she reached them, her

voice was low.

Gabriella would guess she hadn’t planned on being quiet initially.

It was surprising more because Patty clearly felt entitled to give the gallery owner a

piece of her mind.

Even in Australia there was a discernible class structure, but she’d found it was far

more obvious in England. Her beat was the affluent boroughs of Chelsea and



Kensington, and toffee-nosed prats tried to put her in her place on a daily basis.

The gallery owner was clearly educated at a public school and came from money.

Gabriella guessed Patty came from a very different world, yet here they were—on

first name terms, and even with the warning to keep things quiet, Patty stood toe to

toe with him.

They spoke for a few moments.

“No!” Patty’s voice at last lifted up to an audible level.

At her exclamation, the gallery owner glanced around, and the man in the beret took

Patty’s hand, murmuring to her. He looked over her shoulder, said something, and

she glanced back.

There were two women approaching, and Gabriella guessed he was telling her she

had customers.

With a tight nod, Patty extracted herself and disappeared back into her shop.

The men stepped even closer to each other, heads bent together.

The butt of a cigarette flew out of the passenger side window of the van Gabriella

was standing behind, and a man inside cleared his throat softly. Gabriella took a step

back as the van started up.

Since she’d last looked across the road, the man in the beret had gotten into the car

and was driving off.

The van did a tight u-turn and drove after it.



Gabriella watched it go, wondering if it was following the car or simply a

coincidence that it left at the same time.

She glanced over at the gallery again and found herself looking straight at the owner.

He was watching her from the other side of the street, staring at her with an intensity

that lifted the hairs on her arms and the back of her neck

Then he turned away, walked into the gallery, and shut the door.

* * *

When she got home, she saw a removal van parked outside, and furniture being

packed inside.

“Who’s moving?” she asked one of the men carrying a rolled-up carpet over his

shoulder. He was a small man, with a cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth.

He looked as if he should be bent under the strain. He gave her a cheeky wink as he

slung his burden into the back of the van.

“Geezer on the ground floor.”

“Mr. Higgins?” She hadn’t realized he was moving.

She went in, got her and Mr. Rodney’s post, and walked up the stairs. Mr. Rodney

was waiting for her at the top. He looked a little jumpy.

“Mr. Higgins is moving out,” he said.
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“I saw the movers downstairs,” Gabriella said. “I didn’t even know he was going.”

“Me, either. But Solomon’s arranged for me to have his flat.” Mr. Rodney’s hands

twisted around each other.

“That’s . . .” Gabriella found herself speechless for a moment. “That makes sense,

Mr. Rodney. I’ll be sorry not to have you opposite me, but you’ll be far more able to

go about if you don’t have to take the stairs, and you’ll have that sweet little garden

out the back.”

“Do you think so?”

“I do. Solomon must have spoken to Mr. Higgins about it in advance and kept it as a

surprise.” And she had a good guess as to when that had happened.

“That lad.” Mr. Rodney shook his head. “He does so much for me.”

“No more than you deserve.” Gabriella handed him his post. “I suppose I won’t need

to get your letters brought up anymore. You let me know when you’re moving your

things down, and I’ll give Solomon a hand.”

“Gabriella.” Solomon appeared at the top of the stairs, and Gabriella realized she

hadn’t heard him walking up. He said her name in four syllables, and there was a

warning in his voice.

“Solomon.” Gabriella repeated the cadence. “What a lovely surprise for your uncle.”



“He shouldn’t have to go up and down stairs at his age, eh?” Solomon smiled his

delightful smile. “Want to come down and see the flat? Mr. Higgins is out now, and

gone.”

“I would.” She was always nosey about looking through other people’s houses and

flats.

She followed the men down, and when they entered Mr. Higgin’s old place, she

noticed Mr. Rodney went straight through to the lounge and out the double doors into

the garden.

“This is a good thing,” Gabriella said, voice low. “But how did you manage it?”

“I found a new place for Mr. Higgins.” Solomon said. “Persuaded him he would be

happier elsewhere.” He paused. “And that stays between ourselves, Gabby.”

She mimed buttoning her lips, and he laughed softly.

She wondered how he’d managed to pull this off in three days, but if money talked,

money and muscle probably talked even louder.

Then she wandered into the kitchen, and came to a stop in the doorway, mouth agape.

“Quite something, isn’t it?” Solomon came to stand directly behind her. “This was

the original kitchen of the house, back when it used to be a posh Victorian home to a

rich industrialist.”

“The bread I could make in that,” Gabriella said, eyeing the oven.

“Bread?” Solomon asked.



She moved into the room and crouched in front of the oven, opening it up to have a

look inside.

She would give Mr. Higgins points for keeping it spotless.

“My mother is a baker. I’ve nursed my sourdough starter all the way from

Melbourne. It got a good workout on the ship coming across to London, because I

worked as the bread maker in the ship’s kitchens in lieu of my fare, but all I’ve done

is feed it since I’ve been here, due to lack of an oven.”

“I’m sure my uncle would enjoy a fresh-baked loaf. Why don’t you do a deal with

him? Use of the oven in exchange for some of the bread.”

“I’ll take that deal,” Mr. Rodney said, stepping in behind them. “I wouldn’t know

what to do with an oven like that.”

“I do,” Gabriella said. She rose to her feet. “Let me know if I can help with the move,

but right now I have to get ready.”

“Going out for a Friday night on the town, Gabby?” Solomon asked.

“My friend Liz persuaded me to go to Dance-a-Go-Go.” In fact, she had insisted. And

given what she’d dealt with in the last week, Gabriella had decided a night out might

just take her mind off everything else.

Solomon gave a slow nod. “Well, mind how you go.”

As she ran up the stairs, Gabriella realized she spent more time than she should trying

to analyze what Solomon really meant when he spoke.
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Or maybe she didn’t spend enough.

chapternine

There wasa small crowd gathered near the entrance to Dance-A-Go-Go, but they

were smoking, not waiting in line.

Liz stood to one side, sucking on a cigarette, and she gave Gabriella a wave as she

approached. “You look smashing.”

“So do you.” Gabriella took in the short blue satin dress and white knee-high boots

Liz was wearing. She felt a pale shadow in comparison, in her dark green drop-

waisted dress with its prim white collar.

“Come on, then.” Liz hooked her arm through Gabriella’s and pulled her toward the

door.

Once they were through, Gabriella saw a counter where people could leave their

coats, although on such a warm evening, she hadn’t needed one.

Two bouncers stood near the door, and one turned to her as they entered.

She recognized him immediately as one of Solomon’s friends from the Calypso Club.

Melvin.

He was wearing a maroon suit with the arms and chest stretched tight over his

muscles—by far the most formal she had ever seen him dressed. He gave her a nod,



and she nodded back.

His partner—who looked like a former boxer, complete with crooked nose and

scarring on his cheeks—noticed the exchange. He bent closer to Melvin, and they

exchanged a quick word. The boxer ran a hand over his dirty blond hair, which lay

slick against his skull, flicked her a quick look, and then turned to the next person

who came in.

She and Liz reached the edge of the dance floor. There was a crowd, all dancing, and

Gabriella had to admit the sight of it cheered her up.

“I love this song!” Oblivious to the little exchange between the bouncers, Liz dragged

her deeper into the room, where the buzz of conversation was drowned out by the

sound of Lesley Gore singing she would cry if she wanted to.

Liz went straight to the dance floor and flung herself into dancing.

Gabriella followed after her, taking the time to get the lay of the land. It was her first

time in the club, but Liz was a regular.

A few people called a hello to her friend, and she gave a cheerful greeting in return.

Her blond hair was in a jaunty pony tail on top of her head, and she made it swing

from side to side as she did the twist.

With a laugh, Gabriella hitched her handbag a little higher on her shoulder and joined

in. A few men wandered over, and Liz clearly knew them, making room for them to

dance.

Later, the two of them settled in to a small table near the bar, both sipping their

shandies.



“Some of the fellas are all right, aren’t they?” Liz said. “I like Luke, he’s the one in

the white trousers.”

Luke had danced with them a few times through the evening, but Gabriella thought

he was less interested in Liz than she was in him.

“Ooh. I like that girl’s dress.” Liz nodded over to the bar, and Gabriella turned in her

chair to look.

It was the shop girl from The Cat’s Meow. Patty, the gallery owner had called her.

She was wearing one of the gorgeous dresses that Gabriella had admired in the

window—a white sleeveless dress with a black stripe down the front and another

across the hips.

“It’s from a boutique on my rounds,” Gabriella said. “I’ve admired it a few times on

my way past.” She watched Patty order a drink and then sip it while she stood near

the bar, facing the dance floor.

She looked as if she was waiting for someone, or looking for them in the crowd,

brushing off a few men who sidled up to her, asking her to dance.

Her strawberry blonde hair was cut short and curled up around her ears, and her

earrings dangled almost to her shoulders, balls of alternating black and white.

She turned suddenly, and Gabriella saw a man had come up behind her. It was hard to

get a good look at him in the dodgy lighting of the club, but she thought he looked

like the driver who’d been parked in the gallery loading zone, delivering paintings.

They disappeared off together.

Gabriella finished her shandy and allowed Liz to persuade her to dance some more,



but as the night had gone on, she had the sense some of the dancers around her were

less and less inhibited. The mood had turned strange. Not violent, but frenetic.

She realized she was done.

The club was stuffy, the music over-loud, and the crowd had swelled considerably,

making it hard to dance.
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“I’m heading home, Liz. Do you want to walk with me to the bus?”

Liz hesitated, her gaze going to Luke, who was dancing to Gerry and the Pacemakers.

He caught sight of her watching and crooked his finger.

Liz gulped a quick breath. “I’ll stay a little longer. You sure you don’t want to dance

some more?”

Gabriella shook her head. “I’m done in. It’s been a week. I’ll see you Monday?”

Liz waved in answer, dancing her way over to Luke, who watched her with what

Gabriella thought were calculating eyes.

She let it go.

Liz was a year older than she was, and knew her own mind.

She headed for the door, having to push through the crowd in the middle of the room,

but things were less of a crush near the entrance.

When she stepped out she saw Melvin and his boxer friend had moved outside and

were doing some crowd control—only letting a few in at a time.

She gave a quick smile as she squeezed past him but didn’t speak to him as he clearly

had his hands full. Still, he found the time to lift a hand in goodbye.

She broke free of the crush and came to a stop a little way down the street, drawing in



a big lungful of cool air. The perspiration she’d worked up inside chilled on her skin

and she shivered.

She got her bearings, and wondered which bus would be more reliable at this time of

night. The sound of a voice made her glance right, and under the street light up ahead,

she saw Patty standing on the pavement, stooping slightly to talk to someone through

the open window of a white van.

Her expression was serious, and she suddenly stepped back with a nod, opened the

door, and got in.

Almost immediately, the van pulled off, driving slowly toward Gabriella.

She tried to see the driver as they passed, but Patty had wound up her window by the

time they reached her, and the reflection of the streetlight obscured whoever was

inside—Patty and the driver both.

It made Gabriella uneasy.

She couldn’t say for sure if it was the same van she’d seen outside the gallery earlier.

It certainly looked very similar.

Even if it had been the same van, there wasn’t necessarily anything sinister about

Patty accepting a lift. Still, she followed after it, aware it would most likely be long

gone by the time she reached the main road.

She saw no sign of it when she reached the bus stop, although just as the bus pulled

up she thought she caught sight of a jaguar driving toward Kensington. The light was

bad, though, and it could have been black or dark blue just as easily as bottle green,

and when she caught a glimpse of the number plate, it didn’t match the one she was

worried about.



She sat up front near the driver, avoiding the giggling lads in the back. They seemed

to have been drinking, despite the fact that they couldn’t have been more than sixteen.

She let herself into the house just after midnight, and when she reached the top floor,

she stopped in astonishment at the sight of Mr. Rodney’s door standing open.

“Wotcha.” A man leaned out into the hall, and then stopped short, his eyes wide in

surprise.

“Jerome?” Gabriella recognized him from the Calypso Club.

“Gabriella, is it?” He inclined his head. “I’m your new neighbor, looks like.”

“You’ve already moved in?” She glanced past him into the flat, which looked very

sparsely furnished. “Has Mr. Rodney moved already?”

“Solomon got the lads round, and we did it inna couple o’ hours,” Jerome said.

“Quick as you like.”

“Well, welcome to Rose Court,” Gabriella said. “Have a good evening.” She

unlocked her door, and sensing he was still watching her, turned back to him.

He was studying her closely. “Have a good evening yourself,” he said at last, stepped

back, and closed his door.

She would miss Mr. Rodney being right opposite. He had been the first friend she’d

made in London after she’d arrived off the ship from Melbourne.

A laugh came through the door, and she realized Jerome wasn’t alone. He must have

friends helping him move his furniture around.
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She stepped through her own door and realized things might not be so quiet on the

top floor any more.

chapterten

The weather had turned.

Sunday had been cool, although still sunny and bright, but it started raining as

Monday dawned.

Gabriella made her way to her patch with a black umbrella over her head, shivering at

the sudden change in temperature, and for once wishing she didn’t have the early

shift.

Liz didn’t look like she minded, though.

She’d given Gabriella a cheerful wave and swung off to Chelsea with a spring in her

step.

The dark sky made it seem even earlier than it was, and gusts of wind kept catching

Gabriella’s umbrella and trying to rip it out of her hands.

She walked past the townhouse Mr. Jaguar had come out of with a wary eye, keeping

a watch for his car, but there was no sign of a bottle green jag. There were plenty of

cars illegally parked, though. The rain did that, Liz told her this morning at the

meeting. People took chances to park closer to where they needed to be.



She moved down the street, sticking FPNs on windscreens as she went, then turned

into Clematis Lane. The loading zone outside the gallery was empty, and it was

telling how relieved she felt at the sight.

The narrow alleyways she passed no longer stank like they had last week in the heat,

but she heard rats fighting with each other down one of them and stopped to have a

closer look.

A bare foot stuck out from behind the bins, its shoe a little way away.

Gabriella stood still, focused on the sling-back, with its black heel and white front.

The shoe Patty had been wearing at Dance-A-Go-Go on Saturday night.

Gabriella forced herself to walk into the narrow alley, which lay between the gift

shop which shared a wall with the gallery on the left, and The Cat’s Meow, where

Patty worked.

She pressed up against the wall on the other side of the bins and took careful

sideways steps until she could see around them.

Patty lay half-propped up against the wall.

One leg was bent at the knee, the other stretched out, its foot the one she’d noticed

sticking out from behind the metal bins stacked along the gift shop wall. She was still

wearing her smart black and white dress, but blood soaked down the side of it,

pooling below her body.

The rain had formed puddles, and the blood had swirled and seeped into them, so it

seemed to Gabriella that she was lying in an ocean of blood.



The rats had run as she’d approached, but she could see bite marks on Patty’s hands,

and she suddenly felt lightheaded. For a terrible moment she thought she was going

to throw up.

She staggered away, moving back to the street and leaning against the corner, head

bowed, waiting for the dizziness to recede. She had lowered her umbrella to her side

without realizing it, and rain hammered her head, running in rivulets from her hair,

under her collar, and down her back.

Finally she got a hold of herself and stumbled toward Gennaro’s, hoping the old man

would be there early like he had been last Wednesday.

The door was closed, probably because of the weather, but when she knocked, she

heard him shuffling through to the door. He paused, looking through the patterned

glass to see who it was, and then pulled it open.

She almost fell in, and he moved back.

“What is it?” he asked in Italian. “Not another one?”

“Yes.”

As she said it, he swore, throwing up his hands in shock as she stood, water dripping

off her to pool around her sturdy black shoes.

“I must phone the sergeant.”

“I have his card.” Gennaro went behind a wooden podium from where she guessed he

greeted his customers. He pulled out a small card and handed it to her. “The

telephone is in my office.”



She followed him, pushing her hair out of her eyes, and when he offered her a chair,

she almost fell into it as her knees gave way.
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“I call for you,” he said.

She shook her head. “I’ll do it.”

He nodded, but dialed for her, at least, and then held the receiver out when Scotland

Yard got Detective Sergeant Archer on the line.

“Yes?”

“It’s Gabriella Farnsworth.” She paused, suddenly at a loss, wondering what to say.

“You have information?” he asked.

“There’s another body.” The words burst out of her. “The girl from the clothing

boutique near the gallery, Patty. I think . . .” She swallowed. “I think she might have

been there since Saturday night.”

“I’ll be right there. Where are you calling from? The gallery?”

“Gennaro’s.”

“Stay there,” he said. “Don’t move.”

She was happy to obey that order.

Gennaro had stayed with her as she’d spoken, but as she set the receiver down he

disappeared and she heard the grinding of beans, the whoosh of steam, and then



smelled the aroma of espresso.

Her hand shook as she took the cup he presented to her, and her teeth bumped against

the rim with a click.

She sipped slowly, still remembering how close she’d come to throwing up.

“Patty is the one you found? Where is she?” Gennaro sat on the corner of his desk,

and seemed to transform from the barrel-chested café owner into someone more

dangerous.

“In the alley between the gift shop and the boutique. I only found her because I heard

the rats fighting . . .” She had to put the cup down or spill her coffee. She looked up at

Gennaro. “The rats were fighting over her body.”

He swore again, and walked toward the door. “Should I go stand by her? To stop the

rats?”

Gabriella nodded. “Please.”

With a nod he snatched up her dripping umbrella, which she hadn’t even remembered

putting down, and strode out.

She slowly drank the rest of her coffee, then forced herself to move out of the office

to the front door to wait for DS Archer. She walked slowly, stiff with cold and shock,

and sank into a chair near the entrance. She jumped in shock at the rap of knuckles on

the glass of the door, and then fumbled to open up.

DS Archer stared at her for a moment. “Where is Gennaro?”

“Guarding the body.” She lifted a trembling hand, tucked a lock of hair behind her



ear. “I found her because I heard the rats . . .”

He took a step back. “Wait here.”

He disappeared, and a few minutes later, Gennaro returned. He shook out her

umbrella, set it in the stand near the door, and clicked his tongue.

“Bad sight,” he said. “Very bad sight.”

She nodded. “Are the bobbies there, too?”

“The big ones in uniform? They are there.” He patted her shoulder. “You want more

coffee?”

She shook her head. “Thank you, but no.”

With a grunt of acceptance, he moved off, and she heard him moving around in his

office and then the kitchen.

The café door opened, and DS Archer stepped in. He pulled up a chair and sat

opposite her.
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“What time did you find the body?”

“Two minutes before I phoned you.” She clenched her fists. “I was walking my route,

and heard rats fighting. I just looked down the alley to see what they were doing, and

I saw her shoe. Her . . . foot.”

She swallowed.

“You said you thought she’d been there since Saturday night? How could you know

that?”

Gabriella heard an edge to his voice, and looked up to meet his eyes. His suspicion

grounded her, strangely. Gave her the backbone she needed.

“Because I was at the same dance club as her on Saturday night. I didn’t speak to her

but I saw her leave. And she was wearing the same clothes she’s got on now.”

Archer leaned back in his chair in surprise. “Which club?”

“Dance-A-Go-Go. I left just after her, and I saw her accept a lift in a van just outside

the club.”

“Who was driving?” Archer asked.

She shook her head. “I didn’t see him. Or her.”

“What can you tell me about the van?” Archer leaned forward, intense and focused.



She hesitated. Wondered if she should say something about the incident in Clematis

Lane she’d witnessed earlier. “It was white. I don’t know the make, but if I was

shown some pictures, I might be able to point it out.”

Archer leaned back with an explosive exhale. “That’s not much to go on.”

That wasn’t her fault. She forced herself to her feet.

“You bothering the girl?”

She looked over, saw Gennaro standing in the doorway of his office. She wondered

how long he’d been there.

“Just questioning my witness.” Archer got to his feet, as well.

“I need to do my rounds.” Although it was the last thing she felt like.

Archer studied her. “You look like you’re about to collapse.”

That made her stiffen her spine a little more. “I’ll walk it off.”

She stepped around him, reached for her umbrella.

“Give me your home address, please, Miss Farnsworth. I might need to speak to you

later.”

She gave it to him reluctantly, something he picked up on, if the quirk of his lips was

anything to go by.

“Call me if you remember anything more.” He opened the door for her.



She stood just under the awning, then turned back to look past him to Gennaro.

“Grazie di tutto.”

She gave a small wave, and forced herself back out into the rain, lifting her umbrella

and fighting to open it in the wind.

This was going to be a hard day.

chaptereleven

James lookedafter Miss Farnsworth in surprise.

Her Italian had sounded completely fluent.
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He put her first name and her dark hair and eyes together suddenly. “She’s half-

Italian?” He swung toward Gennaro, who was also staring after her.

“Shesays she’s Australian. It is her mother who’s Italian.”

He sounded almost affronted.

“Sir.” Detective Constable Hartridge hailed him from the right, and James flicked up

the collar of his coat against the rain and stepped out from under the awning.

“Thank you again for your help, Mr. Moretti. Much appreciated.” He tipped his head

and strode back to Hartridge and the alley.

He’d brought Hartridge with him from the Yard to help at the scene. The young

detective was three years or so younger than he was, but almost painfully keen.

“The pathologist wants a word, sir.” Hartridge gestured in the direction of the

alleyway, and then fell into step beside James as he walked back to the scene.

“Was that the witness? The girl in the traffic warden uniform?”

“Miss Gabriella Farnsworth. She heard rats fighting over the body on her way past

the alley and looked in to see what was going on.”

“Oh, God.” The horror of the situation was clear in Hartridge’s voice, and James

liked him more for it.



“Quite.”

The pathologist was Dr. Jandicott again, which James was glad of.

“Likely the same killer?” he asked, stepping over a puddle tinged with blood.

“Same as the man in the car, you mean?” Jandicott asked. “Yes. Could be. Our killer

likes stiletto knives, so that’s a commonality, and there is the fact that the bodies were

found mere feet from each other.” He gave a slow nod. “Stab wound is in the same

general place, too. Though there wasn’t any other mark on her, not like that nasty

head cut we had on the other one.”

“He was bigger. More able to fight back, maybe?” James said. “This girl is five foot

two if she’s an inch.”

“Any sign of the weapon?” Jandicott asked.

James glanced over at Hartridge, who shook his head.

“Not yet. Maybe he has a limited supply. Decided to keep this one.”

James didn’t like the assumption implicit in that statement. “Keep it for next time,

you mean?”

There was a moment of silence.

“You think this is a madman?” Jandicott asked. “A homicidal maniac?”

James shook his head. “If you mean someone killing for the sake of killing, no. I

think there’s something going on in this street, and everyone who’s been killed so far

is mixed up in it.”



“Like what?” Hartridge asked.

“I don’t know.”

But he was going to find out.

* * *

“There were coppers all over Clematis Lane again,” Solomon said from behind her.

Gabriella had heard his cheerful call hello from the front door as he’d come in, and

she turned from the stove and gave a tight nod. “Another body.” She turned back and

lifted the lid off the roasting tin. “A young girl.”

Solomon blinked. “How’d she die?”

Gabriella lifted her shoulders, feeling unbelievably weary. “I don’t know.” She

carefully put the bread back in the oven, set the timer for thirty minutes, and leaned

back against the counter that ran next to the oven range.
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“You don’t look too good, Gabby. You don’t have to bake if you’re not feeling it.”

“No, I like making bread. I feel better now than when I got home.” She straightened,

realizing that was true. Making the bread had soothed her. “You want some tea? I

told Mr. Rodney I’d make some after I was done with the bread.”

“Sure, ’n’ all.” Solomon sent her a laughing look. “Melvin said he saw you at Dance-

A-Go-Go on Saturday.”

She nodded. “The girl who died, Patty, she was there the same night. I think she was

killed just after, because she was still in the same dress she was wearing when I saw

her in the club.”

Solomon had gone still. “What’d she look like, then?”

“Blonde. In a white dress with a black stripe down the front and across at the hips.”

“You told the coppers she was there?”

She nodded.

“I’ll just give Melvin the heads up. They’ll no doubt be round.” He turned to the

door.

“Solomon.” She didn’t know she was going to call him back so vehemently, but he

turned, eyes narrowed in surprise. “Please tell them to cooperate. I found her body.”

She drew in a shuddering breath. “She was lying in that alley for over a day. I found



her ’cause the rats were fighting over her. She deserves some justice.”

He hesitated. Gave a tiny nod. “I’ll tell Mel, but I don’t control the others. That’s not

my playground.”

She was grateful for anything he could do. She gave a nod. “I didn’t like the man who

was murdered in the car, though I didn’t think he deserved to die. But Patty . . .” She

shook her head. “Someone has to pay.”

“Don’t hang your hopes on the coppers,” Solomon said. “Believe me when I say they

can be bought.” He left with a friendly call out to his uncle, and Gabriella set about

making the tea.

She brought it out into the garden which Mr. Rodney had made almost his permanent

home since he’d moved in. The rain had eased off at lunch time, and the sun had

made an appearance since the early afternoon. There was a cast-iron table and two

chairs which Mr. Rodney had toweled off so they could sit, and she set down a pot

and two cups and saucers, then went back in for the milk and sugar.

The smell of fresh-baked bread wafted out with her as she returned.

“You’re happy,” she observed as she poured the tea.

“I never thought I’d have a patch o’ garden,” Mr. Rodney said. “And Mr. Higgins

took good care of it. Jerome says he’ll help me keep it up. I told him to be respectful

of you, Gabby. No loud noises or funny business in my old flat.”

The timer went in the kitchen, and Gabriella left to take the bread out. It was crisp

and golden brown. Perfect.

She stared down at it. She had spent every day churning out dozens of loaves onboard



the ship that she’d taken from Melbourne, but this was the first loaf she’d made since

she got to London.

It felt like a turning point.

She was settling in here, for as long as it took.

She had received a letter from her mother just the other day, begging her to come

home, to give up her search for her father.

But her mother and Gino wanted to marry, and there was no way they could until her

mother had a death certificate.

Her mother was sure her father had to be dead or he would have come back to her, or

at the least let her know where he was.

But the more Gabriella enquired, the more she had to face the possibility that her

father was not dead at all. That he had left Melbourne for London, and had simply

decided not to come back.

He’d gone over to help settle his father’s estate. That’s what he’d told her mother.

Whether that was really so, Gabriella had no way of knowing. But whatever the truth

of it, from what she had managed to find out so far, her father, under the name her

mother had known him, did not seem to exist.

Which—given she had her parents’ marriage certificate and her own birth certificate

with her to aid her in her search—was clearly impossible.

chaptertwelve

She had just got backto her room and was in her tiny kitchen, about to cut into the



half loaf she’d brought up from Mr. Rodney’s for her supper, when a knock came at

the door.

Thinking it was either Solomon or Jerome, she opened it without asking who was

there.
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Detective Sergeant Archer stood, hand raised to knock again.

“Oh.” Surprised, she took a step back.

“You were expecting someone else,” he said. She didn’t know why he sounded

disappointed.

“No. I have a new neighbor. I thought it was him, needing something. We’re the only

two on this floor.” She took another step back to give him room. “Come in.”

“Thank you.” Archer closed the door behind him and sniffed the air. “Fresh bread?”

“Just baked. Would you like a piece with strawberry jam? I was about to cut a slice.”

She lifted the bread knife. “And have some coffee? I make it on the stove because I

don’t have an espresso machine.”

He hesitated, then gave a nod. “I’d like that.” He took off his jacket, hanging it on

one the hooks behind the door, and she noticed him studying her little bedsit as she

added an extra teaspoon of coffee to the pot on the stove. He made no comment, but

she liked the way she had done up her space, and she wasn’t self-conscious about it.

She sliced the bread with the ease of long practice working in a bakery, and pushed

the butter and jam toward him.

He looked up in surprise when he bit in.

“Sourdough,” Gabriella said. “I was only able to make it because my old neighbor



moved down to the ground floor flat a few days ago and his place has the original

kitchen with a big oven.”

“You made this?” Archer held it in front of him, looking at it in surprise.

“My mother has a bakery in Melbourne. I worked there my whole life.”

He took another bite, and they sat for a while in silence, sipping strong coffee and

chewing bread.

“You hesitated while you were telling me about that van earlier. What did you leave

out?” Archer asked the question straight after he swallowed his last bite of bread.

He didn’t sound accusing, just curious, and she gave a slow nod.

“I only hesitated because I honestly can’t say for sure, but I might have seen the van

before. Outside the gallery.”

Archer set his coffee cup down and leaned forward. “When, exactly?”

She couldn’t help notice the way his biceps bunched under the white cotton of his

shirt as he rested his elbows on her table. The impression she’d had the first time

she’d met him, of a man capable of hard physical labor, struck her again.

“Saturday morning. I work a half day.”

“Go on.”

“I had a little set-to with the gallery owner.”

“Devenish?” Archer asked.



“Is that his name? There was a car parked in the loading zone, and I . . .” She felt like

an idiot saying it, but forced herself to forge on. “I was afraid, walking up to it. But it

was empty, and so I noted down the time, because they’re only allowed to park there

for thirty minutes. Devenish came boiling out of the gallery, thinking I was writing a

ticket. He said the driver was there dropping off paintings, and he took a couple of

canvases out of the boot himself. He was rude.”

“You thought that was strange?” Archer said.

“I thought it odd that he took such offense, but then just the sight of my uniform

seems to bring out some people’s temper.” She shrugged. “So I kept on down the

street, then came back up the other side. The car was still there, and Devenish and

another man were standing beside it, talking quietly. I stopped behind a white van and

checked the time, although I didn’t really notice the van.”

“Was the car there more than thirty minutes?” Archer asked.

She nodded. “Almost. But I guessed the man talking to Devenish was the driver and

about to go, so I wasn’t going to issue a fine. But while they stood there, talking,

Patty came out of her shop and she looked pretty steamed. She stormed toward

Devenish, like she was about to have a go at him, and he called out her name, like he

was warning her to be careful what she said in public.”

Archer leaned back, the look on his face thoughtful as he sipped his coffee. “Did it

stop her?”

Gabriella nodded. “She slowed down, and when she got to him and the other bloke, I

couldn’t hear what was being said.”

“Nothing at all?”



Page 26

Source Creation Date: July 2, 2025, 9:44 am

“She said ‘no’ loud enough to be heard at the end.”

“What did Devenish do about that?” Archer asked.

“He looked around nervously, but the other man took her hand and said something to

her. I think he was telling her she had more customers, because she turned and then

went back into her shop.”

“So he took charge of the situation? The delivery man?” Archer’s surprise was clear.

Gabriella nodded. “It felt like there was something going on between them. And I

thought I saw him with her at Dance-A-Go-Go. She looked as if she was waiting for

someone, and then a man came up behind her and they disappeared into the crowd. It

was hard to see for sure, but I thought it was the delivery driver.”

“You think he could have been driving the white van?” Archer asked.

She lifted her shoulders. “He wasn’t the one driving it earlier. When Patty left

Devenish and the delivery man on the street, the delivery man got into the blue car

and drove off. Whoever was in the van threw out their cigarette, started up, and did a

u-turn. It looked to me like he was following after the car, but it really might have

been coincidence.”

Archer studied her. “And you’re sure you can’t say it was the same van that picked

up Patty?”

She shook her head. “I thought it was very similar, or the same, but I honestly



couldn’t say for sure. And there are a lot of white vans in London.”

He gave a grim nod. “Unfortunately.”

“Did you speak to the people who work at the dance club?” she asked, thinking of

Melvin. He would have seen the delivery man, but he most likely wouldn’t have

noticed who he talked to once he was inside the club.

“They were surprisingly cooperative, but it was their busiest night of the week, and

they didn’t notice anything off.”

She glanced at his empty plate and nudged the bread toward him. “Would you like

some more?”

He looked torn, as if he’d like to say yes, but instead, he pushed back his chair and

got to his feet. “I have to go. But thank you. What you’ve told me helps.”

She got to her feet, and felt suddenly shy.

He drew her.

There was something clear and straightforward about his manner, and his face was

open, his height and his strength very attractive.

“Be careful when you go about,” Archer said when he got to the door, his gaze

locking with hers. “If the driver of that white van was responsible for Patty’s death,

he might have seen you.”

She hadn’t thought of that. She didn’t like it.

She gave a nod.



“If you feel like someone’s following you, or you’re in any way uncomfortable, go

into a shop or something, and get them to call me.” He handed her another card, and

she took it, careful to make sure their fingers didn’t brush.

“Thank you.” She leaned against the doorjamb as he stepped into the passage.

He gave a nod, looking like he wanted to say something more, but then he tipped his

head and disappeared down the stairs.

chapterthirteen

Gabriella Farnsworth’sbedsit was small, but it was neat, and it had a warmth about it

that James didn’t know how to create himself.

His flat was larger—he had a separate bedroom, not a little nook hidden from view

with what seemed to be a Chinese-style folding screen like she did—but his place

looked unfinished somehow. The fact that he lived in a new block of flats built out of

the rubble of the war, and she lived in a cramped, converted Victorian, didn’t seem to

matter when it came to style.

He’d wanted to stay—he had really wanted to stay—but it had been too tempting.

He had found himself on her doorstep after coming from Patty Little’s parents. Her

father had gone very quiet when he gave them the news, pacing the front room, while

her mother had sobbed in loud, heart-wrenching bursts.

They had been trying to contact her friends since Sunday mid-morning, looking for

her, and James could tell they wished they had gone to the police immediately.

“She were a good lass,” her father said, when James asked to see her room, and had

followed him up the tight stairs to a small bedroom at the top of the landing. “She



loved fashion, and such. Pleased as punch she were, getting a job in that fancy clothes

shop. Were ever so particular, she was, in what she wore. She wanted to be a

designer. She were going to night college, to study for it.”
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Patty’s room was an explosion of color compared to the heavy Victorian style of the

rest of the small row house. It looked neat, although there were two dresses laid

across her bed, as if she had been choosing what to wear.

He’d done a thorough search, and had taken away a dark red diary to study later, and

a current photo of her, leaning against a tree out in the countryside, with the sun

shining on her hair.

“That were our holiday last year,” her father said, hand trembling as he held it out to

James. “Down Brighton way.”

James had driven away from their house feeling the weight of time passing, the

frustrating lack of any direction. He needed something to break.

He had checked on where Gabriella lived before he’d left to see Patty’s parents, and

he didn’t even try to excuse why he went to her before he headed home to his empty

flat.

Despite his reasons, though, it turned out to have been a good idea. She’d given him a

lead he wouldn’t have had.

As he pulled into the main road traffic, he faced the fact that he needed to keep a

professional distance from Gabriella Farnsworth, because his thoughts where she was

concerned were so plainly unprofessional.

He stopped at a chippy on the way home to get some fish and chips, as the slice of

bread he’d eaten had only just touched sides, but it had been delicious, for all that.



Sourdough.

He didn’t think he’d ever had it before.

He burned his fingers as he lifted hot chips out of the bag to eat as he drove,

scorching his tongue as he tried to chew, and knew he would picture her in her small,

pretty bedsit, sipping strong, Italian coffee and nibbling on jam and bread whenever

he thought of her.

It was a better picture than her, white-faced and head bowed, in Gennaro’s café,

trying to talk about finding Patty’s body.

As he swung into his reserved off-street parking, he thought about what she’d told

him about the car outside the gallery.

He didn’t know if it was reasonable for someone to take longer than half an hour to

drop off paintings, but what interested him more than that was that Devenish and

Patty Little had known each other. From what Gabriella had told him, the delivery

driver had known her, too, and if it was him who’d met her in the club, then he’d

known her more than just in passing.

Had the conversation in the street that Gabriella had witnessed been the reason why

she’d been killed later that night?

As he walked up the wide stairs to his second floor flat, he thought back to his

original interview with both Patty and Devenish. Neither had given any indication

they knew each other.

Devenish would be getting a visit from him and Constable Hartridge tomorrow

morning.



It kept coming back to Clematis Lane. Whatever was going on there seemed to be

worth killing for.

* * *

“Something’s up with you.” Ben had to lean in close to speak to her over the general

mayhem of the pub. “What is it?”

Gabriella hesitated, then glanced over at Dominique and Trevor, walking back to

them with drinks for everyone in their hands. She didn’t want to drag her friends into

this. She had pondered going out to meet them at all after DS Archer had left her flat,

but they had arranged this get-together two weeks ago, and she didn’t want to sit

alone in her flat, brooding.

“What’s going on?” Dominique scooted in next to her, forcing Gabriella to move a

little deeper into the booth.

“Not here,” she said at last. She couldn’t bear the thought of shouting about dead

bodies over the laughter in the King’s Arms. “When we walk home.”

Ben looked like he was going to push it, then he took his Guinness from Trev and

gulped down a sip instead.

He would never have even considered pushing her when they’d first met. He’d been

too quiet, and Gabriella had the sense he kept waiting for Trevor, Dominique and

herself to tell him to get lost.

He’d shared a cabin with Trev the whole way across from Melbourne, and he always

gave Gabriella the impression that he didn’t think himself cool enough for a friend

like Trevor.



But slowly, as the journey had unfolded, he’d gained more and more confidence.

It made Gabriella very angry when she thought of his family. He never spoke much

about them, but she knew they were the reason he was so timid and self-effacing.

She was glad he’d had the courage to leave them and go off to find a new life for

himself.

He caught her watching him and she gave him a cheeky grin and tipped her head

toward Dominique. “So, are you running Terrific Teens yet, Neeky? I look out for it

when I walk past the news stands on my route.”
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“Not yet.” Dominique shook her head. “I’m still just answering the phones. But give

it some time. I’ve only been there four weeks.”

“My cousin reads it,” Trevor piped up, setting down his pint of bitters with a sigh of

satisfaction. “She’s forever saving up for the makeup recommendations.”

“How’re things going at your aunt’s?” Ben asked.

Trev gulped down another sip of bitters. “They’re all right. A little too clingy, but I

can’t complain, and my uncle’s got me in with a good construction company. I’ve

been in work since two days after I got here.”

Trevor had been the envy of their little group of working passengers on the way over

to England. He had family expecting him, a place to stay, and a promise of a job.

The rest of them had landed hard, by comparison.

“And you, Gabs? How’s life as a traffic warden?” Dominique asked.

Gabriella quirked her lips. “Surprisingly few people like getting tickets. Or FPNs, as

we call them in the trade.”

“And they what? Shout at you?” Dominique asked.

“Mostly. If I have to deal with them at all. Fortunately, a lot of the time they aren’t

near their cars. I just stick the ticket on the windscreen and that’s it. But sometimes I

have a face-to-face.”



“Has anyone tried to do anything other than shout?” Ben asked.

She hesitated.

“They have!”

“Once,” she admitted. “But a policeman stepped in. I wasn’t touched.”

“At least tell us the pay’s good,” Dominique said.

“It’s not bad,” Gabriella said. “Better than a secretary. Not as good as a master baker,

but I couldn’t get into a bakery anywhere before my money ran out, so I had to take

what I could get.”

“Keep looking,” Dominique said and flicked back her hair in an exaggerated way. “I

had that poxy job at an insurance company for a few weeks before my French name

and my blonde hair got me in the door at Terrific Teen. Ooh-la-la, don’t you know?”

Gabriella laughed. “I’ll keep my eye out. But I actually quite like it. The hours are

better than a bakery would be, and it’s nice being out on the streets. I’m getting to

know London well.”

“What about you, Ben?” Dominique asked. “You’re looking good. You obviously

found something better than checking contracts at that real estate office since we last

saw you.”

“Definitely,” Gabriella agreed. “You’re looking like a proper London lawyer.”

Ben smoothed a self-conscious hand over his tie, tugged a little at his collar. “I got a

position as a pupil in the Temple.”



“Ben!” Trev gave his shoulder a thump. “Wasn’t that your dream position?”

Ben ducked his head. “I was lucky. The money isn’t very good, but I’ve got my foot

in the door.”

“Look at us, all established.” Gabriella realized she’d missed her crew. They had

been inseparable onboard theSS Oriana. All of them had gotten jobs on the ship to

pay for their fares, and they had eaten their meals together in the kitchens, shared a

bathroom, and relaxed together when they’d had time off. “I must admit, it’s good to

hear a proper accent.”

Dominique grinned at that. “God, you clearly don’t live in Kangaroo Valley.”

“Kangaroo Valley?” Trev almost spat out a mouthful of bitters on a laugh.

“Earl’s Court. My lovely neighborhood is full of more Aussies than you can shake a

stick at.”

Trev gave another chuckle. “That’d be nice. My aunty’s family claim they can’t

understand me. But I can hardly understandthem.”

“What about you, Ben?” Dominique asked. “You still living in that boarding house?”

He grimaced. “My landlady is a busybody, but the house on Victoria Embankment is

close enough to Chambers that I can walk to work easily.” He sighed. “She’s very put

out I’ve opted not to eat meals with her and her daughter, but I just can’t bear the

sniping between them. It reminds me too much of home.” He pursed his lips. “I think

she’s going to find an excuse to give me the chuck at the first opportunity.”
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“I doubt it if you’re a good tenant. But I recommend finding a bedsit, like me.

There’s more independence.” Gabriella had never regretted taking the tiny bedsit in

Notting Hill.

“A few of the other pupils working in Chambers were talking about a flat share,” Ben

said. “There’s a few I think I’d get along with, so maybe I’ll go in with them.”

The noise in the pub began to get to rowdy levels, making it impossible to have a

decent conversation, and they eventually gave up, collected their things, and stepped

out into the balmy summer air.

It was a relief.

“The smell of spilt beer and sweat mingled together is god-awful,” Dominique said,

wrinkling her nose as they moved to the other side of the road.

The pub was on the Thames, and by unspoken agreement they all leaned against the

wall to look down at it, breathing in the briny scent of the water.

The lights of the pubs and the street lights reflected in the flowing river, and in

combination with the warmth of the evening air, made Gabriella feel very fond of her

newly adopted home.

“It’s quiet now,” Ben said. “Tell us what’s wrong, Gabs. Is it your dad? You’ve

found out what happened to him?”

Gabriella thought he’d have forgotten about her promise to explain, but she should



have realized he wouldn’t. He wasn’t the forgetful type.

She hesitated again, but Ben gave her a look that said he wasn’t going to drop it. She

sighed.

“It’s nothing to do with my search. I found a dead body on my rounds last week, and

then another one today.”

Dominique audibly drew in a breath, and Trev and Ben’s faces registered shock.

“Are you alright, love?” Dominique put an arm around her and drew her close.

Gabriella wound her own arm around Dominique’s waist and gave her a squeeze to

thank her for the sympathy. “I’m doing okay.”

“The police are on it?” Ben asked.

She gave a nod. “Look, I’d rather not talk about it.”

“You sure?” Dominique studied her face carefully.

“It was grim, and I’d prefer not to think about it more than necessary.” She hugged

herself, turning away from the river, and saw a green jaguar pulling away from the

curb.

She frowned after it, relieved to see she didn’t recognize the registration number, but

as it disappeared into the traffic she thought she glimpsed a dent on the rear left

bumper. Just where Mr. Jaguar had hit the bollard the day he’d roared off.

“What is it?” Trevor put a hand on her arm. “You look spooked.”



She shook her head. “All good. Just time to call it a night.”

“You let us know if we can help you,” Trevor said, and Ben murmured an agreement.

They broke up—Ben and Trevor heading toward Embankment together, although

Trev lived south of the river, and she and Dominique were both headed west.

They sat on the bus, talking quietly, and when Dominique got off at Earl’s Court,

Gabriella decided to get off with her. She had to get off soon anyway and walk to the

main road to catch the bus to Notting Hill, and she would rather spend more time

with Dominique.

When they reached the door up to the flat over a newsagents where Dominique was

sharing with a friend of her sister’s, Dominique grabbed both of Gabriella’s hands.

“Let’s meet up Saturday afternoon. Do some shopping.”

“All right.” She didn’t have money for shopping, but she would happily tag along

with Dominique.

They hugged goodbye, and as Gabriella made her way up to the main road, she

realized Earl’s Court was still buzzing, even though it was a Monday night.

She enjoyed the festive atmosphere, although she wondered if the noise would get old

after a while if it was like this every night, and you were trying to sleep.

Notting Hill settled down after eleven.

“Want some company?” A burly man with blond-streaked hair to his shoulders

flicked away his cigarette and straightened up from the wall outside a club with neon

signage. She hadn’t seen him lurking in the shadows and she felt her heart jump in

her chest at being taken by surprise.
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He stepped into the light, and shoved his hands into his trouser pockets.

His accent was Australian. Dominique was right about Earl’s Court.

“No, thanks, mate. Just getting the bus.” She kept walking.

“Oh?”

He swung into step with her, and she wondered how worried she should be.

“I’ll walk you to your stop.”

“Why?” she asked bluntly.

He gave a shrug. “Bored. My girl left the club early, and I don’t feel like going home

just yet. Plus, I’m always happy to escort a fellow countrywoman safely to her bus

stop.” He put out his hand. “Tony.”

“Gabriella.” She shook his outstretched hand, liking that he didn’t try to hold on too

long.

“From?” he asked.

“Melbourne.”

“Ah. I’m from Sydney.”



“A surfer?” Gabriella asked him. He looked like one, wearing a colorful woven

jumper and a leather necklace she associated with the breed.

“Yeah.” He shrugged. “I don’t like this place. I’ll be going back as soon as my girl

finishes her semester at college.”

“Have you been down to Cornwall? I hear there’s surfing there.”

“Yeah.” He perked up a bit. “It was good. Cold, though.” He jammed his fists back

into the front pockets of his jeans, hunching his shoulders as if remembering the bite

of an icy wind off the sea.

They had reached Cromwell Road, and she pointed to the bus stop. “This is me.

Thanks for the chat.”

“Sure.” He seemed a little uncertain. “I don’t like leaving you alone here.”

The wind had picked up, suddenly blowing cool with the promise of rain, and Tony

ducked around the back of the bus stop to light another cigarette.

Gabriella looked down the road, checking for the bus, but it was nowhere in sight.

A white van cruised past on the far side of the road, and she watched it turn up ahead

and disappear.

Add white vans to the green jaguar as vehicles she needed to be wary of.

Her life was a lot more exciting that she had imagined it would be.

Tony stepped back out from behind the bus stop, drawing on his cigarette as if it were

a lifeline.



“I didn’t offer you,” he said, patting his top pocket in invitation.

She shook her head. “Never started.”

“Wise,” he said. “They cost the bloody earth and they make you crook.”

She grinned at him. “I miss the lingo,” she said. “My friend Dominique lives ’round

here, and she says it’s chock full of Aussies. I hadn’t realized how nice it is to hear

the sweet strains of home.”

Tony grinned back. “Well, happy to oblige.”

Gabriella glanced down the street again and went still at the sight of the white van

coming back down the road, this time on her side.
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“Hey. You want a lift?” The man inside was in shadow. She just caught a glimpse of

a cap pulled down over his forehead.

“No, thanks.” She took a step closer to the bus stop.

“I’ll get you home faster than the bus,” he said. His voice was strangely low, as if he

were trying to disguise it.

“She said no, mate.” Tony took a step closer to the van, and with a sudden jerk, it

took off.

As the van sped away, the bus rumbled up to the stop.

“Thanks, Tony. I appreciate the escort.” Gabriella waited for the bus doors to swing

open.

“You going to be all right?”

She gave a nod and a wave and climbed in, digging in her bag for the right change.

She looked out as the bus left the stop, saw Tony was still standing on the pavement,

head bent as he drew on his cigarette. He looked in no hurry to go anywhere.

The bus stopped all along Cromwell Road, then turned north west toward Notting

Hill, squealing and jerking as it negotiated tight corners and threaded through streets

crowded with cars. During one such jerk and squeal, Gabriella glanced back, and

thought she saw the white van, following them.



For the first time, her uneasiness bloomed into actual fear.

She was close enough to home she could get off anywhere now, and still make it to

her door in ten minutes.

She eyed the other occupants of the bus. There were a few kids upstairs, she could

hear them joking and laughing. Downstairs with her there were two men who looked

like they were coming off a late shift, a few couples who had probably been to the

movies, and a short, round woman in a scarf and a shabby overcoat.

When it looked clear one of the couples, one of the men, and the overcoat lady were

all getting off at the next stop, Gabriella joined them, slipping in the middle of the

group as they disembarked.

The stop was in darkness—Gabriella could see a broken street light—and when the

bus squealed to a stop, it overshot slightly, coming to a halt in front of what looked

like a pedestrian path between a house and a park.

Gabriella ducked her head and took the path, tagging along behind the young couple.

The path opened out onto a street she recognized, much to her relief.

She jogged all the way home, looking behind her often.

There was no sign of the van, and when she closed the front door behind her, she

leaned back against it, a little out of breath.

“Trouble, Gabby?”

She almost gave a shriek as Solomon emerged from the passage to his uncle’s flat.



She glared at him. “That’s the second time you’ve scared the living daylights out of

me.” She straightened up.

“What’s the trouble, pet?” he asked.

She couldn’t help the chuckle that escaped. “Pet?”

“That’s what the tea lady at work who’s from Newcastle always says,” he said with a

grin. “I like it.”

She debated telling him; decided it couldn’t hurt to have his boys keeping a look out.

“I saw a white van in Clematis Lane a while ago, and it might be involved with the

killings. I thought one was following me.”

Solomon took her by the shoulders and moved her out of the way, opened the door

and stepped out.

She could hear him jog down the short walk to the road.

He came back more slowly. “Nothing out there now.”
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“I know. I think I lost it. I got off the bus ten minutes before my stop and took the

back lanes here.”

“How did the driver know where you live?”

“He stopped at the bus stop in Earl’s Court, offered me a lift. I said no, then I saw a

white van behind the bus later. It might not have been the same one,” she said. “And I

don’t know how he found me in Earl’s Court. If he did.”

“But you think it’s possible?”

She shrugged. “Better safe than sorry.” Then she gave a huge yawn. “I’m finished.

I’ll see you round, Sol.”

He gave a wave as she started up the stairs, and then she heard the front door close

quietly as he left.

She tapped a finger to her lips as she climbed, trying to remember everything she

could about the van driver. His cap had hidden his eyes, but she’d noticed in the

glimpse she’d caught that he’d been smooth-shaven, and she had the impression he

wasn’t much older than she was. He’d been wearing a jacket, maybe denim or gray

cotton, with wide lapels.

She didn’t believe it was a coincidence that a white van driver had offered her a lift.

He couldn’t have seen Tony on his first pass and she wondered if he would have tried

to get her in his van if he’d realized she wasn’t alone.



Probably not.

She didn’t want any more drama, but she decided she’d better let DS Archer know

about the encounter in the morning.

When she reached her door, she couldn’t hear anyone in the flat opposite, so either

Jerome was out, or he was having a quiet night in.

She hoped he was in. It was a comfort to know he was there.

For the first time since this started, she was afraid.

chapterfourteen

DC Hartridge was leaningagainst James’s car as he came out of the pathologist’s

office.

Patty Little’s father had been waiting in the small, gray-walled corridor when he’d

come out of the post mortem, and James had eventually had to leave him, crying

silently over his daughter’s body, in the care of Dr. Jandicott himself.

“What did Jandicott have to say?” Hartridge asked as they both got into the Wolseley.

“Miss Farnsworth was right. The victim most likely died on Saturday night, or the

early hours of Sunday morning. And she didn’t die in that alley. She was left there

afterwards.”

“She did look posed,” Hartridge said. He flicked open his notepad and James caught a

glimpse of neat handwriting. “The Fraud boys got back to us. They said the shell

company that owns the car our first body was found in was set up by a law firm in

Chelsea.”



“Where?”

Hartridge gave him the address and James drove straight there. He had planned to

interview Devenish, the gallery owner, about how well he knew Patty, but that would

have to wait.

If they didn’t get a lead on the identity of their first victim soon, he was going to have

to go to the press.

The law offices were in a converted Georgian row house near the Natural History

Museum, the street a smart line of white stucco walls and glossy black railings, with

various personal touches in the form of pot plants on the front porch or brightly

colored doors.

Messrs. Golightly and Todd, Solicitors, had chosen to keep things severe with a door

as glossy black as the railings, and not a pot plant in sight.

James tried the door and it opened easily, but no one sat at the secretary’s desk set in

the wide hallway. With a shrug, James walked into the waiting room, just down from

the desk, and found that empty, too.

However, behind one of the two doors on the opposite side of the waiting room,

James could hear someone talking.

He rapped on it, then stood back.

The talking ceased immediately, and after a moment, footsteps approached.

The door opened and a man in a striped three-piece suit scowled belligerently at him.

“Who the hell are you?”



James had already taken his warrant card out, and he held it up. “Detective Sergeant

Archer,” he said. “This is Detective Constable Hartridge. Are you Mr. Golightly, or

Mr. Todd?”
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He looked past the man into the room, searching for who might be with him, and saw

the window was open, the net curtains blowing in the breeze.

“Has someone just escaped out of that window?” he asked. He glanced back at

Hartridge, signaling him to go and check it out.

Hartridge took the hint immediately, running out the room to the front door in pursuit.

“No, they haven’t.” The man in the striped suit glanced at the window, then smoothed

a hand down his tie nervously before turning back at James, mouth tight. “What’s this

about?”

“Murder, sir.” James watched his pompous expression falter and his face pale. “May I

have your name?”

“Edward Golightly.” Golightly was not happy to have to give his name—his hold on

the door jamb was tight enough to make his knuckles white.

“And the name of the man who ran when I knocked?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Golightly took a final look into the room,

then stepped forward, forcing James back as he closed the door behind him. “Why

didn’t my secretary announce you? Do you have an appointment?”

“There was no secretary when we arrived, and this is my appointment.” James held

up his warrant card again. “Your firm set up a company that’s come up in a murder

enquiry, Mr. Golightly. I need the name of the client you were acting for.”



“What’s the company name?” Golightly fussed with his tie again, and James had the

feeling he knew exactly which company James wanted information on. Someone had

tipped him off, or the Fraud boys had tramped around a little too obviously and sent

up a red flag with their enquiries.

“High House.”

Golightly attempted a smile. “I’ll need to get my secretary to look through the files. If

you leave your number, I’ll have her ring you when she gets back.”

“No.” James wasn’t letting this weasel out of his sight until he had the information he

needed. “You’ll look it up for me, now, if you’re going to pretend you don’t know

what I’m talking about.”

“I say, who’s your superior officer, because I’m going to put in a complaint.”

Golightly’s mouth was bloodless around the edges with outrage. “This is a solicitor’s

office. There are questions of client privilege.”

“DI Whetford is my boss,” James said. “I’m sure he’ll be delighted to hear from you.

And I’m not asking for privileged information, I’m asking for the name of the client

you set up a company for. One whose name you should have forwarded to the

Companies Register, but somehow haven’t gotten around to yet.”

Golightly drew himself up. “Well, I’m not going to get the information for you. I

wouldn’t even know where to look without Miss Carshaw.”

“That’s fine. I’ll just use your telephone to ring up to arrange for a warrant to search

the premises,” James said. He moved through the waiting room to the reception area,

and as he lifted the telephone handle, Hartridge burst back in, breathing heavily.

“Got away,” he said, putting out a hand to steady himself on the desk. He looked over



at Golightly. “I got a really good look at him, though.”

Golightly wasn’t able to hide the dismay on his face.

James gave a nod. “Good. We can put out a sketch, let the public know where he was

last spotted and who he’s associated with. It might help identify him.” He began to

dial.

“You will keep the name of this firm out of the press,” Golightly squawked.

“Not possible, I’m afraid. I have to find who my murder victim is, and this is the best

chance to do that. I have no choice.” He turned away in satisfaction at the way

Golightly’s eyes bulged at his statement.

Just as the call was answered, Golightly darted forward and pushed down the

telephone hook to cut off the call.

James cradled the hand set against his shoulder and turned slowly to face the lawyer.

There was a moment of silence between them.

“Look, I’ll let you have the information you’re looking for if you keep my name out

of the paper.” Golightly was sweating slightly. “Do we have a deal?”

“We do.” James slowly put the receiver back in its cradle and watched as Golightly

went back through into the waiting room.

Both he and Hartridge followed behind him as he opened the door into his office, but

instead of going in, he stood in the doorway and stared. When he turned to look at

them over his shoulder, his face was slack.



“He’s only stolen the file, the bastard.” He pointed at a gleaming desk with nothing

on it. “We were looking it over when you knocked. He’s taken it.”

James stared at him for a long moment as he tried to calm the fury inside him at being

bested again. “Then, Mr. Golightly, let’s start with who ‘he’ is.”
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chapterfifteen

Devenish.

The car was Devenish’s.

It was Devenish who’d run when James had come knocking at Golightly’s office.

James rattled the door of the gallery, and then turned to Hartridge, shaking his head.

“Locked. And I don’t see any lights on in there.”

“We’ve come straight here from Golightly’s. Devenish would have had to double

back to his car after he ran.” Hartridge put his hands on either side of his face and

peered through the window into the gloomy depths. “Maybe we got here first.”

James surveyed the street. “He never saw me—he ran before Golightly opened the

door—but he knew you were a police officer when you chased him, I’m sure. I don’t

know that he’d come back here in a hurry.”

“I was lying about getting a good look at him. I just noticed how on edge Golightly

was when I came back in, and somehow the lie just fell out of my mouth.”

“It was a good lie.” James grinned at Hartridge. “It rattled him, all right. He couldn’t

tell us what we needed to know fast enough if it would keep his name out of the

papers.” He glanced into the unlit interior of the gallery one last time. “Let’s go round

the back. See what we can see there.”



They took the alley where Patty Little had been found, coming out into a narrow

laneway which James had glanced at quickly the day before, but hadn’t really

explored with any thoroughness.

The narrow back lane was surprisingly clean, with less litter and detritus than he was

used to seeing. It was only wide enough to allow for a single car, and there was no

place to stop and pull to the side or park out of the way.

The bobbies who’d searched it after Patty’s body was found had come up empty-

handed.

With a shriek of stiff hinges, a door set close to the corner of the building swung open

into the alley, further up from where Patty’s body had been placed.

Mrs. Pinter, the gift shop owner, stepped out, arms full of boxes. She gave a little cry

of surprise at the sight of him and dropped them.

“Oh, it’s you, Mr. Archer. You gave me quite a turn.”

“Sorry, Mrs. Pinter.” James came forward and picked up the boxes that had tumbled

to the ground. Hartridge moved across to lift the lid of the big bin set against the wall

so he could dump them inside for her.

“What are you doing back here? Looking for clues to do with young Patty’s death?”

“No. We’re looking for Mr. Devenish.”

Mrs. Pinter patted her hair. “He went out just before lunch, so it may be he won’t be

back today. He does that sometimes.”

“Takes a half day?” James asked.



“Well, it’s not as if the gallery is particularly busy,” she confided. “I have wondered a

time or two if he doesn’t make his money from all the rent he gets, and just keeps the

gallery as a vanity project.” She tilted her head toward the gallery side of the

building. “He makes something from the painting restorations, I suppose. That

dreadful foreign man he hired to do the work is thankfully not a morning person.

Still, I don’t know how it can bring in that much. He probably lives off his trust.”

“His trust?” Hartridge asked.

“His father’s Sir Reginald Devenish, you know? Something high up in the civil

service. Department of Health, I think. Pots of money. Or, there was, before the war. I

rather think death duties put a big dent in their fortune, but you wouldn’t know it to

look at Mr. Devenish. His mother, my friend, was a lot less flashy with their money

when she was alive, God rest her soul.”

“Did Mr. Devenish live with her?” James asked. “Can you give me the address?”

“Heavens, no. He lives in a flat in North London, I think, but I don’t know where it

is. Given how he goes about, it’s probably very high end. His mother and father live

near Grosvenor Square.”

“Didn’t you tell me you got a very reasonable rent from Devenish because of your

connection to his mother?” James asked.

Mrs. Pinter leaned forward conspiratorially. “I’m quite on tenterhooks at the end of

each month since his mother died six months ago, waiting for him to give me the

flick, so to speak, but so far, he hasn’t even mentioned raising the rent. So I have to

give him credit for that, don’t I?”

James murmured agreement. “You said he gets income from all the rent he gets.

You’re not his only tenant?”



“Oh, no, dear.” Mrs. Pinter waved an arm. “He owns all the shops on this side of the

street. One end to the other.”

A car turned down the back lane, the tires crunching on the rough gravel. James

turned to look at it, and Hartridge did the same.



Page 35

Source Creation Date: July 2, 2025, 9:44 am

“Devenish?” Hartridge asked, voice eager.

“No, it’s that foreigner that does the painting restoration,” Mrs. Pinter said. “He

works at the back of the gallery. Night owl. He’s at it from around this time of the

afternoon until long after I’ve gone home.”

How long after, James wondered? Could this man be a possible witness to what

happened—at least to the man in the car? He’d died during the work week, whereas

Patty had been killed over the weekend.

The car drove past them, the driver watching them with alarm, and drew to a stop

outside the gallery.

“No one else can get through,” Hartridge commented. “His car is blocking the way.”

“No one else uses it. The lane is only for the shops and Mr. Devenish owns them all.”

Mrs. Pinter tossed her hair.

“Why don’t you like him, Mrs. Pinter?” James watched the man get reluctantly out of

the car. He kept his head down, scurrying around the side of the vehicle to get a

leather satchel from the back seat.

“He’s rude. I only went over to say hello the first time he came in, and he slammed

the door to the workshop in my face.” Mrs. Pinter sniffed. “It runs along the whole

back of the gallery and my shop, you see. Mr. Devenish took what was probably the

storeroom of my shop and broke through the wall into the gallery storeroom to make

it all one space. So I can hear him moving around in there, coughing and banging



things about.” She indicated the door she’d come through. “Mr. Devenish had to have

this door put in so I could get to the bins, because there’s no access to the alleyway

from my shop since he bricked up my storeroom door, other than through the front,

and I can’t go that way with my rubbish. Not with customers coming in.”

“And you say this painting restorer is a foreigner? Where’s he from?”

“Germany or Austria or something.” She sent the man, who was still eyeing them

nervously as he unlocked the door at the back of the building, an acid look. “I must

be going, I might have customers, standing out here passing the time of day. Good

afternoon to you.” She marched back to the door and slammed it shut behind her.

“I wanted to ask her what his name was,” Hartridge said.

“We can ask him ourselves.” James was already moving to the door the man had

disappeared behind. He knocked, and after a delay that made him think the man was

standing just behind it, panicking, it eventually opened.

“Ja?” His accent was strong.

James held out his warrant card, and Hartridge did the same. “Detective Sergeant

Archer, and Detective Constable Hartridge. We’re looking for Mr. Devenish.”

The man’s eyes wheeled a little in his head. “I haven’t seen Herr Devenish,” he said.

“Not for two, three days.”

“And you are, sir?” James asked politely.

“Herr Fischer,” he said.

“From?”



“Switzerland.”

“And you work for Mr. Devenish?” Hartridge asked.

“I restore art.” Mr. Fischer was fighting to stay still, James thought. As if he were

willing himself to look calm, when he was anything but.

James would love an excuse to look inside the workshop, but he had no probable

cause. Still . . . “Is it all right if I come in and have a look to see if Mr. Devenish is

here?”

“Nein.” Mr. Fischer shook his head. “I don’t have permission to say this is all right,

you understand?”

James gave an inward sigh. “I understand.” He pulled out a card. “Could you please

ask Mr. Devenish to contact me urgently if you see him. My number is on that card.”

Mr. Fischer scrutinized it, then gave a reluctant nod. “Of course.”

“Thank you.” James moved back and before he had taken one step away, the door

was shut and a bolt rammed into place on the inside.

They waited until they were back in the alley before they spoke.

“Something very fishy going on, if you ask me,” Hartridge said.

“Very,” James agreed. “I’m not sure what, but that chap looked like he was about to

faint with nerves at any moment.”

“Maybe he’s one of those people who had a bad time in the war,” Hartridge said.

“They get very twitchy around police.”
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“Switzerland was neutral in the war, but it’s a possibility.” James didn’t think so,

though. “More likely, Devenish is up to something, and Fischer’s up to his neck in it.

And somehow, that’s led to two bodies been left on his doorstep.”

“Do you think Devenish killed them both?” Hartridge asked.

James glanced at him. “I’d certainly like to ask him about that. But leaving the bodies

outside his gallery seems a bit of a strange move. More likely he’s got on the wrong

side of some dangerous people, and one of them is leaving him a message.”

“Like a warning, you mean?” Hartridge asked.

James gave a nod. “Or a threat.”

chaptersixteen

DS Archer foundher on her rounds.

Gabriella had left a message for him during her tea break, calling him from a pay

phone near a café where she often stopped for a cup of weak, disappointing coffee.

She’d expected him to come back to her flat later, or leave a message for her at the

traffic warden center.

He must have seen the surprise on her face that he’d tracked her down.

“I had to call in to the Yard and they told me you’d left a message. We were close

by.”



Clematis Lane was just down the road, and she guessed that’s where he’d come from.

He was accompanied by a younger officer, also in plain clothes, who he introduced as

DC Hartridge.

She had just finished writing a FPN for a lorry parked on double yellows, and she

tucked her ticket book into her satchel.

She was suddenly hesitant to tell him about the van. It was conjecture, but he had

insisted she let him know if she felt unsafe at any point.

“You want a cuppa?” he asked her after a moment’s silence.

She gave a nod, and they moved to a small café tucked back from the street. Gabriella

had never gone inside before, but it was neat and smelled of pies.

DC Hartridge gave a deep, appreciative sniff. “We missed lunch,” he said to Archer.

“We did.” Archer turned to her. “What would you like?”

“Just coffee, if they have it. Otherwise a cup of tea.” She had never taken to tea, but

she realized soon after her arrival she would have to develop a taste for it. Mr.

Rodney loved coffee, but he had also adopted a love for tea, she guessed to assimilate

with the English, and she drank it with him.

“You sure? It’s on the Met.”

She shook her head. She’d brought sourdough sandwiches from home, and had eaten

them over an hour ago.

When they were all settled at a table, Hartridge and Archer digging in to plates of

meat pie and chips and her delicately sipping yet more weak, disappointing coffee,



she finally realized she needed to stop prevaricating.

“I think a white van followed me last night.”

Archer stopped with a forkful of pie close to his mouth, and set it back on his plate.

“Where?”

“I was waiting for a bus on Cromwell Rd and this bloke in a white van drove past,

then he turned around, came back and offered me a lift.”

Archer leaned forward. “Did you see him?”

She lifted a shoulder. “He was in shadow, and he had one of those soft tweed caps

pulled low over his forehead. My impression was he was in his mid to late twenties.

He had a jacket on with wide lapels, and I think he was trying to disguise his voice.”

“You said no?” Hartridge asked.

She nodded. “I said no. And he tried to persuade me to change my mind.”

“Did he try to force you in?” Archer’s gaze was fixed on her face.

She shook her head. “There was someone else at the bus stop—” no need to go into

what Tony was doing there “—and he stepped forward and told him to get lost, and

the man drove off very fast.”
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“He tried to do this with a witness right there?” Hartridge asked, astonished.

“The other man was lighting his cigarette behind the bus stop when the van drove

past the first time. I don’t think he saw him.”

Archer gave a slow nod. “But you said you think he followed you?”

“The bus arrived just as he drove off. I got on, but then I noticed a white van behind

the bus.” She held her cup of coffee in both hands. “I honestly don’t know if it was

the same one. I got off the bus early and took some back ways to get home, and I

didn’t see the van again.”

“You did the right thing, telling me.” Archer began eating again, in a concentrated,

methodical way that told her he ate when he could, because he didn’t know when he

was going to have a chance again.

Come to think of it, he had a lean, hungry look, even given his size. His cheekbones

were sharp in his face, and he looked like he was made purely of bone, muscle and

sinew.

Hartridge had already finished his meal, and he pushed his plate away with a sigh of

happiness. “What do you think, Sarg?”

“How do you think he found you, to offer you the lift?” Archer asked her. The effect

of his full attention was quite shocking. It was suddenly difficult to hold his gaze.

“That I can’t say. That’s why I’m not sure it’s the same van. Unless he somehow



knows I’m Australian. Iwasin Earl’s Court at the time. It’s called Kangaroo Valley

for a reason. He could have been cruising, just in case he saw me.”

Hartridge gave a snort of laughter at the Kangaroo Valley reference, but Archer gave

a slow nod.

“Why not? You’ve interacted with Devenish, and you say he was parked opposite the

gallery when you had your conversation. He could have heard your accent himself.”

That’s what she had also figured out, as she lay in bed the night before. It was the

most likely answer, if the van really was the same one.

“So, he got lucky?” Hartridge asked.

Archer’s lips twisted in a wry smile. “Why not? He seems to be on a lucky streak.

We’re not even close to working out who he is.”

Gabriella set her half-drunk cup of coffee down. “I have to keep going on my round.”

“Remember what I told you? You think something’s up, you run into a shop or a

house and call me.” Archer looked like he wanted to reach across the table and grab

her hand, but just stopped himself.

She gave a nod and slid out of the booth, and both men did the same. She left them

paying at the counter, with a wave and a thanks for the coffee, and she thought

Archer looked worried when he waved back.

She wasn’t sleeping well, and she was very sure DS Archer had taken note of the

dark circles under her eyes. She kept hearing rats scrabbling in her dreams. It made

for long, miserable nights.



She stopped and waited on the other side of the street when she noticed the lorry

driver had gotten back to his truck and was swearing as he pulled the FPN off his

windscreen. He saw her as he started up the engine and shook his fist at her as he

drove away.

Ah, well.

She should probably be grateful that her black cap with its yellow band and the black

uniform made her very difficult to distinguish as an individual. No one would

recognize her out of uniform.

Which was a point.

How had the white van driver done it?

And then she thought back to the night club.

Had he noticed her then?

Maybe he’d even been in the club before Patty had left, watching her?

She tried to think if anyone had stood out, but she’d been with Liz, and a lot of men

had been looking at them. She would have to ask Liz if anyone had spoken to her

after she left, had asked any strange questions.

She hoped the answer to that was no. The thought of someone stalking her through

the streets, for just the possibility of what she’d seen, was more terrifying than the

thought of finding her deserting father. Or even the sound of rats.

chapterseventeen



James walkedup the path to the door of the large Grosvenor Square house with

interest. It was a substantial, imposing home.
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He rang the bell, with Hartridge standing just behind him, and a maid opened it.

He introduced himself and held up his warrant card. “I’d like to speak to Mr.

Devenish, please.”

“Young Master Devenish? Not Sir Reginald?” The maid, who looked as if she were

in her late forties, shook her head. “He hasn’t lived here since he went off to

university.”

“Is Sir Reginald in? We are looking for Mr. Devenish’s address.”

“I’ll just see if he’s in,” the maid said, looking unsure whether to shut the door in

their faces or not. Eventually, politeness won out over suspicion, and she invited them

to wait in the hallway.

She disappeared down a passageway, and after a few minutes, an old man came out

to greet them. He was what James thought of as part of the civil service set. Tweed

suit, highly polished shoes, silk kerchief in his pocket, folded just so. He looked close

to retirement age, but James had a suspicion that a lot of these old men of a certain

class and standing only went when they were pushed, and not a moment before. They

enjoyed too much power to let go without a fight.

“New Scotland Yard, eh?” he asked, looking at James’s warrant card. “What’s this

about?”

“We need to speak to your son, Paul. He may have information on the identity of a

murder victim in a case we’re investigating,” James said.



Sir Reginald looked at them out of cold, watery blue eyes. “Rubbish,” he said.

“Paul’s not involved in any murder.”

“We’re not accusing him of anything, sir,” James said, “but we have strong evidence

that the car the victim was found in is owned by your son. We weren’t able to catch

him at his gallery, could you give us a home address for him?”

Sir Reginald blinked at him, fussing with his jacket sleeve. “I’d have to look it up. I

haven’t been round to his flat very often.” He slowly turned toward the long

sideboard in the hallway and walked over to a black leather address book, and paged

through it. “Here you go.”

Hartridge bent close and wrote the address down.

“If he should get in touch with you, sir, please let him know to contact us urgently.”

James set his card down next to the phone.

“His lordship didn’t like that at all,” Hartridge commented as they walked toward the

Wolseley.

“No.” James wondered if it was just a refusal to believe his son was involved in

anything dodgy, or whether he knew there was something going on, and didn’t want

to admit it.

They drove to the address Sir Reginald had given them but no one came to the door.

Devenish was nowhere to be found.

“He’s got questions to answer on the first body, and about Patty,” James said as they

drove back to the Yard. “But we can’t wait any longer. It’s been a week since we

found him. It’s time to go to the press with a picture of the victim in the car.”



It weighed on James that someone, somewhere, was missing the victim, not realizing

they were dead.

And if Devenish had known all along who he was, James would make sure he was

charged with obstructing an investigation. No matter how rich his father was, or how

much power he wielded in Whitehall.

chaptereighteen

Gabriella sawJohnny McLad’s face everywhere as she walked her rounds, staring out

at her from every newsagent she passed.

She hoped DS Archer found someone who knew who he was.

It had been a week since she’d found his body.

It felt like a lifetime ago.

She turned reluctantly onto Clematis Lane. There was no one parked in front of the

gallery, but even so, she slowed as she approached it, nervous of crossing in front of

the narrow alley between the gift shop and The Cat’s Meow. The boutique had been

closed since Patty died, and Gabriella wondered if she had been the only member of

staff.

She had just passed the gallery’s closed door, when the woman who she’d seen

outside the gift shop before, studying the front window display, came flying out and

almost fell down the few steps that led up to her shop.

“They’re killing each other.” She grabbed Gabriella’s hand. “I’m so glad to find a

uniformed officer. You have to help.”



“I’m not the police,” Gabriella said, although she’d had been mistaken for a copper

more than once. “Who’s killing who?”

She regretted asking the moment the words were out of her mouth.
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“Mr. Fischer and Lenny are killing each other. I can hear them!”

The woman hadn’t let go of Gabriella, and she tried to drag her up the stairs into the

shop. After a moment’s resistance, Gabriella allowed herself to be dragged.

She couldn’t leave this woman in this state, even if she had no official standing.

As soon as they were inside the shop, Gabriella could hear it, too. Shouting,

thumping, things breaking.

“Do you have a telephone?” Gabriella looked around for one, and the woman nodded,

her head like a bobble doll, as if she couldn’t stop.

“Behind the counter.”

Gabriella pulled out DS Archer’s card and rang the number. She left a message,

because he wasn’t at New Scotland Yard, but she did ask for some bobbies to be sent

round, as quickly as possible.

From behind the thin wall at the back of the shop, someone gave a high-pitched

scream of pain, and the woman put her hands over her ears. “Make them stop.”

“Wait outside on the steps for the police. I’ll go around the back.” She wasn’t sure if

the woman even heard her, but when she made for the door, she heard her shuffling

after her, so hopefully she had.

She felt a quick, hard thump in her chest and her breathing hitched as soon as she



stepped into the alley.

There were still blood stains on the ground where Patty had lain, and she tried not to

look at them as she hurried past. The alley ended in a tight back street with a dead

end that she’d never been down before, although she’d noticed it on her rounds when

she turned left out of Clematis Lane.

The powder blue Ford Prefect that had been parked in the loading zone the other day

was now parked right near a door that seemed to go into the gallery’s back entrance.

It was blocking a black car parked a little further along.

The back door was slightly ajar, and Gabriella approached it cautiously.

While she’d been running down the alley, the screaming had stopped, but it had been

replaced by quick, shallow breathing, and the sound of someone moving around, their

steps crunching on what was surely broken glass.

She pushed the door open a little way and peered inside, wishing she had a weapon to

protect herself. What she found was a small antechamber, with canvases stacked

against a wall, and a table with some oil paints and an open bottle of turpentine

standing on it.

She moved through to the next door, and what she saw inside had her momentarily

astonished.

It looked like a laboratory. Long, wooden trestle tables with glass jars and bunsen

burners were set out in parallel, and it smelled strange. A man walked through them,

shoving equipment onto the floor as he went.

A whimper of sound and a rocking motion caught her attention and she saw a second

man in a white coat, curled up on his side next to one of the tables. He was pressing a



hand to his shoulder, which was bleeding through the fabric. He glanced up as she

moved into the doorway, and gave a groan at the sight of her.

The other man turned at the noise. When he faced her, she saw it was the driver of the

blue Ford, the delivery man who’d spoken to Patty that day with Mr. Devenish.

“Shit,” he said.

“You must save me,” the man on the floor panted out, in a thick accent. “He’s trying

to kill me.”

“This isn’t your business,” the Ford driver said. “You’re the traffic department, aren’t

you? What are you even doing here?”

Before she could answer that, she heard someone coming from behind her, and turned

in alarm.

The sight of the tall bobby from the other day had her blowing out a breath in relief.

She remembered DS Archer had called him PC Longmore.

“All right?” he asked.

She gave a quick nod. “He isn’t, though.” She tilted her head to the man on the floor.

She switched her attention to the driver, who had gone still at the sight of the

constable. “And that man is someone I think DS Archer would like to speak to.”

“Is that so?” Longmore shot her a quick look of surprise. He gave the whole scene a

quick look-over. “You’ll have to go back round to the shop and call for an ambulance

and more support for me.”

Gabriella guessed from this that he’d come on his own, and he could hardly leave.



The Ford driver would be out like a shot and gone as soon as the way was clear—it

was in every line of his body.

She murmured her agreement and backed out, happy to be free of the strange smell

and the stranger atmosphere. She jogged back down the alley to Clematis Lane, and

found the gift shop owner sitting on the steps with her hands over her ears.

Gabriella stepped around her, deciding asking permission to use the phone would be a

waste of time. She made the calls, and was assured some of Longmore’s colleagues

were already on the way.
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She looked through the cupboard under the counter, found a small first aid kit, and

took it with her when she went back to let Longmore know what was going on.

“I know first aid,” she said, holding up the kit. “I can make a start on him before the

ambulance gets here.”

Longmore seemed happy for her to take the initiative, and she crouched beside the

man in the white coat, careful to avoid the broken glass. “Can you take your coat

off?” she asked him.

He struggled up, leaning against a table leg, and she helped him ease it off his

shoulder and get his shirt unbuttoned so they could do the same with his shirt.

She was busy cleaning the jagged cut with some antiseptic wipes when a few more

bobbies arrived, along with two medics.

They carried the man off, giving her a friendly nod of thanks for her efforts.

All the while, the Ford driver fumed at the far end of the room, arms crossed over his

chest, refusing to come closer and be put under arrest.

Gabriella repacked the first aid kit. There was blood on her hands, but she’d been

careful not to get it on her uniform. She eased past the policemen crowding the small

antechamber. “I’ll go return the kit and wash my hands in the shop, then I’ll be off.”

Longmore looked less than enthusiastic about that idea.



“DS Archer knows where to find me. I have to get on with my rounds. And you really

got here just after me.”

After a moment, he gave a nod of agreement and Gabriella slipped out from under the

curious eyes of the other bobbies.

She washed up in the gift shop’s tiny kitchenette and once again stepped around the

gift shop owner sitting on the stairs, when DS Archer and DC Hartridge pulled up in

the loading zone with a screech of brakes.

“Miss Farnsworth?” DS Archer called as he closed his door.

“It’ll all over,” she said, then couldn’t help a quick grin. “Bar the shouting.”

“Shouting,” the woman on the steps said. “Lots of shouting.”

“Did you hear what the shouting was about, Mrs. Pinter?” Archer asked.

“Some.” Mrs. Pinter lifted her head. “About Patty. Lenny accused Mr. Fischer of

killing Patty.”

“And what did Mr. Fischer say about that?” DS Archer’s voice was calm, although

Gabriella could see the gleam in his eye.

“He said it was Lenny who had killed her, by being too cocky, and he needed to

direct his anger at himself.”

DS Archer turned to her. “What can you tell me, Miss Farnsworth?”

“PC Longmore and some other officers are arresting Lenny at the back, and the

ambulance took Mr. Fischer off to hospital. Lenny stabbed him in the shoulder with a



broken laboratory flask.” Gabriella thought about it, then raised a shoulder. “Or,

that’s what it looked like.” She hitched her satchel up higher on her shoulder. “I’m

off on my rounds.”

“Wait.” DS Archer frowned. “How are you involved?”

“Mrs. Pinter grabbed me as I was passing. Fischer and Lenny were fighting in the

room that runs along the back of her shop. She begged me to help, so I called you at

the Yard, and when I couldn’t get you there, I asked them to send some local bobbies

for help, and I went round the back to see if I could do anything.”

“And could you?” DC Hartridge asked when she paused.

She shot him a quick grin. “No. Fortunately PC Longmore arrived hot on my heels,

and while he kept Lenny from trying to escape, I tried to do some first aid on Mr.

Fischer until the ambulance arrived. Some more bobbies arrived to help get Lenny

under control, and I left them to it.”

“We’ll need a statement,” DS Archer said. “Can you come round to the Yard later?”

She gave a nod. “I’ll come after my shift.”

Just then, Longmore and his fellow bobbies emerged from the alley with Lenny

between two of them.

He looked like he hadn’t gone quietly.

“Well, I’ve got to be off. Cheers.” Gabriella gave a wave and walked away. She

decided it was the illegal parkers in Clematis Lane’s lucky day, because she was

moving on to the next section of her rounds.
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They could park wherever they liked.

chapternineteen

James leanedback in the uncomfortable wooden chair in the interview room, eyeing

Lenny Foster as if he had all day. “So, when you accused Mr. Fischer of killing Patty,

what did you mean by that?”

Lenny sniffed, rubbed his nose, then sipped at the cup of tea Hartridge had brought

him, playing for time.

James gave him a slow smile. “And when Mr. Fischer said it was you who was

responsible for her murder, what didhemean?”

Lenny sloshed a bit of tea over the rim. “I’mnotresponsible.” He bared his teeth. “I

suppose Fischer isn’t, either. It was bloody Devenish. I told him that ignoring the

warning Sam got was a mistake, given how badly that had ended for him, but

Devenish wouldn’t listen.”

“What warning?” James didn’t ask who Sam was, or his full name. He’d let Lenny

talk first.

“Sam’d been warned off of the Chelsea clubs, but he had so many customers lined

up, he couldn’t turn the business down. And Devenish gets seventy percent, so Mr.

High-and-Mighty wasn’t going to put the brakes on that, was he?” Lenny shook his

head in disgust.



“Warned off by who?”

Lenny lifted a shoulder. “Never saw them. Only Sam did. Couple’o thugs selling

heroin. Their boss didn’t like us muscling in on his territory, even though we were

selling something completely different. Didn’t matter to them, ’cause most people

only have enough money for one type of high.”

“And what type of high are you selling?” Hartridge asked, pencil poised over his

notebook.

“A perfectly legal one,” Lenny sneered at them. “It’s called LSD. It’s used to treat

psychiatric illness in micro doses.”

“And Mr. Fischer is making it in that makeshift lab behind the gallery?” James asked.

“And not administering it in micro doses, I’m guessing?”

“Devenish set it up. Fischer used to work for the Swiss company that held the patent,

but they let the patent lapse earlier this year. It’s perfectly legal to manufacture it.”

Lenny leaned back, suddenly smug.

“We’ll look into that,” James said. “Why did you choose today to attack Fischer?

What was behind that?”

Lenny tapped the table with his fingertips, then sighed. “Devenish has stopped taking

my calls since after Patty’s body was found. I can’t get hold of him, so I went round

to the lab to see if I could find him or Fischer.”

“And?”

“Fischer was there, in a panic, because Devenish was ignoring him, too. And I got

into it with him. Though, God knows, he’s right about there being plenty of blame to



go ’round.”

That sounded like the first sensible thing he’d said. “And what do you know about

Sam? What’s his full name?”

“Sam Nealy. Sam was a bastard. Seriously, he managed to get up the nose of

everyone he ever met.” Lenny worried his lip. “He’d come and pick up his supplies in

the evening from Fischer, then I’d drive him to the clubs so he didn’t have to find

parking.”

“What does LSD look like?” Hartridge asked. “Is it injected?”

“That’s the beauty of LSD,” Lenny said with a smirk. “One dose is about a quarter of

the size of a stamp.”

James had noticed the sheets of tiny, serrated squares when he’d gone in to look

around the laboratory. Each one had had the image of a rainbow on them. “The

rainbow stickers are the product?” He had never heard of such a thing.

Lenny shrugged. “I don’t know the technicalities of how Fischer does it, but yes, the

punters are paying a pound for one tiny little square.”

“And they what? Eat it?” Hartridge asked, frowning.

“They put it on their tongue, and then they fly.” Lenny smiled.

“You partaking of your own product, Lenny?” James asked.

He flicked a dismissive hand. “I’ve taken it a time or two. But it’s not like heroin.

You don’t get withdrawals. It’s not addictive like that.”



James would have to leave this new drug to the clubs and vice unit to sort out. He

was interested in the murders.

“Back to Sam Nealy. Is he the man we found dead in the car?”
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Lenny gave a nod.

“What do you know about that?”

“The night before he was found, the Tuesday? It was just a regular night. Always a

little quiet on Tuesdays, but I took him out to do his usual rounds at the clubs.”

“You’d drop him off afterward at his car?” James asked.

“Yeah. He usually parked in the back laneway, but a few times, Mr. Fischer needed

to get out and Sam had parked him in, so Devenish told him to park in front of the

gallery.” Lenny lifted a shoulder. “I dropped him off at about half three that

Wednesday morning. That was early. Too early for Devenish to be there. But some

nights, we’d only finish around six or seven the next morning, and Devenish would

be waiting for Sam, to divvy up the proceeds, like. Didn’t trust Sam to have them on

him any longer than he had to, the greedy bastard.”

And after he’d spent some time counting his money on those mornings, Sam Nealy

would come out and have a bit of argy bargy with Gabriella Farnsworth, James

guessed.

“And he didn’t seem worried that night? Nothing happened to make him nervous?”

Hartridge asked.

“Not that night. It was business as usual. I hang around in the car near the club he’s

working, so he can just come out and hop in. Better’n a taxi, in case anything dicey

goes down, you know? Sometimes the bouncers don’t like us there, and he’d have to



leave quick smart.”

“But you said he’d been warned off. When was that?”

“The Saturday before he was done in. He told Devenish on Sunday and Little Lord

Fauntleroy asked if the bloke was in a gang or something, but Sam didn’t know. So

Devenish told him to tell the next heavy who harassed him to tell his boss to talk

direct to him.”

There was more than a little edge to Lenny and Devenish’s relationship, it seemed.

Given James had also found Devenish to be condescending and too posh by half, he

could see where Lenny’s resentment was coming from.

“And this was three days before he was found dead?” James tried to remember

Devenish’s demeanor that first day he’d been questioned. He’d been jumpy, but

otherwise calm.

“Yeah, but we didn’t really put it together. Not right away. There were too many

rozzers about, poking your noses in our business, and so we took a break for a couple

of days.”

“Then you started up again,” James guessed.

Lenny shrugged. “Saturday’s our busiest night. Patty saw Mr. Fischer driving to the

gallery down the back alleyway, and she came out to give Devenish a piece of her

mind. She thought Sam was killed because of the drugs, and here we were, still going

about business as usual.”

“She knew what you were up to?” James wished she had said something the day he’d

interviewed her.



Lenny fidgeted. “She’d seen Sam in the clubs way back when we started selling the

stuff, when she was out dancing with her mates, yeah? She recognized him because

he’d come down the back lane while she was tidying up after closing the shop. She

worked out quick enough he was selling drugs, and that they were being supplied

from the gallery. Devenish sent me over to make sure she wouldn’t blab, see?”

“When was this?” James asked.

“Months ago. Months and months.” Lenny’s head came forward, and he rubbed a

hand over his forehead. “She was a ripper, Patty. Beautiful. Smart. Had a lot of go,

that girl.”

“And now she’s dead.”

Lenny lifted his head, his eyes burning in rage. “No need to remind me, copper. I

know.”

“I stood over her body,” James enunciated every word. “I looked at her hands, bitten

by rats. I told her parents the bad news while her mother wept and her father paced

the floor, not knowing what to do with himself.”

Lenny’s mouth gaped open.

“So don’t make out you’re the victim here. Patty is. And I want to know why, and

who did it.”

For the first time, Lenny looked sick. “It was that same bastard what did for Sam.

Like I said, Patty saw Fischer driving down the back lane, then saw me bringing in

the supplies Fischer needs to make the stuff, and she worked out we were back to

selling again. I’d already told her about Sam getting threats, and she worked out I was

going to be going out—taking Sam’s place. I knew the clubs he went to. I knew the



lay of the land. So she tried to get us to stop. Told us to go to you lot with what we

knew. But Devenish . . .” He paused, took a deep breath. “Devenish and me, we

persuaded her it would be fine.”

“So why was she killed, and not you?” Hartridge asked.

“I don’t know.” Lenny started crying, great sobs as he bowed his head. “I really don’t

know.”

“She was last seen getting into a van outside Dance-A-Go-Go. Did you see her

there?” James watched him carefully as he asked the question.

“Yeah, I was there. She told me off.” Lenny’s voice was hoarse with tears. “She told

me I was playing with fire, selling in the same club where Sam was threatened.”

“Dance-A-Go-Go was where Sam was warned off?” Well, that was a valuable piece

of information.
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Lenny nodded. “But no one came near me that night—at any of the clubs. I told Patty

she was worrying for nothing. I told her to go home and stop fretting.” He looked up

with red eyes. “I could have given her a lift home, but I wanted to sell more stuff, to

make up for the two days we’d paused things.” He stared down into his cold cup of

tea. “She only went to Dance-A-Go-Go to try to stop me. And instead, someone

stoppedher.”

chaptertwenty

Gabriella staredafter DC Hartridge in dismay.

He’d rushed off to make her a cup of tea she didn’t want, and she suspected it was to

keep her in DS Archer’s office when she really just wanted to leave.

She fiddled with the statement she’d brought with her, having typed it up in the

Kensington and Chelsea Traffic Warden Centre after work. Hartridge had looked

extremely pleased to see it was already typed up, but that hadn’t stopped him from

trying to keep her at New Scotland Yard.

He took a long time to come back, so she started reading the front labels of the files

on Archer’s desk, none of which were open, unfortunately for her curiosity.

“Miss Farnsworth.” Archer’s surprised voice from the doorway gave her a guilty

start.

“Mr. Archer.” She got to her feet and held out her statement to him. “I typed it up at

the office for you.”



He took it, glancing down to read it as he moved around to sit at his desk. The late

afternoon light coming from the window behind him illuminated the dark blond of his

hair, and cast interesting shadows under his cheekbones.

She’d slid back into her chair while he read, and she waited there, perched on the

edge of her seat until he looked up again.

“Thank you, this is very comprehensive.”

She stood again, and he stood with her. “Have a good evening, Mr. Archer.”

“James,” he said.

She paused. “Better not, surely?”

Before he could answer, Hartridge appeared in the doorway, holding a mug of tea.

“Here you go,” he said to her, holding it out.

“Thank you.” She looked down at the dark brown liquid, and tried not to grimace. “I

should be going. Maybe you could have it,” she said to Archer hopefully, and put it

down on the desk.

“Of course.” He looked amused.

“Will Mr. Fischer be all right?” she asked after an awkward pause.

“We’re going to the hospital to interview him now. The doctors wouldn’t have given

the go ahead for an interview unless he was doing well.” Archer moved around his

desk and picked up his coat. “Why don’t I walk you out? I’ll meet you at the car,

Hartridge.”



The constable backed out into the corridor. “Good evening, Miss Farnsworth.” He

gave a little salute as he disappeared off down the passageway.

They walked down the stairs side by side, and when Gabriella glanced over at him,

she realized he was watching her with a hooded expression.

“What impression did you get of Lenny when you stepped into that lab?” he asked.

“He was dismayed to see me. It was like he hadn’t expected anyone to come in

response to the shouting and smashing.” She shrugged. “That seemed pretty short-

sighted to me, like he was acting purely on emotion, smashing things up like a child.”

“He claims to be upset about Patty.”

“Then he should have kept her safe,” Gabriella said. “I’m guessing she didn’t have a

thing to do with that lab, but she’s the one who ended up dead in the alley. Not him.

Or Fischer. Or Devenish.”

“Lenny says the first victim, Sam, was approached in Dance-A-Go-Go and warned

off selling the drugs he and Devenish were peddling. It might be the same person was

watching Patty and Lenny the night she died, and got the wrong end of the stick and

assumed she was involved. Have you ever seen anyone acting suspicious there?”

Gabriella shook her head. “It was my first time there.” But Melvin would know. She

could ask Solomon about it.

“I don’t have the right to tell you where to go, but I’d avoid Dance-A-Go-Go until

this is sorted.” Archer held the door into the reception area open for her.

She stopped in the doorway, so close to him she could see the gold flecks in his gray

eyes. “I appreciate the advice.”



He blinked slowly, and she felt a flush rise up from her chest to burn her cheeks.
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She forced herself through the door.

He stepped close to her as she walked out of the building, his shoulder rubbing hers

as they squeezed past people coming the other way.

“If you see anyone following you again, or even catch sight of a white van, call me.”

He took her hand as if to shake it, but they both knew that wasn’t what he was doing.

She gave a nod, gently pulled her hand free and, seeing the bus pull in, ran toward it

with a backward wave.

By the time she sat down on the upper deck, Archer was gone.

She flexed her hand, staring down at it.

That seemed to escalate quickly, but really, it had been on a slow boil since the first

day she’d sat in his office.

She leaned her forehead against the window, desperate for a bit of cool, and kept her

eyes peeled for a white van.

She saw a few, but the modifications on them ruled them out. When the bus lumbered

up to her usual stop, though, she stayed where she was and let it take her deeper into

Notting Hill. She didn’t feel like going home and making herself dinner, and she

wanted to speak to Solomon about the club.

She got off a street away from the Calypso Club and enjoyed the walk there. The air



was cooler, the sky a delightful red and orange.

There were plenty of times she missed the weather and the familiarity of home, but

sometimes she was gripped by a thrill at being in such a bustling, cosmopolitan place,

and was glad her hunt for her father had led her here.

The calypso band was in full swing when she pushed through the door, and Jerome

was sitting behind the desk.

“Gabriella.” He pronounced it like Solomon, in the same friendly, slightly amused

tone.

Gabriella wondered what they found so funny about her or her name, but she had

never detected any malice or ill will with it, so she had decided to take it as a sign of

acceptance.

“I’m here for dinner, and to talk to Solomon, if he’s here.” She pulled out her purse

and found the right amount to hand over.

Jerome took it and wrote her name carefully in the book. “Mr. Rodney’s here, and

Solomon might be round later.”

Jerome would tell him she was looking for him, Gabriella guessed, so she murmured

her thanks and went to find Mr. Rodney.

Catherine was sitting with him, and when he saw her, he waved her over

enthusiastically.

“You came.” Mr. Rodney beamed as he patted the chair next to him.

“I came.” She smiled at both of them as she sat down. “Catherine.” She was still



struck at the outrageous beauty of the woman.

Catherine inclined her head regally. Rather than looking ridiculous, the movement

suited her.

“Catherine has just finished her course today. We’re celebrating,” Mr. Rodney told

her.

“Congratulations,” Gabriella said. “What course?”

“Secretarial,” Catherine said. “Now I can help Solomon run his business.”

“I thought Solomon worked for British Transport?” Gabriella said. Although, in truth,

she knew that’s the impression he wanted her to have, without ever actually saying

that’s what he did.

“Oh, he does.” Mr. Rodney sounded so proud. “But he started importing things from

home, for the community. It’s making enough now that he can hire Catherine to run

things from a small office. Maybe, if it really takes off, he can leave BT and become

an entrepreneur.”

Oh, he was already an entrepreneur. She and Catherine exchanged a look, and after a

moment of tension, Catherine sent her a wide smile.

She had passed some new test, Gabriella guessed.

They ate their dinner companionably, but by the time Mr. Rodney was ready to go

home, Solomon had not put in an appearance.

Catherine bid them good night and went back into the kitchens to help her mother and

the other women who ran the club with the clean up, and Gabriella and Mr. Rodney



set off home.
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They were still on Parade Street, only ten houses away from the Calypso Club, when

the attack happened.

A man came out of the narrow space between two old Victorians. He was all in black,

with a black cap and a black face covering, and Gabriella just caught the flash of his

blade under the weak street light before he darted forward and struck out at Mr.

Rodney, who always insisted on being a gentleman and walking closest to the road.

Mr. Rodney gave a soft cry, and Gabriella found her voice had frozen. She couldn’t

find a scream inside her.

Instead, to compensate, she attacked, shoving the man as hard as she could.

He obviously didn’t expect it and staggered back, while Gabriella heard Mr. Rodney

collapse to the ground behind her.

She needed to scream. There were always a few boys hanging around outside the

club, and they’d come running. She needed her throat to work.

The attacker got his balance back and swore softly, squaring up to her again.

“Run, Gabby.” Mr. Rodney’s voice was breathless.

She would not be running. “So brave,” she managed to hiss, pleased that she could

actually make a sound. “Attacking an old man. What a hero.”

The words seemed to genuinely throw him. He hesitated, and in that moment, she



finally managed to find a scream, and as she did, she shoved him again.

Help came, but not from the direction of the club, as she’d expected.

Beyond the attacker, down the street, she saw Solomon, Melvin, and a third man, and

they were running, the silent, focused run of men who weren’t scared to mix it up.

Something about the focus of her gaze made the attacker glance back.

“Fuck me.” He darted into the street, around Mr. Rodney, and ran away, in the

direction of the club.

Solomon shouted something, Gabriella guessed an order for the boys outside the club

to stop him, but she didn’t really listen, she had turned and was kneeling beside Mr.

Rodney.

“Where?” she asked him.

He was lying fully down on the pavement now. His hand lifted weakly, touched his

side.

“Call an ambulance,” she ordered the men as they reached her. “I’d say move him to

the club, but I don’t think that’s wise.” She looked up at Solomon, who was staring at

his uncle with wide eyes. “If there’s a first aid kit in the club, bring it to me.”

Solomon flicked a hand, and Melvin and the other man ran off.

“Did he get away?” Mr. Rodney asked Solomon, trying to sound like he was fine.

“The boys didn’t understand me until it was too late.” Solomon sounded so

reasonable, Gabriella looked up, then looked away, fast.



He was enraged.

She went to work removing Mr. Rodney’s jacket, and when Solomon realized what

she was doing, he crouched down beside her and helped. When she pulled the white,

starched shirt up, they both drew in a breath at the cut across his abdomen.

The other man, not Melvin, arrived with the first aid kit.

Suddenly realizing the police would most likely get involved, now that the ambulance

was coming, Gabriella lifted her gaze to Solomon. “Melvin wasn’t here,” she said.

He tilted his head. “He wasn’t?”

“No.” She didn’t want to explain anymore than that here on the street. And not in

front of Mr. Rodney.

“All right. He wasn’t.” Solomon glanced at the man next to him.

“Was just you and me, boss,” the man said.

“George, meet Gabriella, my uncle’s neighbor. “Gabriella, George.”
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“I can honestly say it is extremely good to meet you, George,” Gabriella said, using

the iodine swabs in the first aid kit on Mr. Rodney’s cut.

She caught George’s quick grin.

“How you holding up there, Mr. Rodney?” George asked, helping Solomon as they

rolled their jackets up to use as a pillow for his head.

The ambulance arrived quickly, lights and sirens blaring, and the medics loaded Mr.

Rodney up on a stretcher and left for the hospital right away.

It was a sober statement on how bad his injury was.

They even let Solomon go along with to the hospital, when he explained he was Mr.

Rodney’s family.

Gabriella packed up the first aid kit and began walking back to the club to return it.

George walked beside her. Maybe Solomon had told him to keep an eye on her. “You

know who that was who attacked you?”

She shook her head. “I couldn’t see his face. But I have some ideas about why he did

it.”

“And one of those ideas means Melvin might come to the attention of the coppers if

they knew he was mixed up in what happened tonight?”



Gabriella nodded.

He said nothing more, but when Melvin appeared at the top of the club’s steps, he

motioned him down.

“Scarper before the coppers get here. You weren’t here, right.”

“Right.” Melvin was quick on the uptake. He nodded to Gabriella.

“Thanks for the rescue, Melvin,” she said. “Things were getting dicey.”

He just grinned at her, and then he was gone, melting into the darkness.

Catherine stepped out and ran down the steps, and Gabriella handed her the first aid

kit. “Solomon went with Mr. Rodney to the hospital.”

“Someone stabbed him, Mel said?”

Gabriella nodded.

“Did you see who?”

“It was dark, he was masked up, and it happened quickly. Lucky the boys were

coming up the road at the right time.”

“You go to Sol at the hospital, Cat. I’ll sort things here.” George patted her shoulder

awkwardly.

She gave a nod and ran back up the stairs.

As she disappeared inside, the police arrived.



Two bobbies on foot, and a car.

She saw the bobbies gazes flick over the tight group of boys outside the club, then

George, then herself.

“I’m one of the people who was attacked,” she said, to get their attention fully on her.

“How many people were attacked?” one of the officers who’d arrived by car asked.

“Just me and Mr. Rodney. The ambulance took Mr. Rodney away. The attacker

stabbed him.”

“Just the one person attacked you?” The officer had come around the car, standing

closer to her, which was better than the distance he’d had before. He looked as if he

expected trouble.
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The Notting Hill Race Riots were still very fresh in everyone’s memories, even five

years on. Gabriella hadn’t been in London then, but Mr. Rodney had spoken about

them a time or two.

No one wanted a repeat.

“Yes. It was dark and I didn’t see his face. The lads might have gotten a better look as

he ran past them.” She looked over her shoulder at the group of sixteen year olds who

often hung out on the steps, chatting and joking.

“Did you?” the officer asked them.

“White bloke. Wearing black. That’s all I got,” one of the boys said. “He ran over to

the pavement on other side of the street, and the cars parked that side were blocking

him a bit. But he was wearing a mask or sommat, anyway.”

The other boys had similar things to say.

“Where did the attack occur?” One of the bobbies had also come closer, and looked

more relaxed.

She showed them, walking them back down to the scene, and George came with her.

“What’s your role in this?” the officer asked him.

“George and Solomon were coming up the street toward us,” Gabriella said. “They

saw what was happening and came running, and the bloke got wind of them and ran.”



“Solomon?” the bobby asked, notebook out.

“Mr. Rodney’s nephew. He went with him in the ambulance to the hospital.”

“Ah.” The last of the tension seemed to leave the officer, who introduced himself as

PS Yates. “And do you know any reason why someone would attack you or Mr.

Rodney?”

Gabriella paused, and Yates’s eyes came up suddenly, sharp and hard.

“You do.”

She lifted a shoulder. “I don’t want to think it, but I’m a traffic warden, and I found

the girl stabbed the other day in the alley, and since then, I think someone’s been

following me. I told DS Archer about it.” She fished in her handbag, pulled out his

card and held it out.

Once again, she had the feeling she’d completely surprised Yates. Whatever he

thought she was going to say, this wasn’t it.

“Right.” He took the card, studied it, and handed it back.

She almost told him that if he hurried to interview Mr. Rodney, he might be able to

catch DS Archer at the hospital as well, as he’d be there, interviewing Mr. Fischer.

But that felt too convoluted. Like she was way too involved.

Which she was, but that wasn’t PS Yates’s business.

He would probably disagree.

“You’ve got a way to get home safely?” Yates asked.



“I’ll walk her home.” George hadn’t said a thing until now, other than to give his

name to the bobby, and he sounded amused.

When they left, she stood in a pool of shadow beside him, watching them go.

“What was so funny?” she asked.

“You,” he told her. “From da way you coaxed them into relaxing in front of da big,

bad, black men, to throwing all der ideas of you and Mr. Rodney stepping out

together and being attacked for it out da window. I could barely keep a straight face,

me.”

Oh.

She started to giggle, especially at the exaggerated island accent he’d put on, and he

joined her with a deeper chuckle.

“Mr. Rodney,” she said, to get them serious again. “Is there a phone in the club so I

can call a taxi to take me to the hospital?”

“I’d wait until tomorrow,” George told her, putting out an arm for her to slip her hand

through. “Won’t be any way he could have visitors tonight, other than Solomon.”



Page 48

Source Creation Date: July 2, 2025, 9:44 am

He was right, so she took the offered arm, and let him walk her home.

Hopefully tomorrow would be less exciting.

chaptertwenty-one

“DS Archer?”

James was just leaving the hospital, and he and Hartridge stopped at the sight of the

uniformed officer hailing them.

He recognized PS Yates from the Notting Hill nick. “Yates.”

“Just had a stabbing on my patch,” Yates said. “A Gabriella Farnsworth—”

James was aware of a sudden drop in temperature, a sudden roaring in his ears. “Miss

Farnsworth was stabbed?” He would never know how his voice came out as calmly

as it did.

“Not a scratch on her. Her companion, Mr. Rodney, he’s the one got hurt. Attacker

ran off when he was interrupted.”

The tight grip the air seemed to have on him suddenly loosened.

“Did she see who it was?” Hartridge sounded excited.

Yates was shaking his head. “He chose a really dark spot, and he wore a mask and



knitted cap. I reckon he knew what he was about. She said it might be related to that

Chelsea case . . .?” Yates looked a little uncertain, as if he didn’t know whether to

believe what she had told him.

“Yes.” James sounded grim. “She’s been followed. We think the man who stabbed

two people over the last week and a half is nervous she saw him.”

“Hell.” Yates winced. “Lucky for her two blokes came along and stopped him.

Sounds like he took one look at them and legged it.”

“You here to interview her friend who was stabbed?” Hartridge asked.

James was relieved one of them was thinking, because he would have let Yates go in,

his only thought to go straight to Gabriella.

“You want to come with me?” Yates asked.

“If he got a good look, that would be one of our best leads,” James admitted.

He turned on his heel and followed Yates in.

A tall black man with dreadlocks and very sharp clothes was leaning against the wall

in the corridor outside the victim’s door, eyes closed, arms and legs crossed.

“Excuse me,” Yates asked, looking down at his notebook. “Are you Solomon

Harriot?”

Harriot opened his eyes slowly, although if James were to guess, there was nothing

relaxed about him.

“I am.”



“Police Sergeant Yates.” Yates held out a hand, and Solomon straightened up and

shook it. “How is your uncle?”

“The doctor’s in with him. They patched him up. The knife didn’t go too deep, but

he’ll have a scar.” Solomon was taking them all in. “Did you speak to Gabriella?”

“I did.” Yates looked down at his notes again. “Can you tell me what you saw, sir?”

“Me’n George were walking toward the club, and we saw a scuffle up ahead, and

then there was Gabriella, shoving some bloke away from my uncle, who was lying on

the ground.” He looked across at James. “There was no shouting, you know? That

was the strange part of it. And then suddenly she was shouting at him, and he sort of

froze a minute, like he couldn’t believe it. Then she saw us and he took one look

behind him and scarpered.”

“Did you get a good look at his face?” Hartridge asked.

Solomon shook his head. “I didn’t. I asked my uncle if he did, but it was a really dark

bit of street, you know, and he covered his mouth and nose. Bastard planned exactly

where he was going to jump out.”

Yates nodded. “Miss Farnsworth and your friend, Mr. Mohan, showed me where it

happened. He chose the darkest stretch of road.”
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While they were standing there, a doctor emerged from the room, and noting Yates’s

uniform, started shaking his head. “Mr. Rodney is asleep. I’ve sedated him. He may

be pretty fit for someone in his mid 70s, but you’ll have to come back tomorrow

morning if you want to speak to him.”

They walked back out together, Solomon Harriot choosing to join them as the doctor

didn’t want him there, either.

“Can we give you a lift home, Mr. Harriot?” James asked. He was curious to know

where the Trinidadian lived. He wondered if he was Gabriella’s upstairs neighbor.

“You going to the Gate?” Harriot asked.

“The Gate?” James had never heard of that.

“What we call Notting Hill,” Harriot said.

We being those who originally hailed from Trinidad and Tobago, James guessed.

“Then yes. I’d like to speak to Miss Farnsworth while the incident is fresh in her

mind.”

That was the truth, but he’d have gone, anyway.

Harriot accepted the offer, and they dropped him off three streets away from

Gabriella’s house, in front of a small, single family dwelling. A woman came out

while he was getting out the car, as if she’d been watching from the front window,



and pulled him into a tight embrace when he reached her.

When James pulled up outside the old converted Victorian, he looked up and saw the

light was still on on the top floor.

He suddenly wished he’d made an excuse to lose Hartridge, somehow.

He climbed out slowly, aware it had been a hell of a day, and decided having

Hartridge as a chaperone was probably not a bad thing.

“You been here before?” Hartridge asked.

James nodded. “Once, after she found Patty Little’s body.” He didn’t elaborate, and

led the way inside. It worried him that the front door was on the latch, and he turned

the lock behind them before heading up the stairs.

He knocked softly on Gabriella’s door, aware she might be jumpy after the attack.

“Who’s there?” she called, and he didn’t like the tremble in her voice.

“It’s DS Archer and DC Hartridge.” He felt she deserved fair warning he wasn’t on

his own like last time.

There was a moment of silence. “One moment.”

He heard her walk away, and a few minutes later she opened up, clearly having

changed out of her pajamas into a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. She looked rumpled and

a little grumpy.

He forced himself not to look at her mouth.



“Sorry to disturb you, Miss Farnsworth,” he said. For the first time since he’d

bumped into Yates he looked at his watch and winced. “I didn’t realize the time. But

do you mind if we come in and ask a few questions?”

She drew back from the door without a word, walked over to her little round table

and sat down. “Did you see Mr. Rodney? Is he all right?”

“The doctor says he’s in good shape, and his nephew says there’ll be a scar, but no

other damage.”

She bowed her head, and when she looked up, her eyes glistened. “That he got hurt at

all, because of me—”

“Not because of you.” James made his voice very firm. “We don’t know for sure why

you were attacked, but if it’s to do with Patty and Sam, then it’s because of Devenish

and Lenny and whoever is doing this. Not you.”

She drew in a deep breath. Gave a nod.

“So what can you tell me?” James sat down, leaving Hartridge to stand behind him

and take notes.

“I couldn’t see his face. He had on a knit cap, black clothes, and a scarf tied over his

mouth. I was looking more at the knife, anyway. He was taller than me, but not

extremely tall. George and Solomon,” she flicked a look across the table at him, “and

you, would tower over him.”

“Could he have been the man who tried to pick you up in the van?” James asked.
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She gave a slow nod. “He could be, but I couldn’t say for sure.”

“Did he say anything? Have any accent?”

She shook her head. “All he said was . . .” She glanced at him and blushed. “He

swore and ran off when he saw George and Solomon.” She sniffed. “I called him a

coward. That threw him.”

James was pleased to hear the righteous indignation in her voice. It was better than

the tears.

“I pushed him, too, to get him away from Mr. Rodney. He really didn’t expect that.

He sort of stopped, and though I couldn’t see his face, I think he was shocked.”

James could well believe that.

“Then Solomon and George were running toward us, and he did a bunk.”

“Can you tell me what you did after you left the Yard?” James asked. “Do you think

he might have followed you, or already knew where to find you?”

“Oh.” She stared at him. “I hadn’t even thought of that. I took the bus from the Yard

straight to the club. I nearly got off at home, but they serve dinner at the club and I

didn’t feel like cooking. Mr. Rodney is a member, and I have a standing invitation to

attend.”

“Mr. Rodney is your neighbor,” he guessed.



“He used to live opposite me,” she said. “But he just moved downstairs to the ground

floor. Sometimes Solomon comes over to take him to the club, but sometimes I take

him, and we were just walking back home when we were attacked.”

So he had either followed the bus from the Yard, or he was on the bus.

James guessed he was on the bus. Maybe he had followed her from work to the Yard,

and waited for her to come out.

“He had to have been following the bus.” Gabriella spoke slowly, her eyes wide as

she looked over at him. “I did check, but I didn’t see anything.”

“He knows you’re aware of the white van,” James said. “He might have been in

another car.” He decided not to suggest the possibility that he had been in the bus

with her.

She leaned back, face a little pale.

She looked ready to drop.

“We’ll leave you to get some sleep,” he said, scraping back his chair. “I’ll get the

local bobbies to swing past every hour to check on the house.”

She nodded, but he didn’t think she really heard him.

She followed him and Hartridge to the door.

“Why does he want to kill me?” she asked. “I haven’t seen his face. I can’t identify

him. And even if I could, it would be to say he was driving a white van. That’s all.”

“He obviously thinks you know more than you do,” James agreed.



They left her leaning against her doorjamb, and her question niggled at James.

Because she was right. Why did their suspect see her as such a threat? Unless

Gabriella knew something that she didn’t realize was significant.

He looked forward to asking the bastard about it in an interview room down at the

Yard.

chaptertwenty-two

She had a new round.

Mr. Greenberg had switched her route with Patrick Nelson’s, no reason given, but

everyone could guess. And she couldn’t have been happier.

She was in south Kensington, in the side streets—a nice, quiet patch. And not a green

jaguar in sight.

It wasn’t that much different to her old route, if she was being honest, but a whole

borough over, and with a slightly less well-heeled air, although not by much.

Usually, routes were changed every two months, and a change wasn’t due for another

three weeks, but Patrick Nelson hadn’t seemed put out by it, and given he had full

seniority, being a retired copper, and would have been able to refuse without any

consequences, she guessed everyone was happy.
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Maybe Mr. Nelson was looking forward to finding something to help DS Archer.

Getting back in the game for a bit.

Gabriella was happy to leave him to it.

She had plans to visit Mr. Rodney in hospital later, and she wanted nothing more to

do with the whole affair.

She moved through her assigned streets with relief, and was even amused when she

found an abandoned car on the edge of a park with slashed tires.

She rounded the front, looking for any sign of a license registration on the dashboard,

and a head popped up from the back.

It gave her a start.

“Where’s Mr. Nelson?” the figure asked, voice gritty as a gravel road.

“Mr. Nelson is on a different round, now.” Gabriella stepped closer, saw the person

on the back seat had created a nest for themselves.

“Who’re you?” The demand would have been rude, but Gabriella could hear a slight

tremor in the rough voice.

It was a man, she finally worked out. A small, wizened man, wrapped up as if it was

the depths of winter, although in fact it was a particularly nice late summer day.



As a nod to the weather, the windows of the car had been wound down, presumably

to let a cross breeze through.

“Mr. Nelson lets me stay here.”

Gabriella wondered if that was true.

As if seeing the skepticism on her face, he wriggled a bit closer to the window.

“’Til they come tow the car,” he amended.

What harm was it doing? Gabriella gave a nod. “I’m Miss Farnsworth.”

“Teddy Roe.” Teddy extended a hand covered in a filthy mitten through the window.

Gabriella shook it gently, and she suddenly felt a lot more friendly toward Mr.

Nelson. Not that she’d disliked him before, but he had seemed very stern and rigid to

her.

That was obviously a front.

Mr. Nelson was marshmallow inside.

“Long as I don’t cause no trouble, Mr. Nelson lets me stay,” Teddy said, as if to make

sure she understood.

“I’m happy to keep to that arrangement, Mr. Roe.”

It seemed to take him a moment to get her meaning, and then he relaxed back on the

seat in a way that almost broke Gabriella’s heart.



“Well, good day to you, Mr. Roe.” Gabriella moved on, noticing a curtain twitching

in the house closest to the park.

Friend or foe, she wondered?

Probably a friend, as Mr. Roe wouldn’t have lasted long if someone had made a

formal complaint.

Given the car wasn’t recently abandoned, and Teddy Roe’s nest looked well

established, she wondered if there wasn’t a conspiracy of silence in reporting the

vehicle.

She was surprised Mr. Nelson hadn’t said anything to her, but then, given it was his

duty to report the matter, what could he say without compromising himself, and

probably her into the bargain?

By saying nothing, they could both claim to have thought the matter already reported.

Nelson had taken the chance she would make the same choice as he had. She found

her liking for him increased yet again.
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She finished her rounds without incident, and changed and left as soon as possible,

heading for Notting Hill first, to visit the small little shop tucked up next to a

haberdashery that sold groceries from Trinidad and Tobago.

As she stepped inside, she wondered suddenly if Solomon owned it, then dismissed

the idea. If he did, Mr. Rodney would have as much of the special Trinidadian coffee

he loved so much as he wanted, whereas he coveted it, and limited himself to one

special cup a day.

Perhaps it was a foolish gift, as he couldn’t have any in the hospital, but she hoped it

was something for him to look forward to when he got out.

The hospital was cool inside, and she found Mr. Rodney sitting up in bed, talking to

Catherine when she arrived.

“Gabby!” He almost jumped out of bed, and both she and Catherine leaped forward

to stop him. “You’re all right?” he asked, subsiding back against the pillows in the

face of their alarm.

“I’m very sorry you were attacked, but he didn’t lay a finger on me.”

“I was telling Catherine how you pushed him, and called him a coward.” Mr. Rodney

patted Catherine’s hand. “She went for him, like a tigress.”

Gabriella studied him as she sat down on the only other chair left in the room. “You

look pretty good for someone who was stabbed.”



“Not stabbed so much as slashed,” Mr. Rodney said. “Not nearly so dangerous and

easily mended.”

“That’s good.” She pulled out the coffee, and handed it to him as he crowed in

delight.

When the nurse came to shoo her and Catherine out, she told them the doctor would

probably discharge him by the end of the weekend.

“This your trouble following Mr. Rodney?” Catherine asked as they walked out

together.

Gabriella looked over at her, lifted a shoulder and nodded at the same time. “I don’t

understand why, but probably.”

“You don’t understand why?” Catherine sounded surprised.

“If it’s the man who killed those two people I found, I don’t understand what the

motivation is. I can’t identify him.”

“He maybe doesn’t know that.” Catherine sounded less edgy. “Or it might just be

someone who doesn’t like seeing a white girl walking with a black man.”

“That’s what George said the police thought, at first.” She shook her head. “But there

was none of the stupid name calling that usually goes with that. He came out fast and

quiet, and he went straight for Mr. Rodney, like he was getting him out of the way

before he focused on me.”

“Why’d you make Melvin disappear?”

Again she lifted a shoulder. “Just being overly cautious. The man who probably



killed those people might also be selling drugs at Dance-A-Go-Go. If the police got

wind of where Melvin works . . .”

Catherine stopped and was staring at her. “Mel needs to know this.”

“I know. Can you pass it on?”

They had reached the bus stop, and Catherine nodded, but given the number of people

around them, they didn’t discuss it further.

Later, Gabriella got comfortable on her window seat, legs extended out in front of

her, coffee in hand, and looked out of the small, open window to the street below.

Birds were raising a racket, settling into trees for the night, and the golden light of

sunset washed over the old, slightly ramshackle houses, lending them a glamor they

didn’t usually have.

There were people walking on the pavement, but no one was behaving suspiciously,

or appeared to be paying unusual attention to her house.

Some children played hop scotch a few houses up, but as she watched, their mother

called them in for their dinner.

Tea, they called it here.

She forced herself to acknowledge that there could be someone, clever enough not to

be obvious.

She’d been thinking a lot more clearly this afternoon than she had this morning. Since

Catherine’s pointed questions.

Even if her attacker didn’t know exactly where she lived, he had a good idea of her



general area. He’d followed her bus once, and while she’d lost him, she hadn’t gotten

off that far from home. The second time, he’d followed her right to the club. Which

meant, for everyone’s safety, she couldn’t go back there until this was over.

Mr. Rodney was hurt because she hadn’t understood how determined this man

seemed to be to kill her.
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She understood now.

chaptertwenty-three

James pulledup outside Gabriella Farnsworth’s house and leaned back against his

seat.

He closed his eyes for a moment and let himself enjoy being still and relaxed.

It was Friday night. Theoretically he was off the clock until Monday, although that

wasn’t going to happen.

Since Lenny had given them Sam Nealy’s name, they had found Nealy’s basement

flat in Holland Park, and searched it thoroughly.

His landlady, the house owner who lived above, hadn’t even realized he was missing.

Apparently she thought it was life as usual, him working nights and sleeping days.

She had not been pleased to discover police officers at her door. It seemed Nealy had

given her the impression he was a security guard, and she had actually felt safe,

knowing he was on the property.

Finding his next of kin was proving harder than it should have been, and Hartridge

had spent a frustrating day trying to track down his mother, the only name on his

birth certificate.

The clubs and vice unit had promised to get back with some names of heroin dealers



who operated in the West End, but James had the distinct feeling they were being

territorial.

He held the option of calling in DI Whetford in reserve. Whetford could be counted

on to beat his chest and push his way in when it came to jurisdiction, and as long as

he wasn’t taking a backhander from this particular heroin dealer, James could use him

as a threat.

A clatter of bin lids jerked him from his thoughts, and he opened his eyes.

A man of Caribbean heritage set a metal bin on the pavement, and disappeared

around the side of Gabriella’s house, then came back with a second one.

As he set it down next to the first, Gabriella came out of the front door and called a

greeting to him, carrying what turned out to be a rubbish bag, to put in one of the

bins.

They chatted for a moment and then Gabriella went back inside, and the man went to

fetch another bin.

Above him, Gabriella’s light winked out, and James forced himself to get out of the

car.

He had come to check on her, and it looked as if she was about to leave.

He’d managed to find a parking spot close to her front door and he came round the

front of the Wolseley in time to see Gabriella emerge onto the street.

She walked away from him, into the growing shadows of dusk, and as he was about

to call to her, a man stepped out from the side of the house opposite hers and crossed

the road just in front of James to follow her.



He was so focused on his prey, he hadn’t noticed James. He never once look around

or back.

James surged after him, quiet now, focused on every detail of the man in front of him.

He had a stocky build, so possibly not the same man who’d attacked Gabriella and

Mr. Rodney the night before.

Gabriella had described her attacker as wiry.

Her follower was wearing a flat cap and dark clothes, and he moved confidently. He

wasn’t nervous about trailing a woman in the darkening streets.

James tried to catch a glimpse of his hands, and thought there might have been a

knife in his right hand, but it was difficult to tell.

The man was gaining on Gabriella, but holding back a little. The street was busy,

with plenty of people coming home from work in time for dinner, a few children still

playing in the road, squeezing out every second of freedom before their mothers or

fathers called them in.

He was looking for a quieter place to attack, James guessed.

He wouldn’t get one.

And then, Gabriella stopped and stepped up to the edge of the pavement.

James had been concentrating so much on her and her follower, he was taken surprise

by the sight of a bus coming down the street on the opposite side.
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Gabriella looked left, then right, for traffic, and darted across the street, waving a

hand to the bus driver.

The man following her seemed to be as thrown as James was, hesitating on the

pavement as he watched her run for the bus.

Before he could follow her, a massive truck drove past, blocking the road, and

forcing the man to take a step back.

When the truck had finally lumbered past, the bus had pulled off.

The man’s body language said he had missed his chance, and he knew it.

James couldn’t arrest him for walking the streets, but he could follow him, and see

where he went to. He flicked a quick glance at the bus, shuddering and squealing off

down the road, with satisfaction. Gabriella was out of harm’s way, and his best lead

since this all began stood right in front of him, completely unaware he was even

there.

The man pulled out a cigarette as he watched the bus turn a corner, lighting it and

smoking for a moment, as if contemplating his next move.

Instead of turning back, he started walking down the pavement in the same direction

as Gabriella had been going before she crossed the road. James kept up a leisurely

stroll behind him, glad that at this hour, with so many people leaving work, it was

easy to hide in the crowd.



Unlike before, when he’d been trailing Gabriella, his mark turned back a few times,

but James didn’t know if that was something he did as a precaution, or whether he’d

sensed he was being followed.

The drag of the day seemed to evaporate as James kept him in sight, invigorated by

the hunt.

And then the mark disappeared.

James knew he had been passing a pub, and he jogged to the entrance and stepped

through.

There was his prey, ordering a pint at the bar.

Relaxing, James waited for him to find a seat, and then went to the bar to order a pint

himself. While he waited to be served, he looked around the place, a long, casual

sweep of his gaze.

There was a free table for two near the fire that had a good view of the booth his

mark had slid into, and James headed there and sat with his back to the wall.

The pub was busy and getting busier, as more and more people poured in.

There were clearly groups of work colleagues coming in together, others coming in

on their own for a quiet drink at the end of the day.

He wondered what his prey was doing here.

The man drank his pint as if there was no rush.

Eventually he finished his drink and strolled off to the back of the pub to the men’s,



and, swallowing down the last of his own drink, James sauntered after him.

When he got into the toilet, there was no one there, and feeling a sudden frisson of

panic, James ran out, just in time to hear the door to the back alley close.

Either he’d been spotted, or it was his mark taking precautions again.

He jogged to the back, pushing open the heavy door and stepping into a dark, narrow

alley, with overflowing bins to the left.

He looked toward the high street, hoping to catch a glimpse of the man, and which

way he went.

There was no sign of him.

“Damn.”

A movement just behind him and to the left was all the warning he got before

something smashed into his head.

“Looking for me, mate?”

The words seemed to be coming from a long way off, and then they shut off

altogether.

chaptertwenty-four
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Gabriella knewshe was being followed almost right away.

The reflection of her pursuer was clear in the side mirrors of the cars she passed.

Although nothing about the way he dressed and moved was familiar, and she didn’t

think it was the same man who’d attacked her the night before, he was following her,

and she guessed that wasn’t a coincidence.

She’d kept her pace steady, glad beyond anything there were so many people out and

about. If she had left a little later to go visit Mr. Rodney in hospital, she’d have been

much more vulnerable.

The bus that came down the street was the wrong one, but she sensed the man getting

closer, moving in, and all it would take was a sudden lull in foot traffic, and he would

have his chance.

But she also didn’t want to lose him.

She wanted to turn the tables.

So far she had had things done to her.

That was no longer acceptable to her.

She’d darted across the street, waving to the bus, and then, seeing her chance, ducked

behind a low brick gate that fronted a neat single story house.

She crouched behind it, pleased to find it had a built-in letterbox. She lifted the flap,



looking through the narrow opening into the street, and saw her follower smoking as

he looked after the bus.

Then he began to move off.

She’d waited a moment before following him, aware her movement across the road

might attract his attention, and then she sucked in a shocked breath as she saw DS

Archer casually stroll after him.

He must have been watching her house.

She vaguely remembered him saying something about extra patrols last night, but she

hadn’t thought he would be doing them himself.

As she jogged across the road and fell in behind the men, she kept further back than

felt right, but she was unsure what to do now she knew Archer was on the case. He

was the police, and she should probably leave the field of battle to him.

But she had been so invested in following her attacker, in turning the tables, she

found it difficult to let go.

She was so far behind them, she almost missed seeing DS Archer go into the pub, and

slowed down even more, guessing her attacker had gone in, too.

Both would recognize her immediately if she were to go in as well, so she hung

around outside, pretending to be waiting for someone.

More than one man offered to buy her a drink while she waited, but she made the

excuse she was waiting for a friend to fob them off with as little fuss as possible.

Whatever they were doing in there, it seemed to take a long time.



She was about to give up when she caught sight of Archer through the window,

heading to the back of the pub.

She caught her lip with her teeth, wondering what to do, when she heard the slam of a

door coming from the narrow alley to her right, around the side of the pub. She had

checked it out earlier, while she waited, considering it as a hiding place if both men

came out.

Not knowing what else to do, she moved toward it and peered around, just in time to

see a shadowy figure hit James Archer in the back of the head with a plank of wood.

He went down silently, and the man loomed over him, staring down.

He murmured something to himself, and then stepped around the detective’s body,

heading straight for her.

Panicked, Gabriella pulled back and looked wildly for a place to hide, but the obvious

answer was inside the pub. She darted through the doorway, standing just inside and

watching at the door in case he’d seen her and was coming in after her.

She’d rather know if he was on to her immediately, but when the door opened, it was

a couple, arm in arm, who stepped through, and beyond them, she saw no sign of the

man.

She turned, finding the back passage she’d seen Archer take minutes before, and

walked down it to the back entrance.

She stared at the metal door for a moment, getting up her nerve, then pushed through

it.

Archer lay on the ground in front of her, very still, and for a terrible moment she



wondered if he was dead.
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She crouched beside him, feeling for a pulse, and let out a breath of relief when she

found it, strong and steady beneath her fingertips.

She heard a car engine, as if a vehicle was reversing into the alley, and then footsteps.

She wished it could be help, but she very much doubted it.

She scuttled to the bins, crouching low in the shadows.

“I don’t like this. We were supposed to get the girl, not him. Just leave him here and

call it a bust.” The man who spoke sounded nervy.

“We need to know why he was following me. The boss will be interested.” The man

who spoke was James Archer’s attacker.

“I don’t like any of this. Not grabbing the girl, not strange men following us.” The

man came closer, though.

“We came out on top, didn’t we?” Archer’s attacker said. “Let’s get him up and into

the back of the van.”

He’s a big’un. It’ll be difficult.”

The men bent, hauling Archer up between them, arms draped over their shoulders,

and dragged him away.

Gabriella peered around the bins to see what they were doing, confident their focus

was on getting Archer into the van, which they’d reversed as far down the alley as



they could.

The engine was running, and they tossed him in the back with no care whatsoever,

closed up and moved to the front, opening the driver and passenger doors.

Bloody hell.

She scrambled out from behind the bins and stood, dithering, before running to stand

at the back of the van. The engine revved, and on a rush of adrenalin, she opened one

of the van’s double doors and slipped inside, holding it slightly open so the two men

wouldn’t hear it slam closed.

The motion of the van pulling off jerked it toward her, and she had to put her hand in

the way to prevent it banging closed. Tears welled at the pain of it and she hoped she

hadn’t broken anything.

She stood, balancing as the van swayed, wedging her foot to keep the door from

closing and possibly locking her and James in.

It took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the darkness inside.

James Archer lay at her feet, but otherwise it looked empty, except for a toolbox

against one side.

She crouched down, still with one leg and arm extended to keep the door in place,

and flipped the lid of the box open.

She withdrew a hammer and a screwdriver, holding them awkwardly in one hand,

and stood again, thinking through her options.

She had surprise on her side, but she couldn’t carry James Archer. He was head and



shoulders taller than she was and a good deal heavier.

The van slowed and then rumbled over rough ground, making it difficult for Gabriella

to stay balanced.

Finally it came to a halt, and wincing, she transferred the screwdriver to her injured

hand, mind racing at what to do if the two men came round the back and opened the

doors.

She had some idea of protecting James, but she wouldn’t be able to fight off two men,

even if both her hands were working.

Why was she waiting then? She would do James Archer no good being captured with

him. Even if she just knew where he was so she could fetch help, that would be better

than nothing.

She opened the door and hopped down, getting her bearings.

The van had come to a halt outside a warehouse, the road beside it chewed up from

too-heavy trucks and no maintenance. There was nowhere obvious to hide, but they

were parked near the corner of the warehouse, and she ran toward it, rounding the

corner, and then pressed herself up against the wall just as she heard the men finally

exit the vehicle.

“Fred, the back’s open,” Archer’s attacker said, outraged.

“Don’t look at me. You closed it up. Unless . . . heisstill in there?”

“Aye, he’s still there. Out cold.” There was a sudden thread of worry in the man’s

voice. “Mebbe we hit him too hard?”



“You hit him too hard, you mean. None of this ‘we’ business.”
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“Were you there, or weren’t you?”

It sounded to Gabriella as if one of them climbed into the back. “He’s breathing,”

Fred said, voice considerably lighter. “Let’s find out who he is—” His voice cut off.

“Fuck me. He’s a copper.”

There was sudden silence.

Gabriella crouched low and risked peering around the corner. It was almost fully dark

now, and it was hard to see the two men, but from their tone, they were clearly

unhappy.

“The boss’ll want to know about this.”

“The copper ain’t seen our faces. Let’s keep it that way. If we have to dump him

somewhere, no harm done.” Fred sounded like he was trying to convince himself.

“You think a copper’ll think it’s no harm done to be knocked out and then dumped

somewhere?” The other man didn’t bother to hide his skepticism.

“Well, he won’t be able to point the finger at us, not if we keep shtum.” Fred jumped

down from the back of the van and its axle creaked. “Let’s get him into the office and

go find a phone box to call the boss.”

Gabriella waited while they pulled James Archer out of the van and carried him

inside.



The warehouse was near the Thames. She could hear the river and the water traffic

nearby. The whole place smelled of creosote and diesel, and when she lifted the hand

she had pressed against the wall, it came away smudged with black dust.

No one appeared to be around, and she could just make out a chain-link fence and an

open gate to the right.

They certainly hadn’t stopped to open a gate when they’d driven in, and hopefully

they’d leave it open when they left.

She’d been waiting less than ten minutes when the two men came out of the building,

arguing in low voices. They climbed into the van and started it up, turning it in a tight

circle to leave the way they’d come.

Gabriella crouched down, out of sight, and the moment the van turned left and its

lights disappeared, she was up and running to the entrance.

The door was shut but not locked. She opened it cautiously and found herself in a

large, dark space. The warehouse was unlit and the smell of diesel and dust was even

more pronounced inside.

She opened the entrance door wide to let in what little ambient light from the city

there was, and as her eyes adjusted she made out a small office to one side.

As she approached it, she saw it was made of ill-fitting wooden planks. It had a door

set in the middle and a small window on one side, almost as if they’d bought a garden

shed and plonked it down inside the warehouse.

They probably had.

The door to it was locked, but she had the screwdriver and the hammer, and she used



the screwdriver to lever the door open.

It was made of cheap wood that cracked and buckled easily after a bit of pressure. If

her hand hadn’t been hurting so much, she would have been able to jimmy it even

quicker.

She shoved at the door, forcing it open with a groan, and although she could see

nothing within, she heard the sound of someone breathing.

“DS Archer?” she whispered. “It’s Gabriella Farnsworth.”

“Gabriella?” His voice was rough and sluggish.

The sound of his voice helped her find him, and she crouched down beside him. He

was tied hand and foot, and when she touched his face, she realized he was

blindfolded as well, the material tight across his eyes.

“Turn your head,” she told him, then got to work on the knot at the back. It was too

tight for her, though, especially with her damaged hand.

It would take her ages to get this off him.

She suddenly wanted to cry in frustration and worry. She stopped, lifting her head

and closing her eyes, determined not to shed a tear. She took a deep breath through

her nose.

“Hang on.” She had made out the shape of a desk when she’d forced her way in, and

she got up and opened a drawer, but with no light, it was useless. She couldn’t see

anything.

She’d have to risk finding a light switch.



She went back to the door she’d jimmied open and felt around for a switch. She

breathed out in relief when she found one. The light that flickered to life was weak,

but it was all she needed.
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She could see DS Archer had struggled up to a seated position while she’d been

hunting through the desk for something to help her cut his bindings, and he looked ill

under the poor lighting.

She ran back to the desk and began looking through drawers, and gave an

exclamation of relief when she found a pair of scissors.

“Hold still.” She crouched beside him and cut off the blindfold carefully, catching a

few hairs in the process. Then she went to work on the ropes.

“What are you doing here?” he said eventually, after she got his hands free and had

moved to his feet.

He lifted an arm, probing the back of his head gingerly.

She glanced up at him. “I knew I was being followed, so I pretended to catch the bus

and was planning to turn the tables. Except you were following the man, too.” She

flexed her fingers to give her hands a break, especially her left hand, which felt

double its usual size.

He simply stared at her.

“Be grateful I kept at it, even after I saw you following him, or no one would know

where you are right now.” She went back to cutting the ropes, and finally tugged

them free.

She stepped back to give him room to get to his feet, but the moment he tried, he



turned his head away and groaned.

“Concussion,” she told him as she crouched next to him and tucked herself under his

shoulder. They finally got upright, but the detective swayed so much, Gabriella was

afraid he was going to take them both down.

“Give me a moment,” he gasped, and closed his eyes.

He had spiky brown lashes, Gabriella noticed. He opened his eyes, and she found

herself right up beside him, looking into gray eyes that were still slightly unfocused.

“Where are we?” he asked and she turned away, looking toward the door, suddenly

uncomfortable with the intimate way they were standing.

“A warehouse near the river.” She began to walk, drawing him with her, and he

managed pretty well, getting stronger so that by the time they reached the warehouse

door, he wasn’t leaning on her so much.

She looked out and thought she could hear an engine, as if a vehicle was coming

toward them. “Let’s get around the side of the warehouse. Come on.”

He went with her willingly enough, one hand out to steady himself on the wall, the

other still tucked around her shoulders.

The van came sweeping through the open gate, turning sharply as it had before to

stop right near the entrance.

The entrance they hadn’t closed behind them.

Damn. She hadn’t had time to think of that. At least she had switched off the office

light.



“Didn’t you shut the door?” Fred’s accusation was harsh. “I know there’s no key, but

you could at least shut it behind you.”

“I did shut it.” The other man sounded disinterested. “But the latch is probably not

catching. The place is falling apart.”

They closed the van doors, and Gabriella peered around the side. Neither man was in

sight, and it would take them moments to see the broken door to the office, and see

that James was gone.

“Get in the van,” she whispered. “Now.”

She left him to his own devices, running around to the driver’s side and opening the

door, hoping beyond hope they’d left the keys in the ignition.

They had.

A fumble of sound came from her left and she glanced over, saw DS Archer at the

door. He got in just as the man who’d followed her burst from the warehouse.

Gabriella turned the key in the ignition, but it didn’t catch right away, and the man

pulled the passenger door open and had his hands on Archer and was hauling him out

before she could try again.

She twisted the key a second time, and the engine coughed to life, but suddenly her

door was yanked open, too, and Fred grabbed her with hard, bruising hands, lifting

her out bodily as if she weighed nothing.

“Fuck this for a lark, mate,” he said as he clamped her arms at her side. “I’m out.”

chaptertwenty-five
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His head feltlike someone had jumped up and down on it.

James knew he had to put that aside. Had to turn things around, somehow. Because

the way things were going was not good. At all.

They were back in the van, neither of them tied up, but the man who’d hit him over

the head stood wide-legged at the back, holding onto a handle above his head and

blocking the door. He had a knife, and it was pointed in their direction.

It was dark in the van, and their guard had wrapped a scarf around his lower face to

disguise his features. He said nothing, hanging on as the van rumbled over uneven

ground.

There was a definite tension between the two men who had abducted them. One

wanted to dump them on a street and let them go, the other didn’t seem to know what

he wanted.

The compromise they had reached had been done out of earshot, so James had no

idea what was going to happen now.

The van came to a stop, although the engine wasn’t switched off, and the whole

vehicle rocked as the driver got out and then James heard the rumble of a retractable

garage door.

He felt the dip of the van as the driver got back in and then it reversed a short way

and stopped again.



A bang came through the wall from the driver’s side, and their guard opened the

door, revealing a dark space with a musty smell beyond. He dropped down and

pointed the knife at them.

“Get down and go to the back of this garage. If you don’t, or if you try to run, I’ll be

waiting to stick you, got it?”

The man left the doors open and stepped to the side.

Gabriella rose to her feet behind him and walked to the door, jumping down and

turning with her hand out to help him.

But even that was beyond him. He scooted forward on his behind and carefully

lowered his legs to the ground and stood, swaying with dizziness as soon as he was

on his own two feet.

Gabriella slid under his shoulder again and helped him move away from the van,

which had already started moving forward.

He just had time to see their guard, reaching up to grab a handle, and then the rumble

of the door drowned out any other sound, enclosing them in darkness, until he heard

the snick of a padlock being attached.

He expected it to be just as dark as the van, but somehow it wasn’t. He couldn’t work

out how until Gabriella urged him over to a far corner and helped him sit down on

what turned out to be a pile of stiff, ancient canvas covers.

“Look,” she said, pointing up. “Stars.”

There were indeed stars. Shining down on them from a large hole in the roof.



It was a good thing it hadn’t rained for quite a few days, or James guessed the canvas

sheets would have been damp as well as stiff and foul smelling.

Still, it was good to have a slice of open sky above them, and while the light of the

stars was minimal, it was comforting, somehow. Less like a cell.

“Did you see where we are?” He hadn’t been able to, but she was more alert than he

was right now.

She shook her head. “I thought I heard buses and traffic. It took about thirty minutes

to get here from the warehouse. I did see a row of garages on the other side to us just

before he closed the door. I don’t think we’re near any houses.”

So a storage facility, or garage space. There were hundreds of them dotted through

the city.

Gabriella had been standing, looking up through the hole in the roof, but now she

crouched down in front of him. “How are you feeling?”

“Not good.” He had to be honest, because he could barely stand upright, and that

meant he could do nothing to help get them out.

“Just lie still. I’ll see what I can find in here.”

She moved away, walking the perimeter of the garage. There was a clang of metal

and he heard hopping.

“I kicked over a bucket,” she whispered. She emerged beside him again, holding it.

“Maybe I can get up on the roof,” she said, setting the bucket upside down right

beside the canvas sheets where he was lying, as close to the hole as she could get. She

carefully stood on it, balancing as she looked up, and then shook her head. “Too



low.”

She got down, and went back to her search, but eventually she came back to the

canvas sheets and sat beside him, tucking her short skirt primly beneath her. “I can’t

find anything in the dark.”

She settled back, her face tipped up to the star-lit sky.
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“Do you think Fred meant it? That he was out of this?” she asked.

“Fred?” He tried to work out if he knew who Fred was, or if the blow to his head had

made him forget.

“The driver. I didn’t catch the other man’s name, but the driver was Fred.”

“I don’t know if he meant it, but we aren’t tied up, and they’ve definitely gone.” The

best he could hope for was that they wouldn’t be coming back, and he and Gabriella

could somehow free themselves, or be able to attract enough attention that someone

would let them out while the two men took their chance to disappear.

The worst case was that they had passed on his and Gabriella’s whereabouts to their

boss, and Mr. Big was coming to deal with them himself.

“I wish they’d dropped us at a hospital,” Gabriella said. “You’ve got a serious

concussion.”

“It’s not too bad.” He played rugby, had had concussion before, and he knew this was

bad, but he didn’t like the worry in her voice.

She gave him a sidelong look, then moved around a bit, trying to get comfortable. “I

guess we’ll have to wait for morning to see better, and hopefully someone will be

about.”

“Where were you going tonight?” James asked. “Before all this nonsense? Will you

be missed?”



“I was going to visit Mr. Rodney in hospital. I told Jerome, my neighbor, I was going,

but he’s working late. No one will be expecting me.”

“But you work Saturdays, don’t you?”

She gave a sigh. “Yes. I work until midday on Saturdays. Mr. Greenberg will miss

me. And I was supposed to go shopping with a friend in the afternoon.” She turned

her head to look at him. “What about you?”

“Hartridge is expecting to meet me at the Yard tomorrow at ten.” They were going to

try to track Devenish down again. He had still not got in touch, and James was losing

patience with him. He wondered what Hartridge would do when he failed to turn up.

“Nothing we can do about it,” Gabriella said, shifting a little. Her skirt rode up higher

on her thigh, and despite his pounding head, he noticed.

He closed his eyes and slid down on the canvases. “We’ll find a way out. Maybe even

before we’re missed.”

“Maybe.” She sounded tired. “You don’t have family in London?”

“No. I’m from Cardiff.” And he was very bad at calling his parents. His colleagues

would miss him long before his family realized something was wrong.

“Why did you move to London?” she asked, as the warmth of her shoulder against

his, the scent of her, wound around him.

He cleared his throat. “Always wanted to join the Met.” He didn’t say that hadn’t

gone as he thought it would. He would need to know her a lot better before he

admitted to that. “So what brought you all the way to London?”



She hesitated, and that was so surprising, he opened his eyes and half lifted up to look

at her.

She was staring up at the stars, hands behind her head. “I came to see if I could find

what happened to my father,” she said.

It was such an unexpected comment, he was silent for a moment. “You don’t know?”

he asked carefully.

“He left my mother and me after the war, when I was six, to come back to England to

deal with his deceased father’s estate. Or that’s what he told my mother. And she

never saw or heard from him again after he got on the ship that brought him here.”

“She obviously tried to find out what happened?” Of course she would have.

“Yes.” She sounded tired. “She contacted the British embassy in Canberra, asking for

help. She contacted the shipping company. She contacted your lot—New Scotland

Yard.” Gabriella lifted her shoulders. “Everyone said the same thing. There was no

record of him, and he was an adult and was allowed to disappear if he wanted to.”

“So when you were old enough, you decided to take matters into your own hands?”

James asked.

“I’ve always wondered, sure.” She lowered her hands, tucking them under her

armpits. “But I also thought if he didn’t want to get back in touch with us, I wouldn’t

waste my time looking for him.”

“So what changed?”

“My mother met someone maybe three years ago. Gino. He’s great. He loves her. She

loves him. She deserves some happiness. But the priest won’t declare my father dead,



even though we haven’t heard a word from him in sixteen years, so they can’t marry.

And it’s killing them.”

He considered the hell of that limbo. “They won’t just move in together?”
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She gave a snort. “I’ve tried that tack. Believe me. But my mother is a good Catholic,

and so is Gino. Although I reckon he could be persuaded. My mother, not so much.

She’s stubborn as a mule. And she would never think of going against the church

after the Archbishop of Melbourne supported Italian Australians during the war,

when the government was interning men in other Australian states. The Italian side of

my family lived more or less normal lives because of the church.”

He knew internment had happened to Italian men in the UK, he hadn’t realized it had

also happened in Australia. He could see how being spared that would generate a

great deal of loyalty. “How are you getting on with your search?”

“I’ve sent off for his birth certificate. I’ve sent off for his death certificate. I’ve had

no luck on either count. According to the records, he doesn’t exist. Or, not under the

name he married my mother with, or the name he put on my birth certificate.”

He could hear the fury in her voice. She had worked out her father had been living a

lie the entire time he had been with her and her mother.

He thought of his own quiet, self-effacing parents. The idea of deception on this level

was unimaginable.

“Did you check the ship manifest?” he asked.

“He either never got on that ship, although my mother swears she waved at him from

the dock as they’d pulled out of the harbor, or he bought his ticket under another

name.” She turned on her side to face him. “I’ve requested a list of everyone who

boarded that ship. And I’m going to have to go through the men of the right age one



by one.”

He could hear the determination in her voice.

She lapsed into silence. There was the sounds of cars in the distance, the rumble of

trucks on some distant road. The yowl of a cat, and then the spitting and hissing of a

cat fight, were much closer.

James let himself drift, the feeling of being stabbed repeatedly in the head easing off

as his headache improved.

He had checked his watch when they’d been deposited in the garage. The florescent

hands had pointed to ten o’clock.

He would rest for a few hours, and hopefully, when he was more himself, he’d figure

out a way to get them out of here.

He knew his being a policeman had probably turned the tables in their favor. That,

and whoever Fred was, he hadn’t been up for anything more than a little kidnapping.

The other one, he was a little harder to read.

If one of them was going to tell their boss where the prisoners were, it would be him.

James hoped that if the boss did decide to take care of them himself, he would at least

wait a few hours, when James felt more able to defend himself and Gabriella.

Why not hope for the best?

chaptertwenty-six



She wokewith her nose pressed into James’s neck, breathing in the salty, spicy scent

of him. It helped to drown out the musty smell of the canvas they lay on.

Sunlight, fresh and pale with dawn, touched her cheeks and she enjoyed the sensation

of warmth for a moment before she raised her head.

James was watching her, his gray eyes steady as they hadn’t been the night before.

She had woken him again and again through the night—every time she moved to find

a more comfortable position—to check he hadn’t gone into a coma.

He had insisted on covering them both with his suit jacket, and they had lain close

together, the shared heat creating an intimacy that caused a definite shift in their

relationship.

She knew it, and the way he was looking at her told her he knew it, too.

“Morning,” he said, and she smiled up at him.

He blinked, then his lips quirked up on one side in response.

“Where’s that bucket from last night?” she asked.

“Do you need to . . .?” He looked suddenly discomforted, and it took her a moment to

understand what he thought.

“No. Well, yes, but not desperately. Now that it’s light, I thought I’d see if I could use

it to get up onto the roof, and try to open the door on the other side.”

“Oh.” He looked over at the bucket. In the night, his arm had come around her, and

she had fit herself flush against his side, her head on his shoulder. He didn’t seem



inclined to loosen his hold. “Didn’t you say it wasn’t high enough last night?”
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“Yes.” She reluctantly pulled herself away from his warmth and rolled to her feet,

feeling multiple aches as she stretched.

James got to his feet more slowly, but she kept a sharp watch on him and he seemed

to be all right.

He pulled the canvas they’d slept on away from under the hole in the roof, and set the

bucket down directly beneath it. He looked up at the uneven break above and glanced

over at her.

“I don’t think I’d fit through.”

She agreed, which is why she had suggested she do it. She walked over and he held

out a hand, which she used to steady herself as she clambered up.

“It’s not high enough.”

“I’m going to put my foot on it, bend my knee, and you’re going to step up onto my

thigh,” he said, and then did it.

Still using him for balance, she carefully stepped up, reaching up with one hand and

getting it through the hole.

“Still too low,” she said. There was no way she could boost herself up.

“Now you’re where you are, let’s try this.” James put both hands on her thighs, just

below her bottom, and lifted her.



All those muscles that she had admired in his arms seemed to bulge as he thrust her

upward, and suddenly she was shoulder height above the roof.

She put her hands out, used her arms to propel her, and with James’s help from

below, eventually clambered up.

Her short skirt had ridden up around her thighs, but she dismissed the embarrassment

that flared momentarily in her as she tugged it down. Much more important things to

worry about than flashing her knickers, that was for sure.

“All right?” James called up.

“I think so.” Although her left hand was throbbing at having had pressure on it. “I’m

going to crawl across the roof.” She didn’t know how strong the wavy fibercrete was,

and given it had collapsed in one corner, she guessed not very strong at all. So she

carefully moved on hands and knees toward the front of the garage and peered down

over the side.

The roof sloped upward from back to front, and the ground looked a fair distance

away.

The sound of someone coughing came from her left, and she shielded her gaze

against the rising sun to see an old man limping down the row of garages in blue

overalls.

“Hello!” she called, waving.

He came to a stop, looking around for her.

“Up on the roof! Hello!”



Eventually he found her, but his eyesight was obviously not good, because he was

frowning and squinting as he came closer, and then stopped in amazement.

“A girl on a roof.”

“Yes. My friend and I were locked in the garage last night and I climbed through a

hole in the corner. Can you break the padlock to get my friend out, and get a ladder

for me to get down?”

“Break a padlock?” the man said, shaking his head. “I don’t go around destroying

other people’s property.”

“There’s a detective sergeant of Scotland Yard injured and trapped in that garage,”

Gabriella said. “You’d be on the side of the law if you broke it. But if you don’t want

to, can you go and fetch a bobby or two to help instead?”

“The coppers?” he spat to the side.

“Can you at least get a ladder to help me down, then?” Gabriella asked, suddenly

finding her patience wearing thin. She had to force herself to keep her voice calm and

friendly.

“Reckon I can.” He was still standing in the middle of the row, looking up at her,

when Gabriella saw a man walking down toward him.

He was wearing a hat low over his eyes and a dark gray jacket. Something about him

set her heart thumping and when he stopped, took a few steps back at the sight of her

and the old man, then darted quickly around the back of one of the garages, she

understood why.

Despite the warm rays of the rising sun, a chill went through her. She crawled back



over the roof and looked down at James, who was staring up at her from below.
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“He’s here.”

“He?”

“The killer. I think.” She didn’t have proof, but the way he moved, the quick jerk of

surprise when he saw there was someone else there, and that she was on the roof,

made her sure of it.

It wasn’t a normal reaction.

“Stay on the roof.” James squinted up at her, shielding his eyes from the early

morning sun.

She shook her head. “Then I’m as trapped as you. And sooner or later the old man

will leave, or he’ll kill him, and then we’ll be at his mercy.”

A thump came from the front of the garage, and Gabriella crawled back over.

“Got the ladder for ye.” The old man held the bottom of it. “Mind how you go.”

“Thank you.” She would usually have climbed down carefully, but she didn’t have

time for that. She scrambled down as fast as her injured hand would allow and turned

to the old man the moment she was on the ground.

“Thank you for your help. I saw the man who arranged for us to be locked up here

coming down the row. He’s hiding behind one of those garages. He’s dangerous. You

need to go, right now.” She looked past him, saw the man step out into the row again.



“There he is.”

The old man turned. “Eh?”

Gabriella didn’t want to leave him here. Didn’t want to leave James. But she couldn’t

deal with this on her own.

She turned and ran, racing to the end of the row, to the street she could see beyond.

She glanced back as she reached it, saw the man she thought was the killer coming

after her.

That was good. At least he wasn’t going after James, trapped inside the garage.

She heard a shout of pain, and just caught a glimpse of her pursuer shoving the old

man down as he ran past.

She blindly turned right, sprinting down a road that had businesses all along it. At this

time of day, on a Saturday morning, it was quiet, with no one about.

She could hear cars on a busier road up ahead, and headed in that direction.

She could also hear the pounding of boots on the pavement, and she had the terrible

feeling she wouldn’t make it to the main road. He was gaining on her.

She saw a park at the end of a short street to her right, and veered in that direction,

thinking if she were really lucky, there might be a dog walker about. Someone to at

least call to for help.

As she reached the end of the short street, she risked a glance over her shoulder, and

saw the man was close. His face was terrible, his lips pulled back over his teeth as if



he were snarling at her as he ran.

She bolted across the street that ran beside the park, and as she hit the grass, she saw

the abandoned car, and realized this was South Kensington, and she knew this place.

Even though she didn’t know quite how that knowledge would help her, it made her

feel better.

She didn’t call for Teddy Roe, the homeless man who was sleeping in the back of the

car. He would only get hurt in a confrontation with the killer behind her.

But the lady who had stared at her from the window yesterday—she might help.

She passed the car, heard Teddy snoring within, and darted across the street, leaping

the short wooden gate, grateful it was low enough for her to do so.

She climbed the dark red steps up to the front door and rattled the knocker. “Help. I

need the police.”

She had committed to this action, giving herself no way to escape if the lady of the

house didn’t help her, so she turned to see where the man was.

He had slowed, walking across the road instead of running.

He hadn’t expected her to knock on a door.
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She studied him carefully, and he must have picked that up, because he dragged his

cap even lower down over his forehead.

Just as he reached the low gate, the door she was leaning on opened behind her and

she staggered back.

A hand shoved her to one side, so she fetched up against a wall, almost knocking a

picture to the floor, and the door was slammed shut, the bolt shot.

She stared at the woman as she turned from the door. “We have to call the police.”

“I heard you the first time.” The woman was reed thin and in her mid to late fifties.

Her eyes were sharp and glittered in the morning light. “Which station?”

“Scotland Yard.” Gabriella thought about it, then shook her head. “The local bobbies

can probably get to James faster. And he needs them to be fast. He’s locked in one of

the garages in a row close to here.”

The woman went to a small table and lifted the receiver of a smart new phone, and

dialed.

Gabriella listened to her cool, precise tones as she spoke. She gave her name to the

desk sergeant as Ruby Everett. “Who is in danger, did you say?” She glanced over at

Gabriella.

“Detective Sergeant James Archer of the Met.”



The woman’s eyebrow rose at that piece of information, and she relayed it. “And you

are?”

“Gabriella Farnsworth.” Gabriella went to the door and crouched to look through the

letter flap.

There was no sign of her pursuer.

She hoped he hadn’t gone back to deal with James.

“How did you know to come here?” the woman asked as Gabriella rose from her

crouch.

“I saw you yesterday, and thought that you were watching to make sure I treated Mr.

Roe respectfully. I’m a traffic warden, and yesterday I took over from the warden

who usually does this round.”

“The little girl in the black uniform with the yellow stripe on her cap.” Ruby Everett

gave a slow nod. “Is he gone? The man who was chasing you?”

“It looks like it.” Gabriella didn’t want to test it by going out, though. “Thank you

very much for your help. I would be dead if you hadn’t opened the door.”

“You know this for sure?” Ruby Everett’s eyebrows rose.

Gabriella lifted her shoulders. “I think he’s killed two people in the last week and a

half, and from the look on his face, I was next.”

“I agree about that,” the woman said, and gestured for Gabriella to follow her into a

neat, well-furnished sitting room. “That’s what convinced me to open up. I’ve seen

expressions like that during the war.”



Gabriella looked up sharply. She didn’t suppose most Londoners had gone around

looking like they were about to kill, which meant Ruby Everett had possibly been up

to interesting things during the war.

“Well, I expect the police will be along after they’ve found your friend. They seemed

excited at the mention of a detective from New Scotland Yard in trouble.”

She wanted to think the man who chased her would give up, realize that the police

would be called and leave before he could be intercepted, but there was something

about him that told her he would push his luck.

“I’m afraid he’s gone back there. He’d make it to James long before the police.”

“To do what to him?” Ruby Everett asked.

“To kill him.”

Ruby studied her face for a beat. Then she walked to a drawer, took out a key that

was hanging around her neck inside her blouse, and unlocked it.

When she turned she was holding a revolver. “Then let’s go.”

chaptertwenty-seven

“What’s going on,that’s what I’d like to know.”
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The voice James heard through the wooden garage door sounded indignant, querulous

and confused.

James thought he’d heard Gabriella running away, so this was likely the man who’d

helped her off the garage roof.

Then there was the sound of running feet and the man cried out in surprise and pain.

“What’s happened?” James called through the door, cursing his inability to see

anything.

There was silence for a moment.

“Some bugger’s shoved me as he ran past. Chasing that girl.”

James’s hands turned to fists where they rested against the door. The boss man, Mr.

Big, was after Gabriella.

“Did she have a good lead on him?” he asked.

The old man didn’t respond. He was muttering to himself, and James guessed he was

getting to his feet.

He slammed his fists against the wood. “Sir! Is she going to get away?”

“I don’t know, do I? They’re both long gone.”



Footsteps approached the door and it wobbled a little as if the old man had put his

hand against it.

“You really a copper?”

“Yes.” James had heard the strain in Gabriella’s voice as she’d negotiated with the

curmudgeon, and forced himself to keep a civil tone, as well.

“Reckon I might have a pair o’ bolt cutters in the shed.” He shuffled away, and James

leaned back against the door, eyes closed, as he willed the old man to go faster.

This time on a Saturday morning, wherever this garage was, he doubted there would

be a lot of people about to help Gabriella. And she had a killer after her.

Eventually the shuffling steps returned.

“Took a bit to find them,” the old man muttered. “Got ‘em now, though.”

James heard the rattle of the padlock, and then suddenly the door was being lifted and

he had to move away to let it roll up.

While he blinked to adjust to the brighter light, he saw an old man glaring at him

from under bushy gray eyebrows.

“You look rough for a copper.”

James wasn’t interested in talking about his disheveled state. Someone had turned in

to the row of garages from the street, walking quickly, eyes darting around, and

everything about him made the alarm bells in James’s head ring.

“Who’s that?” he asked the old man.



The man turned, still holding the bolt cutters, and his whole body stiffened. “That’s

the one wot pushed me.”

James tore the bolt cutters from his limp hand and moved forward, eyes going to the

man’s jacket for any sign of blood. If he had stabbed Gabriella, there would surely be

evidence.

It was hard to get a good look at him, backlit as he was by the sun, and the moment

Mr. Big realized James was out of the garage and coming toward him, he slowed,

dipping his head and pulling his cap low.

James started to run, bolt cutters lifted like a club, and with a sudden, almost casual

shrug of his shoulders, Mr. Big spun around, racing back toward the road.

He was gone before James even reached the end of the row.

When he reached the road, James tried to see where he’d gone, feeling lightheaded

and out of breath at the exertion, angry at his own weakness. But Mr. Big was

nowhere in sight.

“James.” The call came from the right, and James spun, feeling even more

lightheaded at the sight of Gabriella racing toward him.
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She was unharmed.

She suddenly seemed to realize she was running as if to meet him in some kind of

romantic embrace, and pulled herself up short, stumbling to a stop in front of him.

“I was worried he’d come back for you.” Gabriella looked at the bolt cutters in his

hand. “He did!”

James saw a woman walking at a more sedate pace behind her, a large handbag over

her shoulder. He thought he had glimpsed her putting something that looked very

much like a revolver inside it as she approached.

“This is Mrs. Everett. She called the police for me, and very kindly said she’d come

with me to make sure you were alright.” Gabriella turned toward the woman with a

grateful smile.

They’d come armed, James realized. Armed for their own protection, and his.

He decided he would pretend he hadn’t seen the gun slipped into the handbag.

“When he saw me coming at him, he ran.”

“A coward,” Mrs. Everett said with a decisive nod. “They always turn out to be

cowards.”

“Mrs. Everett saved my life,” Gabriella said. “If she hadn’t opened her door, he’d

have got me.”



Mrs. Everett looked at Gabriella indulgently, James noted with surprise, even though

she had the look of a retired school mistress. Her demeanor was far more composed

than he would have expected in the circumstances.

“The bobbies have arrived.” She was looking beyond him, down the same street Mr.

Big had gone.

James reached in his pocket for his warrant card, and was holding it out for them by

the time they reached the little group.

“Mrs. Everett,” one of them said respectfully, clearly recognizing the woman.

“Everything alright?”

“I don’t believe so, unfortunately, Constable Anders, but I think the immediate

danger seems to have passed.” She looked at him. “Detective Sergeant Archer may be

in need of medical help.”

James had been feeling more and more unsteady as he stood in the street, and he

turned in surprise at her words, sure he was putting up a good enough front.

The quick movement was his undoing.

It felt as if his brain crashed against the side of his skull, and a black curtain came

down over his eyes.

chaptertwenty-eight

Gabriella did notlike Detective Inspector Whetford.

He leered, and spoke to her as if she were stupid.



She had already spent some time looking through a book of known criminals, but

hadn’t found any image that looked like Mr. Knife, although she had only had the

briefest glimpse of his full face. Mrs. Everett had not recognized anyone, either, and

had been sent home.

DC Hartridge stood against the wall of the interview room, head down, taking notes,

his ears turning red at the tips.

They had gone over everything a few times now, and Gabriella pushed her chair back

and stood.

“I’m not done with you, missy.” DI Whetford leaned back in his chair, his lips

pinched as he stared up at her.

“I’m sorry, inspector, but I’ve told you everything I can, and my hand is hurting too

much now for me to concentrate on anything else.” She held her hands out together,

and even she winced at the purple and black bruising on her left hand in contrast to

her right. It was puffy and swollen.

Whetford eyed her hand in surprise. “I didn’t realize you were also injured.” He

spoke stiffly, as if put on the spot. “All right, I suppose we’ve covered most of the

ground we need to. Hartridge, take her to the hospital, will you?”

“Yes, sir.” Hartridge pushed off from the wall and opened the door, and, cradling her

hand against her chest, Gabriella escaped.

She decided the Met might as well drive her to the hospital—it would save her bus

fare—and she let Hartridge lead her to a car and help her in.

She said nothing about Whetford, and neither did Hartridge, although she had a

feeling he was embarrassed by his superior.



Page 67

Source Creation Date: July 2, 2025, 9:44 am

“Have you heard any news from the hospital about DS Archer?” she asked after a

long silence.

“No. The information would come to DI Whetford, and he hasn’t chosen to say

anything to me.”

Definitely embarrassed. And not a little annoyed.

They pulled into the hospital car park and Gabriella found arriving with a police

officer got her ahead of the queue.

DC Hartridge left her after she was checked in, and the doctor —who seemed harried,

grumpy and tired, even though it was barely past midday—wrapped her hand firmly,

telling her she was lucky not to have broken anything.

Seeing as she was there, she found Mr. Rodney’s room and popped in to visit him,

but he was sleeping and the nurses didn’t want him disturbed, so she left a note and

then went to find DS Archer.

James.

She would have to call him DS Archer in front of his colleagues, but she guessed they

were on first name terms in private, now.

When she arrived at his room, she found Hartridge was visiting, and he glanced up

with interest as she knocked softly and entered.



“Gabriella.” James was lying in a tightly made bed, with a bandage around his head

to match the one around her hand. He struggled to sit up as she came closer, pulling

at the sheets.

Hartridge’s eyes widened a little.

James caught sight of her hand, and narrowed his eyes. “I saw you were favoring it

before, but I didn’t realize you needed the hospital.”

“I caught it in the van door, trying to stop it slamming closed while they were driving

us to the warehouse.” She lifted a shoulder. “Nothing’s broken. It’s just bruised.”

“I don’t remember that.” He looked upset.

“You were unconscious at the time. There’s nothing for you to remember.”

There was a moment of uncomfortable silence, which Gabriella didn’t like.

She had had enough of things she didn’t like today. So she approached the bed, took

James’s hand with her uninjured one, and gave it a squeeze. “I’m glad you’re all

right. When do they think you’ll be well enough to be released?”

“Tomorrow afternoon.” He squeezed her hand back. “I’ll come round when I’m out,

ask you about what happened after you got down from the garage roof.”

“She’s been through that already, sir. With DI Whetford.” Hartridge glanced at her,

as if waiting for her to say something about the interview.

“Whetford?” James struggled up again, finally sitting up against the pillows. “He

doesn’t know anything about the case.”



“He took it on himself to get involved. There’s been a bit of a rumble what with a

detective being kidnapped. The higher-ups don’t like the sound of it.”

James looked thunderous, and Gabriella realized she didn’t understand the politics of

New Scotland Yard, and she found she didn’t care.

“You can come over and ask me anyway, if you want,” she said to James. “I’m going

to go home now and rest.”

She nodded to Hartridge and had reached the door when James called out.

“Gabriella, how are you getting home?”

“The bus,” she said.

“No.” He yanked viciously at his blankets, trying to get out of the bed. “No, you’re

not.”

“James, what are you doing?”

He had managed to free himself from the confining linen, and stood swaying in a

ghastly green hospital gown, his hair standing up around his head. “This man has

killed twice. And he has gone after you himself, and sent some thugs after you, then

went after you again. He thinks you can identify him and he has even more reason

now than before to try to eliminate you. He also knows where you live. You are not

taking the bus.”

“I’ll take her home, sir.” Hartridge’s cheeks were pink.
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James suddenly seemed to remember his constable was there. “All right. Thank you,

DC Hartridge.” He sat back down on the bed as if his legs had given way. “Gabriella,

please don’t go anywhere alone. This man is out to get you.”

She hadn’t really thought beyond getting away from the man this morning, but James

was right.

At least it was past midday now, on a busy Saturday. He’d have to be brazen indeed

to attack her today.

“I’ll be careful.” She would contact Neeky, apologize about the shopping trip, and tell

her she couldn’t see her for a bit. She didn’t want any of her friends hurt like Mr.

Rodney had been.

At least the killer didn’t know about her new route.

She would have to keep it that way.

chaptertwenty-nine

DI Whetford was a dirty copper,but he was also an incompetent one.

James had thought he was lazy, but now he knew his boss was also incapable of

doing a good job.

It made his rise in the ranks at the Met more suspicious still. The people above him

had promoted him for some reason. Now, James suspected it was because he could be



counted on to keep his mouth shut and take a cut of the profits.

If his boss had thought about it for even a moment, he’d have realized Gabriella

Farnsworth was in danger from the man who’d organized the kidnap of a police

officer. The fact he hadn’t put a constable at her door for safety was staggering.

He’d let her leave his interview room without any thought to her well being. He

hadn’t even, according to Hartridge, noticed her swollen hand until she brought it to

his attention.

Even if he’d had no thought to her safety, he hadn’t considered setting someone to

watch Gabriella in case their suspect tried to kill her again, as a way to catch him. He

had simply not given it any thought at all.

James walked up the path to her building, and found the door was at least locked this

time. That was good, but presented a problem as to how to get her attention.

He looked around for a door bell, but the door opened and a young Trinidadian man

stared out at him, eyes hostile.

“Yes?”

“DS Archer. I’m here to speak to Gabriella Farnsworth.” He held out his warrant

card.

“You the one got locked in that garage with Gabby?”

James blinked, then nodded. “Yes.”

“Come on in, man.” The door opened a little wider. “I’m Jerome, Gabby’s neighbor.

No worries, we got our eyes peeled for the bastard wot knifed Mr. Rodney, and his



boss.”

“Gabriella gave you a description of them?”

“Sure.” He pointed up the stairs. “I’m doing some stuff in Mr. Rodney’s flat, but

Gabby’s home. Go on up.”

James climbed the stairs slower than usual, aware the headache that sat just behind

his eyes could flare up under the slightest provocation.

The doctor told him it would take a few days before he was back to normal, and if he

pushed things, it would take longer than that.

He didn’t want it to take longer. He needed to be ready for whatever came next.

He was slightly lightheaded by the time he reached Gabriella’s door, and he waited a

few beats before he knocked.

“It’s James,” he said after a moment’s silence.

The door swung open, as if she’d been standing right beside it, and she studied his

face. “You look pale.” She stepped back and he walked in after her, closing the door

behind him and making sure it was locked.

It was a strange feeling, being alone with her again. As if he should take her in his

arms. He didn’t know if she would appreciate that, or not.

“When did you get out of hospital?” she asked.
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He turned to her, found her watching him with an unreadable expression.

“Just now,” he admitted. “I came straight here.”

She studied him. “Surely you need a bit more time off, to recover?”

He lifted his shoulders.

She waited for him to say more, but he didn’t really want to tell her his boss was

useless, he was worried about her, and the thought of her unprotected made it

impossible for him to return to his flat.

She sighed. “Coffee or tea?”

“Tea.” Coffee was not what his system needed right now. “Do you have any?”

He hadn’t ever seen her drink tea before.

“I wouldn’t have offered if I didn’t.” She set about getting out a teapot, a charming

round, fat one with flowers painted all over it.

He walked over to the dormer window, looking down onto the street. Her bedsit was

up in the eaves, and there was a wide sill she had turned into a window seat, with a

long cushion to sit on, and a smaller one to lean against.

James settled in to watch.



“You looking for Mr. Knife?”

He looked over at her as she brought a cup and saucer to him. “I call him Mr. Big.”

“That’s too complimentary,” she told him, handing him his tea.

He settled back against the cushion.

“Take off your shoes,” she said. “It’s more comfortable with your feet up on the

bench.”

He lifted an eyebrow.

“You know you want to.” She grinned at him. “I’ll make some supper.”

He sipped tea, which was strong and fragrant, and watched the street, glancing over at

Gabriella as she puttered around her kitchen, putting things together with nothing

more than a single electric plate and an electric frying pan.

“You look like someone who should have a full kitchen,” he said.

She glanced over her shoulder. “Now that Mr. Rodney has the downstairs flat, I have

the option of that. But I’ve enjoyed getting creative with what I have.”

She put pasta into the pot on her electric plate, and then lifted the lid of her electric

frying pan, stirring whatever delicious sauce was inside.

She set the small table with a candle and mismatched, charming plates and bowls, and

James gave up watching the street, absolutely unable to look away as she moved

around.



He was fascinated by her and her seemingly effortless ability to make everything

perfect.

When she set steaming bowls down on the table and looked over at him, he got up

and joined her.

“I should have brought flowers,” he said.

“You should have,” she agreed with a grin. “Except I don’t think you expected me to

feed you.”

“Lucky me.” He sat, diving into spaghetti and meat balls in a tomato sauce. He hadn’t

realized how hungry he was, and when he leaned back from the table, his plate was

scraped clean.

“More?” she asked.

He shook his head sadly. “I wish I could, but I don’t think I can fit in another

mouthful.” He stood, feeling the best he’d felt for two days. “I’ll clean up, if you’ll

watch the street.”
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She hesitated, then gave a nod, walking over to curl up where he’d been sitting. He

forced himself to turn away from her, imagining her curled up like that in his lap.

There would be no watching done if that happened.

He had to concentrate on this case. And then he would be calling on Gabriella

Farnsworth afterward.

“Everyone Solomon knows on the street is keeping an eye,” Gabriella told him. “I

don’t think he’ll get by them.”

“What’s Solomon’s role in this?” James had sensed the big Trinidadian was more

than he appeared, and he’d like to know what he was dealing with.

“He’s Mr. Rodney’s nephew, and he helps his community. He’s a main part of the

Calypso Club, and he’s who everyone turns to if they need help. Like an unofficial

mayor of the area, I suppose.”

That could be true. But there was something in Solomon’s eyes when he’d studied

James in the hospital that said he was more than just a pillar of his community.

“He has a girlfriend?” James recalled the woman who’d come out of the house to

greet Solomon when they’d dropped him off.

“Catherine.”

There was a warmth in Gabriella’s voice as she said the name.



“A friend of yours?”

“I don’t know her well enough to call her my friend, but I like her.”

He turned from the tiny sink, wiping his hands on a tea towel and then hanging it to

dry from a little rail on the side of the cupboard. “All done.”

She uncurled, the movement as graceful and delicate as a cat, and stood. “You should

go home, James. You don’t look well.”

He didn’t want to go home, and he didn’t actually know how he would get there

easily, given the way he was feeling. He was suddenly exhausted, as lightheaded as

he’d been when he’d climbed the stairs.

“Let me watch just a little longer,” he said. It was hard to get the words out properly.

“He’s more likely to try something now that it’s dark.”

She acquiesced with a twist of her lips and a flourish of her hand toward the window,

her gaze solemn. “I’ll make some more tea.”

He settled back onto the seat, liking the feel of the warmth she’d left behind, and the

faint scent of her on the cushion.

He heard her moving around, but he closed his eyes, just for a moment, and sank in a

deep, dark hole.

chapterthirty

Gabriella wokein an instant at the faint sound outside her door.

She had slept lightly all night, aware of James just beyond the screen that shielded her



bed, but this sound was from outside.

She strained her ears, trying to work out what it was she had heard, exactly.

From within the room she could hear James breathing. She had covered him with a

blanket, wincing at the uncomfortable way he lay on the window bench, and had

eventually gone to bed herself.

She had lain awake for a while, thinking about how they’d slept together on the

smelly pile of canvas sheets in the garage—not with nostalgia, exactly—but it had

been nice, lying in his arms.

There was a strange link between them, now—an intimacy that was forged out of

necessity—but she knew it was more than just their forced proximity that bound

them. He looked at her as if he wanted her more than he wanted to breathe. Even if

his body language said he had to stay away.

She shivered at the thought. She had turned to let him know dinner was ready, and

caught him staring at her.

She had wanted to forget dinner, walk over, and touch her lips to his, but there was a

tightness to the way he held himself. He was careful not to touch her.

She assumed it was because she was a witness in his case, and it would have

professional repercussions for him if they got involved.

That was fine with her. She could wait.
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She would be interested in seeing if he came around to visit when this was over.

She guessed the answer to that would be yes. That would be her answer, also, if he

did arrive on her doorstep.

She might have still been of two minds to get involved with anyone, given what she

was in London to achieve, except he had held her in the garage as if she were

precious.

She had never had that before.

She wanted it again.

Another soft noise came from the door, and she realized James was silent, the steady

breath she’d fallen asleep to had stopped. She slid out of bed, walking on bare feet

around the screen, to find him staring at the door from the window, alert and focused.

He glanced at her, put a finger to his lips.

He looked disheveled and, as Liz would say, yummy.

He stood, meeting her in the middle of the room, and she stepped close to his side.

After a moment’s hesitation, he slid an arm around her.

She stood still in shock for a beat, then smiled inside and hooked her own arm around

his waist, pressing herself against him. He had obviously decided to let repercussions

be damned.



Her door knob twisted silently, and there was the faintest of rattles, as someone tried

the door.

James drew away from her, moving to the tiny kitchenette, and picked up the frying

pan hanging from the hook on the kitchen wall. He flipped the handle, spinning the

pan in an easy movement, then walked to the door and slid the bolt, then opened the

door and swung the frying pan at the same time.

There was a sound of pain and a thud as someone hit the floor, and she saw the frying

pan lift up and hit down a second time.

“What’s up?” Jerome’s voice sounded hoarse and sleepy. He seemed to wake up in a

hurry. “Wotcha?”

“Is there a telephone in this house?” James asked, voice calm.

“Down the road, there is. At the corner.” Gabriella stepped into the doorway, saw

James standing over the man who James had followed into the pub—Mr. Knife’s

henchman.

James looked relaxed, as if the sleep on her window sill had been just what the doctor

ordered. He held the frying pan loosely in his hand, but it looked like the man was

down and out.

Jerome looked up at her, eyes wide, hair standing straight up from his head. “I’ll go

phone. Who’d you want to call?”

“If you could call PS Yates from the Notting Hill nick, that would be very helpful.

Tell him DS Archer has apprehended a suspect involved in the recent stabbings and

kidnap, and I require back up at this address.”



“This one is involved?” Jerome lost some of the stiffness in his posture as he studied

the downed man. “For sure?”

James looked over at Gabriella, and she nodded. “For sure.”

“Be my pleasure.” Jerome disappeared back into his flat, and for the first time,

Gabriella realized he had only been wearing a pair of flannel pajama pants.

When he came back out, a minute or two later, he had pulled on sharp boots which

he’d paired with dark purple pants and a tight black t-shirt. As he walked past the

henchman, he kicked him with a pointy toe.

The man groaned with pain.

“Clumsy me,” Jerome sing-songed as he ran down the stairs.

“You look chipper,” Gabriella observed, leaning against the doorjamb.

James sent her a wide grin. “Finally I have an actual person I can arrest in this case.”

chapterthirty-one

Now that DI Whetfordhad had some involvement in the case, it seemed he was

determined to look like he was running it.

James leaned back against a wall in the superintendent’s office, arms crossed, and

watched him stumble through the questions he was being asked.
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Someone at Notting Hill nick had obviously alerted the press, and he, Sergeant Yates,

and some of Yates’s bobbies had dragged the man he now knew was Russ Holler out

of Gabriella’s address under the scrutiny of at least three reporters.

The number interested in the case was now many times more than that.

That made New Scotland Yard interested. Hence the call into the big boss’s office.

Detective Superintendent Halberd looked up, over Whetford’s head, and made eye

contact with James.

“It sounds as if I should be asking questions of your bagman, Whetford. Archer?”

James straightened. “DI Whetford was busy on other business,” he said. “I took the

lead in the case.”

“Lay it out for me.”

James gave him a concise account, leaving out extraneous details, and then leaned

back against the wall as Halberd tapped his lips, watching him with interest.

So far, James had flown under the radar at the Met. He had the feeling he’d woken

the dragon, and it was aware of him now.

“So this Mr. Big is still out there?” Halberd said eventually.

James gave a nod. “Russ Holler won’t give him up. He’s too frightened of him.”



“Any way we can persuade this Lenny Foster character to talk? With the threat that

he could go down for the murders of Sam Nealy and Patty Little?”

James shook his head. “He’s got an alibi for Patty’s death. We could make a case for

Sam Nealy, but it’d be weak. And I don’t think he did it.”

“What about a drugs charge?” Halberd leaned forward. “They were selling narcotics

in the clubs, weren’t they?”

“I’d love to stick him with a drugs charge, but he might well be right about LSD. It

looks like it isn’t illegal.”

“What about his attack on the Swiss chemist?” Whetford asked. “That’s what he was

arrested for, wasn’t it?”

James gave a nod. “Assault is about all we can pin on him right now. And obstructing

a police investigation, if we really want to go hard.”

“I want to go hard,” Halberd said. “Maybe he can be convinced to give us more.”

James lifted a shoulder. “I don’t think Lenny knows too much more. Mr. Big was

their competition in the clubs. He attacked Devenish’s operation by killing Nealy and

then Patty Little. Now he’s coming after Miss Farnsworth because he thinks she can

identify him in relation to Patty’s death.”

“And can she?” Halberd asked.

“No. She never saw his face, and her description of the white van is too generic.”

“But he thinks there’s more to it?” Whetford asked.



“He has to. That’s why I waited in Miss Farnsworth’s flat to see if he’d make a move

against her.”

“And he sent Russ Holler around to kill her.” Halberd said.

“Holler says not.” James had only had a brief conversation with Holler when he’d

come round in the hospital, before the doctors had chased him off, but Holler had

flatly denied intending to kill Gabriella.

“He was just popping round to say hello?” Halberd asked.

James’s lips quirked up. “He says he was told to abduct her. He had the white van

parked down the street for exactly that purpose.”

“Why?”

James nodded. He agreed it was a very unlikely scenario. “He says Mr. Big wanted to

find out what Miss Farnsworth knows and what she’s told us. Apparently Mr. Big

said he’d let her go if she didn’t have any information.”

Halberd leaned back in disgust.
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James lifted his shoulders again. What could you do with a story like that.

“What do you think?” Halberd asked.

“I think Mr. Big told him to kill her, but he knows it’ll be a lot worse for him if he

admits it.”

“Yes.” Halberd blew out a breath, and then his gaze came to rest on Whetford, sitting

silently, looking more and more put out that he was being talked over. “Did he tell

you Mr. Big’s real name?” he asked at last.

James shook his head. “He calls him ‘the boss’. Says he doesn’t know his name.”

“Unlikely.” Halberd finally leaned back in his chair. “You can identify Holler from

his abduction of you and Miss Farnsworth, though, can’t you?”

“I can. He’s going away for a stretch, no matter what.”

“That’s something at least.” Halberd eyed Whetford again. “What’s next, Bob?”

Whetford straightened, and suddenly looked like a man caught with his trousers

down. “Next?” he said.

Halberd dismissed him, looked back to James. “How are you going to get Mr. Big?”

“I’d like to get some cooperation from Clubs and Vice, have them put some of their

undercover agents into the clubs where Mr. Big was coming up hard against



Devenish’s crew, and see if we can find a trail back to him. Also, I’d like someone

watching Miss Farnsworth.”

Halberd gave a nod. “Clubs and Vice will cooperate with you. I’ll make sure of it.

You think he’s going to try get to the Farnsworth woman again?”

“He hasn’t let anything stop him going after her before,” James said. “We could let it

be known to the press we don’t have any witnesses to Patty Little and Nealy’s

murders. That we’re looking for the public to come forward. That might give him the

message she’s no danger to him.”

“We surely want him to come for her,” Whetford said. “It’s the best way to catch

him.”

“Only if there’s someone on her at all times. Otherwise we’re setting her up without

protection.” James tried very hard to keep his tone mild.

Halberd’s gaze flicked between them. “I agree with Bob, using her to draw him out’s

a good strategy, one you’ve already used to good effect, Archer. Make sure there’s a

watch kept on her flat, and that whoever’s on duty knows he’s dangerous and

motivated.”

James gave a nod. He’d known before he’d even entered the room how that would

go. Whetford had been happy to bask in the glow of catching Russ Holler, and he

wanted the praise to keep coming. Using Gabriella as bait was just the kind of

strategy he’d have no problem with.

He watched Whetford stand and shake the superintendent’s hand and stepped aside as

Whetford made for the door.

“Archer.”



He turned, waiting for Halberd to say his piece. The superintendent said nothing until

Whetford had passed through his secretary’s antechamber and was gone.

“I know, and you know, Whetford’s capabilities. You make sure you are across Miss

Farnsworth’s protection. Don’t leave it up to him.”

So Halberd had not only at least some conscience, but also eyes in his head when it

came to Whetford.

James inclined his head. “I intend to.”

chapterthirty-two

It was Monday morning,and she had rounds. Thanks to the early hour of the attack on

her flat, she wasn’t even late.

Gabriella had arrived at the traffic center a little early, and went straight to Mr.

Greenberg’s office.

He looked up at her over the top of his glasses.

“I want to explain about Saturday,” she said, coming into the room. “I was . . .” She

stopped.

“You were . . .?” Mr. Greenberg gestured to the chair in front of his desk.

She could feel her lips working, and she stumbled into the chair and then looked

down at her hands, took a deep breath, then lifted her eyes to meet his gaze. “It

sounds ridiculous. I just listened to my excuse in my own head, and I’m almost too

embarrassed to tell you.”
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“Are you wanting to tell me you were kidnapped along with a Met detective, held

overnight by a murderer and escaped?”

She leaned back in her chair, weak with relief. “Yes.”

“I was worried about you, Miss Farnsworth, and given the situation lately, I called an

old friend at the Met and asked if he could check if you were in any danger. I got

more than I anticipated in answer.” He gestured. “Your hand is injured?”

She had rebandaged it herself, badly, this morning, and lifted it up between them. “It

got caught in a van door. It’s only bruised, and it’s my left hand, so I can still write

tickets.”

Mr. Greenberg studied her. “You think it’s safe to go to work today?”

She lifted a single shoulder. “They’ve caught the man who tried to kidnap me. I don’t

think it’s completely wrapped up—his boss is still at large—but I can’t see how I’d

be in danger. I can’t understand why I was to begin with.”

“His boss would have been the one who instructed him to go after you, surely?”

Gabriella nodded, her lips twisted in a wry smile. “Yes. The boss is still theoretically

a threat to me, but he doesn’t know my new route, and he must surely have the sense

to keep a low profile now someone who can identify him has been taken into

custody.”

“You’re sure? I marked Saturday as sick leave for you, and I can do the same for



today.” Mr. Greenberg’s kindly eyes were steady on her face.

She was living by the skin of her teeth here. She couldn’t afford to take sick leave if

she didn’t need it, in case she actually did get sick and needed it some time in the

future. She didn’t want to owe anyone any favors and she didn’t want what was

happening to make her a problem at the traffic center.

“I’m comfortable with going out.” It was hard to tell who was who under the

uniform, anyway. The uniform was anonymizing. Unless Mr. Knife came right up to

her, he wouldn’t know her.

Greenberg studied her for another moment, then gave a nod. “As you like.”

She stood. “Thank you for all your help, Mr. Greenberg.”

He smiled. “Keep safe out there, Miss Farnsworth.”

She had every intention of doing that.

She went to change into her uniform, and found Liz already dressed and doing her

hair.

Her friend eyed her as she smoothed her blonde hair into a regulation bun and clicked

her tongue. “You don’t half look rough, love. And you weren’t here on Saturday. I

was going to come looking for you if you didn’t come in today.”

Gabriella laughed. It felt good. “It’s a long story. Come over for dinner one night and

I’ll tell you.” She began getting into her uniform.

Liz stood, straightened her skirt, and gave Gabriella a grin. “You’re on.” Then her

face turned serious. “I knew the man you found dead in that car. His face was on a



poster I saw on Saturday night. I didn’t know his name, but he was in Dance-A-Go-

Go often. You want to pass that on to that copper of yours?”

“I’ll tell him.” Although she thought he probably already knew all that by now. She

laced up her shoes and picked her hat off the hook.

“So heisyour copper.” Liz’s grin had turned sly.

Gabriella huffed out another laugh. “Maybe.”

“Ooh-la-la.” Liz was chuckling as they left the change room and went their separate

ways.

It felt good to be out. The weather was perfect—sunny and warm—and her new route

was a little closer to the traffic center than her Chelsea route had been.

Despite that, her hand was throbbing like a second heart beat by lunch time and she

wondered if she should take Mr. Greenberg up on using a half sick day. She was still

considering it when she turned into Mrs. Everett’s street and looked out for the

abandoned car.

It was still there.

Mr. Nelson’s connections would have led to a quick removal if he’d wanted it gone

from his old route. That it was still here told her all she needed to know about things.

When she reached Mrs. Everett’s house, she paused for a moment, then decided it

wouldn’t be a huge breach of the rules to visit. After all, the woman had saved her

life.

She had just opened the gate when someone whistled to her right.



She paused, looking around.
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Teddy Roe waved at her. He was crouched in the bushes that lined the park.

She turned toward him, taking a step forward, and the horror on his face stopped her

in her tracks.

He waved her back, away from his hiding place.

“What’s going on, Mr. Roe?” she asked.

“Someone’s got Mrs. Everett,” he hissed. “A postman. He delivered a package, and

then he just pushed Mrs. Everett inside. I heard her scream.”

Gabriella stared at him for a moment, unsure whether to take him seriously or not.

“How long ago was this?”

Teddy Roe looked around wildly, and tugged at his hair. “I don’t know. Not long. I

can’t remember exactly.” He crept out of the bush and shooed her in the direction of

the house. “You go get her. I’ll fetch help.”

He turned and lumbered down the street toward the main road, his balance slightly

off.

Gabriella watched him go, forcing down the irritation that had spiraled up. He

couldn’t help the way he was. She would have to ask Mr. Nelson if he knew Teddy

Roe’s story. He seemed to be protective of him.

She turned to study Mrs. Everett’s house, then walked through the open gate but



didn’t approach the front door. If Mrs. Everett had been attacked by Mr. Knife—who

was the only person she could think of who would do something like this—then

surprise was one of her few weapons.

The house took up most of the front and sides of the property, and Gabriella went

down the right narrow side access to the back. It was neatly paved, and the house

stood much higher than the path. She wasn’t able to look into the windows, which

were set above her head.

There was no sound at all from within.

She reached the end of the house and peered carefully into the back garden.

It was a lush, proper English garden—the kind that some English immigrants to

Melbourne tried desperately to replicate, despite Australian conditions. The sound of

gurgling water told Gabriella there was a fountain somewhere amongst the lavender,

roses and hedges.

She edged around the corner and looked for a back entrance, and found there were

two.

A sturdy wooden door into what she guessed was a mud room or kitchen, and the

glass doors of a small sun room, furnished in wicker with cushions in the yellow and

blue of Provence.

She chose the sun room because she could see through the glass walls that there was

no one in there, and breathed out in relief that the door was unlocked.

At last, once she was inside, she could hear voices.

They were low, and nothing about the tone told her there was the desperate hostage



situation Teddy Roe had painted for her. She would look an absolute pillock if it

turned out Mrs. Everett had pulled the postman in for a quickie, and she was about to

burst in on them.

Although the tone of the conversation didn’t convey high passion, either, she realized

with relief.

And she was here now.

She set down her leather bag, tucking it neatly against one of the wicker armchairs,

and then climbed the two stairs from the sun room into a cool, wooden-floored

passageway and followed the sound of voices. She felt slightly foolish at the way she

was creeping along, but she’d feel even more foolish if Mr. Knife was holding Mrs.

Everett hostage.

“I can’t imagine how you believe I know anything about the girl,” Mrs. Everett was

saying, voice icy-calm. “She ran to my door from the street, and I just happened to be

bringing the newspaper in as she reached me. I saw you and that ghastly death grin

you were sporting and made a decision to help her on the spot.”

Gabriella’s heart, already beating fast, felt like it exploded in her chest. Teddy Roe

had not been mistaken.

She leaned back against the wall, listening intently. In front of her and to the right,

directly opposite the open door, was a hall table with generously curved legs and a

large floral-patterned vase on top.

“Death grin, eh?” The voice that responded was cultured and slightly mocking. “You

stole my prey from me, Mrs. Everett. That angered me.”

Mrs. Everett didn’t respond.



“I said, that angered me.”

She heard a sharp crack, like a hand hitting flesh.

She tried to make sense of it. This was the behavior of a madman, not a hard-nosed

drug kingpin.
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What would Mr. Knife be trying to achieve by beating Mrs. Everett, just because she

thwarted his plans?

“I’m waiting for a sorry,” he said, voice low and mean.

“You’ll not get one.” Mrs. Everett spoke as if she had a mouth full of marbles. “I

don’t know where the girl lives, all I know is her name.”

“Gabriella.” Mr. Knife drew her name out in a way that made the hair stand up on the

back of her neck. “I know where she lives. I know where she works. I need to know

her route.”

“How would I possibly know that?” Mrs. Everett asked, but her voice trembled a

little now.

“You’re frightened for her,” Mr. Knife said. “You should be frightened for yourself.”

There was a sound, Gabriella couldn’t quite make out what it meant, but Mrs. Everett

suddenly cried out, her voice so saturated with pain, that Gabriella moved before she

was even conscious of doing so.

She leaped forward, grabbed up the vase and grunted at the weight of it and the pain

in her hand as she raised it over her head.

Mr. Knife was stabbing Mrs. Everett in short, sharp motions, his back to the door, and

Gabriella brought the vase down on his head with all the force she could muster.



It cracked over his head and he went down with a cry, then, like a wounded animal,

he began crawling away from her.

The knife, she noticed in the brief moment she glanced at him, was still held firmly in

his hand.

She tugged at the thin ropes that tied Mrs. Everett’s wrists to the arms of her chair,

ignoring the pain in her left hand. She had one loosened enough that Mrs. Everett

could pull her arm out and had moved on to the second when Mr. Knife finally

managed to pull himself up to a half-seated position.

“Well, well. Here you are.” His words were slightly slurred and he stared at her with

blue eyes, stark against the dark red of the blood that was pouring from his scalp. He

had sandy-brown hair, and he looked totally normal.

Until you looked into those eyes. Then he looked deranged.

Her fingers trembled as she tugged at the ropes, and finally she had them off.

She reached for Mrs. Everett, helping her from the chair, and she saw the older

woman could barely straighten. Her clothing was slashed. Mr. Knife had gone for her

sides and her chest, and blood soaked the front of her blouse.

“You better run.” Mr. Knife began to pull himself up, using the window sill behind

him.

Gabriella took as much of Mrs. Everett’s weight as she could bear, and pulled her out

into the hallway. They needed to go out the front door. The back garden was too

secluded. Too private.

They needed witnesses.



They reached the front entrance just as Mr. Knife emerged from the room, knife still

tightly clutched in his fist.

Gabriella stared at the two locks on the front door in dismay. She didn’t even know

where the keys were.

“There.” Mrs. Everett spoke for the first time, her arm trembling as she pointed to a

narrow door on the right, set into the passage wall just before it opened out into the

front hall.

Gabriella didn’t hesitate, she grabbed the handle, opened it up, and shoved Mrs.

Everett inside, slammed the door behind her and turned the lock.

Mr. Knife thumped against it a moment later.

They were in the downstairs lav.

And the door was sturdy, she noted with relief. It was solid oak, and the lock was a

good one.

They had water, they even had use of the facilities.

They could stay here for quite a while without too much trouble.

Mrs. Everett made a sound, and Gabriella’s optimism took a dip. Mrs. Everett might

not be able to stay anywhere but a hospital right now.

She gently set her down onto the wooden floor, which had a blue and white floor rug

in front of the hand basin, and leant her up against the wall.
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“Medical supplies?” she asked.

Mrs. Everett pointed with a blood-stained finger to the mirrored wall cupboard above

the sink, and Gabriella opened it up to find it was very well stocked.

The sound of Mr. Knife throwing himself against the door again made her flinch, and

then Gabriella shook it off.

“Let’s get you fixed up.”

chapterthirty-three

“Detective Sergeant Archer?”

The question accompanied a light knock on his doorjamb.

James looked up from his desk and found two elderly gentlemen standing outside in

the passageway. One was wearing a traffic warden uniform, the other a navy wool

suit.

“Come in,” he said, standing. “What can I do for you?”

They had to have some pull at the Met, he realized, otherwise they’d have been made

to wait downstairs in Reception, and he would have been called down. Someone had

let them through.

They exchanged uneasy looks.



“It’s a bit of a strange one, Archer.” The one in the uniform reached over his desk,

hand extended in greeting. “I’m Patrick Nelson. Retired sergeant out of the White

Chapel nick, now working as a traffic warden.”

“Charles Greenberg,” the one in the suit said, extending his own hand after James had

shaken with Nelson. “I used to work out of the Met myself. I’m the head of the

Kensington and Chelsea Traffic Warden Center now.”

This was to do with Gabriella.

An icy hand gripped James’s gut, and he invited them to sit with a sweep of his hand

as he sat himself.

“Gabriella?” he asked, getting to the crux of things.

“In a word.” Greenberg gave a nod. “But it’s Patrick’s story to tell.”

James turned to the warden.

He cleared his throat. “I switched routes with Miss Farnsworth, for her safety, last

week. One of the regulars from my old route, which is Miss Farnsworth’s new route,

found me where I usually eat lunch, with a wild story that a man had made forceable

entry into a house on the route, and that he’d asked Miss Farnsworth to intervene

while he went to get help.”

“You went to take a look?” James was sure they’d have first gone to check before

coming to him.

“I got hold of Mr. Greenberg to let him know the situation, and I met him there. It’s

not far from the traffic center.”



“There was no sign of anything being wrong,” Greenberg said. “But no sign of Miss

Farnsworth, either. She was nowhere on her route.”

“You rang the doorbell?”

They both nodded.

“No one answered, but I thought there was someone there just the same.” Nelson held

his gaze, and James could see the shrewd, cynical expression of a seasoned copper in

their depths.

“You called the local nick?” James asked.

“The local coppers won’t make entry just on the say so of my informant, and it’s not

that I blame them, but I don’t think Teddy Roe would make something like this up,”

Nelson said. “He was part of the night crew in the war, pulling bodies from buildings

that were hit in the air raids. After what he’d gone through in the Great War, that

seemed to tip him over the edge. He’s been homeless since the 50s, and he isn’t

always in the present. But he wouldn’t harm a fly, and he doesn’t lie.”

James got to his feet.

“You’re going to do something?” Greenberg looked surprised and relieved.

“Yes.” He leaned over and grabbed his coat. “Let’s go.”
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* * *

James pulled the Wolseley up next to the house where Nelson and Greenberg were

sure Gabriella had gone in, and his breath caught.

The woman who’d helped Gabriella yesterday lived around here. He recognized the

park.

He’d seen it from the other side, but he was sure of it—the abandoned car had stuck

out in his memory.

As they all got out of the car, he looked across the roof to Greenberg. “A woman

helped Gabriella yesterday after she escaped. She might live close to here.”

“Helped her escape the man trying to kill her?” Greenberg asked.

He gave a nod.

“You think the attacker came back for revenge?” Greenberg suddenly looked very

worried.

That made no sense, but James lifted his shoulders. “I wouldn’t have said so, but this

is a strange case.”

He looked around, getting the lay of the land, and saw two bobbies approaching them

from across the park.



He waited for them to arrive, lifting his warrant card.

“I remember you, sir,” one of them said. “You were the ’tec got locked up in that

garage round the corner.”

James nodded, recognizing him as one of the men who’d been put on duty to guard

the entrance to the laneway where the garages were built.

“This have something to do with what happened on Saturday?” the other bobby

asked.

“Could be. The woman who phoned your nick for help lives here.”

“Mrs. Everett,” one of the bobbies nodded. “Nice lady. But we knocked and there’s

no answer.”

“If someone is holding her captive, they’d not answer, though, would they?” Nelson

said.

“I’m going to knock again.” James opened the neat gate and walked up the path,

climbed the steps and knocked.

There was silence within.

Nelson gave a shout, and James turned.

“I saw someone twitch the curtain, to the right.”

James leaped down the stairs to look, and the curtain was moving slightly, as if

falling back in place.



“Let’s go round the back.” He took the right hand passage along the side of the house.

It was narrow but neat, and the bobbies followed behind him.

As they came round into the back garden, a man darted out of a glass door set into a

sun room, and raced to the back fence.

They all ran forward to intercept him, but he was fit and quick, and he was up and

over before they even reached it.

“You chase him,” James ordered one of the men. “You come with me.”

He jogged to the open door, stepping into the blue and yellow room, and his gaze

caught on a traffic warden’s black leather bag leaning against an armchair.

He ran up the few stairs into a dark passage. The bobby followed behind, his leather

boots squeaking.

James stopped in the first doorway he came to, and felt that same icy hand grab him

again.

It looked like a charnel house. Blood, dark and sticky, coated a chair and pooled on

the floor. Shards of pottery lay all around.
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“Gawd,” the bobby breathed out.

“Gabriella.” James called out. “It’s James, are you here?” He moved to the front of

the house, eyes tracking the blood drips and smears to the front door.

He turned to the left, saw a comfortable sitting room, but there was no blood in that

direction.

He turned slowly, looking for where the trail led. Stepped up to the door with blood

on the handle. “Gabriella.”

“James?” He heard her voice and relief had him leaning against the wall.

“Yes.” His voice cracked a little. “Can you open up?”

He heard the lock turn, and she stumbled out. He wanted to take her in his arms, but

she turned away, pointing into what turned out to be the water closet. “We need an

ambulance. Mr. Knife has stabbed Mrs. Everett.”

chapterthirty-four

Gabriella dozed,the sun filtering through the hospital window warming her back and

shoulders, piercing some of the icy cold she had felt since she and Ruby had taken

refuge in the loo. She had been holding Ruby’s hand, but must have released it at

some point, her hand resting beside Ruby’s on the stiff white linen of Ruby’s hospital

bed.



The door opened suddenly, and Ruby started, half-lifting from the pillows, and

Gabriella’s heart began to gallop as she sat straight up in her chair.

James stepped into the room, saw he had startled them, and winced in apology.

“Just me.” His voice was soft, as if not to spook them.

Gabriella cleared her throat. “Any news?”

He shook his head. “PC Wilson didn’t catch him.”

He looked strained, and she reminded herself he’d been in this same hospital not two

days ago.

She looked down at her hand, which some kind nurse had rebandaged for her.

They were all the walking wounded.

“He’s caused quite a lot of damage.”

“Yes.” James looked pained even admitting it. “Are you both up for an interview?”

Gabriella looked over at Ruby, who had settled back against her pillows.

She looked more alert than she had before.

“Yes.” Ruby’s voice was calm and steady.

James studied her a moment, then gave a nod. “Thank you. I’ll fetch my constable.”

He moved back to the door, murmuring to someone in the corridor.



DS Hartridge stepped in, his gaze going to Ruby, then to her. He gave a respectful

nod. “Mrs. Everett. Miss Farnsworth.” He lifted a notepad and a pencil.

“Tell me what happened.” James took the second chair, which was neatly pushed up

against the wall, and sat. He glanced at Gabriella across the bed, and then his focus

moved to Ruby.

“It was so silly,” Ruby said. “I was expecting a parcel today. So when the knock

came, I didn’t think twice. He called ‘delivery’ and I thought, that’s wonderful, right

on time.”

“Right on time, as in, that’s when your postman usually stops by?” James asked.

She shook her head. “No, I mean the parcel was due today, so it was on time. Mr.

Hawthorne usually comes either first thing, or last thing, so that should have alerted

me to something being off, I suppose.”

“So you opened the door?”
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She gave a nod, sharp and thin-lipped, as if she was so disappointed in herself. “The

moment I pulled it open he was on me.” She closed her eyes for a moment. Sighed.

“It was a shock.”

Gabriella reached out and took her hand again. Squeezed.

Ruby squeezed back. “He dragged me down the passage, into the morning room, and

pulled some rope out the parcel he had been pretending to deliver. He tied me up with

a knife pressed against my throat.” She reached out a fluttering, shaking hand, and

her fingertips brushed the cut there. “Then he started asking me all kinds of questions

about Gabriella. About the police investigation. I told him I had no idea about any of

it.”

“How did he take that?” James asked.

“He seemed to find it funny. I would almost say he knew I didn’t know, and it was all

a game, an excuse to hurt me.”

“He must have thought you knew something, or why risk taking you hostage?” James

leaned back in his chair.

Ruby narrowed her eyes at him. “He didn’t need a reason, Mr. Archer. Hurting me

was its own reward.”

James looked like he simply couldn’t believe her.

“When you told him you didn’t know where I lived, he told you he already knew.



That all he wanted was my new route.” Gabriella felt Ruby’s hand tremble in hers.

“That’s right. You heard that part?” She shook her head. “Of course you did. That’s

when you broke Aunt Violet’s vase over his head.”

“Aunt Violet’s vase?” she said, and grimaced. “It was a family heirloom?”

Ruby laughed, the first sign of humor she’d had so far. “A horrendous, ugly family

heirloom I’ve felt too guilty to get rid of. You saved me twice over, Gabriella.”

James cleared his throat, calling their attention back to him. “He wanted Miss

Farnsworth’s new work route?”

“That’s what he said, but he didn’t actually expect me to know. I think if I had, and

had given it to him, that would have been a bonus.”

“I remember what he said,” Gabriella said. “About being afraid for yourself. About

you ruining his plans on Saturday, and how that made him angry. He was there to

punish you, to hurt you because you interfered.”

Ruby gave a nod. “I think so. He didn’t need any more reason than that.” She looked

over at James. “I must also tell you that he got hold of my husband’s revolver, left

over from the war. I tried to get it in our struggle and he overpowered me and took it.

Once he had it though, he put it in his pocket and kept on using the knife.”

Gabriella looked over at James, saw he looked pained at that information, but he still

didn’t seem to understand what they were telling him.

“He came after me, James, even though he had to know I would have already told

you everything I remembered. Even though I couldn’t have seen him kill either of his

victims. He came after me because he wanted to.”



“That kind of behavior . . .” James shook his head. “It’s out of control. We would

have seen more evidence of it.”

“Maybe this is the start of his spree.” Gabriella lifted her shoulders.

Hartridge, who’d been lurking by the door, scribbling away as they spoke, took a step

forward. “I heard back from Clubs and Vice, sir.”

James glanced back at him.

“They say one of the big heroin dealers has gone quiet in the last month. A Johnny

Crane. No one’s seen him, and his house looks closed up. But the supplies are still

getting out. And Russ Holler, the one you caught trying to get into Miss Farnsworth’s

flat? Clubs and Vice says he’s one of Johnny Crane’s men.”

“But he’s still under orders from someone,” James said. “It’s possible someone’s

taken over Johnny Crane’s operation.”

“Mr. Knife.” Gabriella saw from the start both men gave that they had forgotten

where they were. Who they were talking in front of.

“We can talk to Clubs and Vice later,” James said, shifting back to the bed.

“Gabriella . . .” he cleared his throat. “Miss Farnsworth. You entered via the sun

room?”

Gabriella sent him a cheeky grin at his slip. “Yes. I heard voices inside the house and

moved quietly toward them. I heard Mr. Knife stab Mrs. Everett, and I grabbed up a

big vase and broke it over his head. I untied Mrs. Everett while Mr. Knife tried to

shake off the effects of being hit, and we made for the front door as fast as we could,

given Mrs. Everett’s injuries. He had locked the front door, though, and I didn’t know

where the keys were, and Mrs. Everett wasn’t in a fit state to tell me, so we took



refuge in the lav. Mr. Knife tried to break the door down, then he moved away, came

back to threaten us with dire consequences, and then he ran.” She lifted her shoulders.

“Then you came.”

“What dire consequences were these?” James asked, his face set.

“We couldn’t hide from him. He’d get us. We would never know safety again. Blah,

blah, blah.”

“Blah, blah, blah?” James’s eyes flashed fire, and from behind him, Hartridge seemed

to go into a coughing fit.



Page 81

Source Creation Date: July 2, 2025, 9:44 am

Gabriella lifted a hand, palm up. “I choose not to be frightened by that sick bastard.”

“Quite right,” Ruby said. “Never let the bastards grind you down.”

James stood, shaking his head. “I’m leaving a guard on your door, Mrs. Everett.

Gabriella, I’ll drop you home, and increase the patrols on your street.”

“When they let Ruby out of hospital, I’m going to stay with her until she recovers,”

Gabriella said. “Mr. Rodney has Jerome to help him, so I’m free to help her.”

“All right. That will save some men, if you’re in the same residence. How long until

they release you?”

Ruby shook her head. “Maybe tomorrow, or the day after. They can’t be sure until the

morning.”

A plump, rosy-cheeked nurse appeared in the doorway. “That’s enough, please. Mrs.

Everett needs to sleep.”

Gabriella squeezed her hand a final time. “All right?”

“All right,” Ruby replied. “You go get some rest, yourself.”

She joined James at the doorway, and Hartridge took up watch outside the door.

“I’ll wait for the PC to arrive, sir,” he said.



“Thank you, Hartridge.” James gave a grateful nod. “He most likely won’t try

anything, but it doesn’t hurt to be sure.”

But that’s where James was wrong. Gabriella shook her head. “He might very well

try. It would be a boost to his ego to get into a hospital and kill her.”

James followed her down the corridor toward the lifts, his gaze sharp on her face. “It

would make no sense.”

“It makes sense to him, because you bested him today. Stole his prey. You better

watch your own back, James. He will be as angry with you as he was with Ruby

Everett.”

“You seem very sure,” James said.

She lifted a shoulder as they waited for the lift to reach their floor. “I turned around

and looked into his face on Saturday morning, and I looked into his face again earlier

today. It isn’t about sense to him. It’s about power and control.”

And right now, Mr. Knife had neither.

chapterthirty-five

He tookher home and waited while she went to take a bath. The bathroom was

located at the far end of the passage, and she said how pleased she’d been when she

took the flat that she only had to share it with one other person.

It meant she was vulnerable, though. Coming and going from her room. He took one

of the chairs from her little table and set it in the doorway of her flat, flipping through

a book he found on her shelf, a fantasy novel with a saga-like plot.



When he heard footsteps on the stairs he rose to his feet, but it was Jerome who

emerged from the stairwell.

“Wotcha,” he said, with a nod. “Gabby all right?”

James hesitated.

“She’s not?” Jerome’s gaze went to the bathroom, where the sound of running water

was clear.

“She had another run-in with . . .” He didn’t want to call him either Mr. Big or Mr.

Knife. He wanted to call him something else. “With the suspect.”

Jerome flinched. “Not the one we caught this morning?”

“No. His boss.”

“I need to tell Solomon,” Jerome said. “He’s called the boys back a bit, since we

caught t’other one, you know?”

James gave a nod. It wasn’t regulation, but Solomon’s eyes on the street would be a

good thing to have. “No one should approach him, though. He’s dangerous.”
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Jerome gave a nod, but James had the feeling he wasn’t as concerned as he should be.

The sound of water stopped, and James glanced in the direction of the bathroom.

He forced his attention back on Jerome. “How is Mr. Rodney? Gabriella says you’re

taking care of him.”

“He’s doing fine. Fretting over Gabby. Someone told him she was kidnapped on her

way to visit him, and he’s all tied up in knots about it.”

“He’s out of hospital now?”

Jerome shook his head. “He was supposed to be, but they kept him in. He’ll be out

tomorrow, maybe.”

The door to the bathroom opened, and Gabriella stepped out, cheeks pink from the

heat of her bath, wearing pale pink trousers with a pink and pale green flowered top.

She had put her hair up in a topknot and she was barefoot.

Jerome cleared his throat. “I’ll be movin’ along. Nice to see you, Gabby.”

“Hey, Jerome.” Gabriella flicked her towel over her shoulder. “How’s Mr. Rodney?”

“He’ll be out tomorrow.”

Her face lit up. “I’ll have to bake a cake to celebrate. Are you staying in his place, or

up here?”



“Up here, but give me a knock and I’ll go down and let you in if you want to use the

oven.”

She smiled her thanks and Jerome shot him a careful look and then stepped into his

flat.

Gabriella moved past him, and he brought her dining chair back into the bedsit, and

set it back in place.

“You hungry?” He didn’t think she would be much in the mood to make a meal, and

he didn’t want to leave her, even though that was the plan. He had already organized

the increased patrols.

She hesitated, then gave a nod. “Starving.”

“Let’s go out and eat, then.”

She shot him a quick look. “Give me a moment to fix my hair.” She disappeared

behind the screen that shielded her bed, and a few minutes later came out with her

hair brushed and loose around her shoulders, and pale lipstick on her lips.

She had a coat over her arm. “Where are we going?”

He thought of Gennaro’s. Of how he’d wondered what eating at a place like that

might be like. “Gennaro’s?” He made it a question.

She thought for a moment. “Not too close to the action?” she asked.

He held her gaze. “Don’t let the bastards grind you down.”

She threw back her head and laughed at his repeat of Mrs. Everett’s words earlier.



“No. We won’t.”

* * *

Gennaro was surprised to see them.

Gabriella exchanged a few words with him in Italian, keeping it short because it was

rude to speak in a language James didn’t understand.

The place looked full, but unconcerned, he had a table brought through from the

back, making room for them somehow, and within moments they were seated, and a

waiter was offering them wine.

“I’m a beer man.” James looked a little out of his depth.

She leaned over the table. “Do you like dry or sweet?” she asked.

“Dry.”



Page 83

Source Creation Date: July 2, 2025, 9:45 am

She ordered a dry white, and the waiter, who had seen her talking with Gennaro,

made obsequious noises and disappeared.

Gabriella grinned across at James. “Let’s hope it’s drinkable.”

Her words seemed to put him at ease, and he grinned back.

They sipped their wine, which James claimed to like, and she helped him choose a

dish from the menu, explaining what each one was.

“My grandmother is still amazed at how simple family recipes are so popular in

restaurants in Melbourne, and I’ve had to write to her to tell her it’s just the same here

in London. I keep telling her she should open a restaurant of her own.”

They ate pasta and spoke about their families and their lives before London, keeping

away from murder and kidnap and hostage-taking.

It felt good.

The food was what she needed—a taste of home.

Gennaro came to speak to them near the end of the meal, and she reached out and

took one of his hands.

“It was good?” he asked.

She nodded. “Like home.”



He tapped his heart. “Then I am happy.” He turned to James. “It was your idea to

come?”

James nodded.

Gennaro gave a snort, but there was approval in his gaze when he nodded back. He

clapped his hands, making a production out of it. “I have tiramisu. On the house for

you.”

The waiter appeared and put two dishes of tiramisu down in front of them.

Gabriella didn’t think she had room for dessert, but tiramisu was her favorite.

James cautiously dipped a spoon in and the look on his face when he swallowed

made her laugh.

“What did he call it?” James asked.

“Tiramisu.”

“Yum.”

“It’s my favorite,” she said. She savored a few spoonfuls, then gave the rest of hers to

James, who was very happy to help clean her bowl.

Maybe she would make some for Mr. Rodney’s homecoming tomorrow.

James came around to pull out her chair, and then she stood with Gennaro as the floor

manager, a woman she suspected was Gennaro’s wife, rang up their bill.

“You should be out with an Italian man,” he told her in Italian. “If you don’t know



any, I can help you there.”

She shook her head. “What’s wrong with a big, strong policeman?”

“He’s not Italian. And he’s a policeman,” Gennaro said with a shrug. “And he speaks

English with a funny accent.”

She smiled. “He’s Welsh. And I speak English with a funny accent myself.”

“You are a beautiful Italian girl, you can do this. Him, no.” But he smiled back.

“I had plenty of good Italian boys to choose from in Melbourne,” she said. “I didn’t

love any of them.”

“And you love him?” Gennaro shook his head.
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“No. I like him, though. A lot. It’s possible one day I could love him.”

“You young things these days. It’s a world gone mad. You need to like people to

marry them. Me,” he slapped his chest, “I married Maria because my father and her

father decided it. And look how happy we are.”

Gabriella eyed Maria. She didn’t look particularly happy. “I can see that. You are

lucky.”

He sighed as James stepped away from the counter. “Go, then. Go home with your

big, strong policeman.”

She gave him a wink. “I will.”

“What was that about?” James asked as they stepped outside. He had found a parking

very close by, and he opened the Wolseley’s door for her.

“He was trying to persuade me I needed an Italian man in my life.” She settled in and

then waited for him to come round the front of the car and open his own door.

“An Italian?” He started the car, glanced over at her, and then pulled out into the

traffic. “What’s he got against Welshmen?”

She gave a quick laugh. “Nothing, except they aren’t Italian. And he says you speak

English with a funny accent.”

Now James laughed. “He’s got room to talk.”



“I know.” She looked over at him, felt a familiar annoyance rising up in her despite

the lighthearted comments. “Gennaro—others like him, like my uncles—they leave

the old country because they can’t thrive there; they come to a new land, with new

opportunities, new ways, and what do they do? They want it to go back to the old

ways they’re familiar with. The very ways that made it difficult to thrive in the first

place.”

“You’ve heard the story about dating Italians before,” James guessed.

“Too many times to count. So I ended up countering it by saying I was half-English,

too. So did they also want me to date Englishmen.” She shook her head. “They did

not.”

“That lets me out as well. I’m no Englishman.”

“No.” She watched his hands clench on the wheel. “I like you the way you are.”

“Good to know.” He pulled up outside her house, flexed his hands and then turned to

her. “Maybe when this is all over, you’d come out with me again? Not to Gennaro’s.”

“Not to Gennaro’s,” she agreed.

He kept a careful distance from her as he walked her in, even up the stairs to her door.

The very care he was taking not to touch made her feel jumpy, made her feel the

tension in him.

“Make sure it’s locked tight,” he said, and his gaze, when it caught hers, was electric.

She gave a nod, closed the door behind her, then leaned against it as she listened to

him taking the stairs back down.



She felt like she was going to come out of her skin.

She pushed away from the door and thought of what Liz would say about this.

“Ooh-la-la,” she murmured, and smiled as she headed for bed.

chapterthirty-six

Clubs and Vicewere an interesting lot.

James knocked lightly on Detective Inspector John Drummley’s door, having walked

through an office full of men dressed in much sharper suits than he saw in New

Scotland Yard. The station, situated in the West End, near Soho, was right in the

thick of the clubs and night life of the city.

“Archer?” Drummley asked. “Detective Superintendent Halberd said you’d be over.”

James shook his hand and settled in to the chair opposite his desk. “It seems we have

some overlapping interests.”

Drummley rubbed a hand over short salt-and-pepper hair. “So Halberd impressed

upon me.” He let the jibe hang in the air for a moment, and then relaxed.
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James relaxed as well. Getting Halberd involved to force cooperation with Clubs and

Vice could have led to hard feelings, but Drummley had obviously decided to accept

it without rancor.

“This new drug you found them mixing up behind that gallery? LSD? It’s going to be

a real headache for us.” Drummley tapped his fingers on his battered desk.

“It isn’t actually illegal as yet, is that right?” James couldn’t remember if Hartridge

had checked, or whether they’d had word from Clubs and Vice. The last few days had

been a blur.

Drummley blew out a breath. “Unfortunately, that is right. I’ve sent a report to the

Commissioner, trying to get something to Whitehall so they can change that, but right

now, anyone can go ahead and distribute it, as much as they like.”

“Looks like the heroin dealers aren’t any happier about it than you are,” James said.

“And my constable says you think one of the big dealers had done a bunk or gone

missing.”

Drummley nodded. “John Crane. No one’s seen either him, or his missus, anywhere

for a couple of weeks.”

“Do you have probable cause to go into his house?” James asked. “Because if he’s

been killed by my suspect, I’d like to know about it.”

Drummley leaned back in a black leather chair that squeaked alarmingly under his

bulk. “How sure are you of that possibility?”



“My man can kill. He’s got no qualms about it. He was giving orders to a couple of

thugs that my constable says your men have identified as working for Crane. And

Crane is gone. It’s possible, if not downright likely, that my man has taken over in a

bloody coup.”

Drummley eyed him, then glanced at the door.

James got up and closed it, sat back down.

“One of my lot’s missing,” Drummley said. “No sign of him. Around the same time

Crane went dark, as well.”

James thought he knew where this was going, but didn’t want to voice it, in case he

was wrong.

“He was bent.” Drummley sighed as he rubbed his cheeks. “I knew it, but didn’t ever

catch him on anything I could prove.”

“Taking backhanders from Crane?” James asked.

Drummley nodded. “I think so. If someone’s gone through Crane’s organization and

cleaned house, and my chap happened to be getting his orders at the time . . .”

James winced. “So he could be a victim of my suspect, too.”

They sat in silence for a minute.

“Mrs. Crane’s sister asked the Met for help locating her,” Drummley said. He pushed

a piece of paper across the desk toward James. “I asked for any contact with anyone

relating to the Cranes be forwarded to me. This was received yesterday morning, so

it’s a bit delayed, but I can use it to go knock on the door for a welfare check.”



“Mind if I come along?” James asked.

Drummley hesitated, then gave a nod. “If your man is involved, you can tell us what

to look for.”

James rose to his feet. “There’s nothing very sophisticated about him. All we need to

look for is the blood.”

* * *

It seemed she had a day off.

Gabriella had gone in to work, fully expecting to be given yet another new route, but

instead Mr. Greenberg had put her in a taxi and sent her home.

She could come in tomorrow, he said, but he’d give her paperwork to do, not send her

out on any route—new or not.

She didn’t like it, but she could see he wouldn’t be swayed, and so she decided to use

her free time to make tiramisu for Mr. Rodney and pack a bag to go stay with Mrs.

Everett tomorrow, as she was getting out of hospital the following morning.

She had the taxi drop her at the Italian shop closest to her house, and while she

winced at the cost of the mascarpone, she decided she didn’t care. Mr. Rodney

deserved something really special.

She walked home with her shopping bags, glad of the sunshine and the clear skies. It

made it seem impossible that anything bad could happen.

She turned into her street and caught sight of a constable strolling past her house. She

remembered him from the night Mr. Rodney had been stabbed, and realized he must



be part of the Notting Hill nick, sent to keep an eye out for Mr. Knife.
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He stopped when he caught sight of her, as if he was confused at why she would be

coming toward him.

She thought about last night and wondered if James had assumed she would stay at

home, and whether the bobbies on patrol had thought that was where she was.

She frowned at the thought. She had work. She thought he understood that.

Like him, she had to make her own way. They had talked about their families over

dinner, and she knew he had come much further than his laborer father and his

mother, who was a cleaning lady.

Her own mother worked herself to the bone, getting up at 3am to start making bread

and working until she fell asleep at the table on her accounts at night.

He shouldn’t have assumed.

She’d half-lifted one of the bags in greeting to the bobby when there was a rustle in

the bushes that edged a run-down, abandoned building a few houses down from her

own, and suddenly Mr. Knife was behind her, knife to her throat.

“Good timing,” he whispered in her ear. “I wanted a witness. Can’t get better than the

filth.”

The bobby had gone very still, eyes wide.

He was young, Gabriella saw now. And he didn’t know what to do.



Mr. Knife dragged her to a black car parked on the road right beside her. She could

feel the strength in his hands and arms.

She’d noticed the Bentley as she’d turned onto the street. A car like that didn’t belong

in this neighborhood, unless it was owned by one of the slumlords who’d bought up

swathes of Notting Hill, here to cast an eye over their property.

“Open the door,” Mr. Knife told her.

She bent to put down her shopping, but the knife dug into her throat.

“No. Don’t drop the bag.”

She awkwardly opened the passenger door with two fingers.

“Get in. Careful now, keep your shopping safe.”

She slid in, putting her bags at her feet.

She kept her gaze fixed on the bobby.

He had started moving closer.

Mr. Knife gave a little chuckle, and she cried out as he pressed the knife deeper into

her throat.

She felt the blood, and the constable stopped dead, eyes even wider.

“Hands out.” He pulled rope out of his jacket pocket, already tied into two loops.

“Quickly now.”



She reluctantly did so, brain racing for a way out of the problem, heart pounding as

she felt the tickle of blood running down her neck. He still looked normal, she

thought, shocked. Absolutely normal.

“Good girl.” He pulled on the two tails of rope between the loops, and they tightened

around her wrists. There was a metal ring shaped a little like a capital letter D

hanging from the center loop, open on the straight edge, and he pushed her against

the still-open passenger door, and hooked the ring onto the door handle, then twisted

it closed.

It was something they used in rock climbing, she remembered. Her Uncle Guido

often spoke about his time climbing the Alps, and she’d seen these in the photos of

him standing, one foot on a rock, mountain peak in the background.

With her hands tied, she wouldn’t easily be able to unscrew it.

She was attached to the car. Trapped.

He slammed the door closed, and she leaned away from it just in time to save her

head being hit by the window.

He ran around the front of the car, waving the bloody-edged knife at the bobby. There

was something bizarre in the action. It was almost as if he was dancing.
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He jumped into the driver seat and started up the car.

The bobby ran forward, but Mr. Knife put his arm out, waving the knife in front of

her face as soon as he’d put it into gear.

He roared off, and the bobby ran after them, following them until they turned off onto

one of the main roads.

Mr. Knife watched in the rear-view mirror with bright blue eyes until they lost him,

moving through the traffic and then turning right, toward the city.

That didn’t last long, though.

They turned again, going north, into areas she wasn’t familiar with, and eventually he

slowed down as he approached a drive on a leafy street where the houses were set

apart, and there were hedges and large trees shielding them from the neighbors.

She caught sight of a sign that said High House in dark red letters on a cream

background, and Mr. Knife turned into a long driveway, hedged in on both sides for a

short way, and then opening up to reveal landscaped lawns and a massive gray stone

house.

How could he own something like this? she wondered.

Houses here had to go for hundreds of thousands of pounds.

One thing was for sure, the Bentley would not be remarked upon here. If it was out of



place in Notting Hill, it very much belonged in these posh surroundings.

“Home sweet home,” Mr. Knife said as he pulled up at the front entrance. “Sorry, but

I had to let the butler go. You’ll have to bring in your own bags.”

She looked over at him, studying him intently. If he had lost his mind, she’d rather

understand that now.

“You don’t like my jokes?” he asked her, studying her back. He had full lips and a

dent in his chin. He winked at her.

“Isn’t a joke supposed to be funny?” she asked.

He gave a long, slow smirk. “They’re funny to me.”

She’d felt panicked and frightened since he’d grabbed her, now she felt pure, cold

terror.

He wasn’t mad at all. He was simply enjoying himself.

“Why grab me? And why in front of a police officer?”

“It was more fun this way.”

He caught her horrified expression, and jabbed the knife toward her in a feint. She

jerked back, trapped between him and the door, twisted by the way he’d tied her

hands.

“Come on. That shopping probably needs a fridge.” He got out the car and walked

around to open her door. He freed her from the door and loosened one of the loops so

she could slip her hand out of it. “You carry them in.”



She picked them up, wondering at this focus on her shopping. Nothing made much

sense to her. His behavior was so far out of her experience, she didn’t know what to

make of it.

The only thing she knew for sure was that she was afraid. Deathly afraid.

He waited for her to get out of the car, then walked behind her, poking her every now

and again in the back with the tip of the knife.

When she reached the front door, a dark, glossy red like the lettering on the sign at

the entrance to the driveway, her hands were slick with sweat, and her arms were

trembling, as if the bags were too heavy to hold.

He leaned past her, one hand between her shoulder blades, the other holding keys. He

opened up and then stepped back for her to go through.

She walked into a gloomy hallway. The air smelled stale, although there was a hint of

wax polish and vinegar.

A staircase ran up to a second floor to her left, and in front of her was an arch,

leading into what looked like a lounge with a fireplace. The room was gloomy, barely

lit by what she could see was a gap in the heavy brocade curtains pulled across a set

of French doors.

“Swanky, eh?” he said. “Paul Devenish was a naughty, naughty boy. Buying a place

like this with ill-gotten gains.”

This was the gallery owner’s house.
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Her heart gave a leap, and she fought back nausea. “Where is he?” she managed to

croak out.

“In the garden,” he said cheerfully. “I didn’t want him inside, stinking up the place.

He was very conveniently having a new pond dug, so I simply threw him in and

covered him over with the pile of soil very helpfully piled to one side.”

That’s where she’d end up, too, she guessed. Unless she found a way out of this.

She stood, trying to work out what to do.

“Kitchen’s this way,” he said, gripping her shoulder.

He was playing a jovial role, but the bite of his fingers told a different story. She

didn’t understand what he wanted, why he was playing some kind of part.

She looked down at where he gripped her so hard, and after a moment, he released

her.

“This way.” He gave her a shove between the shoulder blades, causing her to stagger

and she lost her hold on one of the shopping bags.

As the fruit and brown packages rolled across the floor, she heard him draw in a deep

breath, as if struggling for control, and she went very still, one hand against the wall

for balance.

It seemed to her that violence could erupt at any moment.



He was a man with very little control over his temper, and even though this mess was

his fault, he would take it out on her.

The look he shot her was venomous, but he straightened and nodded tightly to the

spilled items. “Pick them up and put them in the kitchen.”

He stepped back, arms folded, and watched her while she bent to put the apples, the

lemons and the coffee back in the bag. It was lucky she hadn’t dropped the bag with

the mascarpone and the Savoiardi biscuits, or it would have been much messier.

She stood and he waved impatiently to the right. She walked in the direction he

indicated, turning down a passage and then through an open door into a kitchen that

smelled of fried bacon and toast.

The sink was full of dishes, and there was a plate with bacon grease and crumbs on

the table.

“Perhaps you could clean up, and then make whatever it was you were planning on

making.” He flicked his fingers.

She put the bags down on the table, and took out the tub of mascarpone. “This needs

to go in the fridge.”

“What is it?” He moved over and opened the fridge for her, and she saw it was nearly

empty. Mr. Knife had cleaned Paul Devenish out.

“Special Italian cream for my tiramisu.”

“That’s what you’re going to make?” he frowned. “I’ve never heard of it.”

She shrugged.



Silence stretched between them.

“Well, you better hope I like it,” he said.

“It’s a complicated dish that takes hours,” she said.

“I don’t believe you.” He leaned against the fridge with his arms crossed.

“Look it up, there are enough recipe books there.” She pointed to the shelf she’d

spotted on the other side of the kitchen.

He blinked at her, then moved over to the shelf.

“The Pleasures of Italian Cooking by Romeo Salta,” she told him. “I’ve never read it

myself, but I’ve heard of it. And I’m sure it’ll have a tiramisu recipe.”

He slid the book off the shelf, paged through it.

“Coffee, biscuits, eggs, booze and cream,” he said. “It sounds good.”
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“I think so.” She began stacking the dirty dishes next to the sink and then turned on

the hot water tap. While it infuriated her to play maid to him, doing something helped

keep her nerves at bay, helped give her space to think.

“You weren’t lying. It does take a lot of time.”

She didn’t answer him.

“Lucky we have time.”

She was afraid of that. “What is your plan?” She didn’t ask him his name, even

though she wanted to know what to call him. She was frightened that if he told her,

that would be confirmation that he planned to kill her.

She needed to face up to reality, though. She scrubbed hard at a plate with a stubborn

streak of egg yolk on it. He was going to kill her, no matter if she knew his name or

not.

“The plan originally was just to take over Johnny Crane’s heroin operation.” He was

still paging through the recipe book with interest. “That turned out to be incredibly

easy to do.”

It didn’t sound easy to her.

“I’d worked my way up the ranks, and he trusted me, but Mrs. Crane.” He shook his

head and closed the book with a snap that made her flinch. “Mrs. Crane told Johnny I

was a creep.”



She wondered what he’d done or said to Mrs. Crane to make her say it, but Gabriella

didn’t ask.

“Johnny treated me a bit different after that. He didn’t know I heard his missus slag

me off, but he definitely believed her. I was getting less respect. And so I decided to

mutiny.”

He smiled as he said the word mutiny, as if it was a private joke.

“I killed a few of the boys I knew would stay loyal to the boss, then I killed Johnny.

But it was Mrs. Crane that was the revelation.” He moved over to where she was

washing the dishes, and leaned in, too close to her.

She was glad her hands were in the soapy water, so he couldn’t see them trembling.

“It was fun killing her. I hadn’t realized I wanted to so much until I was actually

doing it. But it was over too quickly.” He drew in a sudden, agitated breath. “And

Patty was even quicker.”

She swallowed down the bile that rose in her throat, and turned her attention back to

the sink.

“I killed Sam Nealy because it needed doing, but Patty . . .” he was still agitated. “I

was in the mindset that I was killing for a purpose, but after I got Patty in the car, I

remembered Mrs. C. and I was just driving around with her, drawing it out because it

was going to be so good, and then Patty tried to jump out.” He was quiet for a long

time. “I didn’t mean to stab her somewhere where she would die so quickly. I was

robbed.” He trailed off. “The only good thing to come out of it was me admitting I’d

been lying to myself. Patty didn’t need killing. Mrs. C. wasn’t really necessary,

either. I just wanted to do it.” He smiled. “But that’s not a problem I’ll have with you.

I’m not going to make that mistake again.”



He had held the knife the whole drive, his long fingers easily holding it pressed to the

gear lever as he changed gears, and he hadn’t let go of it once since they’d come into

the house. Now he lifted it up. “This is the knife I used. I didn’t care about the knife I

stabbed Sam Nealy with, he was just business. Patty, though . . . Patty should have

been more. And I have great hopes for you.”

chapterthirty-seven

John Crane’shouse was large for London, built on a plot that had probably once

contained two or three smaller single family dwellings that had been knocked down

to accommodate the faux Tudor mansion James was looking at.

It was still firmly in the working class neighborhood where John Crane had grown

up, a symbol of his rise for all his peers to see.

The locksmith DI Drummley had hired to open the house up stepped back from the

glossy black door. “All done.”

“Thanks, Pete.” Drummley shook his hand and then motioned to James. “Ready?”

James nodded, glancing back to the four Clubs and Vice officers Drummley had

brought along. They were standing back, talking quietly beside their cars.

The front porch was covered in newspapers, and Drummley was clearly having some

trouble opening the door.

“Too many letters through the post flap,” he said, then staggered back, hand over his

mouth and nose, as the door finally gave way. “God.”

James caught a whiff of the stench, which caught the back of his throat. He took out a

handkerchief to cover the lower half of his face as he coughed, and saw Drummley



was doing the same.

They shared a look and then stepped in cautiously, leaving the door wide open to help

clear the air.

But there would be no clearing this air, James saw. Directly to the left of him was a

formal sitting room, and a man lay dead on the floor in a puddle of unmentionable

goo.

He was so bloated by decomposition, James couldn’t guess who he was looking at.
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“He Crane, do you think?” he asked Drummley.

Drummley gave a quick shake of his head and a lift of his shoulders in reply.

Neither of them went into the room, leaving it for the pathologist.

James moved past the door, down a wide hallway and into the kitchen. His eyes

widened at the sight of another man lying dead there, too, slumped over the kitchen

table.

He looked to be at a similar stage of decomposition to the man in the sitting room. He

edged around the table, and stopped dead at the sight of a second man, lying on the

floor.

Drummley joined him, and something changed in his demeanor at the sight of the

body on the floor.

“Your Clubs and Vice man?” James asked.

Drummley didn’t answer, but the horror on his face said it all. He moved away,

walking into the mudroom, and gave a cry of surprise.

“Not another one?” James couldn’t believe it. He carefully stepped across the kitchen

to join him, and forced himself to peer into the small, tiled room that led out to the

garden.

A man lay collapsed across a bench in his stocking feet, with a pair of Wellington



boots beside him. He was as bloated as the other two.

“There’re his shoes,” Drummley said, pointing to a smart pair of leather loafers to

one side.

They moved carefully back into the hall and James stood with Drummley for a

moment.

“You all right to carry on?”

Drummley nodded. “Kershaw was a damned fool,” he said, “but bent copper or no,

no one deserves that.” He coughed, putting the handkerchief back up to his mouth

and nose, and then looked up at the stairs.

James processed the horror and shock of four dead bodies as he started up. He

concentrated on the balustrade, which was made of a highly polished dark wood, and

the carpet that ran down the middle of the steps, which had a crazy pattern on it,

probably from some famous designer he had never heard of.

“Never seen anything like it,” Drummley muttered as they trudged upward, and

James didn’t think he was talking about the decor.

This wasn’t usual. This was an outrageous crime.

He heard gagging noises from the front door, and Drummley turned.

“Outside if you’re going to hurl,” he shouted to his people. “Outside!”

Someone muttered a response, and when James reached the top, he caught the same,

gagging smell, and gave Drummley a meaningful look.



“Another one?” Drummley asked, sounding numb.

“Smells like it.” James carefully pushed open the first door they came to, but it

looked like it was a spare bedroom, all pale greens and lemon yellows and empty.

The next door hid a bathroom, and then they came to what had to be the master

bedroom.

It was a curious mix of the masculine and the feminine.

A dark maroon carpet and heavy leather furniture, with a pink frilly dressing table

beneath the window. There were two dressing rooms, one off to each side, but it was

the four poster bed, a fanciful affair with gauzy white curtains gathered at the corners,

and a white silk canopy, which drew his eye. Or rather, the body that lay on the bed.

“Mrs. Crane?” He could barely speak. His throat felt like it had locked up.

Drummley looked from the body to him. “I think you said your suspect has no

problem killing.” He waved a hand at the body. “That’s not killing. That’s something

else.”

chapterthirty-eight

Gabriella made the espresso,impressed, despite the situation, with Paul Devenish’s La

Pavoni espresso machine. It was beautiful, and worked like a dream.

She poured the coffee into a shallow bowl to cool, then turned back to make herself a

cup.

She probably shouldn’t rev her nerves up any higher, but she didn’t care.
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Mr. Knife watched her, leaning back in his chair beside the kitchen table. He was

playing with the knife, turning it over and over in his hands.

“Why ask me to make the tiramisu?” she asked, suddenly unable to go on without

knowing.

“I’m not asking you,” he said. “I’m telling you.”

She lifted her shoulders in agreement. “Ordering me.”

He pointed his finger at her in delighted acknowledgement. “Yes.”

“Why?”

He didn’t answer, but she thought she knew.

The anticipation of killing was better than the actual killing. He wanted to sit there

and imagine what it would be like for a while before he did it, and it was all over.

And she had to drag it out as much as possible, in case James managed to work out

where she was and could swoop in to the rescue.

But that wasn’t likely.

So she would have to find a way to rescue herself.

He lifted an eyebrow when she didn’t pour the espresso she’d just made into the bowl



like she had before, but brought the cup to her lips for a sip.

“I want a cup.”

She gave a nod, turned back to the machine, and made him one, setting the cup down

on the table and pushing it across to him.

He sipped it. Gave a nod. “Better than the granulated stuff.”

She went to the fridge and looked inside, then stepped back. “There are no eggs.”

He frowned at her, got up and walked over to the cookbook shelf, took down the

Romeo Salta book again and flicked through it. Paused. “Four eggs.” He looked up.

“I finished them this morning.”

She had long ago decided that making the tiramisu would give her time to work out

an escape, but if she couldn’t make it because she didn’t have the ingredients . . .

Her heart felt like it was being squeezed in her chest.

“I’m having this tiramisu. I have to know how it tastes.” He stood up, tapping the tip

of the knife to the table. “Get in the pantry.”

She turned to the door he was pointing to and walked over to it, opening it cautiously.

It was a small, dark space, with no window, and it smelled of dried thyme and

something spicy, like curry powder.

She stepped inside, and the door slammed behind her, and after a moment, a key

turned in the lock. He’d obviously known about the pantry and had the key handy,

and the way he so quickly ordered her in told her he had planned to keep her in here



if he needed her locked away.

She fumbled around, and finally found a light switch.

She knew there had to be one, there was no way anyone could find anything in here

without it.

She flicked it down and a bulb came to life overhead. It was slow and weak, but it

was a lot better than nothing.

She began to go through the shelves, looking for anything that could help her escape.

* * *

It was lunch by the time James got back to New Scotland Yard.

He walked straight to Detective Superintendent Halberd’s office, sure that Whetford

would not be in the building. He’d be out schmoozing with someone.
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Halberd’s secretary was gone, but Halberd’s office door was open and James could

hear movement. He called a hello as a warning and then knocked on the door frame.

“Archer.” Halberd looked up from his paperwork. “What is it?”

His face must have been less neutral than he thought. “Five bodies found in John

Crane’s home, sir. Drummley of Clubs and Vice and I went in on the grounds of a

welfare check, found the bodies.”

“Who?” Halberd rose from his chair, his face shocked.

“We think Crane, his wife, and two members of his gang. All stabbed.” Although

Mrs. Crane had been butchered, rather than stabbed. “And, the fifth . . .”

Halberd must have heard something in his voice, because he went still.

“Drummley thinks it’s one of his own, sir. A copper called Kershaw. Might have

been in Crane’s pocket.”

“Hell.” Halberd blew out a breath. “And you think this is your suspect? Your Mr.

Big?”

It occurred to him that Gabriella’s name of Mr. Knife was definitely a better one,

after what he’d seen today. He nodded. “The pathologist is on the scene, and I’ve

come back to see what my DC might have dug up for me today while I was out. Just

thought I’d let you know what’s happening, sir.”



“And Clubs and Vice? This is going to come down on them, especially with one of

their own dead. But they’ll know it.”

“They’ve turned it over to me, but I’ve told Drummley if he wants to look over my

shoulder, I’m fine with it. Especially if I find anything that might help them.”

Halberd gave a grunt. “Good. I’ll let Drummley’s guv’nor know.”

James thought that was a conversation he was glad he wouldn’t have to have, gave a

nod, and turned to leave.

“Archer, this man killed five at Crane’s, and another two outside that gallery.”

James stopped, gave a nod. “And tried to kill Miss Farnsworth and Mrs. Everett.”

“But we’ve never heard of him before? He’s never popped up on our radar? He just

appears one day, killing left and right, and no one even has his name?”

“I know it doesn’t sound feasible.” James couldn’t believe it himself. “Unless those

killings in the Crane house snapped something in him. Gave him a taste for it.”

Halberd sat back in his chair. “I’ll send this up the chain. The Commissioner will

want to know of something this big. Whetford will no doubt want in, as well.”

James knew it. “He’s out to lunch, sir. I’ll find him, let him know.”

“I’ll do it,” Halberd said.

James thanked him and left, wondering why Halberd was being so helpful.

He walked up the stairs to his own office, and found Hartridge pacing outside his



door.

“Did you hear?” he asked.

“Yes.” Hartridge spun at the sound of his voice. “What will we do?”

“We can’t do much more at the scene until the pathologist does his thing, and given

the state of the bodies—”

“Bodies?” Hartridge’s eyes went wide. “What bodies?”

James frowned. “The bodies we found at John Crane’s house—”

“I’m talking about Miss Farnsworth,” Hartridge said, voice almost hoarse.

“What about her?” James made his lips move.

“She was abducted, sir. Right in front of the PC who was watching her house.

Dragged into a car with a knife to her throat.”
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James thought back to the state of Mrs. Crane’s body, and realized his hands were in

hard, white-knuckled fists.

chapterthirty-nine

The cheerful whistling wasall for show.

Gabriella knew Mr. Knife had snuck into the kitchen first to listen silently, trying to

work out what she was doing in the pantry.

She had been sitting quietly, and she heard the faint scuff of his shoe on the kitchen

floor, and the faint creak of the wooden floorboards when he’d snuck in.

Then she’d heard him retreat after he’d spent some time listening, and then the bang

of the door, the whistling.

He was giving himself away.

His gung-ho, upbeat, aren’t-I-funny demeanor was a complete lie. This wasn’t a

game to him.

He could also turn his anger on and off. He had lost his temper earlier when she

hadn’t immediately followed his order to go into the kitchen, then stood, calm and

cool-eyed while she’d picked up the groceries that had spilled in the aftermath of that

temper tantrum.

He was both controlling and out of control.



She didn’t think she’d ever encountered anyone like him before, but she had to find a

way to outwit him.

She was getting to her feet when he unlocked and opened the door in one quick

move, as if to see if he could catch her out.

“I need to go to the toilet,” she told him, quite truthfully.

He blinked at that, obviously not expecting it.

After a moment’s hesitation, he stepped back, and gestured with his hand, which was

still clutching the knife. No subtlety there.

“Maybe I should have locked you in the lav,” he said.

“Maybe,” she agreed. She stopped in the middle of the kitchen. “Which way?” she

asked.

He pointed with the knife again, and she walked in that direction, finding a tiny

alcove leading to a narrow, white water closet with a wooden door. The lock was a

hook closure.

She could hear him humming just outside. It was meant to unnerve her, and it did.

She washed her hands and stepped out, and he sniffed her hair.

“Curry?” he asked.

She lifted her shoulders. “The pantry smells of it. Maybe Devenish was a fan of

Indian food as well as Italian.”



He pushed her ahead of him back to the kitchen, and walked to the pantry, sniffed it.

Then gave a shrug as he must have smelled for himself she was telling the truth. “Get

cooking.”

She moved to the cupboards, pulling out bowls and a whisk, as well as a rectangular

glass dish she thought would work for the tiramisu.

The carton of eggs he’d bought was on the table, along with a bottle of marsala,

which had a thin layer of dust on it.

“Looks like Devenish had the booze the recipe says is best to use.” He tapped the

bottle with the knife then sat back down.

Again, she found the fact that she had something to focus on a great comfort. It

helped to keep her hands steady.

She worked through the steps of the recipe in her head, while Mr. Knife set the

Romeo Salta book on the table in front of him and glanced at it occasionally as if to

check she was doing it right.

“Why me?” she asked, even though she knew she should just work quietly, to keep

herself safe.

“You kept popping up. It was obvious you were the next one. Finding Sam Nealy.

Watching Patty get into my van outside that club. Finding Patty.” He lifted a finger

for each point. “Then there you were at that bus stop, when I took a chance to see if I

could find you in that place where all the Aussies live. It was fate.”
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She put her head down and said nothing more. Because it wasn’t bloody fate. It was

him.

When the tiramisu was ready to go into the fridge to set, he rose to his feet, looking

down at the recipe. “Three hours.” He glanced at the kitchen clock hanging near the

door. “That gives us some time, Gabriella Farnsworth. Let’s go into the lounge.”

“Let me just get the cocoa to sift on top, and pop it in the fridge.” She didn’t care that

her voice sounded strained. She was terrified.

He looked at the picture, gave a nod.

She walked to the pantry. She had put the cocoa right at the back. She expected him

to come and watch her, and she was not disappointed.

“I can’t get it.” She pointed to the tin of cocoa that was clearly out of her reach. “Can

I get a step?”

He reached up to get it, and when he had his arm extended, and was up on his toes,

she pulled out the jar of cinnamon she’d unscrewed earlier, and threw it in his face.

He breathed it in and began to cough and choke, and he swiped at his eyes with one

hand, waved the knife at her with the other.

She shoved him, hard, out of the pantry, and felt a hot slice of pain when the knife he

was slashing with caught her forearm.



She grabbed the key out of the lock, jumped back in the pantry, and slammed the

door, locking it and pulling out the key. She backed away from the door as she heard

the sink tap running as he washed cinnamon out of his eyes.

He was still coughing and wheezing, and the water carried on running for a while.

Then there was a clunk of pipes and the taps were switched off.

“I am very angry about this.” The words were soft as they came through the door.

“You won’t like the consequences.”

She didn’t say anything. She wouldn’t have liked it, whatever had happened to her. If

she’d simply obeyed him and gone into the lounge, she very much doubted she’d

have liked that, either.

“You can’t stay in there forever,” he said. “And I can find a way in.”

She could stay here forever, she decided. She’d rather die in here than outside by his

hand. And hopefully, somehow, James Archer would work out where she was.

It wasn’t impossible.

And right now, not impossible was enough.

chapterforty

“It was a Bentley,”PC Peters said. “A black Bentley. I got some of the registration.”

He wrote it down on his notepad and ripped the page out, handing it to Hartridge.

James glanced at him, and the bobby shrunk a little.



“There was a lot going on, sir. I was trying to get to Miss Farnsworth.”

James gave a terse nod. Blaming Peters for not getting the full registration wasn’t

going to help anyone.

“When did she leave the house?” Hartridge asked.

“I don’t know. It seems she wasn’t there when I arrived. She was walking home with

her shopping bags when he took her.”

“And he took her right in front of you.” James was still working through that piece of

information. “And you think it was deliberate?”

“I was quite obviously standing there,” Peters said. “If he wanted to keep her

disappearance quiet, he could have taken her just around the corner and I would have

carried on thinking she was safely tucked up at home.”

James had thought back to what he’d said to Gabriella that evening when he’d

dropped her off more than once.

He’d thought she was staying in today, but he realized now there had been no

discussion about it. He had wanted to stay the night with her, and not in a

professional way, and maybe that had clouded his judgement.

He felt sick about it.
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“So he wanted us to know he had her,” Hartridge said. “Why?”

James thought back to what Gabriella had said to him in the hospital. “He wanted to

punish me. To make me feel upset and powerless, because I ruined things for him

yesterday by coming to Mrs. Everett’s house and disturbing him.”

He should have listened to Gabriella. She had experienced this man face-to-face, and

she was a good judge of character.

“That’s . . .” Hartridge shook his head. “Vindictive.” He paused. “And odd.”

They were not dealing with anyone James had come into contact with before, that

was for sure.

“So who might own a Bentley? John Crane?” He looked over at Hartridge.

“Owning a Bentley.” Hartridge frowned. “That reminds me of something, but I can’t

remember what.” He sat down at his desk and began flicking through the Crane file.

“Crane owned a Jaguar. His wife owned a Mini Cooper. No Bentley.”

“He could have stolen it,” Peters said.

“Go look into any reported Bentley thefts,” James ordered him. “If a Bentley’s gone

missing, it would be reported.”

Peters dashed off, and James walked over to the board they had set up. “We’ve got

everyone in this case pinned down except three. Our main suspect, Mr. Big or Mr.



Knife; the man called Fred who dumped Gabriella and myself in that garage and then

disappeared; and Paul Devenish, who’s never come in, never got in touch again since

he jumped out his lawyer’s office window and ran for it.”

He hadn’t gotten in touch with anyone, James remembered. That’s why Lenny and

Mr. Fischer had ended up fighting each other in their laboratory. Devenish had gone

quiet on them, and the rats had turned on each other.

“Devenish,” Hartridge said. “That rings a bell.”

He began digging around on his desk, pulled out another file. “You know, I sent some

PCs round to his flat to follow up on him, like you asked, and a married couple were

living there. He’d rented it out to them. His father must have known he’d moved

when he gave us the address, surely?”

That was interesting.

And James would agree that Sir Reginald would have known his son had let his flat

out. He remembered how the old codger had made a show of looking up the address.

Bastard.

“I wonder if Sir Reginald owns a Bentley? I know Paul Devenish drives a red

Berkeley Sports. I saw it parked outside the gallery.” James thrust a hand through his

hair, trying to remember if the Grosvenor Square house where Sir Reginald lived had

had a garage.

“The Berkeley Sports is a soft-top, though, sir,” Hartridge said, leaning over the file.

“A summer car.”

A summer car? God, he was out of his depth here.



“Here it is.” Hartridge jumped to his feet, thrust the file at James. “High House, that

company Golightly set up for Devenish, the one that the car Sam Nealy was driving

was registered to? It also owns a black Bentley.”

James stared down at the list of assets. “When did this come in?”

“Yesterday, from Golightly. It’s taken his secretary this long to recreate the file

Devenish took with him when he ran.” Hartridge lifted a hand to massage the back of

his neck, then suddenly turned to scrabble through the papers on his desk. He waved

the partial registration Peters had left for them in triumph. “The numbers match!”

The numbers matched. But it wasn’t Devenish in the car. It was Mr. Knife.

James thought back to John Crane’s house. The slaughter.

If Mr. Knife wanted to get rid of his competition, Sam Nealy was just the first hurdle.

He would have wanted to cut things off at the source. And that was Paul Devenish.

He rubbed his eyes and looked back down at the list.

Went very still.

There was another asset. An address in Hampstead Heath.

“Hampstead Heath is a posh area, isn’t it?” he asked Hartridge.

“Very.”
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“So the addresses there, they’re most likely to be single dwelling houses, not flats.”

Nice, private, standalone dwellings. And it was called High House, for God’s sake. It

was probably a mansion with thick walls.

He reached for the phone.

“Who are you calling?” Hartridge asked.

“Golightly.” He gave the operator instructions to find the correct number.

“You think he’ll cooperate?” Hartridge asked.

“He better,” James told him. “Or I’ll see him in hell.”

chapterforty-one

The soundof gardening started up around lunch time.

Gabriella had stood up and gone to the back wall of the pantry, in the vain hope she’d

hear more, but it was just the far-off sound of a lawn mower and the odd shouted

comment between at least two men.

A garden service, perhaps?

This wasn’t Mr. Knife’s house, and he wouldn’t want anyone to report a suspicious

person inside, especially if they knew Devenish, so he’d need to keep quiet and go to

ground.



He’d tried to batter the door to the pantry down a few times with his shoulder, but it

was solid oak, and the hinges, while they groaned a little, held well enough.

They wouldn’t hold forever, but she had a temporary reprieve.

“They won’t hear you, if you’re thinking about shouting.” Mr. Knife’s voice came as

a sudden, electrifying shock.

He was sitting right outside the door and she had been so intent on the gardeners, she

hadn’t heard him.

She had already worked out that screaming wouldn’t do any good. She could barely

hear them, and over the mowers, she wouldn’t have a chance.

But there was something in the way he spoke which made her think he was fearful, or

at least uncertain, and she suddenly remembered he had said Devenish’s body was

buried in the garden, where they were putting in a pond.

“Better run, hadn’t you?” she asked. “They may not hear me shout, but they’ll

definitely call the police if they find Devenish’s body. And then the house will be

searched.”

“They won’t find it,” he said, but she heard him move away.

Now would be the time for her to run, while he was distracted. There was help for her

outside, and he would be somewhere in the house, probably upstairs, keeping watch

to see if the gardeners discovered Devenish.

But he would have also probably locked all the entrances.

She wouldn’t have a way out.



There were French doors out into the garden, though. And plenty of chairs in the

kitchen she could use to smash through their glass windows.

She lay on her stomach, wincing as the cut on her forearm objected to her movement,

and angled her head to see under the door into the kitchen.

There was no sign of Mr. Knife, but she honestly wouldn’t put it past him to stand on

the table or a chair to play games with her.

She could open up fast, check, and close again if he was there.

He wouldn’t have time to get to the door if she was focused about it.

She held the big key in a trembling hand, but before she slid it into the lock, she

crouched down and looked through the keyhole.

Again, there was no one there.

She neededil coraggio—courage—and she slid the key carefully into the lock, being

as silent as she could, then pulled it open in a single twist of both the key and the

handle.
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The kitchen was empty.

She ran, grabbing up one of the metal-legged chairs with a thin wooden seat and

back, and raced down the corridor, turned right into the lounge and then remembered

there were curtains over the doors.

She yanked them open with one hand, looked over her shoulder, and seeing nothing,

took a few steps back, lifted the chair up over her head, and slammed it into the glass

door.

It was thick glass.

It cracked but it didn’t break, and panicking, she slammed the chair into the glass

again.

This time it did give, shattering outward.

She heard the sound of him, an animal noise, behind her, and she leapt through, glass

shards crunching under her shoes, and a piece of glass stuck in the door frame caught

at her sleeve and pulled her back slightly.

She jerked it free and ran, shouting as loudly as she could.

She didn’t get far, though.

He was on her, arm clamped around her waist, hand over her mouth, dragging her

back inside.



She kicked out, trying to slow him, hinder him any way she could, screaming behind

his hand, and a shout from one of the gardeners gave her hope.

But he was relentless. He pulled her down the hallway, back into the kitchen, and

bodily threw her into the larder.

She landed hard, winded, just in time to see him grab the key out the lock and slam

the door, locking her back inside.

She’d gotten nowhere, except now she didn’t control the key.

She slowly rolled onto her stomach, got her knees bent under her, and used the larder

shelves to help her stand.

The mower was off now, and the gardeners were talking excitedly.

So maybe she hadn’t gotten nowhere.

She heard their voices get closer, and then the sound of Mr. Knife hailing them.

How was he going to fast talk away all that? she wondered.

Mad girlfriend? Hysterical woman?

Why not? It’s not as if it hadn’t worked many times before.

They were talking too quietly for her to hear any longer, and she began to stockpile

tin cans at the back of the larder for ammunition, and then, because she didn’t have

anything to lose anymore, she began to smash jars by holding onto their metal lids.

The best one was a vinegar bottle that contained rosemary and chillies.



It felt right in her hand, and gave her more reach than the fatter, rounder jars.

It had broken into jagged spikes, and she reckoned she could do some damage if she

stabbed him with it.

She had tried to do the smashing to one side, but it was a narrow larder, and she

would have to watch the tricky situation underfoot now that she had emptied jams

and pickles everywhere.

She also finally found the curry powder.

It was in a hessian sack behind a stack of pickles, and she scooped some out into a

small bowl she found.

Cinnamon in his face had worked well. Curry might actually work better.

chapterforty-two

James was aboutto turn into the driveway of High House when a dark green van with

Bromwell’s Gardening Services stenciled in pale cream on the side blocked the way,

drawing up with a squeak of brakes at the sight of the Wolseley.
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“Police,” he said. “You’ve been on the property?”

The man driving blew out a relieved breath. “Glad to see you, ’n’ all. Gary and me

didn’t know what to do, like.”

“What to do?” He forced down his impatience to get moving, because there was

something going on here. The two men were rattled.

“Lady threw a chair through a glass door,” the man said. “Like, that’s not normal.

And this chap—not Mr. Devenish, some mate of his, apparently—he comes out and

says how she’s on drugs or sommat.”

“And there’s the leg.” The second man in the van leaned over.

“Pipe down, Gary. There wasn’t a leg.” The first man shook his head.

“There was a leg. I saw it just before that chap told us we could knock off early. In

the pond.” Gary was not budging.

“We’ll take it from here.” James turned to Hartridge and he reversed the car back so

the van could get past them.

“Cheers,” the driver said. “Weight off my mind.”

They drove off.

James and Hartridge exchanged a look.



“The Hampstead nick said they’ll send some bobbies, but I don’t see them now. And

we don’t have time to wait.” Gabriella was in there. The sight of Mrs. Crane’s body

kept creeping into his thoughts, and he had to swallow. Hard.

He drove up the long drive, noted the Bentley parked near the front door.

He got out, went to the back of the Wolseley and opened the boot.

He took out a truncheon, handed it to Hartridge, then chose a piece of metal pipe he

had somehow inherited with the car. It had a nice, hefty feel to it.

“Do we go in the front door?” Hartridge asked, his voice a little unsteady. Nerves and

excitement, James guessed.

“They said a woman smashed her way out of the house through a glass door in the

back. Let’s go see.” He headed around the side of the building and caught a sudden

dart of movement, as if someone had ducked around the corner.

He adjusted his trajectory, moving away from the wall, and alerted Hartridge that

there was someone there.

When he came around the corner, fast and with pipe raised, there was no one there.

Whoever it was had retreated into the house, and at a fast run.

“She used a chair to smash through,” Hartridge said, admiringly.

The chair lay in the garden, just outside the door, and James moved it aside. A shard

of glass stuck out from the door frame, and on it was a smear of blood and a wisp of

white cotton.

He didn’t know that he had ever been so terrified and angry in his life.



Beyond the door was a well furnished formal lounge with leather couches and a big

fireplace. The drug trade had obviously been kind to Devenish. Until he’d been

murdered for it, that was.

James stepped inside and heard Hartridge behind him.

There was noise coming from deeper in the house and he jogged out of the lounge

into the entrance hall, then went left, pipe loose in his hands.

The noise was clearer now.

Shouting. The sound of things being thrown.

He stepped into a kitchen, a large room with an old-fashioned Aga range to one side,

and nearly tripped on a tin can lying on the floor.

A man stood to the side of a pantry door, knife in one hand, gun in another, shoulder

slightly hunched as another tin can flew out at him.

He glanced at James, and the sudden malevolence that crossed his face sent a chill

down James’s spine.
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James wondered where he’d gotten the gun, and then recalled Mrs. Everett had said

hers had been stolen after she’d been attacked.

Hartridge crowded behind him. “I think I heard a car, sir,” he murmured. “Might be

the Hampstead bobbies.”

“Get the exits covered. Make sure everyone’s aware he’s armed and dangerous.”

James kept his eyes on Mr. Knife as he answered.

Hartridge disappeared.

The man shoved his knife into a pocket, scooped up a tin and flung it with force back

into the pantry, and he heard Gabriella cry out in pain.

“Come out. Now. With luck you might wriggle out of your fate a second time.” He

pointed the gun into the pantry, angled so he could still see James, and pulled the

knife out again.

“How many times do I have to wriggle out for it not to be fate anymore? Or why isn’t

my fate to always escape?” Gabriella’s voice was strained but calm.

The man cocked his head. “Tricky. You are tricky.” He pointed the knife at James.

“And you are interfering and annoying.”

Gabriella was suddenly in the doorway, swinging something down on Mr. Knife’s

hand holding the gun. It went off, a bullet hitting the floor, cracking the tile.



Gabriella seemed to draw back and hit out again, and the man staggered into the

kitchen, still clutching the gun, looking back at Gabriella, who was standing by the

door, a slim, broken bottle in her hand.

It was dripping blood.

The man looked down at his side, at the blood soaking his white t-shirt, and then

lifted the gun to point straight at Gabriella.

He didn’t see the swing of James’s pipe coming.

chapterforty-three

She was treatedin the back of the ambulance, sitting amongst the wailing sirens and

flashing lights of the police cars.

She had a cut to her neck, which she barely remembered getting, the cut on her

forearm, another to her upper arm from the French door, and the deep bruise on her

collar bone when she’d caught the tin of baked beans Mr. Knife had thrown back at

her.

They still didn’t know his name.

She didn’t really care any more.

He had been taken off to hospital already. Her upper arm was stitched, because the

medic said they might as well, as it was only going to take two stitches, and then she

was given a cup of tea and left to sit on the ambulance’s tail gate.

She thought longingly of the espresso machine in the kitchen, and given the chaos

around her, decided she might as well give it a go.



She walked into the house, which was more or less empty, as the body was out at the

pond, and found the kitchen was empty, too.

She started up the La Pavoni, and was just scrounging in the fridge for milk when she

heard someone enter behind her.

James leaned on the doorjamb, arms crossed over his chest, and the look on his face

was hard to describe.

“I’d have thought this was the last place you’d want to be,” he said.

“Devenish has a very good espresso machine,” she answered, milk in hand, and

added a dash to her cup. “Do you want some?”

“I think I’ve had enough stimulation for one day,” he said.

She opened the fridge to put the milk back, and he was suddenly right behind her,

hand just above hers on the fridge door.

“Is that tiramisu?”

She turned, standing very close to him. “I was going to make it for Mr. Rodney’s

homecoming from hospital. He made me make it for him, instead.”

James frowned, as if he couldn’t quite believe her.
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“I’m taking it with me, by the way. It isn’t evidence of anything other than Mr.

Knife’s weirdness. We’re all going to have some. Me. You. Mr. Rodney. Jerome.

Solomon, if he’s in.” Gabriella took the tiramisu out of the fridge, holding it in front

of her defensively, and looked across at him. “Can we go home now?”

James slid a hand along her shoulder, as if to make sure she was actually there. “Let’s

go.”

* * *

“Did you eat the tiramisu?” Ruby Everett asked as Gabriella settled her into an

armchair.

“We ate it until we were sick,” Gabriella said, without a trace of regret. “James said

they found out Mr. Knife was someone called Colin Pratt. He was a low level thug, a

stand-over man for Johnny Crane, knocking heads together to keep Crane on top of

the pile when it came to distributing heroin. The police still can’t believe he went

from that to killing eight people and trying to kill you, me and Mr. Rodney.”

“And Mr. Rodney? How’s he doing?”

“He’ll be fine, but it’ll take him time to recover.”

Ruby Everett leaned back in her chair and gave a sigh of contentment. “It feels good

to be home.”

A faint, almost nervous knock at the front door made both of them stiffen.



“It’s Teddy Roe, Mrs. Everett. Teddy Roe.”

They both relaxed.

“Let him in, Gabriella. Add another cup and saucer and he can join us for tea.”

Gabriella wondered if Teddy Roe had any use for tea, but she pulled the door open

and invited him in, and he seemed very pleased to be asked.

He sat, perched on the very edge of his chair, and she thought his clothes looked

better than they had before. Cleaner and newer, and someone had given him access to

a bath and a cut and shave.

“You’re looking very dapper, Mr. Roe.”

He smoothed a hand self consciously down the front of his jacket. Cleared his throat.

“Mr. Nelson fixed me up, given the council came round for the car.” He sounded

forlorn. “Gives me a place to stay, but we have to be out by ten, and they let us back

in at six in the evening.”

“I’ve been thinking about that, Mr. Roe.” Mrs. Everett set down her cup. “Would you

be interested in converting the little shed in my back garden into a place to stay?

There is a bathroom in there, because it used to belong to a writer who used it as a

studio. There is junk in there that’ll need clearing out, but it could be quite cosy, and I

would feel a lot happier having someone on the property after what happened.

Especially if you’re happy to help me with the gardening.”

“’Cause I got help,” Teddy Roe said. “I went for help.”

“You did.” Mrs. Everett winced a little as she shifted position. “You saved us both,

Mr. Roe, and if you would be so inclined to consider it, I would be very much



obliged.”

“What happened to him wot did it?” He nodded to the bandage on her arm.

“The police arrested him. He’s in prison.”

“He’ll hang, then?”

“He’ll hang,” Mrs. Everett confirmed.

“I could go back and take a look at the shed, see if I could make do there,” Teddy

Roe said, scooping up a sandwich from the plate as he stood. “But I don’t know much

about gardening, right?”

“That’s fine. I do, and if you can help me, that would work very well.”

Gabriella showed him out into the back through the sun room, and watched him walk

to the end of the garden.

She wondered if he realized his steps were jauntier already.

She went back into the house, made sure Ruby had everything she needed close to

hand, and then left just in time to catch the bus back to Notting Hill.

“Back in the Gate so quickly?” Solomon was coming toward her as she turned onto

her road.

“I’m only staying with Mrs. Everett for a week,” she said. “But I forgot a few things.”
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“That copper, the one that’s sweet on you, he going to be a problem?” Solomon

asked.

She stopped, looking up at him. “Not from anything I say.”

He gave a laugh at that. “Fair enough. He seems a decent sort, actually. Gave me a

lift home once ’n’ all.” He nodded up the street. “He’s waiting for you outside the

house.”

Gabriella waved goodbye to him and then walked a little slower toward where James

leaned against the car.

He watched her approach, and she felt a flush run through her at the look in his eyes.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, clearing her throat.

He pushed off from the car. “I went round to Mrs. Everett’s to visit you, but she said

you’d taken the bus here. I thought I’d meet you, give you a lift back.”

“Thank you.”

He held the gate open for her politely. “You’re back on your rounds yet?”

“I start tomorrow. Mr. Greenberg kept me on desk duty for a few days, but I’m back

to the route he gave me last week, going past Mrs. Everett’s place, for the next few

months.”



She unlocked the front door and pushed her way in, holding it open for him and then

going to look for the post.

She saw a letter that made her heart leap in her chest, a letter with a shipping liner

logo in one corner, and put it at the bottom of the pile. The ship’s manifest had finally

arrived.

Somewhere in the enclosed document was her father’s real name.

She forced her thoughts away from what it could mean as she started up the steps, all

too aware it could lead to yet more disappointment.

“What’s happened to everyone in the case? Patty’s boyfriend, Lenny, and the Swiss

chemist, Mr. Fischer? Are they in trouble?”

“Fischer’s being deported, as he didn’t have the correct visa to work here. If

Devenish had lived, he’d have been charged with illegally bringing in some of the

ingredients to make the LSD from Germany. Clubs and Vice wanted to link the

purchases to Fischer, but his name isn’t on any of the paperwork, it was all Devenish,

so he’s clear of that. Devenish’s father is in hot water, because it was his position in

the Ministry of Health that gave Devenish the idea to start selling the LSD while it

was still unregulated, and Lenny Foster, Patty’s boyfriend, will be charged with

assault for his attack on Fischer, but that’s about all we can get him on.”

James’s answer took them all the way up to the top floor.

“But Colin Pratt is caught, and it is all over.” She unlocked her door and felt a catch

of regret that she was going to go back to Ruby Everett’s. She just wanted to burrow

down here, curl up on her window seat and sip coffee.

Maybe open the letter that seemed to be burning her fingers.



“Not completely over,” James said, maneuvering her into the room and closing the

door behind him.

Her breath caught at the way he held her, big hands spread over her shoulders.

“I hope we can have that dinner we spoke about.”

She tilted her head up to him. “The one not at Gennaro’s?”

“That one,” he agreed.

“Maybe you can take me to a Welsh restaurant.”

He paused, looking completely thrown. “I think I’d have to take you up to Wales for

that,” he said.

“Oh, well.” She was equally at a loss.

“I’m sure it could be arranged. Or maybe you’d accept dinner made by an actual

Welshman?”

“I would like that.” She was holding her hands clasped in front of her, like some kind

of Madonna, which made her feel ridiculous, and she stepped back. “I’ll just pack.”

She could feel her cheeks heat as she turned away, flustered and excited at the same

time.

He looked serious when she came out from behind her screen with a small bag in

hand. “You’re nervous.”

She stared at him, dropped the bag, and lifted her hands. “Of course I’m nervous!”

He looked from her dropped bag to her hands. “Throwing your hands up. That’s very



. . . Italian of you.”

She stepped forward and grabbed him by his jacket lapels. “And what’s something

the Welsh do?” she asked.

He bent his head to kiss her, and somehow, she never found out.

* * *


