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        Earth has not any thing to show more fair:

        Dull would he be of soul who could pass by

        A sight so touching in its majesty:

        This City now doth, like a garment, wear

        The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,

        Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie

        Open unto the fields, and to the sky;

        All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.

        Never did sun more beautifully steep

        In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill;

        Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!

        The river glideth at his own sweet will:

        Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;

        And all that mighty heart is lying still!

      

      

      — William Wordsworth,

      “Composed upon Westminster Bridge, September 3, 1802”
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      The garden didn’t belong to her, not really, but Shrap treated it like it did.

      Every morning since she’d finished the programme, she’d come here. It was soothing. Quiet. A place where she could claw back a little control with pruning shears and dirt-caked gloves.

      The rose bushes had come back to life under her care. She’d planted some peonies that seemed to be doing okay, and the hydrangeas were holding on despite the unseasonably wet summer. Just like her.

      She knelt on a patch of dry grass, a plastic bucket beside her filled with weeds, cigarette butts and broken stalks. The scent of damp earth rose with the warmth of the morning, mingling with bleach from the kitchen vents and the faded tang of last night’s curry.

      Sweat prickled her spine under her second-hand jumper. She shifted her weight and winced. Something in her back clicked, a result of too many years of rucksack drills and sleeping on concrete. Her knees complained, but she ignored them.

      The garden at Phoenix House was the size of a postage stamp, hemmed in by chicken wire and broken brickwork, but to her it was enough. Space to breathe. Time to think. But not too much of either.

      She swiped her forehead with her sleeve and leaned back, stretching her arms toward the weak sunlight. There was still tension in her chest – she feared there always would be – but today it felt manageable. She hadn’t had the nightmares in a while. Hadn’t woken up screaming, the phantom smell of burning flesh in her nostrils. Progress.

      Maybe it was working.

      When she’d first entered the programme, she hadn’t thought change was possible. Hadn’t thought she’d be able to silence the screams in her head that had become her constant companions. It was her way of remembering the teammates she’d lost. Her punishment for surviving.

      The sounds of the street had drowned them out for a while, but ultimately, with every screech of a car, every rumble of a dirt truck or backfiring exhaust, they’d struck back. Vividly, ruthlessly, unforgivingly.

      Behind her, someone shouted. Then came the crash of a bin lid, which made her jump, followed by a slammed door and a burst of sharp, uneven laughter. Taking a steady breath, she controlled her heartrate, like she’d been taught.

      From the corridor, a radio played an old Cyndi Lauper song, soft and scratchy.

      This was hostel life.

      Broken people living in too-close quarters. Some of them attempting to patch themselves back together with tea and therapy and the occasional minor miracle. Others were just hanging on in a futile effort to stay alive. Not thinking further than a warm bed, protection from the autumn showers, and a relatively safe haven for the night.

      She belonged to the former group.

      Alicia Douglas, the hostel manager, stepped out onto the grass with two mugs in hand.

      “How’re you getting on?” she asked in her Jamaican lilt, handing one over.

      She forced a smile. “I’m good.”

      Not amazing. Not terrible. Just… good. Which was a hell of a lot better than before.

      Alicia sank into the rickety wicker chair, casting a glance skyward. “Looks like rain.”

      “Good for the garden.”

      Alicia smiled at that. In her late forties, Alicia was kind, hardworking, but with a no-nonsense attitude that was needed in a place like this. Her jerk chicken was legendary, and when she held one of her summer barbecues, you couldn’t get into the garden for love nor money. Shrap had discovered that several months ago, when her foxgloves had been flattened by throngs of hungry people.

      Alicia nodded at the clouds. “We’ll be full tonight.”

      Shrap recalled cold nights huddled in doorways, the rain whipping around her face and pooling beneath her. It had seeped into her bones, keeping her locked in a perpetual chill. One that had nothing to do with the icy grip of anxiety.

      She didn’t miss it.

      Now she had her own room. It was sparse – just a single bed, plastic drawers, a kettle that mostly worked – but when you were used to nothing, that was a lot.

      Plus, it had a lock on the door. Didn’t stop people from breaking in, rifling through her stuff, mind you. That was common practice in hostels. Residents were desperate. Addicts, immigrants, orphaned and abused teens, many with mental health issues… A security nightmare.

      Alicia didn’t pick and choose who got to stay. It was first-come, first-serve, although she could usually find room for a sober stray, a weary sex worker, or someone in need of a roof over their head.

      “I’ll give you a hand,” offered Shrap.

      She paid her way. Her army pension covered the rent and she helped out by doing the garden, washing up dishes, and fixing things. Her military training made her useful, if not sociable.

      “You always do.” Alicia rubbed her aching legs, then got up. “I give it twenty minutes.”

      “About right,” Shrap surmised, grabbing a fistful of weeds and pulling them out of the ground. The heads bobbed dejectedly. They were quite pretty really, with pale blue flowers on long spiky stalks. Pity they choked the hell out of the other flowers.

      “See you in a bit.”

      Alicia disappeared inside, while Shrap stared into the shallow hole left behind. She was still deep in thought when an ominous rumble made her look up. A big, fat raindrop hit her in the eye.

      She snorted, blinking. Alicia was right. Twenty minutes. Shrap gathered up her things and only just made it inside before the sky cracked open.

      

      The rain kept on coming. Hard, relentless, a sheet of cold water slapping the tarmac outside like someone up there had tipped over a bucket. Shrap stood in the living room, staring out of the window onto the slick street pockmarked with puddles. A car trundled past, its wipers flashing back and forth in a futile attempt to stem the deluge. Somewhere upstairs, a baby cried, while elsewhere, angry voices could be heard.

      A dark form stumbled past the window, illuminated briefly by the blurred yellow beam of the streetlight. Shrap frowned and swiped at the misting glass, but the figure had disappeared. She felt sorry for anyone out in this downpour.

      A moment later, the front door burst open, and a woman lurched into the hallway, soaked to the skin and blood running down her cheek.

      Startled, Shrap froze.

      For a second, the years dropped away. The wet floor became Afghan dirt, the sound of her breath the roar of mortar fire. A soldier, stumbling towards her, arms outstretched. Her heart raced, pounding in her ears, before her brain kicked in.

      No!

      London. England. Hostel.

      Safety.

      She blinked the flashback away and took a hesitant step forward.

      The woman teetered, mascara streaking her face like warpaint. One arm clutched her side, the other flailed for balance.

      “Please…” She looked behind her in panic. “Please, he’s coming. Help me…” Then her knees buckled, and she crumpled like a sodden rag doll.

      Shrap lunged forward and caught her just before she hit the ground. Up close, the damage was obvious. The woman had a split lip, bruising around her throat and blood matting her temple. Someone had done a number on her. She also reeked of fear and stale vodka.

      Alicia ran into the living room. “What’s going on?”

      “She just came in and she’s hurt.” Shrap glanced up. “We need an ambulance, and possibly the police.”

      The few people who’d gathered to see what the commotion was about hurried back to their rooms. Any whisper of law enforcement and they scarpered. Shrap didn’t blame them. For people like them, nothing good ever came from speaking to the cops.

      Alica called the emergency services and requested an ambulance, then knelt down beside the injured woman. “I’ve got her. You get the door.”

      The hostel manager was experienced enough to know what, or rather who, was coming.

      Shrap moved to shut the door against the rain, but a strong, male hand stopped it from closing.

      “Oh God,” the woman on the floor whimpered, curling into Alicia.

      A man loomed in the entrance, soaked through and furious. He rested one beefy hand on the door, while the other was clenched into a fist at his side. Broad, rather than tall, he had a once-powerful physique that had run to flab. He scowled at the woman with wild, rage-fuelled eyes, swaying unsteadily.

      “There you are,” he snarled, voice thick with booze and venom. “You think you can run from me, you stupid c⁠—”

      Shrap stepped in front of him. “Excuse me, you’re not welcome here.”

      He growled and tried to shove her aside. “Fuck off! That’s my⁠—”

      He didn’t have time to finish. She moved fast. Twisted his wrist and slammed his arm up behind his back. When his other fist came around, she blocked it with an elbow to the ribs and drove him into the doorframe hard enough to make the plaster crack.

      He grunted. She didn’t let go.

      “Get off me!” he bellowed, writhing, trying to buck her off. He was strong, but out of shape. “You don’t know who you’re messing with, bitch!”

      Oh yes, she did. Men like him were bullies. Always more aggressive when drunk.

      “Try that again,” she murmured in his ear, “and I’ll break your arm.”

      He stilled.

      Behind them, Alicia stayed crouched with the woman, keeping calm. Jadon, Alicia’s teenage son, appeared in the hallway, mouth open, eyes wide. “What’s happening?”

      “Go to your room,” Alicia barked when she saw him, but not unkindly.

      He went, but not before giving the man a lingering look.

      Shrap marched the drunk through the front door and out into the rain, her grip iron tight. As she went, she kicked the door shut behind them with her heel. Nobody else needed to see this.

      “Leave,” she demanded, releasing him with a push. “Now.”

      He stumbled down the step and nearly slipped, but found his footing and righted himself. Then, he turned, chest heaving.

      “She’s mine,” he spat. “That’s my girlfriend in there.”

      “Not anymore.”

      “You’ll be sorry.”

      Shrap didn’t blink. “Get lost. Or get arrested for assault and domestic abuse. Your call.”

      A flicker of hesitation crossed his face as the unmistakable blue lights of an ambulance rounded the corner. He spat on the pavement, then backed away, muttering a string of curses.

      “Fucking meddling bitch,” he called over his shoulder, then disappeared into the dark.

      Only when he was gone did Shrap realise her hands were trembling. Her breath caught in her throat, shallow and fast, and her chest felt tight, like someone had cinched a strap around it.

      Determined to ignore it, she pulled open the front door and went back inside.

      It didn’t work this time.

      The hallway spun and her hearing dulled, like she was underwater. White noise took over, until all she was conscious of was movement around her and the taste of adrenaline in her mouth.

      Not now.

      “Shrap, you okay?”

      Alicia’s voice cutting through the static.

      “Shrap?”

      Gritting her teeth, she pressed her palm to the wall and forced herself to breathe, slow and even, like they taught her in the programme.

      In, two, three. Hold. Out, two, three.

      “Yeah,” she gasped.

      Somehow, she managed to keep it together until the paramedic arrived.

      “You call an ambulance?” he asked, entering the house through the open door, a medical bag in his hand.

      Shrap pushed away from the wall. “She’s over there.”

      Alicia had moved the injured woman onto the sofa and was trying to get some water into her. Her gaze snapped up as the paramedic approached. Shrap recognised that look. It was the same one soldiers got when they were expecting the next strike.

      “Don’t worry,” Shrap reassured her, as her own anxiety began to subside. “He’s gone.”

      “Thank you,” the woman whispered, glancing up at her. “I thought he was going to kill me.”
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      Shrap stepped out into the dark patch of garden, sodden now from the downpour. The rain had stopped, but the air still carried its wet, steamy scent. Her boots squelched, but she didn’t mind that. What she needed was air.

      The hostel was quiet. It was well past curfew. A few lights glowed in the windows above, but the ground floor had gone still. Alicia had locked the front door and left the key in the office, as she always did after ten o’clock. The injured woman from earlier had been taken to the hospital for X-rays. She’d be discharged by morning and, if Shrap had to bet, back with her abusive partner by the weekend.

      That was the pattern. She’d seen it too many times. Escape, retreat, forgiveness, repeat. The cycle was a kind of war in itself, except there were no victors. In that battle, everybody lost.

      Shrap stood in the middle of the grass and looked out at the brick wall that circled the property. Her heart had finally stopped pounding. The tightness in her chest had just about eased, but the shadow of the anxiety attack still clung to her like stubborn fog refusing to lift.

      She exhaled, and looked up at the charcoal-grey sky. Instead of being a thick blanket of cloud, tonight it was broken up by stars and the odd blinking aircraft.

      In front of her, the drenched flowers glistened with rain, their heads bowed as if cowering from it. Beyond the wall, an unseen vehicle drove past, tyres hissing on the wet asphalt.

      She closed her eyes and let the night wash over her.

      Then… footsteps.

      Quick. Uneven. Coming fast.

      She opened her eyes to see a skinny figure scurrying over the wall. He fell to his knees in the flowerbed, but scrambled up, casting a frightened look in her direction before scurrying toward the house.

      “Jadon?” She grabbed his arm as he rushed by.

      He was clammy with sweat, his hoodie half zipped, his breath ragged. Even in the dim light, she could see he was terrified.

      “He saw us,” he gasped, his voice quivering with fear. “I know he did.”

      “Who?”

      The teenager shook his head, wriggled free from her grasp, and darted past her into the hostel.

      “Hey!” Shrap called after him, but he didn’t stop.

      She turned back towards the wall, but couldn’t hear anything. No footsteps, no more car tyres. It was silent, except for the soft drip-drip of water from the guttering and the distant hum of the city. No immediate threat.

      Still, the hairs on the back of her neck bristled, a sure sign something was off.

      She stood there for a moment longer, staring into the dark, every nerve combat alert, but when nothing materialised, she turned and stepped back inside, locking the door behind her.

      She found Jadon in his room, pacing tight circles like a trapped animal. His hoodie was damp, clinging to his thin frame. His hands trembled as he clutched them in front of him.

      “Jadon,” she said softly, pausing in the doorway. “Talk to me.”

      He stopped pacing, but didn’t meet her eye. His chest rose and fell in short, panicked bursts.

      “I think we’re in trouble,” he mumbled.

      “Who?” she asked, keeping her tone even, calm.

      “Me and Malik.”

      She nodded. Malik was a neighbourhood kid she’d seen him with before. A fellow street tagger. “Why do you think that?”

      Jadon rubbed his eyes, still wide with fright. It took a lot to startle the tough kid who’d grown up on the South London streets, so Shrap knew it was bad.

      “Tell me what happened,” she urged gently.

      “We were down by the river at Bermondsey. You know where they keep the barges?”

      “St Saviour’s Dock?” She’d been there herself on occasion. It was quiet and secluded. The kind of place junkies went to shoot up or smoke a joint without the cops seeing them.

      He nodded.

      “We was messing about, right? Tagging the side of a warehouse. Nothing serious. Then this van pulls up and a guy gets out. He opens the back and pulls something out. Something heavy.” He stopped, his throat working.

      Shrap waited, a feeling of dread building in her stomach.

      “We thought it was just garbage at first. You know, like a builder dumping shit. But then the blanket fell open and we saw this foot.”

      He shuddered, his eyes wide and haunted.

      “A human foot?”

      He gave a scared nod. “He carried it to the edge and tipped it into the river. We heard the splash.” He shuddered. “It was a body, Shrap. He dumped a body.”

      It certainly sounded like it.

      “Then what?” she asked.

      He blinked, but couldn’t stop the tears. “Malik said to get out of there, but I backed into some bins and made a noise. The guy turned and saw us.”

      She frowned. “You sure?’

      He sniffed. “Yeah. We legged it. Ran down this alley behind the warehouse, but he came after us. Malik said to split up.”

      Smart boy.

      “So we did. I ran all the way back here, but I didn’t see where Malik went.”

      Shrap stepped forward and rested a hand on his shoulder. He flinched, then stilled.

      “You’re safe now. No one followed you.”

      He gave a brittle nod, but she could see the fear in him hadn’t settled. “Do you think he went after Malik?”

      “I don’t know.”

      Could be.

      If he had, that boy’s life was in danger.

      She thought fast, then turned back to Jadon. “Where does Malik live?”

      “The estate behind the minicab office. Just off Mill Street.”

      She straightened up. “Right, I’ll go check it out. Make sure he’s home safe.”

      Jadon gazed up at her, relief flooding his young features. “You will?”

      “Yeah, of course. Stay here and try to get some sleep.”

      Jadon sank down on his bed. “You gonna call the cops?”

      “Not yet.”

      She wanted to verify what Jadon had said first. Not that she doubted the kid, but it was a dark night, and she could smell weed on his clothing.

      He nodded, relieved. “Thanks, Shrap. I owe you.”

      “Don’t be silly. Just get some rest, okay? We’ll talk in the morning.”

      He gave a tearful nod, and slumped down onto his bed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      Shrap stood at St Saviour’s Dock, hood pulled up over her head. The water was swirling below, thick and inky-black. She peered over the edge.

      If there was a body down there, she couldn’t see it.

      She raised her gaze to the barges moored on the far side of the dock. Of course, it could have got trapped between the messy rows of hulls, creaking and groaning as if in pain. She glanced around to see if there was a way to get there, but the narrow wooden walkway to the dock was gated and locked. Climbing over would be treacherous at the best of times, but especially tonight, with everything damp and slippery. A deeper exploration would have to wait until the morning.

      Turning around, she studied the wharf area where Jadon had said they’d been hanging out. It was quiet and undisturbed. The warehouse loomed through the darkness, while a stack of empty pallets teetered against the wall, seemingly forgotten about.

      There was no van and nobody around. Just the stink of river mud and the tang of diesel. Somewhere upriver, a barge horn bellowed, low and mournful, but the sound was soon swallowed by the damp.

      Shrap walked toward the far end of the wharf, her boots crunching on damp grit. A trail of graffiti lined the corrugated hoarding. She smirked as she recognised Jadon’s tag. ​​The “J” looped sharp and low, with a tail that flicked beneath the letter like a signature, while the “D” was squared off and angular, almost aggressive.

      Walking back towards the street, she studied the damp ground. No tyre tracks, no drag marks, no evidence of a body being tossed over the edge.

      Jadon had said they’d run down the alley behind the warehouse. She turned, taking the same route. Concrete walls loomed on either side, closing her in. It was dank and smelled of urine and blocked drains. She glanced behind her, on high alert. It was dark down here, the glow of the streetlamps not extending this far down the alley.

      After continuing along for another minute or so, she emerged into a residential street. On one side stood a row of terraced houses, their windows in darkness. On the other a council block, judging by its brutalist brown-brick exterior. Narrow external walkways overlooked the street, but they were deserted.

      This is where the boys had parted ways, Jadon heading straight ahead towards Waterloo East, while Malik would have turned right to get to his home off Mill Street. Turning right, she followed the route Jadon’s friend would have taken.

      The block wasn’t hard to find, but Shrap didn’t know the number of the flat. She stood, staring up at the building for a long moment, then sighed. The minicab station was closed too, shuttered against the rain.

      There was no sign of anything untoward, although she wasn’t sure what she’d expected to find. The building was in darkness, apart from some low-level lighting out front, and there was nobody wondering about. If something had happened, there was no indication of it now. Time to call it a night.

      

      Usually, when Shrap watched the sun rise over the Thames, she was struck by a surge of hope, a feeling that anything was possible. Today wasn’t one of those days.

      After scouting St Savior’s Dock, she hadn’t bothered going back to the hostel. She’d just have to get up a couple of hours later anyway. Instead, she went to her favourite lookout spot near Waterloo Bridge and sat with her back against the wall, her jacket pulled tight around her to ward off the night chill, and waited for the dawn.

      Today’s display was underwhelming, as if the sun was struggling to get out of bed. The clouds were still present, although it hadn’t rained since the deluge last night. Eventually, it broke through, however, sending insipid, grey beams dancing across the surface of the Thames. Still beautiful, in a muted, subdued way.

      Shrap made it back to the hostel just after 6 a.m., the sky over London paling to ash. An early bus hissed past, while a bright-eyed fox darted into a messy front yard across the street.

      She let herself in and walked into the kitchen to return the keys. That’s when she heard footsteps behind her. Turning, she saw Jadon standing there, chewing his thumbnail.

      “You were gone ages,” he said tiredly.

      “Jadon, I told you to go to sleep.” She felt bad for keeping him up, waiting for news.

      “I know, but I couldn’t until I knew if Malik…” He petered off. “Is he okay? Did you find anything?”

      “I went to the dock and had a good look around, but I couldn’t see anything. There was no sign of a body.”

      “I’m not lying, I swear. The guy definitely dumped a body. That was a real foot.” He had the haunted look of someone who couldn’t get a visual out of their head. She knew that look well.

      “I don’t doubt you.” She slipped the keys back into the drawer. “It was dark, and I couldn’t see much.”

      “Did you check if Malik was home?”

      “I followed your route down the alley.” She turned to face him. “Then walked to his block. It was all quiet and I didn’t see any sign of a scuffle. I don’t know which number he lives at and I didn’t want to disturb the residents.”

      “His auntie wasn’t there anyway. She works the nightshift at the hospital.”

      “Oh, I didn’t know that.”

      “It’s number twenty-seven. Shrap, can we go and see if he’s alright?” She sensed the fear still lingering. Jadon was worried about his friend, but he didn’t want to venture out alone. His mother couldn’t leave the hostel, so he was asking for her help.

      She gave a short nod. “Sure. I’ll tell you what. Let’s have breakfast, then we’ll take a bus to Mill Street and go and check up on him.”

      Jadon’s eyes were ringed with exhaustion. “I’m not hungry.”

      The kid had to eat.

      “Well, I’m starving.”

      She made scrambled eggs on toast, and set a plate in front of him. “The quicker we finish this, the faster we’ll be on our way.”

      That did it. He was done in under two minutes, washing it down with a glass of water.

      Shrap did the same, hardly tasting it.

      “Alright,” she said, once she’d washed up their plates and cutlery. “Let’s go.”

      They caught the bus from Waterloo station, and jumped off at the top of Mill Street. From there, they walked the rest of the way in silence.

      The city was slowly waking up. Delivery vans grumbled past, shop shutters lifted with metallic rattles, and the traffic was starting to build.

      Shrap let Jadon lead the way, cutting through backstreets still slick with yesterday’s rain. They eventually reached the block she’d stood outside and surveyed earlier that morning. Now, however, there were several people milling about. Kids in school uniform, adults heading to work, carers arriving to look after elderly residents.

      They walked to the entrance.

      “The lift doesn’t work,” Jadon muttered, as if this was a normal occurrence.

      Instead, they climbed the stairs, Shrap scanning each landing out of habit. On the third floor, Jadon stopped and hurried down the exposed, concrete corridor. He stopped outside the faded number twenty-seven and knocked.

      It took a while, but eventually it opened to reveal a woman in scrubs, bleary-eyed and wearing socks.

      “Whatcha doin’ here so early?” she asked, once she saw Jadon.

      “Auntie Layla,” Jadon said, breathless. “Is Malik here?”

      The woman glanced curiously at Shrap. “He’s not up yet.”

      Jadon frowned. “Can I go and see him?”

      “You know you don’t have to ask, darlin’.”

      Jadon ducked through the doorway and disappeared into the flat. Shrap smiled awkwardly. “I’m Shrap, by the way. I stay at the hostel with Jadon. I’m friends with his mother, Alicia.”

      “Layla. Come on in, Shrap. You’ll have to excuse me, I’ve just⁠—”

      Jadon’s voice echoed down the corridor. “He’s not here. Shrap, he’s not here!”

      Auntie Layla frowned. “What do you mean he’s not there?”

      Turning, she hurried after Jadon. Brushing past him, she stepped into her nephew’s room. “Malik?”

      Jadon stared helplessly up at Shrap.

      “Where is he?” Layla demanded, turning on him. “Where is my Malik?”

      Shrap stepped forward. “Maybe you’d better sit down, Layla.”

      The woman’s eyes fixed on Jadon, but she allowed Shrap to lead her back to the living room and over to a rickety armchair.

      Easing herself into it, she whispered, “What’s happened to Malik?”

      Shrap nodded to Jadon, who took a shuddering breath. He was really scared now, his voice shaking as he spoke.

      “We went to the docks last night, like we normally do. We were just hanging around when we saw this guy toss something into the river.”

      Layla’s eyes widened. “What was it?”

      “We don’t know,” Shrap said, before Jadon could elaborate. She didn’t want to worry Malik’s aunt unnecessarily, although she couldn’t ignore the knot forming in her own gut.

      “The point is, the boys witnessed something, and the man who dumped the item gave chase. Jadon came home scared and out of breath, and he assumed Malik had done the same.”

      “A man?” Layla was trying to keep up. “What man?”

      “That’s what we don’t know.” Shrap leaned forward. “Layla, when did you last see Malik?”

      “Last night. At supper. I made chicken stew. He ate like normal and went to his room to do some homework.” Her voice cracked a little as her gaze found Jadon. “I had to leave for the night shift at St Thomas’s. I didn’t know you boys had gone out. I didn’t know he wasn’t here.” A sob escaped her. “I should have checked when I got home this morning. I was just so tired…” Tears filled her eyes. “Oh my God, this is all my fault.”

      “It wouldn’t have helped,” Shrap said. “If something happened, it was last night, not this morning when you got back.”

      “I could have called the police,” she whispered. “They should be out looking for him.”

      Shrap gave a tight nod. “That’s what we’re going to do right now. Layla, can I use your phone?”
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      “We need to talk.”

      Shrap stepped out from beneath the dripping awning of the charity shop.

      Detective Constable Trevelyan of Southwark CID flinched, nearly dropping his sandwich in fright.

      “Jesus, Shrap. You really need to stop doing that.”

      “Sorry.”

      She watched as he glanced up and down Borough High Street, presumably to make sure none of his colleagues had seen them, before turning back to her. His hair was damp and slightly windblown, his navy-blue raincoat darkened with patches of rain.

      “You know there’s a coffee shop right behind me. We could try something wild like sitting down, saying hello, not ambushing me on the street.”

      She gave a faint shrug. “Force of habit.”

      Trevelyan sighed, pulling a hand through his wet hair. “Alright, let’s go inside.”

      The café was one of those minimalist spots with reclaimed wood tables and Edison bulbs, trying hard not to look like it was trying. The smell of fresh espresso cut through the rain-damp air, layered with the buttery warmth of pastries just pulled from the oven. A couple of laptops glowed in the corner. Students or freelancers hunched over flat whites, lost in thesis drafts or lines of code. A woman in a denim jacket was feeding crumbs to a bored toddler in a pram.

      The barista behind the counter had sleeve tattoos and the weary look of someone who’d been up since six, but offered a polite nod as they walked in. Not quite friendly, not quite indifferent. Just

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        An Unlikely Saviour
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Biba Pearce
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Biba Pearce


    


  


OEBPS/images/mortlake-press-logo.jpg
T

MORTLAKE PRESS





OEBPS/images/shrap_anunlikelysaviour_ebook.jpg
¥ ¥/ ¥ ¥
=S H | (<

BIBA PEARCE





