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THE SIEGE
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Cam

It is one hour before Camilla’s life changes, though she doesn’t yet know it.

All she knows, right now, as she cleans the high chair while Polly sits on her playmat after breakfast, is that her husband isn’t here. He’s gone somewhere, left her to deal with Polly’s first day of nursery and Camilla’s return to work by herself. Has he got a deadline? Has she forgotten some urgent project?

But Cam doesn’t forget things. Luke, actually, forgets things. So …?

Sunlight enters stage left in her kitchen in three distinct shafts. It’s a perfect June day, and Cam woke up a mixed bag of emotions: nervous but excited, sad, happy – her first day back at work after a long nine-month maternity leave. She sometimes longs for words in the English language that don’t exist, and today is one such occasion. Trepidation, excitement … when she woke up, she thought: Nope, none of them cut it.

And Luke has chosen today to disappear.

He must have some work thing on. He’s a ghostwriter, for MPs and celebrities, and has a co-working space he heads to when he needs to think. That’ll be it. She won’t think about it any more. Won’t ruminate on it – definitely not, absolutely no ruminating, Cam thinks, gripping the dishcloth too tightly.

She watches as Polly leans forward to grasp a toy that’s sitting just out of reach. She’s so like Luke. Lean, blonde, a disposition as sunny as the weather outside. Cam watches as she picks up the toy and throws it, a wobbly, random baby throw that could be deliberate, could be an accident. Funny, Cam’s always liked people-watching, but her baby is next-level.

Her phone beeps and she reaches for it immediately, hoping Luke has replied to her, but it’s her sister. Morning, it says, a selfie of Libby sitting on her sofa, dark hair mussed up in a pile on the top of her head. This kind of message is not unusual: Cam and Libby are engaged in a near-constant text conversation. It doesn’t have a beginning or an end, just a regular back and forth, a tennis match that never finishes. They’ve been doing it for as long as they’ve had phones.

Morning, Cam replies, taking a selfie of her in work clothes, anxious expression on her face that she didn’t know she had until she took it.

OMG yes. The big day. Well – to bolster your confidence … look! Look who’s 12 down in the Times crossword!? It’s accompanied by a photograph of a clue, which reads Author of bestselling recent novel about a hot-air balloon ride romance (4, 5).

It’s her client, Maya Jones. Cam is her literary agent.

Cam types back: Wow! I wonder if this is good press exposure? Do they print the answers next week?

Libby sends a second photo of a very, very small set of answers for last week with a laughing emoji.


Cam: How many people read this?!

Libby: … Four? What’s your cut of four books? LOL.

Cam: £8 paperback x 0.1 royalty x 0.15 commission? What’s that?

Libby: Drinks are on me, pal.



Cam forwards the crossword to Maya, then puts her phone away and yawns. Polly woke her and Luke last night at ten o’clock, one o’clock, and then some other time – three, four? Cam promised Luke she would stop looking at the time after he said it only upset her anyway. Polly – old enough now, in their opinion, to know much better – thought it was the middle of the day, and was absolutely, categorically, not interested in sleeping. Luke had looked at Cam, Ewan the bloody dream sheep backlit red behind him, Polly actually chuckling with mirth, and said, ‘Fancy a suicide pact?’ And, God, they had laughed, the way they always have. The second Cam met Luke he made her laugh, and, just like that, she was utterly beguiled despite everything: that he, a writer, was her client, and she his agent. As it turned out, nobody cared about that the way she thought they might.

But where is he? How could he just leave her by herself?

Cam reluctantly gets Polly ready in the sling to walk to the nursery down the road, trying to accept that Luke, wherever he is, isn’t going to see Polly before they leave. The house sits quietly around them as she prepares to go, a loaded kind of silence which she tries to ignore: it’s the day. The return to work.

Cam has had barely any time to process this change, spent the settling-in sessions stress-walking the streets outside, maternal guilt morphing the inside of the nursery into some awful Dickensian orphanage staffed by ogres. She sometimes thinks she might’ve read too many novels.

But now it’s here, the day mother and daughter splinter into different existences. She said this to Luke only last night, who joked, ‘Oh, bloody hell, are you not picking her up after?’ She’d laughed at that. In every couple, Cam thinks, there is a calm one and an anxious wreck, and Cam is most definitely the latter to Luke’s former.

Where is he?

She goes to grab her cardigan, and that’s when she spots it. On the table in the hallway is a piece of paper with her husband’s handwriting on it. As she looks at it, a half-memory of a coffee-scented goodbye kiss from him drifts across her mind, another of him in the shower, the sound of the water running in the distance, both in the veil just beyond deep sleep. So vague she isn’t sure that they happened today at all.

Luke once said he would always kiss her goodbye. ‘I’m never going to be one of those people who just forgets,’ he once said. ‘Or, worse, a dry peck on the cheek!’

But did he?

She picks up the note.

If anything is written on one side. Huh? If anything? And crossed out? Cam holds the piece of paper up to the light. She turns it over. It’s been so lovely with you both. Lx.

Maybe the If anything is old. The main note is this one, surely? An end-of-maternity-leave note. It’s been so lovely. A kind of Good luck, maybe?

There’s nothing else on it.

How weird. Luke – a writer, after all – is usually clear.

She finds their text thread. She’s asked once where he is, called twice, but she’ll text again.

As she stands there, overthinking, Polly strapped to her chest, she finds she doesn’t know where to start. Everything’s so loaded these days. Before the baby, time alone was just that. But now it’s a currency. One person’s me-time is the other’s solo-parenting. They’re not used to it. They’ve rowed about it …

All ok? Sorry to ask again. PS. It’s about to happen! The big drop-off!! I am to be a working woman once again.

She reads it over, used to proofreading for tone.

She touches the note, just once, sends the text, then leaves.

It is 21 June, the longest day of the year, and the hottest so far, too, even at eight o’clock in the morning. The sun is as sharp and yellow as lemon drops. Cam turns her face to it, apricating in it. Huge flowers have bloomed in the street, big and open happy faces nodding as Cam walks by. She points them out to show Polly (should Polly be understanding gestures yet?), thinking how much she has taken the weather for granted lately. It’s been balmy for six straight weeks. No breeze, no rain. The same high blue skies every day, pale at the edges, a deep cyan way up above, as if they’re living inside sea glass.

Cam and Luke’s lawn has turned yellow and beachy-looking. Each night, once Polly is in bed, Cam takes a novel out there, sits in a deckchair, and just plunges deep into its pages, like diving into a pool containing other worlds. Luke deals with Polly if she wakes. And he knows better than to try and strike up a conversation with Cam, too, during what she calls her introvert hour.

They reach the nursery quickly. A three-storey Victorian building sandwiched between a bank and a laundrette – very London. Cam feels a dart of dread as it looms into view, that distinctly parental mix of guilt and approaching liberty. The thing about motherhood, it seems to Cam, is that most forms of freedom come with a price. But today she’s just going to pay it, and try to relish it: the return to herself. To the job where she gets to read novels for a living.

Besides, Luke won’t be fearing today, won’t be imagining Polly not settling or sleeping or eating. Luke is happy-go-lucky, a man who never overthinks. If asked, he would say that the baby will be fine, he’s got to work anyway, so what can you do? That’s life. Sometimes, Luke tries to reassure Cam by telling her she cannot control situations, and there is nothing that Cam finds less reassuring than this.

And, clearly, he is not fearing today, is he? He’s not even here. Gone to work, or wherever, without a second thought. How could he?

‘Aha, Polly Deschamps,’ one of the nursery workers says, greeting them at the door. Reflexively, Cam holds her daughter’s warm body closer to her chest. ‘We’ve been telling everyone about your first day,’ the woman continues. ‘We’re going to have so much fun.’

‘Hope so,’ Cam says. She takes a breath, then lifts and passes Polly into the arms of the nursery worker – a woman whose name Cam doesn’t even know, or has forgotten.

Polly swivels back and reaches for Cam, just once, their hands momentarily touching for the purest of seconds, before she is pulled away from her, and Cam is free, but, right now, she doesn’t want to be.

She grabs for her phone to tell Luke all of this, to say don’t worry, I’ve done the nursery run, something perhaps slightly passive-aggressive, but that’s when she looks at his WhatsApp profile: last seen today at 05:10. Huh. She didn’t notice it earlier when she was busy with Polly and cleaning up. Ten past five is so early, and not online at all since? Unlike him. So strange.

Cam walks into her agency’s offices and, immediately, the aroma gets her: books. They’re everywhere, and it smells like home.

In the kitchenette, having greeted a few colleagues, glad she used the Tube journey to apply too much make-up, she makes a coffee and thumbs through a historical fiction debut someone else represents. She can feel the pull of the words already.

The streets are so dark they look sooty, lit only by a single oil lamp at its end.

And, just like that, she’s in: Cam really could stay here, on the Victorian street, standing up in the kitchen, and read this whole thing, the way she has done her whole life – the back of cereal boxes in the mornings; Sweet Valley High books on the school bus.

She closes the cover and breathes out, thinking.

Look. This is fine. It’s fine. Luke is doing something somewhere – she’s forgotten what, her mind taken up with Polly, that’s all. That’s all. And Cam’s here, with good coffee, books to delve into and to sell, and she’s being paid for it. She’s lucky. She’s so lucky. She doesn’t need to create problems.

But something is creeping up behind her. A kind of dread. That last seen. The note.

A beep.

Also.

A text from Libby. This is how she messages. Often one word at a time. This is how they message. Well, this or trading mutual insults, usually, anyway.


Libby: I’m baking a cake for this pissing client thing tonight. Is this unacceptable or OK?



A video of a spinning cake, one side collapsed but repaired with icing.


Cam: Definitely acceptable.

Libby: Thanks for lying to me.

Cam: Always.



‘Cam!’ her boss, Stuart, says, rounding the corner to the kitchen. ‘Welcome back.’ Tanned, strawberry blond, mid-fifties. Ostensibly benign and somewhat dithery, he has a list full of bestselling writers that hints at his regular displays of brilliance. He is the sort of person you think isn’t listening in a meeting, who then makes the best suggestion of anyone there.

‘Baby well? Life feeling on an even keel yet?’ he asks.

‘Oh yes, better,’ Cam says, thinking that the house is full of piles of laundry, of unopened bills. The baby doesn’t sleep. This morning, Cam showered while shouting nursery rhymes to placate her. When Cam sits in the garden every night, she feels the tasks looming behind her, to-do-list spectres that she doesn’t have the time to deal with in the way she used to. ‘All good here,’ she adds brightly.

‘Great stuff,’ Stuart says. ‘It all falls into place eventually.’

‘Hmm.’

‘Anyway,’ he says. He raises his arms above his head – he has been, for the past couple of years, that most toxic of things: a gym convert – and starts stretching. Cam finds the best tactic is to ignore him when he does this, and so she pulls the sash window open, overlooking Pimlico below. Gardens out the back, and here, in front, huge white Georgian buildings. She’s missed it. The simplicities of a nice view and a hot cup of coffee that she can drink in peace.

‘Did you send Adam’s novel out?’ he continues, two hands braced on the kitchen counter. Cam is worried he’s going to start doing squats, but he stops and switches on the kettle instead.

She helps herself to a biscuit, replacing hours unslept with sugar. She discovered Adam’s novel while on maternity leave. He’d sent her a query email. She had been checking her inbox, couldn’t resist the premise, and asked for the full manuscript. Adam said he preferred to physically post the novel: that he felt like it was no longer his, that way. He’d sent it to her house, since she was off, and she’d offered him representation within three days. The thing is, this work – it doesn’t feel like work to Cam. Nothing does that you’d do for free.

‘I sent it out last night,’ she answers Stuart. ‘Couldn’t help myself. I think it’s going to go big.’ She hopes her radar is accurate. Cam knows a good book when she sees one. That feeling you get as a reader, 10 per cent in, where you just kind of sink into the novel and its world. This one is contemporary fiction about the son of two YouTubers who sues his parents for breach of privacy. She still remembers the moment she opened that padded envelope, read the first line, and thought: Yes.

‘I want to get a two-book deal, but he hasn’t sent me a new idea yet,’ she says.

‘Hmm. You only need a one-line pitch, and it can change. Right, got a crisis meeting,’ Stuart says, checking his watch. ‘Author going nuts.’

Cam takes some biscuits to her desk and spies more texts from Libby, beginning with The cake has betrayed me.

She moves a coaster bearing the slogan ‘Main character energy’ out of the way, suddenly wary of her own drama playing out, and opens her laptop. She never shuts it down and it currently has twenty-five tabs open, almost all of them Google searches.


Baby not finishing meals.

How to stop bickering with husband.

Should my pelvic floor be better by now?



She checks her email. No wild seven-figure pre-emptive offers for Adam’s book yet. Next, her phone. Nothing from Luke. Should she ring him again, or …?

Cam doesn’t know where to begin. Her brain feels so full. Meetings, submissions, novels about to be published. There’s a word for this that she recently learnt: fisselig. A German word meaning ‘flustered to the point of incompetence’.

She was mainlining Jaffa Cakes last night with Luke – who somehow never gains an ounce – lying on top of their duvet. She had been moaning to him about, well, everything really. That Polly wasn’t weaning or sleeping well. That she didn’t know how she was going to work alongside it all. That she felt a failure most days. Things Cam would only admit in the middle of the night, and only to him, the person who never judges her. Luke had listened and offered her more Jaffa Cakes, not suggesting anything, but she didn’t need suggestions, just needed him. ‘Things feel – I don’t know,’ she had said. ‘Just like they’re not getting any easier.’

‘I’m chatting to you and eating Jaffa Cakes,’ he had replied, running a hand through his hair, past the small scar on his forehead that he got from falling off a bicycle as a child. ‘Seems OK to me.’

‘We’re so unhealthy.’

‘Junk food is our only defence,’ Luke had said. ‘Don’t rob me of my pleasure in life. Look – when you go back, why don’t you take an evening a week off Mum duty? I’ll do bedtime. You go and do something. With Libby? Holly? A bar. The cinema.’

Cam had grimaced, though she’d appreciated the gesture. Going out would suit Luke, but not Cam. ‘I like to go to bed with a book,’ she’d said, sounding meek, but it was true. A paperback novel, pages rough under her fingertips. A candle. Fresh pyjamas and sheets. Motherhood, for introverts, is a special kind of difficult, the usual escape routes not available, a thought Cam regularly feels guilty about, but which is nevertheless true.

‘You do that every night,’ Luke had said, leaning over to touch her shoulder affectionately.

‘I know that. I know I am lame.’

‘Everyone needs a break. You need … space.’ His expression became more serious. ‘Cam – you ever drowning … you shout? And I’ll rescue you. OK?’

She’d nodded, so thankful she had married a man she could say anything to, but now she thinks about that first statement.

Everyone needs a break. It contained a darkness within it, didn’t it? Is this Luke getting his break?

Has he actually been slightly huffy recently? Cam ponders it, trying not to spiral. Maybe. She heard him heave an irritated, lengthy sigh the other night when Polly woke; his footsteps as he got out of bed were heavy. When he’d returned, and she’d asked what Polly had wanted, he had ignored her, scrolling on his phone, his jaw tight. Uncharacteristic: Cam has remembered it for this reason.

No, but they went to a wedding last week, and he had been fine then, hadn’t he? They’d fallen into their old dynamic. He’d coaxed her on to the dance floor even though she categorically does not dance. ‘You protest,’ he’d said, waistcoat unbuttoned, ‘but you dance so well with me.’ She’d cajoled him back home at midnight; he had laughed when he saw she’d brought a pair of slippers in her handbag to wear in the taxi home.

God, she can’t concentrate. The book on submission, and Polly’s first full day away from her, and Luke’s absence. They make Cam have that strange but familiar urge to check and check and check again. Emails, the nursery app, authors’ Kindle ranks. Anything.

Something comes in from Adam.


Adam@amazingadam.com

21 June at 09:23

Re: Second idea

No, no idea for a second novel yet. How urgent would it be? I have a small-town whodunnit kind of thing on the back burner?



Cam hides a grimace and tells him to keep thinking, hoping he will read between the lines.

She grabs her phone and tries Luke again: ‘Welcome to the Vodafone messaging service.’

She writes another message: I’ve had loads of office biscuits as well as those Jaffas! x

And, this time, she sends it on WhatsApp, and watches for the delivered ticks.

Luke and Cam met when he walked into her office four years ago. He was a journalist who had ghostwritten a memoir by a football manager about a Premier League team’s rise to success: he’d DMed the manager on social media (as a bet on a stag do, he’d later told her) who, to his surprise, had replied saying yes. Cam had enjoyed it a lot more than she expected to. Luke’s prose was upfront, transparent, didn’t purport to be anything other than what it was: pure entertainment.

Cam had offered him representation. He had replied with a single word: Shit! It had made Cam smile. She likes language in all its forms, and a well-timed swear word is the best.

She had sold the memoir to Penguin Random House. His next gig was an autobiography for a singer-songwriter her agency represented and, after that, he was up and running, established and needing a little less agenting, which made it a lot easier for Cam to kiss him several months into their working relationship at a rainy London bus stop after too many glasses of wine. It was late summer, the mornings and evenings just beginning to smell as crisp and cold as apples. Luke had been in a T-shirt that got soaked in the downpour and, to this day, damp clothing reminds Cam of that night, that kiss, that illicit, shouldn’t-be-doing-this kiss.

Anyway. Can’t concentrate on a word, she continues to Luke. She waits eagerly for his response. Just have an easy morning today!! he will no doubt say, but she needs to hear it, needs to see his words to her. Cam makes Luke more sensible and Luke makes Cam have fun. That’s how they work. That’s the way they have always worked.

The message doesn’t deliver. She stares at it: a single grey tick. When … when do you begin to really worry?

No. He must actually be working hard. Phone off.

But the dread Cam felt in the kitchen rears its head again. She’s kidding herself. Something is off.

She calls him again.

Nothing.

At what point is he … missing?

Another text from Libby comes through, then a photo. She is running her outfit by Cam, as she often does. She catches one part of it – It’s for a party!! That’s where people get together and have fun? Are you aware? LOL – but she stops reading, because that’s when she hears it. Some sort of commotion outside. Is that sirens?

Fear runs its fingertip lightly up her spine, and Cam’s imagination fires into action, fuelled by fiction. Things that only happen to other people could happen to me, she finds herself thinking. Ambulances, fire engines, warning sirens. Dead bodies and bad news and police hats held in hands and we tried everything we could said by kind doctors in green scrubs.

She rises from her desk. She’ll just check outside, beyond the foyer. See what’s going on.

Their receptionist is sitting in silence, the only noise the television on the wall cycling through news stories. Cam can’t hear anything else.

It must be her imagination. Nothing more.

But then everything happens all at once, the way it sometimes does.

‘We pause for a moment, here,’ the news presenter on the television says, something unusual and grave in her tone, ‘to bring you breaking news from central London.’

As Cam watches, the screen goes black and BREAKING flashes across it in white text. The voiceover switches to a male broadcaster. ‘Police are trying to end a siege that began an hour ago in central London.’ A grainy image appears on the screen. Cam stares at it, but she can’t make it out. ‘A man has taken three hostages in a warehouse in London. We have exclusive CCTV footage from a security guard on duty. Authorities are present at the scene and believe it to be a hostile act.’

Before Cam can digest this, she spots them outside: police.

Two officers, one wearing a white shirt and black stab vest, one in a suit, no caps in hands but otherwise just the way she imagined, striding into her workplace. And Cam knows, somehow, in some deep dark place inside her, that they’re here for her. She tells herself she is being stupid, highly strung because of Luke’s unread texts and absence, but that’s the precise moment that she hears them say her name.




2

Cam’s legs feel imaginary, too light. She walks across the foyer and could swear she’s four inches from the ground, a ghost floating around a literary agency. It must be shock. Fear.

‘That’s me,’ she finds herself saying loudly in the foyer. ‘Camilla.’

‘Are you the wife of Luke Deschamps?’ One of the coppers turns from talking to the receptionist and looks directly at Cam.

‘Yes,’ she says quickly, thinking that at least it’s not Polly. How strange it is the way the order of disasters inverts post-baby.

It’s been so lovely with you both. What did he mean by that? Was that – a goodbye?

‘DS Steven Lambert,’ one of the coppers says. Late thirties maybe. Pale, freckled. He’s accompanied by a woman who introduces herself as PC Emma Smith. She has with her a notepad and biro, just holding them, standing there like a journalist from the eighties.

‘Have you got time to have a quick chat?’ Smith says, her tone gentle, but in the way somebody has when they’ve been told to do it.

‘What’s happened?’

‘Is there somewhere we can …’

Cam indicates a meeting room off the foyer without thinking, wanting only information, and as quickly as possible.

‘Is Luke OK?’ she asks.

‘Yes.’

Cam’s shoulders drop six feet. In her relief, she bursts into an occupied room, apologizes and heads to the one next door.

Steven Lambert meets her gaze and he looks tired. He is a cliché of a workaholic. Dark circles, coffee on his breath. ‘There is a hostage situation unfolding,’ he says plainly.

‘I saw it – on the news,’ Cam says, blinking. Stunned that these two pieces have connected together: the police and the news story. Maybe she’s dreaming. Maybe she’s reading a novel.

‘A siege. A man has taken three hostages in a warehouse in Bermondsey.’

Bermondsey. Luke’s co-working space is in Bermondsey, and the word hits Cam with the strength of an anvil. She feels utterly disorientated, Bermondsey reverberating around her skull. Cartoon stars appear above her head. Her neck goes hot, a rising tide of blood working its way towards her face like a filling bath. She brings her hands to her chest and feels her pulse in both wrists.

‘Oh my God,’ Cam says. She brandishes her phone. ‘That’s why … is he OK?’ And then she adds, to explain: ‘I texted him – he … has someone got him?’

Lambert hesitates, and something about the gravity in his expression makes Cam stop speaking. He shifts in his seat, his shirt moving slightly up his arm, revealing a wrist tattoo. Cam can’t quite make it out, some swirled symbol or other.

His eyes meet hers. ‘Your husband hasn’t been taken.’

‘Oh! Good!’

‘We believe that he is the person who has taken the hostages,’ he finishes quietly.
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Somewhere, in some previously inaccessible part of Cam’s brain, a trapdoor opens, and she begins falling through it. ‘What? No he isn’t,’ she says, the notion so absurd to her that Lambert merely needs to be corrected. As she looks at him, he shifts, and his tattoo disappears once more.

Cam’s colleagues have begun clustering in the foyer, because of the news, or the police, she isn’t sure, and she becomes momentarily distracted by them. Instead of processing what’s being said to her, she is trying to work out what her colleagues must be thinking, in that strange way people in crisis focus on the wrong thing sometimes.

‘He’s taken hostages?’ she says to Lambert.

He wordlessly hands her a phone displaying a video on which he presses Play. It’s the same one the news had on.

In the centre of the frame are three hostages, sitting silently on three wooden chairs. They have their heads covered with black material, like something from a film. They’re so motionless it looks like a freeze-frame, until she sees that they’re breathing. The slightest rise and fall of their shoulders. Three sentient, terrified beings, taken.

It’s grainy CCTV, hard to make out. For a few seconds, all is still, but then the hostage-taker steps into view.

Tall and slim, all in dark clothes, he moves in front of them, left to right, five, six, seven steps, then pauses, about to turn and move in the other direction. His walk, the shape of his arms … Cam sits very still, watching this eerily familiar man.

And then he turns and looks properly at the camera. It’s just a glimpse, no more than a second.

But it is him.

It’s him.
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‘Camilla, it’s very important that we go and speak privately somewhere – the station or your house – because we are putting together a strategy to end the hostage situation,’ Lambert says.

A shivery, fluey feeling comes over her. She holds on to the video and presses Play again, ignoring Lambert. Soon, on this video, she’ll notice something different. She knows Luke’s face so well. It’ll be easy to spot that it isn’t actually him. She can screenshot it and send it to him. They’ll laugh about it later. It’s been so lovely with you both.

He comes back into view, pacing, and she thinks it again: It’s Luke. That’s what her brain supplies once more, the second she sees him. Unmistakably him, the man she’s loved for four years. His hair, his walk – are those his trainers? They are: the ones with the yellow soles. Distinctive. At this, Cam begins to truly panic.

She waits, then presses Pause when his face is centred right in the frame. It takes a couple of attempts to get it just right. Lambert and Smith watch her dispassionately.

And, eventually, there it is. The scar on his forehead from his bicycle.

It is him.

Cam gulps, then looks up. Sunlight outside. Books everywhere: on the table; on the floor; two on a spare chair; one splayed open, propping up a wobbling table leg. Her colleagues in the foyer. Everything looks almost normal.

She blinks, puts the phone down, then plants her face in her hands, not caring what the police or her colleagues think. Her whole body is trembling. Her head judders like she’s on a motorbike. Her teeth chatter. She’s suddenly so cold.

‘Is this real?’ she says eventually, head still in her hands, not looking at the officers.

‘Yes.’

‘How do you know it’s him? For sure?’

‘From intelligence,’ Lambert says, though that isn’t a specific answer. She looks up at him now, thinking how unlikely it must be for a workaholic copper to be wrong. He removes his suit jacket, then stretches his arms above his head, and the tattoo reappears. It isn’t a symbol: it’s actually upside-down – to her – writing. Protect and Serve. Something about it unsettles Cam. This dedication to the cause.

She blinks, wondering when she will stop shivering. She waits, both for that and for an explanation from Lambert. Only one of them arrives. ‘Number one: his face is a match to the DVLA’s facial recognition system. It’s never wrong,’ he says.

‘What?’ Cam says, so softly and quietly it’s almost a whisper.

‘The Driver and Vehicle Licensing Agency,’ he adds, as though that is what Cam doesn’t understand. ‘This CCTV matches his driving licence photograph. We have sophisticated technology that can be sure of this. And a phone is with him and Vodafone have confirmed that it’s his.’

Welcome to the Vodafone messaging service. Luke’s provider.

Lambert continues: ‘He took it into the warehouse, where it pinged a nearby mast at five o’clock in the morning, and then he switched it off.’ He is unable to keep the satisfaction out of his voice, and some battle line is drawn, right there in a meeting room full of books. He has played his full house of evidence, and Cam says nothing, holding her own cards, a shitty low-scoring hand.

Lambert seems to make a decision then. ‘Let’s go somewhere we can talk more privately,’ he says, standing and leading her out of the meeting room. Through the back of his white shirt, Cam can see another tattoo, a pair of wings spread right across his shoulder blades.

Outside, the road and footpaths are scorched white – holiday pavements. The shadows are short, the sun high, and this is what Cam focuses on. Anything other than the truth. They walk, two coppers and a bewildered woman, and suddenly they’re standing by the police car.

Blue lights on silent, two further officers in stab vests, hats, high-vis coats they must be sweltering in. Stuart’s voice calling her name in the dim background, but Cam can’t reply, can’t seem to form any words at all.

Her body is still trembling, legs as unstable as Bambi’s. How can her husband be doing this? How?

But he has. He has done it.

The police lead her gently into the back of the car while her colleagues watch on, their mouths agape, their eyes wide in the glass foyer, like visitors at a zoo.




5

Niall

One of the many things Niall didn’t count on when he became a hostage negotiator is that hostage situations hardly ever happen. And so, ghoulish as this may be, most of his days are spent waiting for one, like a footballer on the bench. Or, worse, he’s called to one that resolves while he’s on the way. Niall does more U-turns at motorway roundabouts than he does negotiating.

He is at this precise moment on light duties in the police back office of the Met – he’s a detective on the side, though a pretty unwilling one since his hostage training. If he’s lucky, he might get a negotiation with a petty criminal who has stolen a bottle of vodka and decided to hold up Tesco Express with a water pistol instead of coming out.

He sifts through the application forms he has for a vacancy in his department, but he can’t settle to it today, keeps putting the forms down and buying things on Amazon Prime (a home beer-making kit, a spinning shelf that goes in the fridge that he can put his chutneys on).

It is not especially coincidental to Niall, then, when the call does come, because he’s always waiting for it. Vivienne tells him he even answers these calls in his sleep. ‘“What’s the situation?” you say. Some wives would hope you would call their name in your dreams.’

‘DCI Thompson,’ he says into the phone as he answers now – fully awake, or so he hopes.

‘White male holding up a warehouse in Bermondsey,’ the call handler says.

He holds the phone between his ear and shoulder and drops the forms, interested. They scatter, drifting off the desk this way and that like feathers, but Niall is much beyond caring what becomes of them. He opens and takes a sip of his Coke – the first gulp of the day is always the best; everyone has their vices – fizzy metal liquid bubbling on his tongue, tilts his head, and says, ‘What exactly do you mean by “holding up”?’ He stares at the can. He wrote his name on it with a Sharpie, so that nobody would steal it from the work fridge, pathetic as that is.

‘He has taken three hostages. Sadly, the media already has it – a security guard being paid to watch the CCTV remotely called 999, which was good, but he also leaked the footage on Facebook.’

Niall feels a frisson rush up his body. This is not a domestic. And it’s not a shoplifter, either. A livestreamed siege.

‘He’s put bags on their heads.’ Her voice is deadpan. It’s Sheridan, Niall realizes. She took a call for him five years ago, about a man set to jump on to the M4, and she’d said flatly, then, ‘There’s probably nothing anyone can do now, but he’s still there …’ She’s bored with the job, and understandably so, but Niall finds it embarrassing when the police do not care enough. He went to the M4, as it goes. Talked him down.

‘I have that CCTV for you. Hang on …’ Sheridan says.

‘Just WhatsApp it to me.’

‘I’m supposed to email it, one sec …’

‘OK,’ he says. ‘We need to get down there. Where in Bermondsey?’

‘Behind Shad Thames.’

Niall knows it well. Iron bridges in an alleyway that connect apartments above like a Kerplunk! game.

‘Perpetrator is called Luke Deschamps.’

Niall hears his email beep in his ear. He opens it on his laptop and clicks the link, the phone on speaker.

‘I’ll be there,’ he says, watching the video load, standing back from his desk, hands on his hips.

He squints, trying to work out how the perpetrator has power over the individuals in their hoods, and then he sees it: the handgun tucked into his dark sleeve. A Beretta, a pistol.

Bermondsey High Street looks shabby and tired even in the bright sunlight when Niall arrives. He and Vivienne moved last year to the Barbican, at his insistence to be near work, and now everywhere looks somehow unclean compared to the sanitized holiday-complex feel of his home, a penthouse in a building called Ben Jonson House that looks like something from Battlestar Galactica. Viv works for the RSPCA and – from time to time – brings home animals she can’t rehouse that look kind of out of place in the clean-lined apartment. Niall often approaches the front door with real trepidation, worse than he feels at work, unable to forget the time there was a surprise kestrel in the shower.

He grabs his phone and sends her a text now. Got called on to a job. No idea how long I’ll be, he writes. A job or a job job? she replies immediately. A job job – proper one! He smiles down at the phone. She once told him she finds it impossibly sexy when he’s on a hostage situation, which Niall has never forgotten.

But, today, Viv doesn’t reply exactly as he expects. Right x, she replies, and that’s all.

She will be pissed off with him, Niall thinks with a sigh. They’re tussling at the moment, locking horns over work. He got halfway round the North Circular one Friday a few weeks ago to a job that got called off before he got there, but it had made him so late back they had to cancel their weekend away in the Lake District.

But work’s work. Policing is antisocial. Everybody knows it.

He ventures down the High Street with a bounce in his step, walking past proper London – corner shops with loose and hot fruit and veg outside, neon Tube signs and graffiti and fire escapes Rapunzelling down the back of buildings.

It’s obvious where the siege is taking place, two streets back, on a road comprising mostly industrial units but some clusters of houses, too.

‘What’s going on?’ Niall says, hurrying up to James Maidstone, the lead CID detective in charge, known in hostage situations as the silver commander. The gold commander sits in some office somewhere, authorizing things from afar. Niall is the lowly hostage negotiator: here just to communicate.

What most people don’t know – and what Niall learnt from his training, at a kind of shabby boot camp in Surrey – is that it’s not actually about talking. In major terrorism jobs you have two negotiators in: one to talk, and one to merely listen. They’re even called that: ‘the listener’. And theirs is the most important job in the room.

Sadly, budget cuts and a lowly three hostages taken means Niall is both today. He takes a sip of the Coke he brought with him. ‘What’s the situation?’ he asks.

Maidstone turns to Niall. He’s everything Niall is not: a graduate-entry police officer who’s risen quickly through the ranks. He knows things out of textbooks, and looks like it, too: wears shoes he shines and a watch he bought in Dubai. Niall, in battered old trainers, feels as old as time itself.

Maidstone takes a vape out of his front pocket and puffs on it. Niall, who quit smoking twenty years ago, still finds he could reach over and inhale the nicotine clouds from it, right there while it rests between Maidstone’s fingers.

‘Hostage-taker is Deschamps. Thirty-eight. No criminal history at all. A writer. Married to Camilla, who is also his literary agent. They have a nine-month-old, Polly. Not much more information at this time,’ he says. At this time is his verbal tic.

‘Right. I need information and fast,’ Niall says. ‘What’s the deal with the security guard?’

‘No suspicion. Wants Facebook infamy, I think.’

‘Do you think he’s involved?’

Maidstone makes a face, then pockets his vape. His black suit shines a kind of burnished hot brown in the bright sun, like a black cat. ‘I don’t think so. He’s got loads of followers on there. Alt-right stuff. Put the footage on his feed after calling it in. No connection to Deschamps that I can see.’

‘Fucking idiot,’ Niall says. Maidstone’s eyes flicker slightly. ‘And the hostage-taker? Any history of domestics?’

‘No.’

‘Any contact?’

‘Nothing at this time.’

‘So he hasn’t levied a threat?’

‘No.’

‘So no idea what he wants?’ Niall presses. He checks a clock. Time is already running out. ‘What I need is eyes on him, so I can see his body language, and a line to him, so we can talk. Find out what his agenda is – and what he’s feeling.’

‘OK. Understood. We have CCTV. Let me see what else I can get you. His mobile’s now off, but there’s a landline. I’m getting it set up. I want you communicating within the hour.’ He begins typing – Maidstone gets stuff done, to his credit, and Niall knows he will be getting what he wants soonest.

Viv always says she likes to think his job involves guns and stakeouts and ransoms. She sometimes says things like ‘And why didn’t you blow his brains out?’ or ‘What was the sniper doing?’ The reality is of course different: it is simply that every person, every single human on earth, desperately wants something, and it is Niall’s only job to work out what. He plays along when she asks him, though. It’s one of their games. As he thinks of her, he realizes that he forgot to take the bin out this morning – she will be annoyed at him. It’s her most hated task, and he left her to do it. The problem with being a hostage negotiator is that everyone thinks you’re doing something for some smart, Machiavellian reason. But, sometimes, you just forget the bins.

Maidstone leads Niall across the sunlit street to a van that  houses a few laptops. ‘We have eyes on live CCTV, look.’

He grabs for a laptop and hands it to Niall, who watches in silence. It’s grainy, hard to make out. A warehouse background of empty shelving racks, only two and a half hostages visible in the frame. They’re seated on wooden chairs perhaps grabbed hastily: their angles are skewed. Deschamps is off-screen.

The most significant thing, to Niall, is the silence and the stillness of it: this can only mean one thing – the hostages are terrified.

He brings the laptop closer to his ear and listens carefully: the sound of shoes on cement. Those footsteps are fast and urgent, the movements of an agitated man, which is not good news.

‘Let me see the moment of entry,’ he says.

‘We have nothing from the street. Inside, we see one hostage is already there. Then we have Deschamps arriving inside, but only into the main frame. Interior camera doesn’t reach the door. And we don’t see how he gets his other two hostages in there.’

Maidstone finds the footage and starts it on the laptop in front of him.

A woman enters the frame. She walks purposefully on-, then off-screen. There’s nothing more for almost thirty minutes.

Half an hour later, Luke Deschamps appears. A small movement at the top of the screen, near the table, and then he walks forwards purposefully, holding the gun out in front of him with straight arms. He shouts, to people off-screen, ‘On the chairs, now, or I shoot!’ Gun in hand, directing their actions. He leaves the screen, then drags three chairs into view. He directs each hostage on to a chair, using the gun, then ties them up deftly, with quick hand movements. All three hostages sit rigidly. Deschamps looks directly up at the camera.

Niall pauses it, rewinds, but he can’t make out that small movement right at the start. He watches again.

Niall makes a note to run the footage of the hostages through the DVLA database, even though he knows he won’t get hits for people with covered faces.

He plays it again, fourth time.

Deschamps is silent as he arrives, and something about it makes Niall shiver. Deschamps does nothing. Merely tracks his targets with the aim of the gun. And then, and only then, does he shout. He likely shepherded them in with the gun unseen, though it’s surprising he wasn’t issuing verbal directions as he did so.

‘OK. Leave it with me,’ he says to Maidstone.

More and more police are arriving. A couple of uniformed officers are scouting out the area. They will be responsible for assembling the inner and outer cordons. The first steps are to evacuate the few houses and industrial units in the immediate vicinity, telling people in the wider area to get to the back of buildings, far away from possible gunshots.

An officer at a laptop in another van raises a hand. ‘ID on one of the hostages,’ he shouts, getting out of the van. Maidstone whips his head around, while Niall listens. The officer comes over quickly to Maidstone. ‘Isabella Louis. Forty-two. Her husband, George Louis, has phoned her in.’

‘George Louis?’ Maidstone says immediately – sharp as a tack: George Louis is in the police.

‘Exactly. He’s on his way here. He worked uniform in Hammersmith before joining the GDPR team. His family owns the warehouse. He couldn’t get hold of her this morning. He’s pretty sure she was headed there to do some job between tenants. Plus, he’s recognized her clothes.’

Niall nods slowly. Who takes a copper’s wife hostage? Somebody with bollocks, that’s who. Not a family man with no criminal history.

‘Has George any known connection to Deschamps?’ Niall says. ‘Can we speak to him?’

The officer is standing with the laptop held in one hand, the other typing. ‘No connection on the force systems. And Deschamps isn’t connected to the warehouse in any obvious way. George doesn’t know him.’

‘Get off the systems and on to Facebook,’ Niall says, his detective instincts bubbling to the surface. ‘Get on Isabella’s social media. We need to know if he took her for a reason. I’m guessing George never arrested him? Not for anything, even speeding?’

‘No.’

‘Got it. We need ID on the others.’

Maidstone nods. ‘We’ve got nothing at this time,’ he says. ‘Look, we need to establish a dialogue.’

‘We need an RVP,’ Niall says, gesturing to the copper standing holding a laptop, squinting at its screen in the sun. The rendezvous point: the place they will gather, assess intelligence, be briefed, and, more importantly, think and strategize. ‘We can’t stand out here. We need to discuss tactics before dialogue. Let’s set one up.’ He points up the road, five hundred yards away – too far for the CCTV to be useful to get a look at the warehouse and Deschamps’s arrival – to the pub.

‘A Wetherspoon’s?’ Maidstone says.

‘It’s better than nothing.’

Niall and Maidstone walk up the street together and across the pub’s car park, past an A-frame board that says ‘TODAY – two for one puddings’.

They walk through the double doors, sunlight to gloom, and Niall is immediately relieved that it isn’t busy. Wednesday morning, and the heat has driven down footfall. An old man with shaking hands sits at one of the tables with a pint, a betting slip and a newspaper full of tips. A family of five – tourists, maybe – are nearby with lemonades. Not much else. Fruit machines. Flyers for food offers.

They approach the bar together. Immediately, Niall’s eyes flick to the taps. And it isn’t Pepsi on draught – it’s Coke. How completely excellent.

‘I’ll set my stuff up there,’ Niall says, indicating a rickety nearby table. ‘You talk to the manager and get everyone out,’ he adds. No one can stay, not even the staff. And Niall finds that most people, when faced with it, don’t need the risks spelling out to them.

‘I’m aware of the next steps,’ Maidstone says frostily.

Niall slides his laptop and a designated mobile out of his bag. Nothing more. Some hostage negotiators want the gold commander on the phone at all times, endless discussions, a whole room full of people listening, but Niall doesn’t. Just him, the kidnapper, the phone line stretching thin between them. An earpiece he’s forced to wear so he can take instructions. He has to record the call for compliance, but rather wishes he didn’t: experienced hostage-takers recognize the second’s delay it causes, though he doesn’t get the impression Deschamps is one of these. No criminal history. Family man. Normal job. Though their baby is young … he begins to ponder postnatal depression in men leading to some sort of psychotic break, just as the patrons begin to leave, shooting curious glances Niall’s way.

And George Louis’s wife. It’s very strange. Niall had assumed Isabella was an accidental hostage, already in the warehouse when Deschamps burst in. But you can never ignore a coincidence in policing, and George Louis is a big-personality copper: aggressive, forthright, and smart, too. He could easily have pissed somebody off.

Niall nips behind the bar and pulls himself a Coke, thinking how much he can rack up on the tab they will have to settle later. Anyway. The matter at hand: usually, by now, a demand has been made. Or a hostage killed.

He keeps the laptop with the CCTV on open, watching it, wanting Deschamps to come into view. You can learn a lot about someone’s emotional state if only you can see them.

Officers begin to trickle into the pub. Police in riot gear, bulletproof shields, holding MP5s and Glocks, then uniformed coppers and yet more detectives taken off missing persons cases and garden-variety burglaries.

Maidstone arrives, and begins his address: ‘Deschamps is thirty-eight, a writer, a husband, and father of one with no previous. We have no CCTV of him outside the warehouse from this morning, or on the streets: it’s an industrial area with limited cameras. The closest is the pub, and neither Luke nor any of the hostages walked by there. All we have is that initial footage, and this.’

‘You’ve combed every CCTV?’ Niall interrupts.

‘We’re on it. The CCTV from inside the warehouse suggests Isabella was already there. She behaves like she’s alone, and she and George own the building. She waits for half an hour. Then Deschamps arrives. Either the men were already there when Isabella arrived, or more likely Deschamps brought them in, just cut off from the CCTV, given he then tied them up.’

Niall raises his eyebrows. He is thinking, forming a plan. Deschamps is a known family man: maybe they should get the wife down here. Use her to engage him.

Maidstone continues: ‘Isabella is a forty-two-year-old woman who is local to Bermondsey and owns the warehouse with her husband, derelict as it is. Has no previous and no known connection to Deschamps. Neither does her husband, but he is a Met copper: George Louis. We don’t know how Deschamps captured the other two hostages, nor who they are. We have CCTV on him right now and can see his hostages are bound to chairs, with hoods on their heads. Deschamps is off-screen for now, but is not shouting or making direct threats.’ He takes a breath. ‘He is armed, a Beretta pistol, not automatic, but nevertheless dangerous.

‘Outer cordon, keep the public out. Inner cordon, aim to control Deschamps should he emerge.’ He pauses. ‘At this time … shoot to kill is not authorized, unless – and until – something changes.’

Niall has his eyes on the laptop. The only sound is Deschamps’s footsteps.

‘The layout of the warehouse is online,’ Maidstone continues. ‘There’s one door at the front. There is what is deemed a fire escape at the back of the warehouse, up a flight of stairs. It leads only up to the roof – from which there is no external way down, so it is a fire escape in name only. We have a drone up there now.’

Weapons click as the officers shift, some perching against tables, some standing among the chalkboard specials menus and the fridges full of alcohol. One of the CID gets out a J2O and uncaps it noisily with a hiss.

And that’s when it happens: Deschamps steps back into view on the CCTV, blue eyes right up close to the camera. What is he doing?

The room falls silent. Maidstone comes over to watch Niall’s laptop.

All around the pub, laptops display the CCTV, fifty Deschampses, fifty pairs of blue eyes. He reaches one hand up, concentration etched on his features. He’s holding something. Is it the gun? No, it’s some sort of material …

And Niall knows what’s going to happen before it does. Deschamps’s brow is wrinkled, his eyes wired. And then in one swift motion he covers the CCTV with the material, and the screen goes black. All they have now is sound, the rush of the static.

Next to Niall, Maidstone swallows, loosens his shirt. ‘Right,’ he addresses the room. ‘We have a problem.’ And then, as if Deschamps heard Maidstone, the sound goes off too. He’s switched off the camera. Turned it off at the mains.




PENGUIN BOOKS

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
New Zealand | India | South Africa

Penguin Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

www.penguin.co.uk

[image: Penguin Random House UK]
First published by Penguin Michael Joseph 2025
Published in Penguin Books 2025

Copyright © Gillian McAllister, 2025

The moral right of the author has been asserted

Cover photographs © Trevillion Images

Every effort has been made to trace copyright holders and to obtain their permission for the use of copyright material. The publisher apologizes for any errors or omissions and would be grateful to be notified of any corrections that should be incorporated in future editions of this book.

ISBN: 978-1-405-95732-8

Penguin Random House values and supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes freedom of expression and supports a vibrant culture. Thank you for purchasing an authorized edition of this book and for respecting intellectual property laws by not reproducing, scanning or distributing any part of it by any means without permission. You are supporting authors and enabling Penguin Random House to continue to publish books for everyone. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems. In accordance with Article 4(3) of the DSM Directive 2019/790, Penguin Random House expressly reserves this work from the text and data mining exception.

The authorized representative in the EEA is Penguin Random House Ireland, Morrison Chambers, 32 Nassau Street, Dublin D02 YH68

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library


All correspondence to:

Penguin Books

Penguin Random House

One Embassy Gardens, 8 Viaduct Gardens, London SW11 7BW



EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/prh_uk_logo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-regular.otf


EPUB/images/cover.jpg
THE SUNDAY TIMES BESTSELLER

GILLIAN

A love letter from
a devoted husband?

Or a confession from
a wanted criminal?

‘An incredible,

gripping,

thrilling read’

:

,iupy pa;oj\ap D W, | ‘oW pnaq .mo,(‘ uaq; pun e;gnA.Algunaq inoAf sayow,

|
|

LR B
L

————






EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/title_page_logo.png





EPUB/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		By the Same Author



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Act One: The Siege



		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









		Act Two: Seven Years After The Siege



		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









		Act Three: Seven Years After the Attempted Murder



		Chapter 42



		Chapter 43



		Chapter 44



		Chapter 45



		Chapter 46



		Chapter 47



		Chapter 48



		Chapter 49



		Chapter 50



		Chapter 51



		Chapter 52



		Chapter 53



		Chapter 54



		Chapter 55



		Chapter 56



		Chapter 57



		Chapter 58



		Chapter 59



		Chapter 60









		Act Four: Seven Years after the Second Shooting



		Chapter 61



		Chapter 62









		Acknowledgements



		Read More



		Copyright













		v



		1



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		127



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		381



		383



		384



		385



		386



		387



		388



		389



		391



		392



		395



		396



		397



		398



		399



		400



		401



		402



		403



		404



		405



		406



		407



		408



		409



		410













		Cover



		Frontmatter



		Begin Reading











EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-bold.otf


