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            1
Katie

         
         Cocktail hour. March House comes alive with the slosh of martini, the stench of aftershave; business is over for the day.

         
         I weave through them all, take the elevator down to the calm and quiet of the lobby. Step into the corridor, where the only
            eyes on me are oil-painted and safely trapped in their frames.
         

         
         I take a breath. Tray steady, the palm of my hand perfectly flat. Cocktails balanced precisely. Door opened with my other
            hand, quick swoop of the tray through the gap, and I’m into the private dining room again, listening to the four of them laugh.
         

         
         “So I told her, ‘Listen, sweetheart, I could buy this plane, your entire fleet of them, right now,’” one of them says. I dig
            my nails into my palm.
         

         
         Lucian catches my eye. Fatherly smile. Grandfatherly, I guess. Anyway: he’s not a lech. I get a lot of those smiles, slimy and hard-eyed, a snake’s tongue flickering over my skin. But Lucian looks only at my face, wants to know how
            I am, are they working me too hard, have I brought any of my sketches to show him?
         

         
         Smile. Set the drinks down and murmur politely back. Short and sweet. I’m supposed to be invisible tonight.

         
         “You should have told her, ‘Sweetheart, I could buy you.’”
         

         
         Hyenas laughing. They don’t care I’m here. The things I’ve heard in this room, in all of the rooms in March House. Sharp,
            the feeling of it, like walking over broken glass. Each prick a shock.
         

         
         I retreat. Wondering how to get through the night.

         
         It’s simple, really.

         
         Step back outside into the quiet of the corridor. Leave them to it; listen to the tick of the clock, the night slipping slowly by. The wine with it. Their faces flushing, their voices getting louder. 

         
         Wait on their every need; appear before they even know they want me. Decant and pour, serve and clear.

         
         My moment will come.

         
         Wait.
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Tarun
“Katherine”

         
         You were a challenge. I should be honest about that.

         
         I’d just sat down at my desk in chambers when my phone rang. When I looked down and saw Ursula’s name on the screen, my first
            instinct was to ignore it. I answered only out of a sense of duty to someone who had been a good friend to me when I really
            needed it, and I regretted it almost as soon as I heard her brisk voice.
         

         
         “Welcome back,” she said, and then she told me about you.

         
         You were twenty-two, a waitress at March House—a private members’ club in the heart of Mayfair whose patrons were some of
            the wealthiest and most powerful people in London. You were accused of murdering four of them.
         

         
         I imagined the scene. The private dining room with its antique oak table; at the head, Lucian Wrightman, the owner of the
            club, with the poisoned bottle of brandy in front of him. Two of his guests, the property magnate Harris Lowe and the Chief
            Secretary to the Treasury, Dominic Ainsworth MP, had died in their seats, while the third, oil baron Aleksandr Popov, had
            been found on the floor several feet away. An attempt to raise the alarm that he had been unable to complete before being
            overcome.
         

         
         A lethal dose of hydrogen cyanide prevents the body’s cells from using oxygen, resulting in confusion, dizziness, seizures,
            and rapid cardiovascular collapse before a victim’s inevitable loss of consciousness and death.
         

         
         It was a cruel way to kill someone. I had, unfortunately, seen worse.

         
         You’d abandoned your post and been captured on CCTV leaving the club shortly after midnight, and had subsequently been arrested
            attempting to flee London via an early-morning train at Paddington. You told the arresting officers, “They deserved it.”
         

         
         So yes, you were a challenge.

         
         You refused to speak during your interviews in custody. Ignored the duty solicitor and were equally unwilling to communicate,
            at least initially, when your father hired Ursula as her replacement. And while she seemed confident in your case now, it
            was clear to me that you would need a highly competent barrister to represent you in court if you were to have any chance
            of walking free.
         

         
         I should have been flattered, then, that Ursula had chosen to instruct me. Instead, as I read through her notes again, I felt
            only dread.
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John
“Kit-Kat”

         
         You were a gift. Unexpected but not unwanted, a daughter making her late entrance after two sons. Your mum turned thirty-eight
            three days before you were born; no age at all, really, but we’d thought, after Bobby, that she couldn’t carry another baby.
            We’d been lucky enough to have the boys and had made our peace with it, been content with our little family.
         

         
         And then there you were. The sweetest girl, seven pound nothing and happy to be held by anyone who’d have you. Born smiling,
            we used to say, though Bobby, who was having trouble adjusting, would always tell anyone else in earshot, “It’s just wind!”
            He had a habit of eavesdropping on adult conversation, snatching up phrases like a magpie. You may remember a time when you
            were small and he liked to tell people you were an “axe-dent.”
         

         
         It was Stephen, eleven years your elder, who took his role as your protector seriously, right from the start. When you were a toddler, he used to hold your hand to cross even the quietest street, and as you grew, he was always there to swoop in when you—adventurous, mischievous, ever the explorer—decided to climb a tree or a fence, or to try and ride your little blue trike backward or to crawl into the chimney looking for Father Christmas. You loved the stories he invented for you, a bear called Howard and a brave girl named—at your insistence—Pancake, adventuring through faraway lands and magical worlds with the dubious guidance of the WotsitPotsit Bird. Nothing made you laugh more than that badly behaved bird, and whenever we were out in the garden or on the beach, I’d catch you craning your face to the sky, hoping to catch a glimpse of him. 

         
         

         Your mother and I worried about you as you got older, more so than we did the boys. Perhaps that’s normal. It’s frightening,
            sending a daughter out into the world. And you were so headstrong, so fearless, that I would lie awake some nights, wondering
            what the world would make of you. Wondering what you would make of it. It seemed to baffle you, sometimes—at four, five, six,
            you were a ball of questions: Why is that man sleeping on the pavement? Why is that lady sad? Why do I have to go to school? Why do we live in a house and
               not on the beach? Can I learn to fly a plane? Can I have cake for breakfast? When is it Christmas again?

         
         So often I felt I was disappointing you with my answers, realized the inadequacy of saying Well, sometimes people are sad or That’s just the way we have to do things.

         
         You were angry one weekend, aged six, when I wouldn’t let you camp alone in the field behind our house. Your mother had been
            trying to get you into the stories she’d loved and so you’d been listening to audiobooks of the Secret Seven and Nancy Drew
            and had fallen in love. You wanted to look out for robbers and smugglers, making notes in one of your schoolbooks by torchlight.
            I told you it wasn’t safe. “But why, Dad?” you asked, so impatient with me. And I found I couldn’t tell you that smugglers
            are not one of the things people fear, out in the dark of night. Stephen, humoring you, offered to camp in the garden with
            you, and Bobby, always afraid of missing out, suddenly became enthusiastic too.
         

         
         Stephen and I set up the tent together, you bouncing in before we’d even finished pegging the guy ropes to the ground.

         
         “Perfect,” you said, flopping onto your front, a notebook already open in front of you, an old pair of binoculars your uncle
            had bought the boys looped around your neck. “Get in, get in!”
         

         
         I left you to it, and later, I watched through our bedroom window as night fell, the glow of your torches flickering through
            the canvas of the tent. It was colder than forecast and when I came out to check on you, I half expected you to want to come
            back inside.
         

         
         But you were already tucked in a sleeping bag fast asleep, your brothers reading their books peacefully on either side of you. Stephen, aged seventeen and probably wishing he was out with his friends, smiled at me and took the extra blankets I’d brought. Bobby, ten and usually far too cool to be seen with any of us, pointed at the notebook. “No smugglers or robbers,” he said, “but we heard one owl and one car alarm.” 

         
         You came in the next morning, not long after dawn, your hair a scarecrow’s nest and your pajamas damp with dew from the grass.
            You had your toy cat, Pudding, under one arm and your notebook under the other, and you were the happiest I’d ever seen you.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            4
Max
“Killer Kate”

         
         You were the story I’d been waiting for.

         
         Everyone had heard about March House. A place where you needed more money than sense and an invitation to join. Where rock
            stars snorted coke in the toilets with world leaders, and Hollywood heartthrobs hobnobbed with royals, and where some of the
            biggest business mergers and policy decisions of the past century were said to have been made.
         

         
         A murder there would always have been a peach of a headline, but the identity of the victims made it particularly fucking
            juicy. The owner, Lucian Wrightman, wasn’t exactly a household name, but he was richer than God and tipped for an OBE in the
            coming honors list. Dominic Ainsworth, a political cartoonist’s wet dream with his neat little side parting and eager pink
            face, had had a disastrous outing on breakfast telly two years earlier as a junior minister, and had somehow since been promoted
            to a role at the Exchequer, despite giving the impression he’d struggle to manage a weekly shopping budget, let alone the
            country’s finances.
         

         
         Then you had Popov, a billionaire tycoon with fingers in lots of pies, not least as the new owner of a Championship football
            club—spawning a slew of Mumsnet threads about how hot he was. Harris Lowe looked practically pedestrian in comparison; he
            was heir to the Lowe’s Diamonds fortunes and head of Lowe Estates, which happened to own half the property in Mayfair—including
            the very building you murdered him in.
         

         
         They had a clutch of marriages and affairs and a shocking—sickening—amount of personal wealth between them. Very naughty boys. We were all just waiting to hear exactly what they’d done to become targets. 

         
         Then came news of your arrest: a waitress at the club, aged twenty-two, barely five feet two and a mousy little face, looking
            like you wouldn’t say boo to a goose.
         

         
         The whole thing went from nought to feeding frenzy in record time, headline after headline for days, click rates to die for
            on every article we posted. And once you were charged, I set about finding out everything there was to know about you.
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John
“Kit-Kat”

         
         You brought me flowers one Father’s Day. You’d been for a walk with Stephen while the rest of us were out, had broken off
            stems from people’s front gardens while he wasn’t looking. You presented them to me with your hands still streaked with soil,
            a gap in your smile where you’d lost a bottom tooth and a smear of green pen still staining your cheek where you’d drawn yourself
            “a tattoo” days earlier.
         

         
         “Sorry,” Stephen said. “I did tell her not to.”

         
         “Boys don’t like flowers, stupid,” Bobby told you, and you looked genuinely puzzled.

         
         “Everyone likes flowers,” you said, and you turned to me for confirmation.

         
         “I love flowers,” I told you.

         
         “So did the people who planted them,” your mum said. “Bobby, get your things. Kit, are you ready?”

         
         You looked at me and shook your head. “I want to stay here today,” you said.

         
         You’d always loved going to the gym when Bobby was training. As a toddler, you’d treated the place like a giant soft play,
            often needing to be fished from the landing pits beside the parallel beams and the vault table, where you liked to bury yourself
            beneath the foam blocks. Now that you were older, Julia, who adored you, would sometimes take time out to help you practice
            your handstands or to plait your hair in various complicated ways, while Peter ran through Bobby’s routines with him.
         

         
         “You can’t,” your mum said. “Come on, get a move on.”

         
         “Please,” you said, turning to me.

         
         “I have to drive Stephen back,” I said. “You don’t want to be stuck in the car the whole day.”

         
         “Yes I do,” you said, case closed, and you ran to get your shoes and your Nintendo DS.

         
         Your mum shrugged and smiled at me. “At least you won’t get lonely on the way home.”

         
         “Can’t you come and watch me?” Bobby asked, his small frame dwarfed by the kit bag slung across his body.

         
         I tried to make it to as many of his practices and meets as possible. We had hired a new vet at the surgery, making my workload
            a little more manageable, and your mother and I divided things equally between us where we could—drop-offs and pickups and
            birthday parties and your swimming lessons and playdates. But Peter was your mum’s friend, now Julia too, and so gradually
            it became her thing, the other commitments mine.
         

         
         “Next weekend, I promise,” I told him. I kissed them both and herded you and Stephen into the car.

         
         I hadn’t wanted Stephen to go to Sandhurst. It hadn’t really occurred to me, when marrying your mum, that the military line
            in her family might be expected to continue with any children of our own. When the three of you were younger, I’d tuned out
            your uncle’s and your granddad’s comments, had thought that Stephen—endlessly patient and kind to a fault—would be a good
            teacher or a nurse, perhaps a writer. You still talked about Howard and Pancake and the WotsitPotsit Bird.
         

         
         But Stephen had been set on it, and even I could see it had been the making of him. Glancing at him in the passenger seat,
            confident and calm, his hair shorn, I almost did a double take, unable to reconcile him with the skinny, sweet little boy
            I remembered.
         

         
         As we joined the motorway, we passed the time talking about some of Stephen’s fellow officer cadets and his instructors and the exercises he would be taking part in during his final term. You played your game, ignoring us. At first, you’d shown some interest in the survival skills he’d learned, were particularly excited about building your own camouflaged shelter behind your mum’s rose beds, but you’d been upset when, in his second year, Stephen had been on an exchange to West Point in the States and you hadn’t seen him for three months, and since then you ignored all talk of his training as if that might make it go away. 

         
         “Will you be home in time to go to the farm?” you asked when we’d fallen quiet.

         
         “Not this year.” Stephen turned in his seat to talk to you. “But when I get back, I’ll take you to London, okay? Top deck
            of the bus, all the sights. Like I promised.”
         

         
         “Fine,” you said, rolling your eyes and turning the volume up on your game.

         
         But when we dropped him off, you, suddenly solemn, hugged him so tightly he let out a surprised puff of air. I met his eye,
            and he smiled at me.
         

         
         “Be good, okay?” he said to you, ruffling your hair, and you pulled back and told him that you would.

         
         

         Aged seven, you liked to draw, working your way painstakingly through a book you’d found at the library, though it was too
            advanced for you, your tongue poking out of the corner of your mouth as you tried again and again to follow the steps to draw
            a dog. You loved to learn about the world, liked copying pictures of things you thought Stephen might like—Angkor Wat and
            the Great Wall of China, the “Great 8” animals of the Great Barrier Reef, and a cockscomb plant whose flowers looked like
            brains that you found in an old gardening manual of your mum’s.
         

         
         You were helpful, always appearing at my side in the kitchen or garden, asking if I had a job for you. “Your little shadow,”
            your mum said once, though you were just as likely to curl up next to her on the sofa while she was marking homework. You
            liked company, liked to talk. You always had something to say, always a question to ask.
         

         
         The four of us traveled up for Stephen’s passing-out parade, you and Bobby dressed smartly with your hair combed neat. I felt so incredibly proud of you all as I moaned at you to pose nicely for the photos. And as we walked back to the car afterward, you and your mum were ahead, you tugging at the waistband of the tights that were too big for you, a grass stain on the hem of your dress. Your mum put her arm round you and squeezed you, and you looked up at her and beamed. 

         
         I think of that moment often, perfectly framed in my mind, a postcard from another time. I want to step inside it, race to
            catch up with you both, to fold you into my arms and never let go.
         

         
         

         You turned eight the following summer. Your birthday was on a Monday, an injustice you were deeply unhappy about, only compounding
            your upset that Stephen was still two months away from returning from his first deployment to Helmand Province. But you’d
            been cheered up by your presents—the beautiful set of encyclopedias that your mum had found for you, the games and clothes
            and hair braiding set you’d chosen for yourself—and had gone off to school happily enough.
         

         
         That morning we went shopping for the birthday dinner you’d requested: burgers, hot dogs, and your mum’s macaroni cheese.
            We drew the line at the champagne you’d asked for.
         

         
         “Where has she even heard the word canapé?” your mum asked, frowning at the list you’d carefully written out for us.
         

         
         I pushed the trolley on, adding mince for the burgers. “I blame Ratatouille.”
         

         
         “Maybe we have the champagne,” she said, consulting the list again. “That seems fair, don’t you think?”
         

         
         It was unusual for us both to have a day off together—your mum’s school was closed for emergency water pipe repairs, and I’d
            taken one of my many accrued annual leave days after repeated badgering from the practice manager. Back at the house, I made
            us sandwiches, and we took them into the garden, the day warm and bright. We sat and listened to the birds singing in the
            oak tree above us.
         

         
         “She was such a lovely baby,” your mum said. “Remember the cheeks?”

         
         “The wrist rolls.”

         
         Your mother pressed a hand to her chest. “Perfection.”

         
         There was a single, sharp ring of the doorbell. “It’s probably the cake,” your mum said as I got up. “The woman said between
            one and two.”
         

         
         But when I opened the front door, there was a man of about my own age, sweating in his suit. Everything about him precise, calm. Only the slightest tremble in his voice gave him away as he came into the living room, sat us both down, and delivered the news. 

         
         Stephen, killed by a car bomb on a patrol base in Nad Ali.

         
         Your mum, sitting beside me on the sofa, let out a single, indecipherable sound and curled over onto her knees, her hands
            covering her face.
         

         
         

         You liked our casualty visiting officer, a young man from the same regiment as Stephen who had sisters of his own and often
            took the time to sit and talk with you. I heard you once, on the afternoon he’d come to assist us with funeral plans, telling
            him about the letters Stephen had sent you, proudly showing him the little blue sheets of paper with their jokes and doodles,
            Stephen’s descriptions of the camp and the things he missed most from home. I noticed the way you spoke in the present tense
            about him—he says it’s really hot and the food’s okay and that Cheryl Cole is visiting soon for Pride of Britain and he’ll say hello from me—and the gentle way the CVO used the past tense in response: It sounds like he was a lovely brother. I bet he missed you a lot.
         

         
         When your mum found the letters on the kitchen table, she gathered them up and hid them on a high shelf in a cupboard. “It’s
            upsetting her,” she said, though I worry, now, that the opposite was true.
         

         
         Stephen was buried in a military cemetery in West London, and your uncle Neil traveled down from Scotland to be a pallbearer.
            He’d served in the Gulf War before returning to run your mum’s family’s farm when your grandfather had become too ill to do
            so, and when I came down that morning, feeling sick to my stomach, he was dressed in uniform in the kitchen, making breakfast
            while you and Bobby sat quietly at the table. For a second, I thought it was Stephen standing there, and it was only in that
            moment, as Neil turned round and I saw it was him, that it truly hit me that I wouldn’t see Stephen again.
         

         
         

         Afterward, you kept a photo of Stephen in his uniform—one of the ones I had taken at his passing-out parade, you grinning beside him—on your bedside table. I noticed, over the months that followed, how it moved position every few days. Sometimes facing your pillow, at other times looking out at the room, once or twice on your windowsill or dresser. And I felt glad that you were touching it, holding it, while I was walking round the house with my eyes fixed on the floor, too scared to
            look at any of the family photos we’d hung so carelessly, so obliviously, as if they were from a never-ending supply. You
            were remembering Stephen. As if you were the only one brave enough to do so.
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Tarun
“Katherine”

         
         I stayed late at chambers that night, rereading Ursula’s email. I was grateful that she had contacted me directly rather than
            my clerk. I’d felt that the time was right for my return to work, but now, looking at the details of your case, I was no longer
            sure.
         

         
         I focused on the specific points of law a jury would need to be convinced of to convict you of the murders. In doing so, I
            set about applying pressure to each piece of the prosecution’s case in turn. Searching for the gaps, the weak spots. The things
            that said there is doubt here.
         

         
         There was no doubt you were in an undesirable position. You had served the group all night, in a dining room on a floor separate
            from the rest of the club and its patrons, and the only fingerprints found on the poisoned bottle of brandy belonged to you
            and Lucian Wrightman himself. You had fled your shift early without telling anyone you were doing so and, when apprehended
            by police, had declared that the victims deserved it.
         

         
         But that didn’t mean I couldn’t see those weak spots in the case against you. I could begin, reading those notes, to imagine
            myself standing up in court, the lines of cross-examination I might pursue against the witnesses who would be called by the
            prosecution. I stepped unexpectedly back into a self I had once known so well, and it felt good.
         

         
         Just as quickly, a familiar feeling crept over me: the sensation of walking along a cliff edge, not knowing when the ground might crumble beneath me. I read what Ursula had written about you again, and then, knowing it was a terrible idea, I read some of the news coverage of your arrest. 

         
         

         There is a principle in my profession known as the cab rank rule: a barrister may not discriminate between clients and must
            take on any case, provided that it is within their competence and that they are available and will be appropriately remunerated.
            Justice must be freely accessible to all, meaning that one cannot turn down a client simply because a case may be contentious,
            unpopular, or difficult to defend. I had never strayed from this code of conduct. Had always represented every client to the
            very best of my ability.
         

         
         But I was not the same person anymore. And I was no longer sure that this case—or any—was within my competence.

         
         I called Ursula as I walked home.

         
         “I’m not sure,” I said, when she answered. “I’m not the right person for this.”

         
         “Of course you are,” she said.

         
         “I’m not ready—”

         
         “You are ready,” she cut in, in a tone that brooked no argument. “And you can help her.”

         
         I was silent, the entrance to the Underground station looming ahead of me.

         
         “She isn’t Marla, Tarun,” Ursula said.

         
         I hesitated for a second, winded.

         
         “Come on,” she said. “I need you. And you need this.”
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John
“Kit-Kat”

         
         In the months after Stephen’s funeral, when the house felt too quiet, too still, you were always there with your questions,
            your stories about your day, your funny little ways. You insisted on coming with me to walk the dog each night, waiting by
            the door in your pajamas with your coat zipped over the top. You and me and Wilbur, who endured your hugs and teasing and
            your games of hide-and-seek, walking the same loop across the meadow and the dunes and down to the beach. You told me it was
            the best bit of your day, but once, a couple of months in, I overheard you telling your mum that you didn’t want me to be
            lonely.
         

         
         

         As time went on and we settled into a new kind of normal, you were always trying to make us laugh. You could make your mum
            and me cry with your impressions of celebrities and neighbors and my customers at the surgery; I still remember how uncanny
            your old Mrs. Pollock was, the way you’d stand with one hand on your hip, berating the imaginary receptionist: I’ve told you a thousand times, this waiting room is too cold for Bitsy!

         
         Though you weren’t particularly academic, you liked school. You loved art and anything creative, especially when your teacher brought in a sewing machine for you to try. You came home so excited about it that your mum went up to the loft and brought hers down, and the two of you spent the rest of that summer going to charity shops, buying baggy old T-shirts and dresses that you cut with painstaking concentration, trying out stitches and techniques from another library book. 

         
         She wore a top you made when she went out for dinner with Julia one evening, and I thought you might actually burst with pride.

         
         

         All the while, the collection of medals and trophies displayed proudly in Bobby’s room grew larger, his confidence with it.
            I stood watching him on the parallel bars one afternoon in early 2010, not long after he’d turned fourteen, and was completely
            blindsided by how strong he looked, how elegantly he moved.
         

         
         “I think he might be one of the most naturally talented gymnasts we’ve ever worked with,” Peter said, coming up beside me.
            “You must be very proud.”
         

         
         “I am.”

         
         “Big things,” he said, clapping me on the back. “The boy’s going to do big things.”

         
         The after-school and weekend training sessions and meets intensified after that. I tried to be around as much as I could,
            so that you could stay at home instead of waiting for hours on end on the balcony of the gym, reading or drawing in your notebook.
            You told me repeatedly that you hated it, that everyone was annoying, that gymnastics was the stupidest sport.
         

         
         But your mum said that you often asked if you could have a turn, could sometimes be found in whichever corner of the gym was
            quietest, trying out the balance beam or the horse in your school uniform and socks. You came home upset one evening because
            Peter had told you off for climbing on some old equipment you’d found in a storeroom.
         

         
         “It was dangerous,” your mum said. “Don’t sulk about it.”

         
         “It wasn’t dangerous,” you told me later. “Peter was horrible to me. He said I had to stop sneaking around and trying to be
            the center of attention all the time.” Your eyes filled with tears again as you said, “I don’t even know what that means!”
         

         
         Bobby was invited to a selection event for an official Team GB development program. It meant staying in London for three days, time off school. Peter would attend as his coach, and I managed to book leave so I could go with them. 

         
         “I want to come,” you said, a week or so before. “I want to see Diagon Alley.”

         
         “It’s not real, idiot,” Bobby said, at the same time as your mum told you, “You’ve got school.”

         
         “It’s not fair,” you said, your voice growing plaintive. “Bobby gets to go everywhere.”

         
         “You’ll get plenty of trips when I’m in the Olympics,” Bobby said, grinning, and you rolled your eyes.

         
         “Not going to happen,” you said, but Bobby, on cloud nine, took no notice of you.
         

         
         

         Your night terrors began around that time. Waking soaked in sweat, or sleepwalking into our room, babbling about bad men,
            death, fire. It had been two years since Stephen died and your mum banned you from taking out scary books from the library,
            grounded Bobby for showing you horror movie trailers on YouTube. When I suggested, six months on, that we actually needed
            to find some kind of counseling for you, she dismissed the idea. “She’ll grow out of it,” she said. “I was the same, at her
            age.”
         

         
         “This is different,” I said. “She’s gone through something traumatic, we all have. She needs to talk about it.”

         
         “You’re making connections that don’t exist.” She was irritated now. “It’s just a normal thing, and she’ll grow out of it.”

         
         “But why should she, when we can get her some help?” I was tired by then of the belief, handed down to her by your granddad and his father
            before him, that things should be borne or suffered silently through, that airing our problems only gave them oxygen to burn
            brighter.
         

         
         “I’m not having this conversation again,” she said, going into the en suite and closing the door on me, and I walked over
            to the bed and screamed into a pillow.
         

         
         But to you, we always presented a united front, and when you had a run of good nights, sleeping soundly through, I let the
            idea of counseling drop.
         

         
         

         One afternoon, Bobby came storming into the kitchen, complaining that he couldn’t find his grips.

         
         “Those are new. Please tell me you haven’t lost them,” your mum said.

         
         “I haven’t,” Bobby said hotly. “They were in my room, and now they’re gone.” He thundered back up the stairs and went into your room.
         

         
         “Hey!” I heard you shout. “You have to knock—”

         
         There was a crash, and your mum and I both hurried up to see what was going on. Bobby had pushed your books and pens and pencils
            from your desk, and now began ransacking the drawers.
         

         
         “Bobby,” your mum said, shocked, as you leapt from your bed, the wool you’d been attempting to knit with tumbling to the floor.
         

         
         “Stop touching my things,” you shouted, your mum just catching you before you could get to him.

         
         “Enough.” I pulled Bobby away by the shoulder. But as he removed his hand from the back of the bottom drawer, he brought out
            the brand-new grips. We all stared at them.
         

         
         “I was just borrowing them,” you said in a small voice.

         
         

         There were several similar incidents over the following weeks. A tracksuit top went missing, never to be found again, and
            Bobby’s kit bag was left unzipped on the front step in the rain. A leotard had a tear down the back when I came to remove
            it from the washing machine.
         

         
         Your mum sat you down after your bath one night, you wrapped in your dressing gown with your hair still wet.

         
         “It’s normal to feel jealous,” she said, combing your hair. You winced. “But I want this behavior to stop,” she continued.
            “You should be happy for your brother. You should be supporting him.”
         

         
         You opened your mouth, ready to argue, but then you closed it again. “Okay,” you said.

         
         

         That weekend, I took you and Wilbur up the coast for a walk through the forest, a place you’d loved to come to when you were little and liked to help Stephen and Bobby make dens between the trees. I could picture you in your tiny wellies, arms loaded with twigs and sticks and your face scratched and beaming, so pleased with yourself. Now you were quiet, walking along with your hands stuffed into your pockets, your shoulders slumped. You barely looked up as we followed the trail, ignored the ball Wilbur kept dropping at your feet. 

         
         “Let’s go and get cake,” I suggested. “Maybe a hot chocolate?”

         
         You smiled and nodded, but you still seemed a million miles away.

         
         When we were sitting in the café, our drinks steaming in front of us, I asked you if everything was all right.

         
         You bit your lip. “I need to tell you something.”

         
         “Okay.” I folded my hands in my lap.

         
         “I don’t think you’re going to like it,” you said.

         
         “You can tell me anything.”

         
         You swallowed. “When I was at the gym with Mum the other day, I saw Peter taking pictures,” you said.

         
         Your cheeks were burning; that’s the thing I remember most. You were never shy, rarely blushed, and yet now you could hardly
            meet my eye.
         

         
         “What do you mean? Pictures of the session?”

         
         “No.” You shook your head. “Pictures afterward. In the changing room. In the . . .” You blinked at me. “In the showers,” you
            said, your voice almost a whisper now. “He was standing at the door and nobody had seen him and he was taking pictures.”
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Max
“Killer Kate”

         
         My wife, Anya, had her own opinions of you. “She looks so sweet,” she said, scrolling through her phone at breakfast. “It’s
            sad, really, isn’t it?”
         

         
         “Sad for the men who were murdered, sure.”

         
         She got up from the table, started clearing the mess of crumbs and juice our hurricane of a six-year-old had left in his wake.
            “Imagine how her parents must be feeling. What do you think happened?”
         

         
         I shook my head. “I’d like to find out.”

         
         I found the picture of you she’d seen on the BBC, an old one ripped from social media: you in a park, smiling like sunshine
            personified with an ice cream in your hand. She was right: you did look sweet. I imagined that same conversation happening
            over coffee and cereal in kitchens across the country. What had happened in that club? Why had you done it?
         

         
         Good questions. I wanted to be the one to answer them.

         
         That day, I started trying to track down people who knew and would be willing to talk about you. Your parents had been easy
            enough to find—your mum’s picture all over the school’s website, and the one for the veterinary surgery where your dad worked
            listing a phone number and email address for me to try. I’m guessing I wasn’t the first or last journalist to contact them,
            and I didn’t hold out much hope of my calls being returned.
         

         
         Your brother was on Instagram. Not much personal information given away, just artsy-fartsy shots of London—blurry buildings through rainy bus windows and nighttime streets streaked with headlights—and pretentious flat lays of books he was reading: a classic Agatha Christie with a coffee and croissant, a P. D. James beside a boiled egg and soldiers and a chintzy teapot. None of his own face and none of yours. But in his bio, the place to find him: Owner of @wilburscoffee.

         
         

         Wilbur’s was already busy, the tables out on the pavement full and a queue for the counter inside that never really seemed
            to subside. I joined the end of it, pretending to admire the display of cakes. The place was full of yummy mummies and hipsters
            with their matcha lattes and cold brews, buggies and expensive bikes parked between tables. It was a prime spot, right off
            Newington Green, and I bet the rent was astronomical.
         

         
         There were two girls behind the counter, no sign of Bobby. Maybe keeping a low profile while your mug shot was still fresh
            in people’s minds. I toyed with the idea of using a cover story to ask for him, possibly pretending to be a concerned friend,
            which had worked for me in making reluctant sources materialize in the past. But no need—just as I reached the front of the
            queue, he appeared, a phone wedged between his shoulder and ear. I ordered a black coffee from one of the girls, watching
            him as he stood at the other end of the counter, searching through a stack of documents. In person, there was some family
            resemblance, same mousy hair and freckled skin, but he was more striking than you, strong jaw and bright blue eyes, and looked
            like he took better care of himself.
         

         
         He found whatever he was looking for just as the girl handed me my coffee. I tapped my card on the reader without really paying
            attention, instead noticing the way your brother kept his head down as he weaved his way out through the tables and onto the
            pavement. He looked bruised somehow, scared, like he was afraid of being noticed or spoken to. I took my coffee and hurried
            after him.
         

         
         He was walking fast, already a little way down the street when I called his name. He turned, and when he saw me, a stranger,
            his face hardened. But he stopped walking.
         

         
         “Max Todd,” I said, jogging to catch up with him. The paper cup was thin, and I hadn’t taken a sleeve for it, the heat of the coffee already burning my hand. “I work for the Herald. I’d really love to talk to you about your sister.”
         

         
         He flinched, already turning away. “No comment.”

         
         “It must be a terrible shock, all of this,” I said, because a little kindness right off the bat usually goes a long way. You’d
            be surprised how far a bit of empathy gets you with some people.
         

         
         To my surprise, he laughed. A bitter, hurt kind of laugh that told me he’d talk. Eventually.

         
         “Nothing Kit does shocks me anymore,” he said. “Please, leave us alone.”

         
         But he took my card when I offered it. I watched him walk away, turning that line over in my head. Nothing Kit does shocks me anymore.
         

         
         Now I really was interested.
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John
“Kit-Kat”

         
         The days that followed were rough; I find it difficult to remember them now. That night your mum asked you, over and over,
            Are you sure? while you sat at the kitchen table and cried. Bobby flew at you when he heard what you’d said, his face scarlet as he spat, Liar. I grabbed him, his wiry frame now knotted with hard muscle, my heart pounding against his back as I locked my arms round
            him and held him.
         

         
         Your mum tried to stop me at the door when I said I had to report it. Over her shoulder I saw you standing there, looking
            small and scared. I pushed past her and found my phone.
         

         
         

         When a member of staff rang to let us know the gym was closing temporarily, Bobby punched a wall so hard that his knuckles
            split open with the plaster. I cleaned and bandaged his hand, and when I was done, I kept hold of it. “I know this is awful,”
            I said. “But I’m here for you.”
         

         
         “She’s lying,” he said. “And you believe her and not me.” He pulled his hand away.

         
         

         You refused to leave your room all week. That night I came up to see you with two plates of food on a tray. You were curled
            at the end of your bed, reading a book, and I noticed you were wearing an old sweatshirt of Stephen’s.
         

         
         “Hi,” you said.

         
         “Hi.” I put the tray down on the bed beside you and then took a seat. You watched me, cross-legged on your kitten-print duvet, trying to eat lasagna, and then picked up your own knife and fork and started eating too. 

         
         “Everyone’s going to hate me,” you said. “They’re all talking about it at school.”

         
         “It’s a small town,” I said. “Everyone talks about everything and then they forget.”

         
         “Okay,” you said, though you didn’t sound sure.

         
         “You did the right thing,” I told you, and I saw your shoulders drop, just a little, as if a weight had been lifted from you.

         
         We ate in companionable silence after that. I took the plates down to the quiet kitchen and washed them while Bobby and your
            mum watched a film in the living room.
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Tarun
“Katherine”

         
         My first meeting with you made me nervous; I won’t pretend otherwise.

         
         I’d told Ursula I wished to see you alone, and if she thought that unusual—or the fact I had asked to do so at this early
            juncture—she said nothing. Perhaps she thought I was still finding my feet again, overcautious about ensuring I had everything
            I needed to proceed with the brief.
         

         
         The truth, however, was that I wondered if you were guilty, and hoped I might be a better judge than she was.

         
         You were sullen, staring at me as I took my seat opposite you in the private room the prison had assigned for us. You were
            sitting on your hands, the sweatshirt you were wearing swamping you, and your hair was unwashed and uncombed.
         

         
         “Hello, Katherine,” I said. “My name is Tarun Rao, and I’m the barrister that Ursula has instructed on your behalf.”

         
         You eyed me warily and then looked away. “She says you’re the best,” you said.

         
         My last murder client had said something similar to me, and this did not reassure me.

         
         “There is significant evidence in the case against you,” I said. “I’d like to hear your version of events.”

         
         You began picking at a loose thread on the cuff of your sweatshirt. “She didn’t tell you?”

         
         “I’d like to hear it from you.”

         
         You chewed your lip. Nerves, perhaps, or the pause of someone trying to ensure they had their story straight.

         
         “I went to work as normal,” you said. You still didn’t meet my eye. “It was a private dinner, one of Lucian’s, and I did what
            I always did. I served the food, served the wine, served the brandy. I didn’t kill them.”
         

         
         “The Crown Prosecution Service are proposing that you brought the poisoned bottle of brandy into the club.”

         
         “I didn’t. It was already in the room when I arrived.”

         
         You looked at me as you said it, your clear green eyes locked on mine, and I understood for the first time why Ursula believed
            you.
         

         
         “You ran away before your shift was over,” I prodded.

         
         “I hated it there. I’d had enough.”

         
         “So you just walked out, there and then, without telling anyone?”

         
         You nodded, your expression hardening. You didn’t like being questioned, which did not bode well.

         
         “You told the police the men deserved it.”

         
         Again, you hesitated. “I didn’t mean that. I didn’t know what I was saying.”

         
         I sat back in my chair and let a silence unfold between us.

         
         “What’s going to happen to me?” you asked.

         
         “If you’re found guilty, this offense meets the criteria for a whole life order, meaning a life sentence with no possibility
            for parole.”
         

         
         You looked as though I had slapped you. “Will I be found guilty?”
         

         
         I knew that I should respond reassuringly, pragmatically. But instead the only answer that came to mind was Should you be?
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John
“Kit-Kat”

         
         In the summer of 2014, we headed for Scotland. It had been three years since Peter and Julia had moved away, two and half
            since we’d heard the investigation had been dropped. You’d cried when I told you the news.
         

         
         Peter had been popular locally, and I can’t pretend I didn’t notice the way people avoided me after he left, the slight frostiness
            with which a lot of my patients spoke to me.
         

         
         But you’d turned eleven, then twelve, then thirteen, seemed to be doing well at senior school. You still spent hours carefully
            sketching or sewing, sometimes doing your maths homework at the dining table so one of us could help you. When I look back
            now, it seems obvious how little you talked about friends. How few names you mentioned when recounting your days at school.
            We were too distracted to notice.
         

         
         Bobby had failed his exams and refused to retake them, had begun smoking cannabis so regularly that I’d stopped noticing the
            smell on his clothes, stopped being shocked by his red eyes, his long disappearing acts to friends’ houses. He sat in the
            backseat of the car now with his headphones in, ignoring all of us. As we drove up the rutted track to the farmhouse, I looked
            in the rearview mirror and saw he’d fallen asleep, his head bouncing gently against the window.
         

         
         As children, you’d all loved Neil, who had taken over the family farm when your granddad retired. We’d always spent our summer holidays there, Neil telling you ghost stories out in the dark barn or letting you sit too close to the firepit he’d built so you could toast marshmallows. 

         
         But when we arrived this time, he wasn’t going to play the fun uncle.

         
         “You’ve grown, kitten,” he told you, barely glancing at you before switching his attention to Bobby. “And what’s the problem
            with you, then, eh?”
         

         
         “Good to see you too,” Bobby said, but the sarcasm fell flat, and I could tell he was nervous.

         
         “Go and put some trainers on,” Neil said. “We’re going for a run in ten minutes.”

         
         “Can I come?” you asked, and Neil shook his head. “Me and Bobby have got some talking to do.”

         
         That night I walked in to find Bobby at the kitchen table with a laptop, applying for jobs, and realized that your mum had
            been right. Neil had known how to get through to him.
         

         
         I went to our bedroom to tell her and found her at the window, watching you in the garden with Wilbur. You were getting him
            to chase you, one of his favorite games, your hair flying behind you and your cheeks flushed. You looked the happiest I’d
            seen you in a long time.
         

         
         “I’m glad we came,” I said, and your mum startled, lost in thought.

         
         “She’s so like my mother,” she said, still watching you. “I hadn’t noticed.”

         
         I hesitated. She rarely spoke about your grandma, who’d died when you were still a toddler, but when she did, it often sent
            her mood spiraling to a dark place.
         

         
         I put my arm round her. “I think she’s just our Kit,” I said.
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