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1

Gish’s first view of the Heights was as she turned off Park Lane. London at 2 a.m. was as quiet as it ever got, but there was still traffic. No media as yet, but they would come. She noted that few of the darkened windows felt the need for curtains or blinds, reckoned those who could afford to live in the building would want the rest of the world to know what they were missing. There was a drop-off area in front of the entrance. Two vans and four unmarked cars were already parked. Gish added hers and got out, approaching the hindmost of the vans. The one in front with the pristine black paint job would belong to the mortuary, but this matt-grey one with the nicks and dents could only be scene of crime. Its rear doors were wide open, interior illuminated.

‘Evening, George,’ Gish said to the man who emerged from within.

He glanced over her left shoulder towards her vehicle. ‘Wages you’re on, I’d have expected something a bit flashier.’

‘Wages I’m on, a loan of my mum’s Yaris is about as good as it gets.’

He reached back into the van and found what he knew she needed – a set of disposable hooded overalls and a pair of shoe covers. Gish started to get ready, nodding towards the parked vehicles. ‘Gang’s all here,’ she commented.

‘You’re the last,’ he confirmed.

‘Who’s leading scene of crime?’

‘Mick Bentham. Should have been Lesley, but they did a swap. She got lucky.’

‘How bad is it?’

‘You’ll have seen worse.’ He handed her a pair of blue nitrile gloves. Gish started pulling them on as she headed to the front door of the complex, wiggling her fingers.

The ground floor, unlike the rest of the building, was brightly lit, floor-to-ceiling glass windows and door showing her the reception area, with two sofas and a low granite table. A wall-mounted TV was playing high-grade computer animation, coloured shapes melting, coalescing, then reverting to their original form. Between the sofas stood what looked like a seven-foot-tall cactus, but red instead of green. A huddle of figures dressed identically to her could be seen around the reception desk. A uniformed officer guarded the door.

‘Detective Sergeant Gillian Gish,’ she told him, showing her warrant card. He made a note of her name on his clipboard and pressed a teardrop-shaped plastic fob against a discreet black box next to the door, which clicked open. Gish indicated the fob.

‘Belongs to the deceased’s girlfriend,’ the officer explained, pushing the door open.

Gish walked inside, controlling her breathing even though her heart had other ideas. She’d been to plenty of crime scenes; as similar as they were in many respects, each held its own special power. As she passed the cactus, she saw that it was glass, its needles formed of what looked like sex toys. Behind the reception desk stood an open doorway. The body lay on the floor, half in and half out of this other room. A glimpse inside showed her another desk, an array of blank CCTV screens, and a sink with a kettle alongside it. Detective Inspector Jack Milton appeared in the doorway, manoeuvring carefully past the corpse. He was closely followed by Mick Bentham. Milton’s eyes widened slightly when he recognised Gish.

‘Thought Bob Jackson was on call-out tonight,’ he said.

‘Sick again, apparently.’

‘Guy’s a complete waste of a cop’s salary,’ Milton muttered. Then, gesturing towards Bentham, ‘You know Mick, right?’

‘I know Gillian,’ Bentham said, offering her a nodded greeting. There was a sheen of perspiration on his face, evidence that he’d been working the scene for some time.

‘You saw the art?’ Milton asked Gish. ‘Its twin is over by the lifts. Mick reckons they’re by …’

‘The Chapman Brothers,’ Bentham confirmed.

All three of them watched for a moment as Bentham’s crew worked the locus, photographing and filming, checking for latents, fibres, blood flecks.

‘Deceased’s name is Dwayne Hogarth,’ Milton said. ‘Night-shift security, but this being the kind of place it is, they’re all called “concierges”. Twenty-three years old and has worked here just over a year.’

‘Cause of death?’

‘He was thumped from behind, but what probably killed him was his left temple connecting with a corner of the marble reception desk as he went down. Bleed on the brain, the doctor presumes. Autopsy will tell us more.’

‘Such a waste,’ Bentham added with feeling. He had found a tissue and was dabbing his forehead.

‘Feeling the heat, Mick?’ Milton asked.

‘My time of life,’ Bentham muttered. ‘Hot flushes, the works.’

‘What about the girlfriend?’ Gish asked Milton.

He studied her for a moment, wondering how she knew. ‘Found him lying right there and called it in. Her stopping by was a regular thing, apparently.’

‘In the middle of the night?’

‘To break the monotony, she says.’ Milton tilted his head towards the ceiling. ‘She’s waiting for us upstairs in the spa.’ He saw her eyes narrow. ‘Therapists on call twenty-four-seven,’ he explained. ‘Fully fitted gym, Olympic-size infinity pool. There’s a cinema, too – reclining leather massage chairs and a popcorn machine, fridge full of champagne and ice cream. Then there’s the underground car park and the rooftop gardens …’

‘Can’t think why we’re not all living here,’ Bentham commented.

‘Anything from the surveillance cameras?’ Gish interrupted.

‘System’s switched off.’ Milton offered a shrug. ‘We’ll be asking the building’s owner about that. He lives in the penthouse.’ He paused, running his tongue along his lips. ‘So what do you think happened?’

‘Well, it’s not an accident,’ Gish replied, nearing the body, her two colleagues in tow. ‘Smears of blood on the floor in front of the victim’s head. Whoever hit him started dragging him into the control room but then stopped for some reason.’ She gestured towards the doorway. ‘Am I clear to take a look?’

Milton turned his head to check with Bentham, who in turn was checking the small bodycam clipped to his overalls. Every member of the scene-of-crime team wore them. The uniformed constable on door duty had worn one, too. Gish wondered for how much longer detectives would be immune.

‘You’re clear,’ Bentham eventually obliged.

‘He was face-down,’ Milton recited as they made to pass the body. ‘Girlfriend rolled him onto his back to check if he was breathing.’

Bentham’s team had moved aside to let the group past. Two or three of them knew Gish and nodded a greeting. The photographer was loading a fresh battery into his digital camera. Dwayne Hogarth was dressed in a black suit, white shirt and slim black tie. The outfit probably came with the job, but the shoes were his own – cheap and scuffed. His head was turned to one side, eyes vacant and glassy. He was lean and of medium height. A tabloid newspaper sat on the desk, folded at the puzzles page. There was a pen there, too, branded with the words The Heights. The margins of the paper were a mass of doodles, but not a single puzzle had been attempted. Further along the desk sat another bank of blank CCTV monitors.

‘He’s had a nosebleed,’ Gish commented, noting the crusting around the nostrils.

‘Doctor didn’t know what to make of that,’ Milton said with a shrug.

‘What did we find in his pockets?’

‘Paper hankies with some blood on them, plus a fob, and a couple of bank cards in a plastic wallet. His outer jacket’s on a peg in the control room. House keys and small change.’

Stepping around the body, avoiding the congealed blood, Gish entered the control room. The surveillance screens remained blank. A small refrigerator hummed – she very much doubted it would be filled with champagne. There was a grey metal box fixed to one wall, a numerical keypad attached to the front. She touched a gloved finger to the side of the box and let it swing open. Inside sat several rows of hooks, each with a teardrop-shaped fob attached.

All except one.

Gish couldn’t see any obvious numbering system. She sensed Milton at her shoulder.

‘I’m guessing this is usually kept locked,’ she commented.

‘But not when we got here,’ Milton told her.

She pointed to the empty hook. ‘We need to know which door.’ She turned and watched Milton give a slow nod.

‘I’m hoping the building’s owner can help.’

‘He lives on the premises, you said?’

‘Duplex penthouse – he spelt it out for me. Means two whole floors.’

‘So you’ve already met?’

‘He saw the commotion outside, came down to the lobby. He was the one who suggested Rosa would be more comfortable in the spa.’

‘Rosa’s the girlfriend?’ Gish didn’t need an answer to the question.

‘Waiting for us five floors up,’ Milton said.

‘Well, I’m ready if you are.’

Milton turned towards Mick Bentham, but Bentham was already back with his team, checking their progress, tissue still gripped in his hand. The lifts stood at the far end of the hallway. There were three altogether.

‘One’s a service lift,’ Milton explained. ‘God forbid the great and the good should have to rub shoulders with the servants.’

‘We’re their servants, too, don’t forget,’ Gish said with a thin smile, her eyes on the second cactus, this one blue rather than red. ‘Who did you say these were by?’

Milton shrugged. ‘Mick’s the knowledgeable one.’

‘How come?’

‘His daughter studied art history.’

‘So what does she do now?’

‘VIP hospitality at Arsenal.’ He threw Gish a glance. ‘It wasn’t the degree that got her that job.’

‘Let me guess – she’s a looker.’

‘Gets it from her mum’s side, but don’t tell Mick I said that.’
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The lift doors were opening. Both detectives stepped in, Milton producing another teardrop, tapping it against an electronic screen before adding the number of the floor they wanted. He noticed the look Gish was giving him. ‘Not from the hook,’ he explained. ‘Owner handed it over. He had one to spare.’

‘What’s his name?’ Gish had begun to peel off her overalls, Milton copying her – Rosa would be in enough of a state, and they needed to seem as normal and unthreatening as possible.

‘Allan Franklyn. That’s Allan with two ls and Franklyn with a y. He was very particular. Guy’s a high-end developer. Don’t suppose he got this piece of prime in a fire sale.’

‘Maybe I’ll see if he’ll do me a deal.’

‘Not that there’s anything wrong with Tottenham … How’s your mum doing?’

‘Carers come in three times a day, neighbours the rest of the time – makes a huge difference.’

‘You should stipulate no night-time call-outs.’

‘And miss the fun? She’d be mortified if she thought she was holding me back. Besides, she has a panic button.’ Gish paused. ‘How about you – how’s Adam?’

‘Still working as a barista, but reckons he might open his own place soon. God knows London needs another source of overpriced soya milk and caffeine. I tried to get Phoebe to have a word with him about finishing his studies …’

‘Phoebe being?’

‘Mick’s daughter. They’ve known one another since they were kids. I did wonder at one time if they might … But Adam had other ideas.’

‘I keep forgetting how far back you and Mick go.’

‘Which means we’ll bow out together, too – more or less.’

Gish looked at him. ‘Remind me how long?’

‘Three months, two weeks, two days.’

‘Not that you’re counting.’

‘I’ve an app on my phone does that for me – same as Mick.’

‘Joint retirement party?’

‘We’re talking about it.’

Their smiles faded as the lift doors opened, delivering them into an expansive lounge area with doors off it. There were signs for treatment rooms, sauna, steam room, pool and hyperbaric chamber. The pool itself was visible through a large window. It was lit from below, the water a shimmering blue. Two figures rose from a banquette as they approached. One was the constable who’d been acting as babysitter. Gish recognised her from the station. The other was a distraught young woman who could barely control the tremors running through her body. A waste-paper bin on the floor next to her was already half full with crumpled and sodden tissues. Her eyes were on the folded overalls the detectives were carrying.

‘Rosa?’ Gish checked, receiving a twitched nod in reply. She identified herself, Milton following suit.

‘Let’s sit down again,’ he added, gesturing for the constable to make way. Milton and Gish settled across from Rosa. Gish leant her elbows on her knees, narrowing the gap.

‘This must be very distressing for you, Rosa,’ she began quietly. ‘I’m so sorry for your loss. How long had you been going out together?’

‘Four months.’ Rosa plucked another tissue from the box and dabbed it to her reddened eyes.

‘So Dwayne was already working here?’

‘He liked the job. Said it was cushy, but the nights could be dull as.’

‘He worked nights exclusively?’

‘Ten till six.’

‘And you often dropped in?’

‘If I wasn’t asleep.’

‘You live nearby?’ Milton interrupted.

Rosa snorted. ‘Who can afford to live round here? I’m in Catford, and even that’s a stretch.’

‘What about Dwayne?’

‘Limehouse. He shares with his brother.’ She paused. ‘Shared, I mean.’ Fresh tears appeared in her eyes.

‘And what do you do, Rosa?’ Gish asked.

‘Work in a café. I do some singing, too. R&B. Hoping a record company will take notice, like all the other thousands.’

‘Is that how you two met?’

Rosa nodded. ‘In a club. Mark was DJing. That’s Dwayne’s brother. Black Markus, he calls himself.’ She broke off, eyes widening. ‘Who’s going to tell him? And Dwayne’s mum and dad – who’s going to break the news?’

‘It’ll be taken care of,’ Milton assured her.

‘Mark was here tonight, DJing at the party.’

‘What party?’ Gish glanced at Milton, who shrugged with one shoulder, indicating that this was coming as news.

‘In one of the flats – except Dwayne was always told to call them “suites”. He said to wait until the coast was clear before visiting.’

‘What time did the two of you speak?’

‘About eleven, but we didn’t speak – it was a text. He said the party was already winding down and everyone would be gone soon enough. I was singing in a bar in Soho.’ She looked down at her loose-fitting jeans and top. ‘Changed before leaving, obviously.’ She broke off as she thought of something. ‘That message of his, he added a PS – said he had something to tell me.’

‘Can we take a look?’

Rosa gestured towards the constable. ‘She took it off me.’

‘Standard procedure, Rosa,’ Milton explained. ‘If you started sharing the news, Dwayne’s family wouldn’t have time to prepare themselves. Better if we break it to them – we’re trained at that sort of thing.’

Rosa nodded, seeing the sense of this. The constable handed the phone over and Rosa opened it to messages. Gish read from the screen before passing the device to Milton.

C U soon. Something to tell you.

‘No clue as to what he might have been going to say?’ Gish asked. Rosa shook her head. ‘Do you have his parents’ and brother’s details on here?’ Rosa nodded again. ‘If you share those with the constable after we’re done, that would be helpful.’

Rosa had her hand out for the phone, but Gish returned it to the officer instead.

‘Did anyone else ever visit Dwayne?’ Milton enquired. ‘Other friends, I mean?’

‘Only me.’

‘And how long have you had that fob?’ Rosa shifted uncomfortably. ‘You’re not in any trouble,’ he assured her.

‘Against the rules, though, isn’t it?’

‘If Dwayne’s based in reception,’ Gish added, ‘why couldn’t he just let you in?’

Rosa fidgeted again. ‘He liked it when I surprised him. He might be in the control room, or doing a floor patrol. When he came back, there I’d be.’

‘Do you know if he gave a fob to anyone else?’

‘Just me.’

‘When you arrived tonight, did you see anyone outside – someone who might just have left?’

‘No.’

‘And after you found Dwayne, you didn’t go into the control room?’

Rosa shook her head. She looked from one detective to the other and then back again. ‘Someone killed him, didn’t they? For a second I thought maybe an accident …’

‘No accident, Rosa,’ Milton confirmed. He watched as her face collapsed. ‘Has he ever been in any trouble that you know of, made any enemies?’

She recovered, bristling. ‘Because he’s black, you mean?’

Milton ignored this. ‘No fallings-out or money worries?’

‘Who doesn’t worry about money?’ She broke off, eyes darting towards the swimming pool. ‘Well, none of this lot do, I suppose. But who’d want to hurt Dwayne?’

‘That’s what we need to find out.’ Milton was rising to his feet. ‘You’ll have to come to the station to make a formal statement. The constable here will accompany you. And if it’s OK with you, we’ll take fingerprints and a mouth swab.’

‘Why?’

‘Purposes of elimination.’ Milton turned to the uniformed officer, gesturing towards Rosa’s phone. ‘Contact details for Dwayne’s next of kin,’ he reminded her.

‘Yes, sir.’

Gish made eye contact with Rosa. ‘How did Dwayne get on with the people who live here?’

‘He liked the job.’

She forced a smile. ‘That’s not quite what I’m asking, Rosa.’

‘Some liked him all right. Others pretended he didn’t exist.’

‘And the other staff – I assume there are other staff?’

‘Used to be two on a night shift until the cuts. Dwayne only ever sees the other concierges at changeover.’

‘Cleaners? A handyman?’ Gish took in her surroundings. ‘Gym, pool, spa attendants?’

Rosa gave a shrug.

‘OK, one last thing – the passcode to Dwayne’s phone would be helpful.’

‘That’s easy, it’s his birthday.’ Rosa reeled it off.

Gish turned towards Milton, who, hands in pockets, seemed to have nothing to add. The constable reclaimed her perch as the two detectives returned to the lift.

‘Excuse me?’ Rosa had followed them. ‘My prints and stuff?’ She watched Gish give a slow nod. ‘Sometimes we went to an empty suite or even one of the cars in the garage. Just for a change, you know?’ Her eyes shifted to the floor, like a kid in school caught by the teacher.

‘Thanks, Rosa,’ Gish said, as the lift doors opened.

Another tap of the fob and they were heading upwards, not to a numbered floor this time but to one with the single letter P. Neither had anything to say, their minds busy sifting and filing. When the doors slid open, they were in a carpeted hallway, its walls festooned with gaudy paintings. Milton paused for a moment.

‘Mick says that when this place opened, it was in the news – art collection worth north of seven figures.’

‘You’d have to pay me to live with it,’ Gish countered. ‘I’ve been here ten seconds and I’m getting a migraine.’ She watched Milton press the bell of the single polished wooden door, making sure he was visible to the camera and therefore to whoever was inside.
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The man who eventually opened the door seemed to Gish a born performer. His prematurely greying hair was slicked back from a high forehead, crisp white shirt open at the neck, displaying tufts of chest hair. He was tanned and toned, stretching an arm out in welcome, his shirt cuffs flapping, cufflinks removed.

‘Ghastly,’ he said. ‘Just bloody hellish.’ The line sounded rehearsed.

‘Mr Franklyn,’ Milton said, ‘this is Detective Sergeant Gish.’

Franklyn clasped her hand in both of his, squeezing the life from it, then led the two detectives past more art and into a vast open-plan living space with floor-to-ceiling windows on three sides, outside balconies visible. Gish couldn’t help herself, drawn to the view as if by a magnet. Hyde Park and its lamp posts lay spread out in front of her, the city twinkling and glittering all around.

‘Let me show you something,’ Franklyn said. ‘Dark glass!’ he called out. The view in front of Gish vanished as the window went black.

‘That’s quite a trick,’ she was forced to admit.

‘Damned expensive, but just one of the Heights’ many wow factors.’ He fluttered his hands in front of him as he spoke.

‘Not much wow factor from a body in your reception area,’ Milton said coldly, bringing Franklyn’s act to an end. His face grew sombre.

‘I’ve forgotten your name,’ he said, apologetically.

‘Detective Inspector Milton.’

‘And your colleague downstairs, the one who recognised the Chapman Brothers?’

‘Mick Bentham.’

‘Bentham, yes.’ Franklyn scratched at his jaw.

Gish had torn herself away from the window and was studying a large curving staircase in the middle of the room, each step made of illuminated glass. ‘How well did you know Dwayne Hogarth, Mr Franklyn?’ she asked.

‘We chatted in passing. I’m not really a nightbird.’ He glanced down at his attire. ‘With the occasional exception.’

‘Were you at the party, sir?’ Milton asked. He was prowling the room, studying the artworks and everything else.

‘For a spell, yes.’

‘Who was hosting this party?’

‘Maeve, fourth floor.’

‘How late did you stay?’

‘It finished just after eleven.’

‘Early for a party.’

‘It wasn’t exactly a rave.’

‘And then straight up here?’

‘That’s right.’

‘You went on your own, then?’

‘My date had to head off early – flight to Paris in the morning.’ Franklyn checked his watch. It was a solid timepiece with a metal bracelet and a complicated-looking fascia. ‘About three hours from now, actually.’

‘You didn’t mention this party when we spoke earlier.’

He looked up. ‘I was in shock. Besides which, I very much doubt it’s of any relevance.’

Milton said nothing, continuing his circuit of the room. Gish cleared her throat.

‘Dwayne didn’t have cause to report anything to you? Suspicious characters, attempted break-ins?’

‘Absolutely not,’ Franklyn stated. He leant in to blow some dust off a floor-standing sculpture.

‘Does the same go for the other concierges?’

‘Nothing’s been brought to my attention.’

‘You’ll understand that we’ll need to check that with them?’

‘Of course.’

‘We’re told Dwayne used to have a night-shift colleague,’ Milton said. He had come to rest in front of a metre-high maquette of the Heights, sealed in a glass display case. Franklyn joined him.

‘My baby,’ he said. ‘I put heart and soul into this project, same as I’ll do with the Heights 2.’ He gestured towards the breakfast bar, where an architectural plan had been spread out. ‘Bigger and better than the Heights – but don’t tell any of my residents that.’

‘Better how?’

‘A larger pool and cinema, orangery and helipad on the roof, two chauffeured Rolls-Royces available day and night. Deposits payable by bitcoin, naturally.’

‘Naturally,’ Gish muttered, studying the plan. ‘Can you remind me what a hyperbaric chamber is?’

‘Oxygenates the body – good for general wellness and longevity.’

‘So you designed this?’ Milton asked, nodding towards the maquette.

‘God, no, my architect designed it. He lives right here, that’s how proud of it he is – and rightly so.’

‘So what was your role?’

‘I took the Heights from inspiration to finished majesty. That’s what the best developers do.’

‘Right up until they have to start cutting back on costs?’

The colour rose to Franklyn’s cheeks. ‘The building’s dead at night. Two concierges proved more than we needed.’

‘Who was it that hired Dwayne?’ Gish asked, joining them in front of the maquette.

‘Me personally.’

‘So you’d have had him vetted?’

There was a pause before Franklyn answered. ‘Naturally.’

‘Are all the properties occupied currently?’ Milton asked.

‘Lord, no. There are twenty-five suites in total – most take up a whole floor. Including this one, I’d say eleven are permanently occupied.’

‘And the other fourteen?’

Franklyn offered a shrug. ‘A few are owned by hedge funds and overseas entities. One corporation retains theirs for visiting bigwigs.’

‘And the rest?

‘A smattering of owners who live elsewhere but might require a London pied-à-terre. A few are still waiting for discerning buyers.’

‘So how much are we talking about?’ Milton enquired.

Franklyn made a show of doing the calculation. ‘Maybe fifteen?’ he ventured.

‘Fifteen million?’ Milton checked.

‘For one of the smaller suites,’ Franklyn confirmed.

While Milton puffed out his cheeks, Gish had another question. ‘These ten occupants other than yourself – who would they be?’

‘Discretion is one of the reasons people choose to live here. That and the security.’

‘I wouldn’t say security’s your strong point, sir,’ Gish countered. ‘Dwayne’s girlfriend could get in any time she liked.’

‘That’ll be one of the ancillary fobs – opens the main door but nothing else. Strictly against protocol for him to have passed it on to her.’

‘But,’ Milton said, ‘you handed me a spare, too, and that one gets me lift access.’

‘Each owner has a couple of sets.’ Franklyn gave a shrug.

‘Any idea why the security cameras are switched off?’

His jaw tensed. ‘Are they?’

‘Screens are blank.’

‘Then someone must have done something.’

‘To come back to that list of residents …’ Gish persisted.

‘Privileged information,’ Franklyn stated, folding his arms.

‘That’ll be seen as obstruction,’ Milton warned him. ‘Which is a serious matter in a murder inquiry.’

Franklyn stared at him. ‘I thought he fell?’

‘Dwayne was attacked by person or persons unknown.’

Slowly Franklyn unfolded his arms. The two detectives watched as he walked in silence to the windows, sliding open a set of French doors and stepping out onto the balcony. Milton and Gish weren’t slow to follow, their pace increasing as he gripped the edge of the balcony with both hands.

‘Mr Franklyn,’ Gish cautioned. But rather than throw himself off, Franklyn was peering down at the parked vehicles below.

‘I thought all this attention was because the Heights is the Heights.’ He lifted his head, meeting Gish’s eyes. ‘Dwayne was a nice kid. I can’t believe this.’ He pondered for a moment. ‘I need to call Ebury Killick.’

‘Who’s Ebury Killick?’

‘My PR firm. This has to be handled … delicately.’ He ran a hand across his forehead.

‘With respect, sir,’ Milton said, ‘the best result is a quick result – which is why we need those names.’

Franklyn mulled this over. ‘Quite right,’ he said, leading them back indoors. Gish slid the French doors closed and turned the lock. Franklyn took a deep breath, counting the names off on his fingers as he recited them. Milton’s notebook was out, pen at the ready. ‘Well, there’s me, of course. And my architect, Lorn Macneal. Then there’s Joe Spalding – he’s a high-end art dealer. Lev Godunov, Maeve Gallacher, Jessica Forrester, Zafk …’

‘Zafk?’ Milton checked. Gish spelt the name out for him.

‘He’s a singer,’ she explained.

‘Zafk’s manager has another of the suites,’ Franklyn continued. ‘His name’s Roddy Collins. Maita Macheso – she’s Zimbabwean. Her personal protection officer lives in the unit next to her.’

‘Why does she need protection?’

‘It’s an image thing, isn’t it? Lev has a couple of minders, too. He made a mint in post-glasnost Russia. I did wonder if he might offer on my penthouse, but he doesn’t seem keen on heights.’ He paused, seeking a reaction and then wincing. ‘Bad joke, terrible taste, I’m sorry.’ He looked at his fingers. ‘Who am I forgetting? Oh, Toby Scully. I think that’s everyone.’

‘And who’s Toby Scully?’ Gish asked.

‘You’d call him an entrepreneur.’

‘To back up a bit,’ Milton interrupted, consulting the list he’d made, ‘would Maeve Gallacher be Mrs Eddie Gallacher?’

‘You’d have to ask her that.’

‘It’s you I’m asking, sir.’

‘All right then, yes.’

‘Eddie Gallacher the gangster?’

‘I’ve never met the fellow.’ Franklyn folded his arms again.

‘And she’s the one who hosted this party? Was it just for her neighbours?’

‘Neighbours and friends.’

‘With Dwayne’s brother on the decks?’ Gish added.

‘If by “decks” you mean an Apple MacBook and a couple of Bluetooth speakers, yes.’

Milton was still staring at the list. ‘We’ll need to speak to everyone. And we also need to verify that all the other properties are empty.’

‘People aren’t going to be happy.’

‘Be that as it may, sir—’

‘Where do I know Jessica Forrester’s name from?’ Gish interrupted.

‘Actor,’ Franklyn said. ‘Reality TV, modelling, all of that.’ He paused. ‘Actually, not everyone’s here right now. Maita didn’t make it to the party and Joe’s in Manhattan – in hospital, in point of fact.’

‘For an operation?’ Gish checked.

‘He was hit by a car. It’s pretty serious.’

‘So if we start knocking on doors,’ Milton said, ‘we might find eight people to talk to. Eight people in an eighteen-storey building?’

‘Quite high occupancy for a super-prime,’ Franklyn argued. He fanned his hands again. ‘Welcome to London.’

Gish and Milton shared a look before Milton shifted his attention back to Franklyn. ‘Speaking of doors, we noticed the key box in the security room was open. Would that usually be the case?’

‘Absolutely not.’

‘And one of the fobs seems to be missing. Would you be able to tell which?’

Franklyn’s brow furrowed. ‘I would think so.’

‘In that case, would you mind coming with us? I should warn you, you’ll have to pass Mr Hogarth’s body.’

Franklyn considered for a second before nodding. Then he started rolling down his sleeves, scooping up his cufflinks from a table and fixing the cuffs. Milton had wandered over to an alcove tucked away by the staircase. There were framed photos of footballers, plus a signed jersey.

‘Arsenal fan?’ he commented.

‘My dad started taking me as soon as I could walk. An expensive hobby these days.’

‘I’m Chelsea myself,’ Milton offered. ‘While I seem to remember poor DS Gish here is Spurs.’

‘Nobody’s perfect,’ Franklyn said, lifting his suit jacket from the back of a chair.

‘You probably don’t need that,’ Gish said. ‘You’ll be wearing protective clothing, same as the rest of us.’

‘Even so, it’s a matter of paying one’s respects.’ Franklyn pulled his shoulders back. ‘I’m ready when you are.’

As they headed to the front door, Milton tapped a photo of two boxers in action in the ring.

‘That’s my dad on the left,’ Franklyn informed him. ‘Won a fair few bouts in his day.’ He patted his pockets to make sure he had his own fob, then ushered the two detectives out.

While they waited for the lift, Milton told Franklyn that Gish had been admiring the cacti.

‘Anything to do with your art dealer neighbour?’ he added.

‘Joe has little interest in anything post-nineteenth-century. The Heights employs its own curator. He’s young but very well connected.’

‘You talk about the Heights as though it’s flesh and blood,’ Gish commented.

‘As far as I’m concerned, that’s exactly what it is,’ Franklyn shot back. ‘And if you cut it, it bleeds.’

The lift doors pinged and opened, and all three of them stepped in.
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Gish was on her way to the scene-of-crime van to fetch overalls for Franklyn when she saw that a black cab, unable to access the drop-off area, had stopped on the main road to allow two passengers out. One was older than the other and looked as though he’d been enjoying himself. The younger had pulled the hood of his skiing jacket over his head and was wearing sunglasses, his hands bunched into his pockets. They stood for a moment as the taxi drove off, assessing the scene before them. Gish walked in their direction.

‘Zafk?’ she said, recognising the younger of the two. It was his companion who answered.

‘Hell’s going on here?’ he slurred.

‘There’s been an incident.’ Gish was studying the speaker. Cropped grey hair, facial tan, maybe some subtle cosmetic surgery. He wore a cream jacket and designer denims with brown loafers. ‘Roddy Collins?’ she guessed.

He gave her a moment’s appraisal before nodding.

‘I’m Detective Sergeant Gish.’

Zafk had slid his glasses down his nose and was peering in the direction of the reception area. The windows were being covered with sheets of paper to prevent gawpers. ‘Is it Dwayne?’ he asked. He had an educated voice to go with his youthful, unblemished face.

‘What makes you think that?’ Gish watched him shrug.

‘We just want to get to bed,’ Collins remarked, weaving slightly.

‘Reception is off limits, I’m afraid,’ Gish informed him.

‘Parking garage?’ Zafk suggested, nodding towards the slope at the corner of the building.

‘I’ll have to check. Can you wait here?’

‘If Zafk hangs around, someone’s bound to pap him,’ Collins complained.

‘They’ve all gone home, Roddy,’ Zafk responded.

‘There were photographers here earlier?’ Gish checked.

‘There usually are,’ Collins grumbled. ‘Leeches, the lot of them.’

‘Can I ask where you’ve been?’

‘A club.’

‘And were you at the party earlier?’ Gish watched him nod. It was obviously an effort.

‘Roddy really needs a lie-down,’ Zafk commented.

‘Sit in my car for a minute and I’ll go ask my boss.’ She led them to the Yaris. Collins slumped into the passenger seat while Zafk got in behind the steering wheel. He wasn’t as tall as he looked in the magazines and on TV; she didn’t even have to adjust the seat.

‘Thanks,’ he said. Collins was already nodding off, but Zafk seemed alert, no sign he’d taken any intoxicants. He removed his hood, giving her a view of curly brown hair, which he ran his hand through.

‘You never said why you think it’s to do with Dwayne,’ she probed.

‘The party got a bit ugly; they hustled Dwayne’s brother out. When Dwayne tried to help him, he got a punch in the face.’

‘Who hustled him out?’

‘Ray Stanton and Richard Hollister.’ He broke off. ‘I think.’

‘You think?’

‘I don’t want to give them any grief.’

‘This isn’t going to get back to anyone, Zafk.’

He thought this over. ‘Ray played the scene out for us at Richard’s club.’

‘So was it Ray who threw the punch?’

‘There was a bit of provocation.’

Gish waited a moment before speaking. ‘Dwayne’s dead, Zafk. Somebody killed him.’

Zafk closed his eyes for a moment and angled his head back.

‘We’ll need statements from both of you.’ He opened his eyes again and glanced at his dozing manager. ‘Don’t worry,’ Gish added, ‘it can wait till morning. I doubt we’d get anything useful right now. Sit tight and I’ll be back.’

She pushed shut the driver’s-side door and walked to the SOC van. Its rear doors were still open, George as busy as ever.

‘That who I think it is?’ he asked.

‘The one and only Zafk,’ she answered.

He looked at her. ‘Who?’

‘In the hoodie. The pop star.’

George just shrugged. ‘I meant the other one – Roddy Collins. Time was, every song he produced was a surefire hit. That was before the stories started.’

‘What stories?’

He wrinkled his nose. ‘Dodgy dealings. Speaking of which – what are you after?’

‘I need another lot of overalls, plus trimmings.’

George made an exasperated sound. ‘They’re in high demand. Boss says a sculpture in reception tore a set open.’

‘That would be a cactus.’ Gish managed a smile.

‘Well, everyone needs to be careful – this is my last one.’ He handed her the overalls, adding shoe covers and nitrile gloves.

The uniformed officer on the door let Gish back inside. Milton and Franklyn were standing next to the lifts, as far out of the way as possible. Gish handed the clothing to Franklyn.

‘Zafk and Roddy Collins are outside. They’ve been clubbing. Collins is zonked and currently asleep in my car. I reckon we need to put them to bed.’

‘Can’t bring them through here,’ Milton stated.

‘Zafk wondered about the car park.’

‘Is that feasible?’ Milton asked Franklyn.

‘Fob will open the grille and barrier,’ Franklyn said. ‘There’s a lift down there that’ll take them to their floors.’

Milton considered this option. He looked over to the windows, where a detective constable called Peter Ames was overseeing the job of covering them up.

‘Ask Peter to go with them.’

Gish nodded and walked over to Ames, explaining the situation and handing him her car key. He got her to spell out Zafk’s name.

‘Was it a typo on the birth certificate?’ he asked before heading off.

Franklyn, suited up, was looking more nervous than ever, eyes flitting towards the prone body, now covered by a plastic sheet prior to being loaded into a bag. Milton gave him a reassuring pat on the shoulder before leading the way. Mick Bentham was still in the control room, his attention focused on the CCTV monitors.

‘Thought you’d be done by now,’ Milton commented.

‘I’m never done, Jack, you know that.’

‘Mr Franklyn here is a fellow Arsenal fan,’ Milton informed him. ‘So you’ll have something to talk about once the art chat dries up.’

Gish knew that Milton was trying to put Franklyn at his ease, but it didn’t seem to be working. The developer squeezed shut his eyes, the sweat stinging them. Gish saw some kitchen roll next to the sink and handed him a couple of sheets. Milton was waiting for his assessment of the CCTV equipment, Bentham listening in.

‘Something’s been done to it,’ Franklyn eventually obliged.

‘Does the footage go to a server off-site?’ Gish asked.

‘Just to the hard disk here,’ Franklyn answered. ‘And it self-erases every week to save memory.’ He got busy on the keyboard. The screens sprang to life. ‘Looks like it was OK up until midnight.’ As he rewound and fast-forwarded, Gish caught glimpses of comings and goings; not just the reception area, but each separate level of the building, car park included.

As the clock neared midnight, Dwayne Hogarth could be seen at his desk, newspaper in front of him as he studied his phone. Then the screens went black.

‘So if it’s been deleted, it stays that way?’ Gish checked.

‘As far as I know.’

‘Not exactly state-of-the-art.’

‘Nothing stays state-of-the-art for long,’ Franklyn commented, nettled by the criticism.

‘We’ll take the hard drive to the lab,’ Milton told Bentham. ‘Get them to look at it.’ Bentham nodded slowly, the three officers following Franklyn as he moved to the key box.

‘Always kept locked?’ Gish checked.

‘Always.’

‘And who would know the numerical code?’

‘Just myself and the concierge team.’

‘So how many people is that?’

‘Seven in total.’

‘How about anyone who used to work here but no longer does?’

Franklyn looked at her. ‘The code is changed regularly.’

Milton touched a gloved finger to the edge of the cover, easing it open. Franklyn took his time studying the layout.

‘Suite 6 is missing,’ he eventually decided. Then, after a further pause, ‘That’s Jessica’s apartment.’

‘Jessica Forrester?’

He nodded, eyes widening as the implications struck him. ‘I should call her to check.’ He began feeling for the pocket his phone was in.

‘Best if we visit in person,’ Milton advised. ‘Which floor do we need?’

‘The sixth. I better come with you.’

‘Maybe as far as her door, Mr Franklyn,’ Milton told him. ‘We’ll take it from there.’
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When they reached the sixth floor, Gish noted three doors, one of them marked Fire Escape. ‘Those stairs,’ she asked Franklyn, ‘can anyone access them?’

‘To go down, yes. Wouldn’t be much use in a fire otherwise. But an alarm sounds whenever the door is opened.’

‘And the other door?’

‘Another apartment. Both owned by Mikey Tan.’

‘He’s Jessica Forrester’s landlord?’ Gish watched Franklyn nod. ‘So who lives there – Mr Tan himself?’

‘It’s vacant at present. I did wonder if Mikey might use it last night, but he headed off.’

‘He was at the party?’ Milton asked.

‘For a time – Mikey’s not what you’d call a great one for mixing.’

Milton had already pressed the bell and had his ID held up to the camera. Gish made a zipping motion across her lips for Franklyn’s benefit. ID still held up, Milton gave the door a thump.

‘What do we do if no one opens up?’ Gish asked him.

‘Sledgehammer,’ Milton answered.

Franklyn’s Adam’s apple bobbed. ‘These doors cost thousands. There’s a master fob in my office – it’s only half a dozen streets away.’

But they could hear a lock turning, a woman’s face appearing in the narrow gap as the door was pulled open. She was blinking blearily into the light.

‘Allan?’ she said. ‘What’s going on?’

Franklyn stayed mute as Milton introduced himself and Gish, asking if they could come in.

‘I’m in my PJs.’

‘It’s quite urgent, Ms Forrester.’

The woman eventually relented, opening the door wide, Gish signalling to Franklyn that he should wait where he was.

While Jessica retreated to the en suite bathroom to put on a robe, Milton and Gish prowled the rooms. The apartment wasn’t big and had only one window looking on to Hyde Park – and no balcony. The living room wasn’t tidy and nor was the kitchen, but both were stylish and well appointed. Milton checked the guest bedroom while Gish did the same for the utility room and main bathroom. When they regrouped in the living area, both detectives shared a look. No one else was here. Gish doubled back to the hallway, taking note of several piles of delivery boxes, none of them opened.

Jessica was pulling tight the belt of her thick white robe when she stepped out of her bedroom. She noticed Gish in the hallway.

‘Beauty companies,’ she called out in explanation. ‘Always after me to promote them in some way or other. My PA usually passes them on to charities. She’s off sunning herself somewhere at the moment.’

She was in her mid thirties, her long blonde hair swept back behind one ear. Re-entering the open-plan living area, Gish tried not to be jealous of the woman’s figure, height and bone structure. She’d recognised her without any need of help from the numerous framed photos and awards filling wall space and shelving. Milton had paused to admire a picture showing Jessica with Jude Law and Tom Hardy.

‘Don’t ask me to choose between them,’ Jessica said, perching on the edge of a cream leather chair. Gish noticed that the robe was branded with the words The Heights.

‘Nice touch,’ she said.

‘Every resident is offered one. Hard to turn down a freebie.’ Jessica paused. ‘So what’s all the fuss about?’

Milton began to explain. ‘There appears to have been an intruder—’

‘How did they get past Dwayne?’ she asked sharply.

The detectives settled on one of the room’s two sofas, facing her at an angle. ‘I’m afraid Mr Hogarth is dead,’ Milton said quietly.

The actress put a hand to her mouth. ‘No!’ she said from behind her fingers.

‘Have you been asleep all this time?’ Gish asked.

‘Since about midnight.’

‘Were you at the party?’

Jessica lowered her hand. She was staring at a spot on the wall between Milton and Gish, part of her brain busy processing. ‘No,’ she eventually said. ‘I wasn’t invited.’

‘And you’ve been here alone all evening?’ Gish watched her nod. ‘No visitors? Nothing woke you up?’

Jessica stared at her, her eyes gaining focus. ‘What are you saying?’

‘The intruder,’ Milton obliged, ‘seems to have taken only one key fob from the control room …’

They both watched her take this in. Then she rose determinedly to her feet and strode towards her bedroom. The detectives followed her, using the opportunity to glance into the en suite – nobody there. Integrated wardrobes lined one wall. Jessica slid a door open, revealing shelving crammed with clothes and a small safe. She entered the code and yanked open the door, checking through some documents, a wad of what looked like dollars and euros, and several jewellery cases.

‘Everything’s here,’ she said, locking the safe again. ‘I’m a light sleeper, I’d have known if somebody broke in.’ She slid shut the wardrobe door and turned towards the detectives. ‘Bloody Mikey,’ she hissed.

‘Mikey Tan?’

‘He wants me out – and he’s getting more desperate.’ She stalked back into the living area and over to a cupboard stocked with bottles, unscrewing one and pouring a measure of dark rum. She held the glass for a moment, studying the liquid. ‘This one’s for you, Dwayne,’ she said, raising it to her lips and swallowing the contents.

Milton and Gish had returned to the sofa, and Jessica took the hint, settling on her chair.

‘Mikey has a thing for me,’ she began to explain. ‘Ever since he saw me in Acting the GOAT.’ She paused, noticing the blank look on Milton’s face.

‘DI Milton doesn’t have much time for television,’ Gish explained. Then, for her colleague’s benefit, ‘Reality show where a group of young actors basically live in the Big Brother house and act out scenes from well-known films.’ She turned towards Jessica. ‘You won it, right?’

‘Season one.’ Said with a smile. ‘They never got close to matching those viewing figures again.’

‘And Mr Tan was a fan of the show?’ Milton checked.

‘Mikey loves old films. He wrote to me a few times, then we bumped into one another at a charity benefit. He mentioned the Heights, said I could have a suite for next to nothing.’ She paused. ‘Well, not quite next to nothing, but cheap for the location. Then suddenly he started trying to up the rent to a figure even I’d find unacceptable.’

Milton asked the obvious question. ‘Why would he have attacked Dwayne?’

Jessica shrugged. ‘But Mikey knows people. He’s chummy with the Gallacher woman for a start – probably with her husband, too.’ She broke off to look at Gish and Milton in turn. ‘You’ll know who he is?’

‘We know,’ Milton replied.

‘Maybe he asked a favour – some thug who’d come and put the fear of God into me.’

‘All because he wants you gone?’ Gish sounded sceptical. ‘Why not just do it the legal way – a letter giving you notice to quit?’

‘I might have dropped a hint that I’d have to publicise our falling-out to my followers.’

‘On social media, you mean?’

‘I have several hundred thousand on TikTok and Substack alone – some of them even more infatuated with me than Mikey. They’d do anything for me if I asked.’ Her eyes widened. ‘Maybe one of them! What if they come back? They have the fob – what’s to stop them?’ She stretched an arm towards the door to reinforce her point.

‘You’ve got a deadbolt,’ Gish pointed out. ‘Keep it engaged whenever you’re here, until the code on your own fob can be changed.’

Jessica was staring at the wall again, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. ‘Poor Dwayne,’ she whispered. ‘Ever since Laurence was let go … I’ve been saying one overnight guard isn’t sufficient. Our service charges never go down, but the service does. The smell from the bin store …’ She began shaking her head slowly.

‘Any other reason you can think of for someone wanting in here?’ Milton asked. Jessica’s hand went to the neck of her robe and squeezed it more tightly shut.

‘It’s not as if I’m the wealthiest resident,’ she said. ‘Probably not even the most famous these days.’

‘You mean Zafk?’ Gish checked.

‘Talk about crazy fans – you sometimes find them camped outside and even trying to barge their way in …’ She broke off. ‘Oh,’ she said, leaning forward, narrowing the distance between her and the sofa. ‘Jason …’

‘Jason being?’

‘My ex. He tried getting into the building a month or two back. Security had to deal with him. Laurence was on duty that evening.’

‘Not Dwayne?’

Jessica shook her head. ‘Before his shift started.’

‘Can we have Jason’s surname, Ms Forrester?’

‘Sievewright. He’s an actor, too. We met on GOAT.’

‘I remember, the pottery scene from Ghost,’ Gish said.
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