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SIXTEEN YEARS EARLIER

It was a glorious sunny June day, just after four in the afternoon, when Flora Gibson turned her truck and trailer off a leafy lane in the Berkeley Vale into the driveway of Kellon Manse. The wooden gates were open, so nothing unusual there, and the gravelled patch just off to the right, under a giant horse chestnut, was empty, so plenty of room for her to park and unload. She was only here to do the lawns today, front and back, maybe a bit of weeding, so it shouldn’t be more than an hour before she was off to her last call of the day.

What a joy it was being a gardener in this sort of weather, warm, a little breezy and full of sublime countryside sounds and smells. And so peaceful. She was already picking up a tan, and the escaped strands of her knotted flame hair were lightening by the day. She might not be a beauty – actually, with her large nose, close-set eyes and slightly jutting jaw, she was a long way short – but the goodness in her soul radiated through her gentle nature, making her a favourite with most. She was going to be twenty-five next week and Jack, her live-in partner whose dad owned the landscaping company they both worked for, had some sort of barbecue party planned. She was looking forward to it. Jack was good at parties.

It took only a few minutes to unhitch the ride-on mower, to turn it around, clamp on her earphones and get started on the Manse’s left side front lawn. It was identical to the right side, with a gravelled drive surging through the centre, sloping up to the main house where Flora could see Lexie Gaudion’s white Volvo in the wisteria-covered carport. A blue Audi was also there, suggesting Lexie had a visitor. No doubt they were around the back enjoying a cold drink on the terrace while taking in the spectacular view. This meant Flora and her roaring engine and flying grass probably wouldn’t be welcome beyond the long row of beech hedges that separated the front and back gardens. However, she hadn’t received a text asking her not to come today, so she ploughed on for the time being – Lexie would pop out and let her know if she’d rather the lawns waited for another day.

Half an hour later, she’d completed both lawns and emptied the grass catcher a couple of times, and as no one had appeared to stop her, she chugged the mower through a gap in the beech hedge to go on round to the back.

No sign of anyone on the terrace, although the kitchen and sunroom doors were open so if the noise was going to be a bother she’d soon find out.

She could only dream of one day living in a house as lovely as this with its red-brick walls, black slate roof and white framed windows. It was Edwardian in style, she thought, but wasn’t sure, and like many of the properties around these parts, it belonged to the Kellon Estate. Now that was an amazing house if ever there was one, Kellon Hall. Jack and his father took care of the grounds there; there was such a lot of acreage that it was a full-time job for four of their gardeners. Flora helped out from time to time, mostly with weeding and mowing and strimming. The house itself, in spite of being seriously grand and massive, was, in her humble opinion, the kind of place that appeared out of the mist in horror films. All those medieval turrets and pointy-topped window frames, not to mention the clinging ivy and poky-looking attics. Inside wasn’t much better from the occasional glimpses she’d managed to sneak. All dark wood panels, towering fireplaces and scary portraits. From where she was now, behind the Manse, she could see a couple of the Hall’s tallest chimneys soaring up through the treetops – unsurprising when the properties adjoined one another. Although the Hall had to be at least a quarter of a mile away.

The weird, maybe sad, part of the Hall today was that Lexie’s mother, Mean Margaret, lived there all on her own. She didn’t even have a Mrs Danvers to take care of her, just a few cleaners from an agency who did their stuff once a week, and the locals who came each day to muck out the stables and exercise the horses.

Finally, Flora was ready to pack up and leave.

She glanced over at the open doors, surprised and, weirdly, a little bit bothered that no one had come out. She probably ought just to mind her own business and be on her way, but for some reason she found herself going across the terrace, not sure if she thought something wasn’t right, maybe just wanting to be sure nothing was wrong.

‘Hello!’ she called, stepping into the empty kitchen. It was seriously grand, all black granite and white wood cupboards, with a huge centre island housing a bowl of china fruit and loads of letters and colouring books, some weigh scales and some table mats with the family’s names on. David, Lexie, Rosaria, Amelia. ‘Anyone at home?’ she shouted.

No reply.

She listened, peering down the hall towards the half-open front door. No sound of anyone chatting.

Venturing a few more steps in, she called out again. ‘Lexie! Are you in here?’

Still nothing.

It occurred to her that the Audi might belong to a bloke who could be, right this minute, upstairs giving Lexie one.

Best not get involved in that, she reflected, although it would be funny to hear them at it, wouldn’t it?

She moved into the hall quietly, gingerly, and looked up the stairs. No sign of anyone and no rhythmic thumping or grunting or orgasmic shrieking.

She turned back and glanced into the sitting room. That was when her heart stopped beating.

‘Oh fuck! Oh God!’ she choked, clapping a hand to her mouth.

For a moment she wasn’t sure she was actually seeing right. It was like some sort of massacre had happened.

She began to shake uncontrollably, almost sinking to her knees, but somehow she forced herself to run before anyone realized she was there. She had to get out of here, now. She needed to summon help. Just please, God, don’t let anyone catch her first.






PART ONE






CHAPTER ONE

TODAY (SIXTEEN YEARS LATER)

Cristy Ward was engrossed in her task and not giving a moment’s thought to how she looked or was being perceived. As far as she was concerned, the fact that she was a tall, slender woman (twenty pounds lighter than she’d been prior to her ex-husband’s betrayal a few years ago – at least something good had come from all that humiliation and misery) couldn’t matter less. And who with more than a couple of brain cells to rub together would even care how she looked now, in her late forties? In fact, with a thick blonde-highlighted curly bob and sharp but friendly caramel-coloured eyes, she had the kind of smile that could light up a room or chill someone to the bone, depending on how she used it.

She wasn’t smiling now and nothing mattered more in this moment than the case in front of her.

‘It became known as the Kellon Manse Murders,’ she said, glancing up from her laptop to check her audience of three was paying attention. Of course they were – they were as fascinated by this unsolved mystery as she was. How successful they were going to be in finding answers, or unearthing material, evidence even, that the police might have missed, only time would tell, but they were going to give it a damned good go.

‘Three women, shot in the head from close range,’ she continued, going back to her notes. ‘Thirty-four-year-old Alexandra – Lexie – Gaudion; her seventy-eight-year-old mother, Margaret Sallis; and Serena Sutton, Lexie’s psychotherapist and presumably friend, given she was at the house. She was forty-four at the time of the killings. I guess you remember the case?’



She was looking at Meena and Harry Quinn, technically her bosses, although as co-creator and executive producer of Hindsight, she, Cristy, was fully in charge of the podcast’s content and direction, along with Connor Church, her partner. He might be almost twenty years her junior, but he was as invaluable to her now as he’d been during their previous lives in TV news.

‘Doesn’t everyone?’ Harry replied, with a quick glance at his wife. They too had backgrounds in television, Harry as an editor, Meena as a researcher, same programme as Cristy and Connor – and Cristy’s ex, who was actually still there. The Quinns had left their positions long before Cristy and Connor had abandoned theirs to convert the glorious old building they were now in, close to Bristol’s Harbourside, into three small recording studios and various sized suites of offices. They were dear friends of Cristy’s, who had helped her through some seriously difficult times over recent years – not just the break-up of her marriage, but also the loss of her beloved mother.

Flicking back her mane of luxuriant dark hair, Meena said, ‘Am I right in thinking that no one was ever convicted of these murders?’

Cristy nodded. ‘You are,’ she confirmed. ‘Connor’s already put together a detailed background of the case for you to go through, but essentially Lexie’s husband, David Gaudion, was set to stand trial until the case mysteriously fell apart just before it was due to be heard in court.’

‘That’s right,’ Harry murmured as more details began coming back to him. ‘One day they believed they had enough to secure a conviction, the next they didn’t. There was a bit of an outcry about that, as I recall.’

Pushing his thick-framed glasses higher up his nose, Connor said, ‘There’s a lot that doesn’t add up about this case. In fact, it’s pretty damned strange, if you ask me. In spite of all the media coverage it got at the time, something was clearly going on behind the scenes that was never revealed.’

If Meena and Harry hadn’t been in India for their annual visit to her family these past four weeks, they’d already be up to speed on everything. As it was, they’d been happy to green-light from afar, with a meeting scheduled to discuss in detail right after their return.



Cristy continued, ‘It’s highly possible that new evidence came to light, or existing evidence was no longer deemed safe, but if that’s correct, we have no idea what that evidence was.’

‘If we’re going to be objective about this,’ Connor put in, ‘and we are, one of the most important questions we need to answer is who might have carried out the killings, if it wasn’t Gaudion? Our police source has confirmed that no one else was ever in the frame, and analysis of the scene, and the bodies, ruled out the possibility of a murder/suicide.’

‘Plus,’ Cristy added, ‘there has never been another investigation.’

Frowning, Meena said, ‘That’s odd in itself. And what about Gaudion, didn’t he try to clear his name after he was released?’

Cristy shook her head. ‘Not as far as we know,’ she replied. ‘Or let’s say, nothing has come to light yet.’ She went back to her notes and pressed on. ‘It could have been a contract killing,’ she declared, ‘especially given how the crime was executed – pardon the pun. You’ll find details of that in the package Connor has prepared, but in brief, the type of gun that was used apparently confused the experts.’

‘We’ve already interviewed the firearms guy who carried out the original analysis,’ Connor told them, ‘but essentially he told us what’s already on file, that the pistol used – a Sig Sauer P230 semi-automatic handgun, chambered in .380 ACP – is of German make dating from the late Seventies, early Eighties, and, more interestingly, doesn’t conform to a hitman’s usual weapon of choice.’

‘There is such a thing?’ Meena interrupted in astonishment.

‘Apparently,’ Connor responded. ‘I don’t think they all go for the same model; it’s just that this particular weapon doesn’t show up on anyone’s organized crime radar.’

Taking this in, Meena said, ‘So this is why they think Gaudion did it? It wasn’t a professional enough shooting?’

‘I guess that’s one way of putting it,’ Cristy replied, making a note to find out the actual age of the gun. She thought it had been classed as vintage even back then, but it would be good to be sure, just in case it belonged to a collector. Was Gaudion a collector?

‘Who else have you interviewed?’ Harry asked, glancing out of the meeting room’s open door as another podcast team came into the hallway and disappeared through to their office at the back of the ground floor –  a generous space which had been a scullery during the building’s original incarnation. The room Cristy and the others were currently in formed part of the east wing of the grand old merchant’s house and was quite likely to have been a cosy and stylish dining room, with a huge marble fireplace, original cornices and two large sash windows overlooking what had probably once been a garden but was now a small car park.

Consulting her notes, Cristy said, ‘So far we’ve interviewed the pathologist; a blood-spatter analyst who reported at the time; a footprint expert, also used back then; two of the original forensic team and one of the lead detectives. All, to a man and woman, remain baffled as to why the case never made it to court. As far as they’re concerned it was cut and dried, no chance of an acquittal.’

‘And yet Gaudion still walks free,’ Connor stated.

‘Where is he these days?’ Harry asked.

‘Good question,’ Cristy responded. ‘We haven’t had much luck with that yet, but obviously we’re on it. What we’d really like to know, though, is what happened to his youngest daughter who disappeared at the time of the killings.’

Meena almost gasped. ‘Of course,’ she cried. ‘How the hell could I have forgotten that? Is there anything new about her?’

Cristy shook her head. ‘I’m afraid not. Police records still show her as missing …’

‘But not dead?’

‘I think most presume that she is; it’s just that a body has never been found. So her case remains open and is reviewed from time to time, but no new leads have ever turned up anything substantial.’

‘Remind me how old she was when it happened,’ Meena said.

‘Ten. Her sister, Rosaria, was fifteen. She, too, is proving difficult to trace, but she was seen after the killings so it’s not thought she was abducted and/or murdered along with Amelia.’

‘What about the rest of the family? Do we know where they are?’

‘Olivia, Lexie’s sister, is still living a few miles from Stroud with her husband and children. Gaudion’s brother, Richard, has a home in Kew with his wife, Astrid and their two kids. The extended family all still seem to be around in various parts of the country, but Gaudion’s mother, Cynthia, is also proving difficult to contact, so no idea where she is and Richard Gaudion isn’t prepared to tell us.’

‘So could she be with David Gaudion?’

Cristy shrugged. ‘Of course it’s possible, but the general consensus seems to be that Cynthia Gaudion took her eldest granddaughter into hiding right after Gaudion was released.’

Meena’s eyes widened. ‘To keep the girl safe from him?’

‘I presume so.’

‘And they haven’t been seen since?’

‘Well, they must have been by someone,’ Connor said, ‘or the police would have been on it; it’s just that we haven’t found anyone yet.’

‘What are the police saying?’ Harry wanted to know.

‘Very little, actually, but we’re working on increasing our sources. However, we have had sight of some crime scene photos – way too horrific to go onto the website when it’s up and running – it’s up to you if you want to see them.’

‘I wouldn’t advise it,’ Cristy put in, still sickened by the graphic images of Lexie slumped over a fallen parlour chair, arms and legs akimbo, most of her face missing, her mother crumpled across the fender, head in the hearth, and Serena sprawled beneath a half-open window, showing she’d had a few moments to break away from the others. How unimaginably terrified she must have been in those final moments.

Neither Meena nor Harry looked keen to take up Connor’s offer.

‘We have copies of some of the police files,’ Connor continued, ‘but gaining access to the entire case isn’t happening right now. Obvs we’re on it. Something of interest to note is that Richard Gaudion has made it clear he wants nothing to do with us and is talking to his lawyer about shutting us down.’

Harry gave a laugh. ‘Good luck with that, matey,’ he commented, ‘and thanks for the publicity you’ll give us if you try.’

Apparently needing to straighten it all out in her head, Meena said, ‘So what we have is a triple murder, most probably committed by David Gaudion – do we have any reasons as to why he might have done it?’



‘Various,’ Cristy said. ‘Marital disharmony, financial issues, the usual sort of thing, but nothing concrete.’

‘OK, and we also have a missing child, thought to be dead at the hand of her own father?’

‘Unless there was a hitman,’ Connor put in pedantically.

‘And if there was,’ Meena continued, ‘he was very probably hired by said father?’

Connor nodded. ‘Although our police source who worked the case back in 2008 isn’t convinced by the hitman theory and says not many of his colleagues were either.’

Absorbing this, Harry said, ‘So, as I see it, based on what you’ve told us so far, you need to find out more about the evidence that got the trial stopped—’

‘We’re not actually sure such evidence exists,’ Cristy put in. ‘It’s just an assumption we’ve made. You’ll see the prosecutor’s statement in Connor’s background package, but it goes along the lines of: after careful consideration of all the material presented in this case it’s been decided that its evidentiary value is insufficient to establish a case of murder. No detail on why the material was deemed insufficient, just that it was.’

Harry nodded thoughtfully. ‘And the prosecutor isn’t up for being interviewed?’

‘Yet,’ Connor replied.

‘So now what I’m asking myself,’ Harry said, ‘is who did Gaudion know, or who did he have something on, to be able to get the case thrown out and, apparently, never reopened?’

‘Good questions that we’re working on,’ Connor told him.

Meena sat back in her comfy leather chair and looked from one to other of them as she said, ‘This is going to be one hell of an undertaking for you guys. Are you absolutely sure you want to carry on with it?’

‘Of course we do,’ Cristy responded, ‘and you know us, we never give up until we get answers.’

Meena smiled. Cristy and Connor  were terriers, ruthless in pursuit of the truth, and hadn’t yet come up against an investigation they couldn’t solve, or at least throw a whole new light on. ‘So what next?’ she asked, shaking her head at her PA who’d just appeared in the doorway.



‘So much I hardly know where to start,’ Cristy answered dryly, ‘but moving away from all the tech and legal stuff, I recorded a Zoom chat yesterday with Flora Gibson, the gardener who found the bodies. She talked me through her day up to that point – a truly horrific moment in anyone’s life, that’s for sure – and she just emailed a few minutes ago to say the current owners of the Manse have agreed to her showing us around. They’re South African and not currently in residence. While we’re there, Flora’s going to tell us what happened after she fled the scene.’

‘We’ve also got our only existing police source lined up,’ Connor added. ‘As I said, we’re working on increasing the number, but basically, Kevin Break – he’s left the force now – was a detective constable at the heart of the original investigation and there’s a lot about it that bothers him to this day. The statements and photos we have so far have come from the files he kept.’

‘Is he willing to be named?’ Harry asked.

‘He is,’ Connor confirmed.

‘And what about Gaudion’s family members and lawyers?’ Meena asked. ‘We know his brother’s not playing ball, and you can’t find his mother, but is there anyone else?’

‘No one who’s adding anything particularly interesting at this stage,’ Cristy said, ‘and not much luck with Olivia Caldwell either, Lexie Gaudion’s sister. Apparently, Olivia had a really difficult time after losing her mother and sister – and her niece, of course – in such a horrible way, and doesn’t want to open it all up again. However, it’s possible she’ll reconsider once a couple of episodes have aired, because she must surely want justice for what happened to her family.’

‘We’re guessing,’ Connor added, ‘that she’s fully convinced it was Gaudion and already knows, or believes, that it can never be proved, so why put herself through the trauma of it all again?’

‘What about the therapist, Serena Sutton?’ Harry asked. ‘She seems to be getting forgotten in the grand scheme of it all.’

‘Actually, there’s some interesting detail about her that we’ll get into along the way,’ Cristy told him, ‘but for now, I want to play you the rough cut of an intro for episode one that we recorded yesterday using the material we already have.’

As Connor lined up the link on his laptop, Harry and Meena’s assistant, Wendy, returned with a large jug of iced water. It was a welcome refreshment given the heat of the day with virtually no breeze finding its way in through the open sash windows, and the fan wasn’t especially helpful. However, plenty of seagull whoopings and construction drillings were having no problem getting through to them, their own little dockland symphony.

Once everyone was ready – Harry with his feet up on the centre coffee table, Meena with her legs tucked under her in the cosy love seat, and Cristy poised to make notes – Connor pressed play.

The first voice came over clearly, with a slight West Country burr and a few hesitations:

‘I swear I have never seen anything so horrific in my life. I still have nightmares about it. There was blood everywhere. Up the walls, all over the fireplace, covering the mirror … That’s what I saw first, the blood, then I realized there were bodies everywhere … I didn’t know how many at the time … I didn’t stop to look. I was too terrified whoever had done it might still be in the house, so I turned around and ran.’

Cristy’s voice was next.

‘You’ve just been listening to Flora Gibson, the young gardener who, back in 2008, had the horrendous experience of discovering the victims in what came to be known as the Kellon Manse Murders. It’s likely many of you will remember the case; for those who don’t, it was the cold-blooded killing of three women, a mother, daughter and the daughter’s psychotherapist, that was carried out at the Berkeley Vale home of David and Lexie Gaudion. It caused an absolute sensation at the time, not least because the Gaudions’ youngest daughter, Amelia, aged ten, disappeared that day and has never been seen since.’

Meena’s hand went up and Connor hit pause.

‘How old would Amelia be by now?’ Meena asked.

‘Twenty-six,’ Cristy replied.

‘What about the eldest daughter?’



‘Rosaria was fifteen when it happened,’ Cristy said, ‘so she’d be thirty or thirty-one today. She was at her grandmother’s that day, apparently.’

‘The grandmother being David Gaudion’s mother, obvs,’ Connor put in, ‘given Lexie’s mother was a victim herself.’

Nodding, Meena circled a finger for the playback to continue.

CRISTY: ‘Somebody else who disappeared around that time – a matter of days after David Gaudion escaped trial and was released from custody – is his mother along with his eldest daughter. Apparently, the police are not concerned for their safety, but they won’t say where they are – if indeed they know. We’ll be looking into that further.

‘As far as David Gaudion himself is concerned, we’ve been informed by several of his old neighbours that he left the area some months – possibly as long as a year – after his trial was cancelled. Apparently he was living at Kellon Manse, the scene of the crime, during that time, but no one from the locality has seen him since the house was sold at the beginning of 2010 and he moved away. It’s worth bearing in mind here that Gaudion and his brother were born in the Berkeley Vale, as were Lexie and Olivia, and the four were well known to have a strong bond as children. You might think it odd that Gaudion should choose not to be in touch with anyone at all from his past – we know we do. Here’s what his lawyer, Edmond Crouch, had to say when we contacted him.’

CROUCH: ‘No, David isn’t in hiding, and nor is he a recluse. He’s simply a very private man who has no wish to revisit the terrible time he and his family went through back then, so I’m afraid I won’t be passing on any messages.’

CRISTY: ‘But you do know where he is?’

CROUCH: ‘All I can tell you is that he will not welcome your enquiries.’

CRISTY: ‘Even if they lead us to finding his daughter?’



There was a pause on the tape before Cristy continued:

CRISTY: ‘Mr Crouch declined to answer that question, which is interesting in itself. Now, here’s the voice of Sandy Trevelyan, an Oxford-based artist, who knew Serena Sutton, the third victim of the Kellon Manse Murders, for many years.’

SANDY TREVELYAN: ‘Serena was devastated when her home and office – they were in the same place – were destroyed in a fire that happened a few days before she was murdered. I don’t know if they’ve ever found a link between the two events, but the coincidence … Well, it’s hard to think there wasn’t a connection considering the timing, isn’t it? I can only presume detectives weren’t able to get a real picture of her relationship with Lexie Gaudion, or any of her other clients after that. Everything was gone. Was I surprised Serena ended up the way she did? Of course I was, and shocked, and extremely upset. You never expect something like that to happen to anyone, do you? Especially not someone you know and hold in esteem and affection.’

Meena piped up, ‘Is it possible Serena Sutton was the real target in the killings? What does your ex-detective say about her?’

As Connor hit pause again, Cristy said, ‘They were always pretty certain that Lexie was the target along with her mother, and Serena was – hateful term – collateral damage.’

‘There’s an interesting police report with some detail on why Serena was at the house that day,’ Connor added. ‘However, to avoid information overload, we aren’t revealing it yet.’

‘She was having an affair with Gaudion, and had come to tell Lexie all about it?’ Meena suggested.

‘Good theory,’ Connor smiled, showing his boyish dimples, ‘but no evidence of an affair to date, and the report throws a very different, although no less intriguing, light on the visit.’

‘You can’t stop there,’ Meena protested.

‘Sorry,’ Connor laughed, ‘you’ll just have to stay tuned if you want to find out more.’



Scowling at him, Meena turned to Harry as he asked, ‘Where does Gaudion claim he was when the murders happened?’

Cristy arched an eyebrow. ‘Apparently he was out for a run. He says he left the house around two in the afternoon, at which point only his wife was there, and it was after five when he returned. By then the place was crawling with police. Flora Gibson, the gardener, was still being interviewed, so she saw him come back and has promised to tell us more about it.’

‘Did anyone see him while he was out on this run?’ Harry wanted to know. ‘Surely he must have some sort of an alibi?’

‘No one has ever come forward,’ Cristy replied, ‘but there are some pretty remote spots around that way, so maybe it’s possible to go out for that long and not be seen.’

Harry looked sceptical. ‘Three hours is a long time to be running on a hot day. Actually, I remember that being said at the time.’

‘It was, but apparently it’s not unusual for those who enjoy it to go out in the heat of the day, especially if they’re training for an event in a hot climate.’

‘Was he?’

‘Not that we know of, but apparently he took part in several marathons in the years prior to the killings.’

They were all quiet for a moment, until Meena said, ‘Well, it goes without saying that we won’t have a problem getting backing for this, and the advertisers will be lining up. So, time to submit a budget – I’m sure you’ve already prepared one – then we can get you properly underway.’

After everyone had left the room – Harry off to one of the edit suites, Meena to her exec office on the first floor and Connor to his desk in the main production area, Cristy remained where she was, staring at the screen of her laptop. It was showing the head shot of David Gaudion that had been used a lot at the time of the killings. It showed a thirty-five-year-old man with thick, light brown hair swept back from his handsome face, the smile lines fanning his pale blue eyes making him seem relaxed, content, someone with not too much on his mind. Maybe that had been the case when the photo was taken, but appearing unconcerned hadn’t done him too many favours during the height of the investigation.

A deliberate police tactic to turn public opinion against him?

For no explicable reason she found herself thinking of Matthew, her ex, and what he’d been like at thirty-five. Good-looking, certainly, over-confident, quite probably, charming, fun, attentive, great company …

She wondered if she hated him now and decided that she did. However, she wasn’t an angry woman, never had been – although she had to admit to being pretty feisty at times – and she wasn’t vengeful, or bitter, or sad. Actually, she was probably all of them if the truth were told, or had been in the first year or two of their break-up, but she no longer allowed the worst of her emotions to drive her. She was living a new life now, was completely happy with it, even if it did consist mainly of work with little time for anything else. Yes, she missed the fun she’d had with Matthew, and how secure she’d felt with him without even knowing it. Not that she felt insecure now – she was perfectly able to deal with life on her own – but she did feel a little lonely at times, and uncertain about what the future might hold for her.

Since nothing good ever came from self-reflection, or not of this sort, she quickly pushed it from her mind and refocused on David Gaudion. Not for the first time, she gave careful scrutiny to each of his features, from his deep-set, almost unsettling eyes, down the length of his slightly crooked nose and across the wide, full mouth that could have been feminine, and yet somehow wasn’t. There was, in fact, an inherent masculinity about his strong jaw and the shadow beard darkening his naturally olive skin.

He was, without question, a striking-looking man, someone who was very probably used to doors opening for him that remained closed for others, who had people wanting to know him just to be in his sphere. It was often like that for beautiful people, men and women. They became used to getting what they wanted, almost expected it, and not necessarily out of selfishness or some sort of narcissism, or because they wanted to steal from someone less blessed; simply because it was the way life was for them. She’d been married to Matthew for long enough to recognize the type, although she hadn’t realized how deeply her ex’s sense of entitlement and invincibility had run until it was too late.

What did she actually know about David Gaudion?

Not much, was the answer, in spite of some pretty extensive initial enquiries. Back in 2008 he’d been a fourteen-year graduate of the London School of Economics, the father of two young girls, husband of an independently wealthy woman, a successful Westminster lobbyist who split his time between London and West Gloucestershire. Apparently he’d also been a long-distance runner.

They also knew that he’d grown up in the Berkeley Vale, along with his brother, and they’d been such fast friends with Lexie and Olivia Sallis from Kellon Hall that they were like family. The closeness had continued into their teens and early adulthood; in fact, there was nothing to say that they’d ever drifted away from one another in any meaningful sense. After all, David had married Lexie and they’d continued to live in the Vale. It didn’t come much closer than that.

She wondered about Gaudion’s darker side – didn’t everyone have one? – and who, if anyone, might be prepared to discuss it? Certainly not his brother; Richard Gaudion couldn’t have made that plainer, and clearly his lawyer wasn’t going to be helpful either. However, there had to be old friends and colleagues from over the years who were willing to talk. It was just a question of finding them.

And what about his mother? Where the heck was she now? Still hiding from her son? Or was she with him and his eldest daughter, Rosaria? Was she even still alive given how old she must surely be if she was?

Cristy made a note to look into that; a near impossible task if it turned out the family had changed their names.

She clicked to the next image on her laptop.

Alexandra – Lexie – Gaudion, an understated yet undeniable beauty with dark, curly hair, lichen-green eyes, kittenish features and a pretty mouth. She was probably around thirty in this shot. Though she was laughing, there didn’t appear to be the right sort of spark in her eyes, and no real engagement with the photographer was evident. Had David been behind the camera? Of course, it was foolish to draw conclusions from a single moment that had been captured, probably randomly, on a day that could have just been off; or during a passing moment that bore no relation to the next. Lexie’s family, the Sallises, had been landowners in the Vale for centuries – in fact, ‘landed gentry’ was an expression Cristy had heard often to describe them, and Lexie had a look of breeding and privilege about her, an inherent quality that seemed to set her slightly apart from more general folk.

It was the same with her older sister, Olivia, who’d be around fifty by now – people with that sort of money and background often wore well, so Cristy suspected Olivia was a striking older woman. It shouldn’t be too difficult to find out, so she added it to her notes. It always helped to have the correct image of someone in mind when trying to approach them.

The next photo was of Margaret Sallis, a jowly, haughty-looking woman in her seventies who apparently had no living siblings. However, there had to be some extended family somewhere, and the neighbours could probably reveal quite a lot about the proprietor of most of their homes and businesses if they were of a mind to.

Next was Serena Sutton, acclaimed psychotherapist with all the right letters after her name, forty-four at the time of her murder, divorced and childless. Her hair was neat and silvery, her eyes deep brown and gentle, and her smile seemed to exude – in this shot anyway, which might have been taken by a professional given the soft focus and lighting – an air of compassion and calm. It was a good look for someone who dealt in other people’s misery and secrets, suggesting she would be easy to trust. She must have had a whole slew of clients who’d have been willing to talk about her, but as far as Cristy was aware none had ever come forward or been found. More than a little odd, that, but stranger and more suspicious still was her office and all her records going up in flames only days before the murders.

Days before she’d driven her blue Audi to the Manse to see Lexie and her mother.

The biggest mystery of all, of course, was what could have happened to ten-year-old Amelia Gaudion? In the photos used during the early days of her disappearance, she came over as a sparkly eyed, mischievous child with her father’s thick fair hair and blue eyes and her mother’s heart-shaped face. Apparently she’d loved animals, especially horses, dressing up, painting, water skiing and playing with her big sister. She’d been doing well at school, was in full health, and clearly had an active life and, to all outward appearances, a loving family.

Very much like Cristy’s family had been before it suddenly wasn’t that way any more. Why did thinking about it still make her feel so wretched inside when she’d moved on now? She had a different life – with her children still in it, obviously, but everything she’d held precious, the togetherness, the security, the unshakable belief in her marriage was long gone.

But this wasn’t about her.

Oddly, there were no photos of Rosaria Gaudion, the elder sister, that Cristy had been able to find, though naturally the family and police would have kept her out of the public eye as much as possible when it was all going on.

Returning to the shot of David Gaudion, she sat with her eyes fixed on his, and because he’d looked right into the lens when the picture had been taken, it felt as if he was staring right back at her. It wasn’t altogether an unpleasant feeling – he didn’t come over as menacing, however it was slightly unsettling. She knew it was pointless to try to detect any signs of evil or psychopathy in him. Most murderers looked like everyone else, a regular father, brother, son, friend. Some were even as attractive as this one, which bizarrely, could make them seem more sinister than if they’d been downright ugly.

‘Where are you now, David Gaudion?’ she murmured. ‘Who are you? How are you staying below the radar? And how am I going to find you? Because I will, I hope you know that.’






CHAPTER TWO

Cristy was in the passenger seat of Connor’s VW Golf, laptop open in front of her, mic loosely in hand, ready to begin recording when the time was right. She glanced over at him as he slowed the car down, an odd response to the satnav’s instruction to continue straight for one mile. ‘Are you OK?’ she asked as he stifled a yawn.

‘Bad night,’ he confessed, poking at his glasses and speeding up a little. ‘Jodi woke up around two and wanted to talk about giving up work until after the baby’s here.’

Knowing how excited and apprehensive his lovely young wife was with this, her first pregnancy, Cristy said, ‘But she’s already stepped back from her podcast, hasn’t she? Didn’t Lynette take over last week?’

‘Yes, but only for the next two months; after that, the whole thing is parked until Jodi’s ready to start searching the nation for good deeds again.’

Cristy smiled. Jodi’s pod was a favourite with many simply for being so funny and upbeat and cognizant of the best rather than the worst in people. ‘Well, isn’t that the upside of being your own boss?’ she said. ‘You get to choose when you work. Anyway, how is she in herself? I mean physically. Scans still all good and everything?’

‘Hundred percent, and most of the time she’s cool with it all. It’s just the middle of the night thing that gets her sometimes.’

Cristy checked her mobile as it started to vibrate. Seeing who it was she immediately rejected the call.

Connor glanced at her curiously.

‘My ex-husband’s wife,’ she explained.



He pulled a face. ‘Why’s she calling you?’ he demanded.

Cristy shrugged, trying and failing to breeze past the sudden jolt of memory that continued to sicken her every time it came to life. It was the moment Matthew had told her their marriage was over, the utter shock of realizing he meant it, that he really was going to break up their family for a girl less than half his age. A girl who’d come to Bath to appear at the Theatre Royal following her starring role in a hit TV series that Matthew hadn’t watched, but Cristy had loved. It was only because Cristy had arranged for the starlet with huge eyes, full lips and exquisite body to come into the studios that Matthew had finally agreed to interview her. And that was where it had all begun.

What insidious trickery had been at work that day? Why had the fates decided to smash her world apart so brutally and irreversibly and to make such a damned fool of her – of them all really, given the media attention? Thank God that had died down, eventually, but the affair hadn’t burned itself out; Matthew’s obsession had grown ever deeper until finally he’d initiated a divorce so he could marry his true love. ‘Because,’ she said, bringing herself back to Connor’s question about why Marley Dukes would call her, ‘she’s as big a dick, to quote my son, as he is.’ With a sigh she added, ‘She wants us to be friends. For the children’s sake. Makes her sound almost mature, doesn’t it? And there she is, not yet twenty-five.’

Connor nodded slowly. ‘Well, I guess she can fuck right off,’ he declared as if there could be no other response.

With a choke of laughter, Cristy switched on the mic as the satnav told them to take a left in one hundred yards. ‘No script, making this up as we go along,’ she informed him, and began to speak.

‘Connor and I are just turning into the heart of the Berkeley Vale, scene of the Kellon Manse Murders, on our way to meet with Flora Gibson, the gardener who found the bodies. For those of you not familiar with this part of the world, it’s in Gloucestershire, a huge swathe of rural beauty nestled between the western edge of the Cotswolds and the mighty River Severn. The weather today is glorious, blue skies all the way, and a world of green as far as the eye can see, which actually isn’t that far at the moment as we’re heading along a narrow, winding road hedged in by dense hawthorns. Nevertheless, there’s a lovely feel about the area. It exudes peacefulness, making it the kind of place you’d want to spend a relaxing summer’s day, or a holiday. Some of you might be familiar with the medieval castle as it’s quite a popular wedding venue. It’s also home to the Berkeley family and has been since the twelfth century. Its other dubious claim to fame is that it might be where King Edward II was murdered.

‘That’s going back a little too far for Hindsight. Our destination today is Kellon Manse, which was renamed Hillvale House when its new owners took over a few years after the killings. They’re a South African couple, not in residence at the moment, but they’ve agreed to let Flora Gibson show us around. OK, we’re stuck behind a tractor now …’

Switching off the mic, she sighed as she mulled over her own words, knowing there was plenty of scope for edits and drop-ins, but that was for later. For now she simply gazed out at the passing landscape, so tranquil and verdant and seeming to be its own small world of early summer beauty. The grassy banks were full of buttercups, purple bellflowers, sweet mock orange, bloody cranesbill, and all of them reminded her of her mother who’d had a passion for wildflowers. Even the pungent scent of wild garlic drifting in through the open windows was taking her back in time.

‘It’s hard to imagine anything violent ever happening somewhere like this, isn’t it?’ she commented to Connor as they entered the village of Rockhampton and meandered past the empty cricket pitch.

‘Can anywhere claim to have no darkness in its past?’ he responded bleakly.

Her eyebrows arched. ‘You really are sleep deprived, aren’t you?’

He was saved from answering as his phone rang. Seeing the name on the car screen, he said, ‘Great! Kevin Break, our ex-detective. I just hope he’s not cancelling on us. Hey, Kevin,’ he barked out as he clicked on. ‘How’s tricks?’

‘Fair, fair,’ came the gruff reply. ‘I got your email this morning but thought I’d ring to say all’s good my end. Happy to chat – I just have to move it to the day after tomorrow if that’s OK. Wife’s got a hospital appointment I’d forgotten about.’

‘No problem. I hope she’s OK.’

‘Yeah, yeah, nothing serious.’

‘That’s good. So, same time, same place?’

‘Sure. She’s offered to bake scones, so bring an appetite – and book a dental visit for after.’

Connor laughed. ‘Noted. We’re just about to interview Flora Gibson. Have you guys been in touch at all since the murders?’

‘Flora? The gardener? She was a good witness, as I recall. Horribly shook up, obviously, after what she’d seen, but I remember us all being pretty impressed by how responsive she was on the day, once she’d managed to calm down a bit. Is she claiming to know who did it? That’d be a turnaround if she is.’

Connor smiled. ‘No, this is just background stuff, first-hand account of discovery and all that.’

‘Unless she surprises us,’ Cristy put in.

‘Is that you, Cristy?’ Break called cheerily.

‘It’s me. Looking forward to seeing you in a couple of days. And thanks again for working with us.’

‘I’ve been waiting a long time for someone to ask me about it,’ he told her. ‘I just hope you stay on it, because the last person to get in touch never called me back after I said I’d be happy to help.’

Frowning as she glanced at Connor, Cristy said, ‘Who was that?’

‘Can’t remember her name now. I decided in the end she was one of those amateurs who fancy themselves as a true-crime podcaster. There are so many of them at it these days, setting up in their kitchens and blathering on about hangovers and babies and holidays, before they even get started on the meat of it all. At least you guys don’t do that. It’s why I follow you. Cut to the chase, proper professionals – only to be expected given your backgrounds and everything. Anyway, I’ll see you Thursday. Good luck with … Iris.’



‘Flora.’

‘No, Iris is the name of the girl who contacted me before. Just came to me. Anyway, give my regards to Flora.’

Just as he rang off, a deer suddenly sprang out in front of them and Connor hit the brakes so hard that they swerved across the road, only just avoiding ending up in a ditch.

Shaken, he gripped the wheel and stared straight ahead in horror. ‘Tell me I didn’t hit it,’ he implored. ‘Please tell me I didn’t hit it, or Jodi will never forgive me.’

Watching the graceful creature leap over a low stone wall and disappear into a shady copse, Cristy said, ‘She’s fine. Just make sure there are no fawns about to follow her. It’s that time of year.’

‘Are you serious?’ He turned to glare at her. ‘Are you saying I might have killed Bambi’s mother, or Bambi himself?’ He seemed genuinely appalled. ‘Jesus Christ, how would I ever have explained that to Aurora when she’s old enough to understand?’

Cristy laughed. ‘No harm done, so man up and put it out of your mind.’

Grumbling under his breath, he straightened the car and drove gingerly on. ‘How come you know so much about deer?’ he challenged, as if she’d somehow colluded with the beast he’d nearly annihilated.

She shrugged. ‘I don’t really, only that they give birth around May and June – and I happen to think that Bambi is a totally traumatizing story for a small child, so maybe you want to rethink little Aurora’s introduction to it.’

He threw her a look.

‘Just saying,’ she grinned. ‘OK. Now, according to maps we’re about to arrive at the destination, so keep a look out for Flora.’

A few minutes later, as they emerged from a sun-dappled tunnel of trees, they spotted a red-headed woman in denim dungarees and bright blue Doc Martens, waving them down.

‘Hey!’ Cristy cried as she got out of the car and Flora crossed the sun-baked road to greet them. She already knew that the ex-gardener was forty-one years old now, mother of three boys and part-time bookkeeper for her father-in-law’s landscaping business. (‘I did a course, about ten years ago,’ she’d told Cristy during their initial chat. ‘It was just after our eldest one was born. No, I don’t do much gardening now, apart from at home. Jack still hasn’t made an honest woman of me, but I suppose there’s always time.’)

‘Hope you haven’t been waiting long,’ Cristy said warmly as she clasped hands with the smiley, frizzy-haired younger woman.

‘Just got here,’ Flora assured her, and turned to Connor as he joined them, raising her sunglasses to see him more clearly. ‘Nice to meet you,’ she said, shaking his hand. ‘I clocked you were a bit of a looker on the website, all those dark curls and sexy glasses. Not really my type, I have to say, but I can see why the girls would go for you.’

Cristy sniggered at his discomfort, and Flora turned to lead them a few yards further along the lane. ‘Hot today, innit?’ she commented over her shoulder. ‘Don’t worry, I should be able to offer you some refreshment when we get inside. The Venters said it would be OK.’ Pressing a remote control, she paused a moment for the towering gates to slide apart like a pair of stage curtains. ‘These were installed about a year after the Venters bought the place,’ she informed them as they walked through. ‘In David and Lexie’s day there was only an old five-bar that was always open to the world, but obviously, after what happened …’ She took a moment to make sure the gates were closing behind them. ‘We had a lot of rubberneckers in the first couple of years,’ she continued, ‘crawled all over the place, they did … God only knew what they were hoping to see.’ She pocketed the remote and gazed up at the splendid red-brick Manse, an impressively elegant three-storey house atop the gentle rise of a hillock. ‘Well, there she is,’ she declared, almost as if Cristy and Connor had been waiting years for this very moment.

It was certainly a beautiful place, Cristy reflected, and appeared extremely well cared for. No signs of its tragic history – as if there would be – but really, there was no sense of bleakness or horror at all. It came over as quietly benign at the centre of its sleepy, colourful gardens, and was partly shaded on one side by a giant horse chestnut. All that appeared different from the photos she’d seen were the shutters behind the windows and an ornate stone porch around the front door that blended so well with the period of the house it might have always been there.



Flora said, ‘I used to think I’d never be able to come here again after what happened, but then, well, things change, don’t they? Time moves on, and when the new owners needed someone to take care of it while they’re not around, Jack put my name forward. He does the gardens now. They’re pretty much the same as before, but the house is different. I don’t mean structurally – it’s a listed building so they have to “honour the integrity” – but obviously the Venters put in their own furniture and redid a few things. The kitchen’s new and the sitting room fireplace was torn out and boarded up. I’d have put another in if it was up to me, but there we are … What’s really changed, I’d say, is the atmosphere of the place.’

‘In what way?’ Cristy asked curiously.

Flora shrugged. ‘It just seems … calmer in there now. Like all the craziness has been put to bed, never to return. Well, that’s my take on it, but then not everyone has the same memories of it that I do, and let me tell you, it was crazy here the day it all happened.’

Glancing at Connor, Cristy said to Flora, ‘If it’s OK with you we’ll start recording and talk as we walk, but any time you want us to stop …’

‘Oh, I’m cool with it,’ Flora assured her. ‘I can’t imagine I’m going to tell you anything you don’t already know. Well, maybe I will. We’ll see how it goes. Where do you want me to start? When I found the bodies or—’

‘We already have that from the first time you and I spoke,’ Cristy reminded her, ‘so maybe you can show us where you ran to when you left the house?’

‘Ah yeah, that’s up over the back, behind the greenhouses. They’re still there, actually. So’s the gate I chucked myself over to get into the next field.’

As they started to stroll Connor said, ‘Am I right in thinking Kellon Hall adjoins this property?’

Flora followed his gaze towards the dense treetops beyond a high bank of hawthorn hedges. ‘Yeah, it’s right over there. You used to be able to see the chimneys from here, but the oaks have grown so tall, they’re blocked out completely now.’

‘Who lives there?’ he asked.

‘No one. It was all shut up after Mean Margaret died, and the only ones who go in there these days are my Jack and his team to take care of the gardens closest to the Hall. Tennis court’s gone to rack and ruin, and the pool’s in a terrible state. God only knows what the house is like inside. As far as I know, no one ever got murdered there, but let me tell you, it’s a hell of a lot spookier than here. That’ll be why they can’t sell it, I’m sure. They don’t even have any viewings as far as I know. One look at the outside and no one wants to go in. Even Olivia hates it there.’

‘Does she ever visit?’ Cristy asked.

‘Rarely, and who can blame her? They were never happy there as children, her and Lexie, so Jack’s dad says. He remembers more about them when they were young, being older and all that.’

‘Why did you say Mean Margaret?’ Connor wanted to know.

‘Oh, right. It’s what we called her, mainly because she could be a right cow when she wanted to be, which was most of the time. She hardly ever spoke nicely to anyone, we were all afraid to go there, so God knows what it was like for her girls. Maybe she was better with them, who knows, but I can tell you she was drunk more often than not. I’ve heard her husband was just as bad when he was alive. It’s no wonder his horse bucked and threw him to his death – it sounds like he was a cruel bastard.’ She sighed and shook her head. ‘All that money and land … Didn’t do ’em much good in the end, did it? I’m not sure they even had any friends to speak of, but as I said, I didn’t actually know them. He died long before my time and … oh yeah, she was mean because she never gave anything to anyone, not for jumble sales or fundraisers, or the WI’s efforts to help people overseas. Jack’s dad threatened her with the law a couple of times if she didn’t pay his bill. It was the only way to make her cough up. Everyone had the same trouble, and I don’t think she was ever short, just … mean.

‘Course, we all went to her funeral – you have to, don’t you? Love her or hate her, she was part of the community, never mind that half the people who turned up wouldn’t have minded being the one who pulled the trigger.’

Startled by Flora’s bluntness, Cristy noticed that Connor’s eyebrows had also shot up.

‘So do you ever see Olivia these days?’ he wondered as they drew closer to the Manse.



Flora shook her head. ‘No call for her to come here, really, unless Jack’s dad needs to talk to her about something to do with the garden, but she usually just tells him to carry on if something needs doing. Other than that, I send her bills by email and, unlike her mother, she’s always a prompt payer.’

‘Do you think there’s a chance your father-in-law will talk to us?’ Cristy asked as they rounded the side of the house to the back garden where a large stone terrace overlooked more immaculate lawns and well-tended borders.

‘I’ll ask,’ Flora said, sounding doubtful, ‘but he’s already told me he doesn’t want to get involved in any tittle-tattle, as he calls it. It’s not that he’s being difficult,’ she insisted, ‘it’s just that he wasn’t here when it happened, the way I was, and he’s got a lot of customers around the Vale. If they thought he was going around talking about them … Well, you can see how it might look.’

Cristy said, ‘But he must have known David Gaudion …’

‘Oh yeah, everyone did. No doubt about that … So, here we are.’ Flora pointed across the lawns to a sturdy five-bar gate in the hedgerow next to the greenhouses, then turned back to the Manse. ‘I came out of there faster than Usain Bolt,’ she recalled with a grimace. ‘Honest to God, I thought I was about to get shot too. I’ve never been so scared in me life. I mean, you see the sort of thing I did and you think, holy fuck, I need to get out of here. I came this way because I remembered there was a car I didn’t recognize at the front of the house – I guess in my panic I thought it belonged to the killer. I found out later that it was Serena Sutton’s, but I didn’t know that then. Or her. I only knew I could be next if only to keep me quiet … It wasn’t till I hurtled over the gate that it occurred to me someone back at the house might still be alive and in need of help. It couldn’t be me, though. No way was I going back in there, but at least I managed to dial 999. Bit of a miracle given how hard I was shaking.’

Certain she’d have been in an equally panicked state if something like it had happened to her, Cristy went to peer over the gate, picturing a trembling young woman cowering in a ditch the other side. ‘What happened then?’ she asked, gazing out across an empty field of long grass and buttercups.

‘Well, it’s a bit of a jumble now,’ Flora admitted, ‘but I remember the operator telling me to stay where I was. No, first she asked if I was safe … Of course, I didn’t know the answer to that, but I crossed my fingers and said I thought I was … She told me to stay on the line, and that someone was on the way. I can’t remember how long it took for anyone to arrive, but oh my God, when they did … I had to explain to the operator where I was on the property, I suppose to make sure the police didn’t shoot me …’

‘So an armed response team turned up?’ Connor asked, looking around as if a SWAT team with
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