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ONE

Seven was Carol’s number. Not a big number. Pathetic really, stopped before she got started, but it was enough to call her a serial killer. Enough to make her point.

Or was it more? Convicted for seven anyway. Perhaps there were a few others – it all got a bit hazy towards the end there. Harold Shipman had got through hundreds, but that was easy. A doctor killing patients, old ladies who walked into his surgery. They were sitting ducks, hardly worth the effort. Tap-ins. Now, picking seven (or whatever her number was) moving targets, young healthy people, going about their business, and murdering them, that took skill. That took guts.

Of course, this was all in the past. Now Carol could hardly be bothered to get up and find the TV remote, let alone chase down a man, knock him to the ground, stab him in the neck, drag him into the van, take him for a drive, bury him in the woods, clean up and leave a clue for the police to make it interesting. Carol was retired now. Which was why she was heading to Sheldon Oaks to be with the rest of the retirees, the rest of the sitting ducks.

Want to know how to knock a few decades off your sentence? Tell them where the bodies are buried. Carol’s choice was a popular one – Epping Forest. The only problem was finding a patch of ground without a body already in it. You’d think the difficulty would be getting the corpse out of the van and dragging it deep enough into the woods, but things were different back then. After dark, there’d always be someone else with their own body to ditch. Usually, the other killer would be a professional, a gangster, something like that – not a simple hobbyist like Carol. You’d help them to carry theirs, they’d help you with yours – a real sense of community. People were friendlier in the old days, not like it is now.

Carol noticed the sound of tyres on gravel, a noise she hadn’t heard in years, as the taxi slowly pulled into the driveway. She braced herself for a new beginning, her new placid existence. The driver, who hadn’t said a word on the journey, took her luggage from the boot as Carol looked at her new home. The frontage was big and rectangular. Carol hadn’t a clue of the history but to her it looked like a converted grand hotel, at least a hundred years old. Downton Abbey, but every character is Maggie Smith’s age. Sheldon Oaks was in Hampstead, a wealthy part of North London; its pretty grounds bordering Hampstead Heath. This was the sort of place the rich came to die.

Carol walked into the plush lobby area.

‘Oh dear. Ms Quinn. Welcome. I’m terribly sorry but I don’t think your removals people have arrived.’ Elisa, the concierge, had dark hair, expensive glasses, and was well put-together but currently fretting. She spoke in a European accent. Everything here had class, thought Carol, like a five-star hotel that only accepted guests over the age of sixty-five. Elisa walked over to her from behind the reception desk.

‘That’s all right. I didn’t use a removals service,’ said Carol.

‘Oh, I see. You have some family helping you? Are they here? Let me get you a seat.’

Carol remained standing. ‘No. Just me. I have this but that will be all.’ She nodded down to her wheelie case, small enough to qualify as hand luggage for the overhead locker on most flights.

‘So the rest of your things will be arriving another day?’

‘No, no. This is it. Thank you. If my apartment is ready, I’d like to move in, please.’

Elisa failed to disguise her shock. This was not a normal arrival, clearly. Most new residents, Carol supposed, came to Sheldon Oaks having gone through months of packing, organising possessions accumulated over a lifetime. Many arrived traumatised, no doubt, after taking the contents of a four-floor house and downsizing enough to fit them into a one-room apartment, their adult children standing over them, lecturing them about how this was for the best, assuring them that the urgency with which they were moving them into a home had absolutely nothing to do with a desire to sell the family’s biggest asset at the top of the housing market.

Here was Carol Quinn, seventy-five, short and scrappy, with shoulder-length grey hair and a small visor cap, arriving in a cab straight from prison.

‘Ms Quinn!’ Giles Temple, the owner, emerged from a back room. ‘Let me take that for you. Journey okay?’

‘Yes, thank you.’

Carol recognised Giles from the brochures. In photographs he’d been smartly suited and airbrushed. In person, you got a sense of who the real Giles Temple was. Fortyish and out of shape, with blue eyes and chaotic blond hair, wearing an old-fashioned hooped rugby shirt and tattered aqua blue shorts. It was the sort of outfit that only a man with an expensive education could get away with.

Giles lowered his voice. ‘And did you come straight from …?’

‘Prison, yes.’

‘Surrey. That’s right, Surrey,’ said Giles, placing a glossier spin on her answer.

Carol was aware that Giles and Elisa had had discussions about the ethics of welcoming a recent lag, a convicted serial killer no less, into their luxury retirement community directly from HMP Bronzefield. When making arrangements, they’d accidentally forwarded Carol their whole email conversation on the subject and were still apparently unaware that she had read it all. Giles and Elisa had agreed there was a balance to be struck. Yes, with this particular resident there was a higher than comfortable possibility of her murdering a significant percentage of the Sheldon Oaks ‘family’, but on the other hand, in this day and age, did they really have the right to be so prejudiced? Carol was being released for a reason. She was reformed, wasn’t she? They had to have faith in the criminal justice system. Who were they to judge another human being who’d paid their debt to society? Also, new purchases had been far lower than projected in recent months, the accounts weren’t looking great, and Carol had offered not to rent but to buy an apartment outright, at full price and in cash. If that meant there was the ever-so-slight risk of them all being slaughtered one by one – blood seeping from the cracks in the windows, trickling down into Hampstead, drowning the city in gore – it was a risk they were prepared to take.

With Elisa and Giles gone, Carol sat on a wicker chair on her new balcony, enjoying the early-summer sunshine. A few weeks ago, she’d been allowed out for the day to tour her new apartment. Floor-to-ceiling windows, hardwood floors. The last time she’d had her own place everyone wanted carpet.

Her kitchen intimidated her. It had one of those ovens you see on cookery shows where the door disappears underneath when you open it, and a fridge with a thing in the door that you could push a glass into and ice would pop out. The TV was six times bigger than any she’d ever owned. Most decadent of all, her bedroom was en-suite, which meant she had two bathrooms. Her bladder wasn’t as strong as it used to be, granted, but even at her age she had need for only one bathroom at any one time.

The brochure described the ‘design ethic’ as ‘contemporary’. Carol, when telling her fellow inmates about it, opted for the word ‘lovely’.

She had known for a while now that her lifestyle was about to change dramatically but it hadn’t felt real until now. To actually be here, a free woman, living in the most luxurious surroundings, a world away from where she’d just spent hour after hour, day after day, year after year. Thirty-five years. Carol had earned this.

She looked out over the pretty gardens and sighed in satisfaction. No high walls, no barbed wire, no screws. No nerks in jogging bottoms using their one hour outdoors to drag pensively on a cigarette and tell, for the eight-hundredth time, the story of how ‘everything went wrong when I met Darren’. Just some flowerbeds and a freshly cut lawn with a game of croquet in progress. A young man was banging in a post for a rope fence that marked the border between the lawns and the driveway. Everything was orderly here, everything was quaint. And beyond the grounds of Sheldon Oaks was Hampstead Heath, a paradise that overlooked her favourite city, a city she could now enjoy any time she liked.

Not now, though, because Carol had just remembered her bed. She walked through her one-floor flat and into her bedroom. There it was. Thirty-five years of sleeping on a paper-thin, less-than-single mattress, and now she was looking at a giant double bed. And it was all hers.

Carol kicked off her slip-ons, lay back and closed her eyes. She soon fell into a deep and peaceful sleep, dreaming of the last time she was in a bed this size, methodically cutting off a man’s ear with a pair of nail scissors she’d bought that afternoon from Boots.




TWO

‘You’re making me nervous.’

This was at a time when the simple act of making Viennese Whirls could still put a resident on edge. Before the murders.

‘Does it say that the tablespoon should be heaped? Because you’ve just put a heaped tablespoon in the bowl, and a heaped tablespoon is not a tablespoon. It’s effectively a tablespoon and a half.’

‘Does it really matter, Geoffrey?’ said Margaret.

‘I’m just saying …’

Here we go, thought Carol.

Geoffrey leant forward to emphasise the brilliance of his statement. ‘I’m just saying baking is a science, not an art form.’

Geoffrey had said this many, many times before.

‘I could strangle him, I really could,’ Carol muttered to Margaret, under her breath. Margaret let out a quick little yelp of laughter, oblivious to the truth of Carol’s statement.

‘You’re doing super, girls,’ said Desmond, from his chair. ‘Ignore Geoff. He’s an arsehole.’ Desmond’s blue eyes twinkled with mischief.

‘All I’m saying is that …’

‘We all know what you’re saying, Geoffrey,’ said Margaret. ‘Really, we do. Thank you.’

The group had been spending Friday mornings in the communal kitchen for six weeks or so. Elisa, the concierge, the lady who ran the day-to-day business of Sheldon Oaks, had put up a poster for ‘Bake Off Fridays’ and a few of the more active residents had signed up. There were a lot more activities on offer since Elisa had started working there, people said. She had an energy about her.

At first, they’d all mucked in together in the kitchen, but you could quickly see that that wasn’t going to work. Too many cooks and all that. Carol and Margaret had ended up doing most of the baking. Sometimes Desmond would get a burst of enthusiasm, start mixing something, realise he was more of a hindrance than a help and return to his chair. Carol suspected that Catherine, who was currently reading on the sofa, had retreated from the actual baking because she didn’t want to embarrass the others. In the first week, she’d effortlessly put together the most magnificent custard slices. Flaky, light, really – just to die for. Since then she’d stepped back. Perhaps she’d looked at the disasters the others were plating up and felt like an adult joining in an under-tens football match.

So Carol and Margaret were the only remaining actual bakers, but the group was the group and here they gathered every Friday at 10.30 a.m.

Light, dappled by the summer leaves, shone in from a courtyard and onto the marble countertops. At the edge, away from the kitchen island, there were a sofa and a couple of sleek armchairs. Kitchens, for Carol, had been functional rooms, where work got done. This was foreign to her: a kitchen built purely for leisure. She liked it.

Elisa popped her head in. ‘Everything okay, ladies?’ She nodded at the men. ‘Gentlemen.’

Carol still couldn’t place Elisa’s accent (possibly Spanish?) and had not yet asked her where she came from for fear of offending her. She’d heard something on the radio about how asking people where they came from was apparently a no-no now. She wasn’t sure why. Some friendly curiosity was a good thing, wasn’t it? Wasn’t that how you got to know people? Surely if you meant well that was all that mattered. It wasn’t like Carol was going to say, ‘Where are you from?’ and then Elisa would say, ‘Madrid,’ and then Carol would punch her in the face, spit on her, kick her to the ground. Carol would just say, ‘Oh, you must miss the weather,’ and then that would be a nice icebreaker to get the conversation rolling. Better not risk it, though. Carol wouldn’t want to hurt her feelings. She’d always found navigating social niceties tricky. Perhaps that’s what had led her in the direction of recreational murder.

‘All good, thank you, Elisa,’ said Carol.

‘Lovely. Whatever you’re making, save some for me.’

‘I really wouldn’t get your hopes up,’ said Margaret. ‘I’m not sure we’ve produced anything edible for weeks.’

‘You ladies make me laugh,’ said Elisa, as she left.

Carol had surprised herself with how quickly she’d slotted into Sheldon Oaks life. She supposed that, for all its comforts, all she’d really done was swap one institution for another. Yes, there was freedom here, yes, she was no longer surrounded by criminals, but there were plenty of similarities. This was a place that ran on routine. You saw the same faces every day. Most people ate the same food, had the same conversations.

And then there were the differences. Carol looked around her, as she often did now, and thought about all the killing implements that were suddenly available to her. Decades of not being trusted with metal cutlery and now, right in front of her, there was a knife rack. She could slice the arteries of everyone in this room in a minute. On the counter was a blender she could shove Margaret’s hand into and turn it the colour of a chunky tomato soup. A mortar and pestle. Which was the mortar and which was the pestle? She wasn’t sure, but she did know that either, with a force she was still capable of, could cave in a skull.

There was a sad irony to it. She’d given up killing for good and here she was, living in a murderer’s paradise. Like a recovering alcoholic getting a job at an off-licence. She trusted herself not to relapse. These people were her friends and that impulse had left her. It belonged to the last century – but, oh, what a younger Carol Quinn could have done in this playground.

Desmond made a noise, using his stick to propel his sturdy frame into a standing position. ‘I keep nodding off,’ he said. ‘Think I’ll go for a lie-down. Got a busy afternoon planned.’

‘Oh, yes?’ said Margaret.

Desmond tapped his nose playfully. He liked to give the impression that he had a lot going on but Carol sensed that he didn’t. A ‘busy afternoon’ probably meant the cricket was on TV.

‘All right, Desmond,’ said Margaret. ‘We’ll bring you a couple of biscuits if there are any.’

‘I have faith in you all. Can I lick the bowl?’

Carol handed him a spoon, smiling.

‘Delicious,’ he said. ‘Absolutely delicious.’

Once the whirls were in the oven, Margaret took Desmond’s vacated seat and Carol hovered anxiously by the oven, checking the time twice a minute. Geoffrey tried to strike up a conversation about something in the news that day but nobody bit. They’d all learnt a while ago that he was just looking for an opportunity to show off. Geoffrey was the sort of man who started a lot of sentences with ‘See, what you have to understand is …’ There was no subject he was not prepared to monologue on for the benefit of the group. Arable farming, EU fishing quotas, a healthy diet, drill music, the Geneva Convention, vacuum-cleaner technology, the novels of Jilly Cooper (although he admitted to never having read one), stand-up comedy, the future of AI (which he insisted he understood but didn’t have time to explain), climate change, the Japanese economy, the correct road to take to get to absolutely anywhere. Geoffrey was an expert on them all. A nice enough man, thought Carol, but not the sort of person you’d want to be stuck in a cell with. Unlikely anyway, seeing as he’d proudly announced within thirty seconds of meeting her that he was an ex-policeman. Not that that, in and of itself, bothered her particularly. Her gripe had never been with the police: it had been with her victims, the ones who had to die.

But this was pleasant. These were smart people, nice people. These were the sort of people Carol was happy to spend the rest of her days with. They didn’t need to know about her past. What good would that do? Yes, Carol had been a killer but why should that define her? Some people were so obsessed with identity, these days. Carol would see it on social-media profiles, people reducing themselves to three or four labels: ‘vegan, dentist, keen cyclist’; ‘Welsh, socialist, Manchester United’.

The trouble was, as soon as you told someone you were once a serial killer, it was all they could think about. It was crazy! They could never seem to get past it. Carol would be standing there talking about how she used to like pork but now she found it too fatty or how there never seemed to be anything on the TV any more or how she’d heard that Americans don’t call Lego ‘Lego’ but ‘Legos’ and she could tell that whoever she was speaking with was just thinking about her murders.

So, if no one else mentioned it, then neither would she. She’d told people in the home that she’d been a secretary and never married. Both were true. No one asked many further questions and Carol was happy that way.

‘Carol, why don’t you sit down?’ said Catherine. ‘All that fretting isn’t going to help. They’ll either bake properly or they won’t. Geoffrey, be a gentleman and budge up for Carol.’

‘Really, I’m fine,’ said Carol.

‘Oh, sorry, Carol. My head’s in this bloody newspaper reading about this bloody government. Did you know—’

‘Yes, I’m sure we all know, Geoffrey,’ said Margaret. ‘Now budge up for the lady.’

‘Sorry. Sorry.’ Geoffrey moved along the small two-seater sofa.

Well, Carol had to sit down now, seeing as such a palaver had been made of the whole thing. She took her place beside Geoffrey, with him, in that way that certain men do, spreading his legs wide, oblivious to the fact that this meant Carol had to make herself as small as she could.

‘Sorry, Carol,’ said Geoffrey. ‘Take a load off.’

Carol and Geoffrey hadn’t really spoken much one to one. Had Carol – now she had really to think here – had Carol sat this close to a man in thirty-five years? How absurd. Oh, yes, that God-awful moment when her mother died and the prison vicar had sat beside her on her bed and tried to comfort her when all she could think about was his coffee breath and how, in her younger days, that would have been enough for her to put him on her kill list.

Carol and Geoffrey caught each other’s eye for a brief moment, each assessing the other. Oh, God, he wasn’t one of those residents looking for romance, was he? Carol would see them sometimes, pairing off in the bar, slyly heading up to each other’s apartments. Just hideous, the thought of it. Sex was, as far as Carol was concerned, like skateboarding – meant for younger bodies.

Geoffrey took off his reading glasses and looked at her.

‘Carol, what’s your surname?’

Was this his attempt at a chat-up line? Showing an interest in something other than his own vast intellect? ‘Quinn.’

‘Quinn?’

‘That’s my name.’

Geoffrey put his glasses back on and looked down at his newspaper, frowning, not reading. Carol realised that her time as just another resident was coming to an end.

‘Huh. Quinn,’ Geoffrey mumbled to himself.

Just then, Margaret jumped up, as much as it was possible for a woman in her late seventies to jump up. ‘The whirls!’

‘Oh, fuck!’ said Carol, smelling the burning and noting to herself that that was probably the first time she’d used the F-word in this company. Oh, well. Keeping up appearances could only last so long.




THREE

Geoffrey opened the front door to his apartment. He’d spent the last half-hour tidying up, adding any stray newspapers to the pile on his bedroom floor, rinsing out his microwave meal trays and sticking them in the recycling bin. He’d looked at the bellows hanging on a hook on his living-room wall and thought about taking them down. Would that be considered eccentric? A pair of bellows but no fireplace? You’ve got to have something on your wall, though, haven’t you? They’d been on the wall in his old house for years and he’d transferred them here without really thinking about it.

‘Can I get you a drink? Sorry, I mean, hello, Margaret. Can I get you a drink?’

‘Cup of tea? If you’re having one?’

‘Should have thought to boil the kettle before you got here really, shouldn’t I?’ he said, heading to the kitchen.

Geoffrey Standing was nervous. Other than his family, he’d never entertained guests at Sheldon Oaks. He knew he could be, as his wife Connie had described it, ‘a bit much’. He knew without her by his side to rein him in and give him a nudge when he was getting out of hand that he could annoy people. Now that she’d been dead for five years, what was he to do? People don’t change, not seventy-five years in anyway. Geoffrey just had an instinct, one he could never budge, to show off when he knew something. ‘You want to educate everyone,’ Connie would say. Geoffrey had never quite grasped why that was a bad thing and even though he understood that it wound people up, he couldn’t stop. The neural pathways were set and neural pathways was exactly the sort of subject he enjoyed telling people about.

‘Now. Margaret. I’m very much a bag-in-first man. Is that all right with you? Everything I’ve read on the subject says it’s the right way to go.’

‘Perfect. Thank you, Geoffrey.’

There was a knock at the door. Geoffrey peeped through the eyehole. ‘It’s Catherine,’ he announced to Margaret, opening the door. ‘Hello, Catherine. Can I get you a drink? Margaret and I are having tea. I’ve already made two cups but I’ve deliberately boiled enough water for three.’

Margaret watched Geoffrey floundering around, playing host, treating three cups of tea like a dinner party for twelve people. Didn’t men get silly as they got older? Especially the ones who’d been married for fifty years and suddenly found themselves alone. Sad, really, but this was a time of life where they all found themselves confronted by stark realities. Geoffrey had the face of a man who’d never knowingly been in contact with moisturiser, his cheeks blotchy and red, though no more than most men of his age and skin-care regime. There were people who got thinner, smaller, as they aged, and there were people who widened. Geoffrey was the latter. Big shoulders, forty-something inches of waist, and a white beard. He had all the right elements to make a Father Christmas but somehow didn’t look anything like him.

With Margaret, at first, you noticed her clothes: blazers with shoulder pads, chunky pearl necklaces, tartan skirts. She wore her hair in a dyed black bob. In recent years she’d developed a waddle, thanks to her hips. She’d caught a glimpse of her gait in the window of John Lewis once and was so disgusted that she now did everything she could not to see it. She’d spent a lifetime hiding her gummy smile and now she had a waddle to worry about.

Margaret marvelled at Catherine. Everything she did had elegance. Tall and slim, with a long neck and the upright posture of a dancer fifty years her junior. She couldn’t put a finger on why but Margaret always thought there was something Scandinavian about the way Catherine carried herself. Had Margaret the confidence to do so, she’d ask Catherine where she bought her clothes. Smart but not too smart, bold colours, lovely cuts. Trousers, not skirts. Cashmere sweaters, button-down blouses. The outfit always topped off with the perfect brooch. Never formal but never anything less than impressive. Catherine was effortless. Margaret had felt the same way about a girl at school sixty-something years ago. She just wanted to know what it would feel like to be her for a day. Though now Margaret was old enough and wise enough to understand that everyone had their own problems.

Once they were all sitting down and enough niceties had been said by all, Margaret, never one to fail to get to the point, did just that.

‘Geoffrey, why did you invite us over? I got the impression you had some news.’

‘Well, well, well. Now,’ Geoffrey cleared his throat and adopted the demeanour of a man chairing a board meeting. ‘Carol.’

‘Carol, yes?’ said Margaret.

For one awful moment Margaret thought that Geoffrey was about to reveal that Carol and he were dating and that this was his way of letting them both down lightly on the news that they were out of the running to be his lover.

‘Carol Quinn,’ said Geoffrey. ‘That name mean anything to either of you?’

‘I presume we’re talking about Carol from baking?’ said Catherine.

‘Yes. Carol from baking. Margaret? Quinn. Carol Quinn. You remember Carol Quinn?’

‘No!’ Margaret put down her cup of tea, afraid that she might be about to lose control of her body.

Geoffrey nodded solemnly. ‘I’ve been on the broadband internet on my desktop computer to refresh my memory. It’s her.’

‘This can’t be true. I don’t understand how.’ Margaret searched her cup for more tea, finding only the bag.

‘Can somebody tell me what’s happening, please?’ said Catherine.

‘Geoffrey, were you on the force when …?’ asked Margaret.

‘Part of the team who caught her. And I’m presuming her case crossed your desk …’ said Geoffrey.

‘I was home secretary. Did everything I could to pressure the courts into a life sentence. Thought I’d done as much. Remember giving a statement about how she wouldn’t be out for a very long time indeed. Not until the 2020s. And, well, I suppose … here we are. Dear God.’

Catherine raised her voice. ‘Please … what on earth are you both talking about?’

Margaret turned to Catherine. ‘Carol from baking is a convicted serial killer.’




FOUR

Carol had taken to carrying around poison. Just a little packet of strychnine, a white powder that at a glance looked like any other white powder. She’d had it in her handbag for about a month now after doing a week as a temp receptionist in a laboratory. She’d flirtatiously extracted some information from a young scientist in the canteen one day, then stayed late and made herself a little sample. Just the one packet. Enough to do the job, apparently, though there was many a time when she wished she’d stocked up. Would have made things a lot easier.

This was a long time ago, at the end of the seventies. Documentaries would have you believe that Britain was wall-to-wall punks and industrial strife but Carol didn’t remember it that way. If she tried to picture the late seventies now, the biggest cultural change came not from the Sex Pistols or the emergence of Margaret Thatcher but from the microwave and the SodaStream. People’s minds weren’t on economic decline and the end of an empire. They were on the wonder of homemade fizzy pop.

People, back then, had started to annoy Carol, men particularly. Loudmouths on trains, gropey bosses, taxi drivers who farted as if they weren’t sharing an enclosed space with another human being.

The poison was a comfort. Did she think she’d ever use it? Probably not. But the knowledge that she now had it within her power to take matters into her own hands added a thrill to the daily grind.

It was in the Red Lion on Walworth Road, on a Friday night in November, that Carol had begun her new pastime.

Television was so boring back then. Just a couple of channels. She liked to read but if it was a Friday and she had nothing else on, Carol liked to pop down to the Red Lion for a couple of Bacardi and Cokes. This was before the Sunday roastification of the London pub scene, when they were still all smoke-filled drinking dens with sticky carpets and an air of glamorous menace. Why might a man go to the pub on his own? For a bit of atmosphere, a couple of drinks in company, some music, maybe a game of pool? All the same reasons that Carol was there, yet some in the Red Lion could not get past the idea that she must, simply must, be a slut on the prowl.

Karl Chilvers was the worst. ‘You all right, darling? Let me get you a drink, darling. Don’t look at me like that, darling. I’m only touching your arse, darling.’ The way he looked at her, through her, as if she were nothing but a means to an end, a gift that came with the pub to be leched over, to be claimed as a prize for the lucky winner, taken home and made use of.

So why did she still go there, if that was her experience? Because it was her right. She had had a hard week too. This was a public house and the fact that she possessed a womb did not disqualify her from enjoying what it had to offer.

It was at the pool table that Carol decided to murder Karl Chilvers. She was good at pool. She was about to beat him for the third time in a row but that hadn’t stopped him telling her how to play each shot, pointing to exactly where she ought to hit the object ball, even putting his arms around her, ‘teaching’ her how to hold a cue.

She watched him assess the table. Thought of how she’d seen him shout at his daughter in the street back in spring, how his girlfriend Denise had had a black eye last week, of how grating his loud, not-an-ounce-of-self-doubt South London voice was.

Leave the world a better place than when you got there. By ridding it of Karl Chilvers, she’d be working towards that.

On the back of the chair she was sitting on hung his leather bomber jacket. She put her hand into its right pocket.

No.

Then its left.

Yes. There it was.

She knew all those trips to the toilet had been for a reason. A little plastic bag. No need to check. She palmed it into her handbag and replaced it with her own little packet.

Karl missed his pot and shouted at Kev
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