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I think about death a lot; it’s my job. Specifically, I think about how death happens. About the truth of it, or the lie. About when you can be absolutely certain, and when the edges are blurred, and what gets lost to memory or misunderstanding.

I think about my job, which is to take the facts of a case and arrange them into a story – without elaborating or exaggerating – and how that story must convince the jury to believe my version of events. I am very convincing. I tell a good story.

But I have to think hard about where to start with this story, because the beginning isn’t the accident, even though it seemed that way to me. The wolf was already at my heels, planning his next move as I walked, oblivious, through the forest.

He had waited for a long time, and now he was ready.
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1

I think about death a lot, but I was not thinking about it the day it came for me. I was too busy running up Ludgate Hill, dodging other people’s umbrellas so they didn’t shower me with icy October rain when they collided with mine. The rain was a curse for two reasons: I hated having wet feet, and otherwise I would have been hiding behind the biggest sunglasses I owned.

I wasn’t just wet: I was late, which was the greatest sin of all for a barrister. My pupilmaster had told me as much on my first day. You may have to go to court unprepared, sick, hungover, stressed or even wretchedly unhappy, but for God’s sake, get there on time. The whole situation made me furious with myself. I knew better than to cause myself problems for no reason, other than that I’d been up too late the night before.

I didn’t go through the smoked-glass revolving door of the Central Criminal Court, also known as the Old Bailey. Instead I hurried across the road to a small café that was thronged with people. A bull-necked bald man was sitting near the back, reading a newspaper. He glanced up and whistled.

‘Dear oh dear, Miss Lewis. What happened to you?’

‘Late night.’ I parked my wheeled bag beside the table and concentrated on folding my umbrella so I didn’t have to look him in the eye.

‘Not the best preparation for today, was it, Ingrid?’ Disapproval rolled through every consonant, lent more weight by his accent which was still pure Glasgow despite thirty years in London. Because he was a solicitor and the reason I was at work at all, I couldn’t quite bring myself to make a joke about it.

‘I’ll be fine.’

‘Of course you will.’ He grinned. ‘I’m only kidding you on. Have a coffee and get your breath back.’

‘Can I get you one?’

‘White, two sugars.’ He went back to his newspaper with a hint of a smile still softening the corners of his mouth and I turned to the counter to order. I quite admired how he’d managed to get me to buy him a coffee. It was a small gesture when Niall Hyde had made it possible for me to pay the rent that month, and the month before. Moreover, I knew what the clerks would say if I annoyed him. What was good for me was good for chambers, and if I made an enemy of one of the most successful defence solicitors around, I would make twenty more among my colleagues.

Barristers had a way of working that was confusing to outsiders, but it was based on centuries of tradition. We were self-employed, independent of one another in theory, but most of us pooled our resources in a set of chambers that was more like a club than a shared office. The downside was that what affected one of us in chambers could affect us all. Each set had clerks who ran the barristers like benign and cocky gang-masters, allocating cases and work as they saw fit. Cross the clerks and I would end up on an endless run of first appearances in magistrates’ courts across the south east instead of pursuing the nice little practice that had me at the Bailey on a Monday morning. I had been doing this job for seven years, after a law degree and a year at bar school and another year as a pupil, and I was finally starting to feel I was getting the hang of it. My income still varied wildly and most of the time, if I worked it out, what I earned wasn’t close to the minimum wage. But I loved it. It was worthwhile, and challenging, and sometimes even inspiring.

And I liked it when I won.

‘What was it, a break-up?’

I pushed his coffee across the table and sat down. ‘Yes, but not mine. My best friend’s boyfriend of three years walked out on her.’

‘Is that right, aye?’ Sarcasm coated the words. ‘And the solution was red wine?’

‘Among other things.’

‘Haven’t you learned not to mix your drinks?’

‘You’d think,’ I said ruefully. ‘But I really will be okay in court.’

‘Of course you will.’ He twinkled at me, his eyes bright with amusement. ‘Tried hair of the dog?’

‘No, and I’m not going to. I’m never drinking again.’

That made him chuckle and we drank our coffee in perfect amity. It was Hyde’s routine to head to the café in the mornings and a steady stream of lawyers came to pay court to him. In between interruptions I made sure I knew exactly what Hyde wanted to achieve for his client that morning. It was a pre-trial hearing, completely routine, where a man was going to plead not guilty to attempted murder. A sex game gone wrong, according to him; long minutes of strangulation according to the prosecution, who had the medical evidence of bruises and broken blood vessels to back it up. I’d met him and looked into his wide, honest eyes and heard the ring of sincerity in his voice, and we had evidence from a dating website of his girlfriend’s stated sexual preferences that included ‘breath play’ and bondage. A post-sex argument, a false accusation of violence to get revenge: it happened.

‘But did it happen in this case?’ my best friend Adele had slurred at two in the morning, and I’d shrugged.

‘His story is that it did. The evidence doesn’t contradict him.’

‘But he hurt her.’

‘With her consent, he says.’

‘You can’t know that for sure.’

‘The point is that the prosecution can’t prove otherwise.’

Adele poured another slug of wine into her glass, spilling some over the side. ‘Whoops. I don’t know how you can live with yourself, telling lies for these bastards.’

People who weren’t barristers worried a lot more about innocent and guilty than we did. We separated ourselves from questions of morality because we had to. Everyone deserved a decent defence or justice couldn’t be done. We took the work that was offered to us without demur because that was the cab-rank rule; we generally didn’t pick and choose cases that suited our personal tastes or morality. We were professional and polite and did our best, and most of us quickly got used to it. The system worked for everyone or it worked for no one.

‘I don’t know it’s a lie,’ I’d said patiently. ‘That’s up to the jury to decide. I presume he’s not guilty unless he actually tells me he did it, at which point I have to advise him to plead guilty. Until then he’s entitled to the best defence he can get. If he still gets convicted, then at least I know I tested the prosecution case.’

‘And if he did it but you persuade the jury he didn’t?’

‘Then the prosecution didn’t do their job properly and I did.’

‘There are times,’ Adele said blurrily, ‘that you don’t sound anything like yourself any more.’

Ouch. ‘It’s just part of the job,’ I said. ‘You have to put some distance between yourself and the work or you’d go mad.’

‘I don’t mean,’ Adele said, ‘work. I mean … everything.’ She gestured around her vaguely.

And don’t you think I have good reason to be different?

I didn’t say it out loud.

‘Sick,’ Adele pronounced, which I thought was a further comment on me until she flopped over sideways and started heaving.

The Old Bailey was one of the few courts that still had separate robing rooms for male and female counsel, and the female robing room was a safe place in every way. I closed the door behind me and scanned the room for people I knew, recognising a couple of barristers I’d been up against before. A young woman in the corner was one of the pupils from my chambers. At present her face was as white as the sheet of paper that vibrated in her hands. First-timer nerves, I diagnosed, and smiled at her. She managed a watery sort of smile in return.

I needed to change into court dress myself: it was deeply traditional and not particularly practical. I fastened the starched bands around my neck, then drew a billowing black gown over my staid black suit and white shirt. The finishing touch was the horsehair wig that demanded neat hair underneath it so that all anyone could see was a hint of pale gold under the rough grey curls. I had inherited fair hair from my Danish father, Jens Villemand, along with grey-blue eyes, but my cheekbones, arched eyebrows and surname all belonged to my mother. I had taken her name after they divorced, from a sense of loyalty, and because it made life simpler since I lived with her.

I was concentrating on pinning my hair back in a tight bun, my mouth full of hairpins, when a woman rushed into the robing room, moving fast despite terrifyingly high heels. Belinda Grey, one of the sharpest women I’d ever met, thirty-five and well on her way to a dazzling career. I’d been her junior on a rape trial four years earlier and it had been both terrifying and exhilarating. It was a small world and I ran into her often enough that we were edging towards friendship, though I was always going to hero-worship her. She was whippet-thin and glamorous, with a glossy sheen of wealth and confidence. Her suit was fitted to her body as if it had been made for her, which was actually a possibility. I opted for flats so I could get places quickly, and work clothes that verged on dowdiness they were so plain. I didn’t like attracting attention any more. Belinda positively revelled in it.

She was on the phone, as usual.

‘No, he needs his sports kit for Playball. After school.’ A note of irritation. ‘The forecast is for the rain to stop by lunchtime so— I did write it on the fridge, actually, Michael, so if you didn’t see it—’ She broke off to wave at me and mouth hello. I smiled back. ‘Well, it was there. Yes, it was. Did you even check? Did you—’ She looked at her phone and shook her head. ‘He’s gone. Hung up on me.’

‘How is Michael?’ I asked.

‘Fed up. We’re between nannies and he’s using up his annual leave being a house husband.’

‘And he doesn’t like it?’

‘He’s terrible at it. Archie is running rings around him, as only a five-year-old can. And meanwhile the world of advertising seems to be surviving without Michael.’

I grinned. ‘Very disappointing.’

‘Well, exactly. You’d think they’d pretend to miss him, just to be kind.’ She checked her watch. ‘Of course I’m supposed to be in two places at once. The judge insisted I had to come along today for this hearing which is mainly so he can give me a bollocking, even though I’ve got a conference in chambers at eleven. And this rain. I’ll look like something the cat threw up if it hasn’t stopped.’

I knew her chambers – Garter Buildings – was at least a ten-minute walk from the Old Bailey, because it was right opposite mine. ‘No umbrella?’

‘I couldn’t find it before I left.’ She rolled her eyes. ‘The cleaner quit last week, and good riddance because I’m sure she deliberately broke things when she was pissed off with us, which was all the fucking time. Anyway, the house is total, utter chaos. I’m amazed I managed to find matching shoes.’

I finished stabbing pins into the ball of hair that was coiled at the back of my neck. ‘You can have my umbrella if you like.’

Her eyes lit up for an instant but then she shook her head. ‘I couldn’t.’

‘Take it. I don’t have anywhere important to be and my hearing isn’t for a while. But if you’re wrong about the forecast, I won’t be happy.’

‘Ingrid, you star.’ She picked up the umbrella. ‘I won’t forget this.’

I had no illusions; she would still take every opportunity to kneecap me if we were on opposing sides in a trial. However, it couldn’t do any harm to have someone like Belinda Grey on my side. And I liked her, despite her acid tongue and terrifying reputation and staggeringly high turnover of domestic staff.

Belinda had moved on and I turned back to my reflection, checking the details: my hair was smooth and neat. My make-up was enough to make the best of the hollow hangover eyes that had greeted me that morning, but no more than that. My bands were sitting flat, my gown was immaculate, and not too much white shirt was showing. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. The hearing was straightforward, as I’d said, but there was always a flutter of nervous energy in my stomach before I went into court. You couldn’t take anything for granted, and the day you did was the day it would all go wrong.

There was no sign of Belinda or my umbrella when I got back to the robing room, but the rain had stopped. My hearing had gone well and Niall Hyde had been pleased enough to clap me on the shoulder afterwards.

‘Good job, lassie. See you soon.’

The last traces of my hangover had even disappeared in the glow of satisfaction. There was a definite spring in my step as I bowled out of the court building, or tried to. The elderly security guard was leaning through the door, eyeing the traffic that was nose-to-tail up the street.

‘What’s going on?’

‘Accident down on Ludgate Circus. Pedestrian went under a lorry.’

‘Oh dear,’ I said inadequately. ‘Were they …’

‘I should think it was fatal. Happened a while ago and the traffic has been like this ever since. Backed up all the way to Holborn and Aldwych, from what I’ve heard.’

I shuddered. ‘I never take a risk with crossing that road.’

‘No, you wouldn’t want to. Happens every year. Don’t expect the rain helped.’ He shook his head, his eyes watering. ‘Everyone in too much of a hurry these days, that’s what it is.’

I nodded, not having much to add to that and being in a hurry myself because I had a case to prepare for the following day. I set off past the stalled traffic, thinking about work as I emerged from Old Bailey onto Ludgate Hill. I spared a glance for the imposing portico of Wren’s cathedral, because what was the point of living in London if you couldn’t nod to the classical grandeur of St Paul’s when you passed it. Then I headed down towards Ludgate Circus at a brisk pace, calculating the detour I would need to make if it was still closed off. There was a crowd of onlookers massed on the pavement. Because of the steep hill, I had a grandstand view of the lorry stopped in the middle of the intersection, and the tent that was propped up against the front of it hiding God knows what. I had prosecuted a death by dangerous driving once, and had learned enough about processing the scene to be able to understand what was going on. There was a cordon manned by grim-faced City of London police that extended around the entire junction and officers in fluorescent jackets were engaged in measuring distances and taking photographs. Circles of spray paint indicated where pieces of evidence had landed across the carriageway. A fatal accident, as the security guard had thought. Someone wouldn’t be going home that night. They would never be home again.

Reality was doing a good job of obliterating my good mood. I skirted the cordon, making for Blackfriars where I would be able to cross—

I stopped dead.

A circle of paint had caught my attention, in spite of myself. It was maybe twenty feet in front of the truck, in the middle of the road. It was sprayed around a shoe that had fallen on its side. The patent leather was cloudy with scratches, but it was still recognisably the same shoe that Belinda had been wearing earlier. High heel. Pointed toe.

No mistake.
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‘So you were one of the last people to talk to her before the incident, is that right?’

‘I must have been, I think. I can’t be certain.’ Incident was such a useful word for the police officer to use, I thought. Not an accident, definitively, but not implying it was deliberate either. The City of London officer seemed to be the kind of woman who used words with care. She was maybe fifty, with bright blue eyes and a quiff of greying hair cropped almost to her scalp on the back and sides. It looked as if it would be soft as velvet.

Concentrate.

I swallowed and jammed my hands between my knees, knowing that I was taking every opportunity to distract myself from the conversation because I didn’t want to think about poor Belinda and her devastated husband and their small boy who couldn’t understand why Mummy wouldn’t come home. Two days had passed since her death and I had struggled to put her out of my mind. Now that I was actually supposed to be thinking about her, I was finding excuses to do anything but.

I think it was my fault. The words stuck in my throat. I couldn’t say that out loud. I couldn’t even admit it to myself.

The clerks had let me use one of the chambers meeting rooms for my interview with the police officer and it was a neutral, comfortable space, devoid of interest apart from an ancient fireplace on one wall and the leaded bay window that gave away the age of the building. The set of chambers I belonged to was in the Inner Temple, housed in a building that creaked with age and overcrowding. The meeting room was clinically clean and tidy. Most of the other rooms were obscured by the tide of debris that washed around the spaces where barristers worked – old briefs, towering boxes crammed with files, bags, bins for confidential papers, gowns hung on the back of doors, shoes kicked off under desks, the remains of someone’s lunch from the previous week, a printer that had ceased to work some months before. It was disgraceful and chaotic, but I preferred it to the cream upholstery and tasteful barley-coloured carpet in the meeting room. My eyes skittered over my surroundings, failing to find anything of interest apart from the keen, focused face opposite mine.

‘Would you say you knew her well?’ the police officer asked.

‘I only worked with her once, but we were friendly.’ I swallowed. ‘I had dinner at her house once, at the end of the trial.’

Michael, tall and lanky, pouring champagne with a lavish hand in the high-ceilinged house in Richmond that he’d bought for cash after selling his agency. Archie, then a toddler in pyjamas, pink toes like baby shrimp, curling up on his mother’s knee and refusing to go to bed even though he could barely hold his head up for tiredness. Belinda laughing, happy because she had won.

‘Would you have noticed if she was upset on Monday?’

‘Yes.’ I thought about it for a moment. ‘She was on edge, but she was trying to do a hundred things at once. She was always operating at top speed.’

‘But she seemed normal.’

‘She was having a bad day,’ I said hesitantly. ‘But nothing out of the ordinary. I mean, I don’t want to give you the wrong impression.’

‘Just give me your impression.’ The officer smiled reassuringly. She was PC Alison Buswell, from the major investigation team in charge of finding out what had led to Belinda’s death. The lorry driver would be looking at a charge of dangerous or careless driving, assuming he’d passed the breathalyser at the scene. Dangerous driving carried a heavy sentence. It was a serious case, and even though PC Buswell was looking relaxed I felt she was waiting to pounce on anything I said that might help.

‘She didn’t seem to me to be suicidal,’ I said at last. ‘But she was … distracted. And in a hurry. She could have been preoccupied when she was crossing the road.’ If it was an accident.

‘Did she say anything else?’

‘That she was going to get a hard time from a judge and she had to be back in her chambers for a con at eleven.’ I glanced out of the window involuntarily, across the Temple, to where Garter Buildings stood in a Victorian terrace that had the ordered symmetry of books on a shelf.

‘Was she upset about the judge?’

‘No.’

‘Really?’

I shrugged. ‘It happens. You’re representing everyone involved in the prosecution or defence. If anyone messes up, the judge takes it out on you. No one likes getting in trouble but you learn how to deal with it. You could find out who she was in front of—’

‘I’ve spoken to the judge.’ PC Buswell smiled again, this time with a hint of complacency that I suppose she deserved. ‘He said they had been able to reach a solution that worked for all parties and he hadn’t taken her to task. The other barristers in the case confirmed it. She was in good spirits when she left.’

‘Was it still raining?’

‘Why do you ask?’

‘I was just trying to make sense of what happened to her.’ I swallowed. ‘She’d forgotten her umbrella and I gave her mine.’

‘Ah. Yes, it was raining. She had an umbrella.’

I pictured her walking down the hill, hurrying, head bent, my bright, distinctive umbrella shielding her from the worst of the rain. It would have hidden her face, suggesting to the world that the woman who had hurried into court under that umbrella had come back out again.

‘Can I see the CCTV?’

PC Buswell looked surprised but her voice was level when she spoke. ‘I don’t think that would be appropriate.’

‘I want to see what happened.’

‘Why?’

‘I just …’ I trailed off. ‘These questions are your way of asking me if she could have deliberately walked into the traffic, aren’t they? So there’s some reason for you to think the driver didn’t do anything wrong. You’re focusing on her behaviour more than if he’d run a red light. I want to know the circumstances. Was the pavement busy? Was she running, or being careless because she was distracted by something? Is there something about this that makes you question whether it was an accident or deliberate?’

PC Buswell closed her notebook and set her pen down on it with decision. ‘All good questions. But they’re not questions for you.’

‘I know. But—’

‘You’ve been very helpful. You’re a good witness, as I would expect. I would also expect you to try to bring your professional experience to bear on this – it’s only natural. But the fact is, you’re not going to be prosecuting this case if it ever comes to court. You don’t need to know anything more about it and I would advise you not to try to find out details that I haven’t mentioned to you. It could only be distressing for you to see the CCTV or images from the scene. What happened to her was very traumatic, physically.’

‘I understand.’ I can imagine what happens when a pedestrian is struck by an articulated lorry, believe it or not.

PC Buswell leaned away from the table and folded her arms. ‘You weren’t all that close, were you? One trial, a few years ago, one dinner at her house. But you seem deeply upset by her death.’

‘It’s tragic.’ My lips felt stiff.

‘Of course. But it’s not your tragedy, is it?’

Not this time. I kept the words back, because tragedy was a bold claim and she would want to know if I could back it up, and I wasn’t ready for that.

‘This is hard to explain, but I have some concerns that maybe – if it was deliberate – maybe she wasn’t the intended target. Maybe it was supposed to be me.’

PC Buswell’s eyebrows shot up. ‘Why would you think that?’

‘The umbrella. I was carrying it on my way into court – it might have made someone think it was me. We were dressed similarly. Someone might have made a mistake.’

‘Someone?’ She looked baffled. ‘Who?’

‘I had a client a few years ago who … crossed the line. He became a major nuisance.’

‘In what way?’

‘He bothered me for a while, until he got bored.’ And I’ve been waiting for him to come back ever since.

She flipped open her notebook again, with visible reluctance. ‘What’s his name?’

‘John Webster.’ I half-expected the walls to cave in, the windows to shatter, but the room was silent apart from PC Buswell’s pen moving across the page.

‘What did he want – a relationship with you?’

‘Not the way you might imagine. He’s not motivated by the same things as normal people. Sex doesn’t mean all that much to him, as I understand it.’ I swallowed. ‘He likes fear. He likes manipulating his targets. He was drawn to me because he wanted to see what it would take to break me. I was confident, I suppose, and … happy. He saw me as a challenge.’

‘And has he been in contact with you recently?’

‘He’s been in prison. Nothing relating to me. He was convicted of a small fraud – that’s how he makes a living, I think, but this time he got caught. He did nine months. His probation officer told me he was out.’ I swallowed. ‘I had a restraining order but it ran out in September.’

‘That could be extended. Has he threatened you?’

‘Not recently. But—’ I broke off. What I wanted to say was that he was always a threat to me, hiding in every shadow and behind every door. But that sounded insane.

‘Has he threatened you in the past?’

‘Yes.’

‘Do you think he’s capable of murder?’

I almost laughed. ‘I know he is.’

‘Do you know where he lives?’

‘Not any more.’

‘I’ll see if I can trace him.’

‘His probation officer would be able to find him for you, probably.’

‘I’ll look into it.’ She shut the notebook again.

‘And can I see the footage?’

‘I don’t think it’s appropriate. You’re asking me to let you see a woman’s death, because you loaned her an umbrella and you attracted some unwanted attention once upon a time. It would be an unforgivable invasion of her family’s privacy.’

‘I understand.’ My face was flushed; the police officer hadn’t minced her words. ‘But you’re not treating this as a straightforward accident, are you?’

I wanted her to say no, but she pulled a face. ‘I’m not sure. I will admit that a number of things are unclear at present. I’m not satisfied that we have the full story of what happened on Monday.’ She leaned towards me again, her eyes fixed on mine. The effect was hypnotic, designed to lull me into a state of calm. ‘And until I’m satisfied, I won’t give up.’



 

 

From: 4102@freeinternetmail.com

To: Durbs, IATL

I thought you said it would be easy. You said we couldn’t make a mistake.

From: Durbs@mailmeforfree.com

To: 4102, IATL

It wasn’t a mistake.

From: 4102@freeinternetmail.com

To: Durbs, IATL

That wasn’t what we were planning, though, was it?

From: Durbs@mailmeforfree.com

To: 4102, IATL

Not what you were planning, maybe. But you don’t need to know every detail, do you? It’s all the same in the end. You’ll get what you want and so will I.

From: 4102@freeinternetmail.com

To: Durbs, IATL

I wouldn’t have gone along with it if I’d known. That woman had a child.

From: Durbs@mailmeforfree.com

To: 4102, IATL

Bit late for your conscience to kick in.
Look, don’t waste your tears on her. She was just as bad as the others.

From: 4102@freeinternetmail.com
To: Durbs, IATL

I don’t like being lied to. And I was promised a different outcome.

From: IATL@internetforyou.com

To: Durbs, 4102

Relax, both of you. Let it play out.
It won’t be long now.
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‘Just a few more questions, Miss Seaton.’

I smiled for the benefit of the woman who was trembling in the witness box, and for the jury who were watching me curiously, and for my client in the dock.

You don’t need to worry about me. I know what I’m doing.

I did know what I was doing but the truth was that I needed to be very lucky in the next few minutes, or my client was going to be found guilty of stalking under Section 4A of the Protection from Harassment Act 1997. The judge looked as if she was just waiting for an excuse to send him to prison for the maximum ten years. But I was in control.

I didn’t need to look over to the dock to know that the defendant was watching me. John Webster had paid close attention to every moment of his trial. The taut, dangerous attention of the true obsessive, according to the prosecution; the wary concentration of the innocent man accused of a horrible crime according to me. What the jury could see for themselves was that he was a man with handsome, regular features and expensive taste in suits, a man who was clearly out of place in the dingy circumstances of Harrow Crown Court, a man who had been unfailingly courteous and pleasant to everyone he encountered in the court building over the first two days of the trial. The sort of man whose attention you would want, not fear.

Emma Seaton was a wreck, in comparison. There was something colourless about her, as if the vitality had drained out of her eyes and hair and skin, leaving her grey and faded. Her lips were chapped and dry. Pale blue had been a poor choice of dress: there were two darker half-moons under her arms, her fear made visible. She looked vulnerable and defeated. I had already got her to admit that she had known my client since school, had been in a relationship with him for years, had dropped out of university to be with him when he was at Oxford … that she had followed him to the city.

‘And how would you describe your relationship at this time?’ My words fell into the hush of the courtroom, which always reminded me of the charged silence in a theatre. There weren’t many people in the public gallery, but those who were there hung on my every syllable. I was imposing in my wig and gown. I looked the part, I sounded the part, and all I had to do was hope that everyone else knew their lines.

‘I was in love with him.’ Emma’s voice was barely audible. The judge had already reminded her to speak up. ‘I would do anything for him. It wasn’t a normal relationship exactly – he lost interest in having sex with me quite early on. But I adored him. We broke up a few times. He used it as a way to control me when I refused to do things he wanted me to do. He would dump me to teach me a lesson and I would beg him to take me back.’

‘What kind of thing did you do to win his favour?’

‘Embarrassing things. Stupid things. I’d steal things and tell lies. Once he told me to go and stand in the middle of the University Parks in my bra and knickers. It was February. I was there for hours, freezing.’

‘Why?’

‘I don’t know. Because he wanted to see if I’d do it, I suppose.’

I frowned. ‘Is that the occasion that you were hospitalised in the Olympia Unit at the John Radcliffe hospital? February 2009?’

‘I – yes.’

‘What is the Olympia Unit?’

‘It’s a closed ward. A women’s mental health ward.’

I didn’t look across at the jury but I let her words hang in the air while I turned a page slowly and unnecessarily, as if I was having to search for my next question. It was acting. I knew exactly where I was going with my cross-examination and how I was going to get there.

‘And you were sectioned, isn’t that right? For your own safety?’

‘I was struggling. I wasn’t sleeping. I couldn’t contact my family. I believed he was watching me all the time. I believed he could even hear my thoughts.’ She licked her lips. ‘He did that to me. He broke me.’

‘Miss Seaton, if you were in a state of mental crisis at the time of that incident, is it possible that you imagined that my client wanted you to take that bizarre course of action by standing in the University Parks, unclothed?’

‘No.’

‘Even though you were suffering from extreme paranoia. Even though, in your own words, you were broken.’

‘He made me do it.’

‘How long were you in hospital?’

‘Two months.’

‘Did you receive a diagnosis?’

She mumbled something and Judge Akinye looked at her with the steady stare she favoured when someone had displeased her. ‘Please, speak up, Miss Seaton.’

‘I was diagnosed as having severe depression.’

‘Are you still receiving treatment for this condition?’

‘I take Seroquel.’

‘What type of medicine is Seroquel?’

Her chin went up, defiant. ‘It’s an anti-psychotic medication.’

‘Have you been taking this medication since 2009?’

‘I’ve had breaks. It’s best for me to stay on it.’

‘What are the effects on you if you don’t take it?’

‘I get confused.’

‘Do you imagine things?’

‘Yes.’

‘Hallucinate?’

‘Sometimes.’

‘Hear voices?’

‘Sometimes.’

‘Suffer from paranoia?’

‘Yes.’

‘Harm yourself?’

‘Sometimes.’ She tugged the sleeves of her dress down over the pale cross-hatching of scars on her wrists.

‘So it’s very important to take this medication.’

‘Yes.’

‘When was the last time you had a break from it?’

‘Last year.’

‘When last year?’

‘April.’

‘Please remind me, when did you go to the police to accuse my client of stalking you?’

She nodded, a weird half-smile dragging one side of her face down. I realised she was trying not to cry. ‘It was at the end of April. But that was nothing to do with the medication and whether I was taking it or not. Pills didn’t make him turn up at my house, at my job, telling lies about me.’

In the dock, John Webster shifted his weight to sit up straighter, a move much subtler than a shaking head but a signal to the jury nonetheless. Don’t believe her. She’s crazy.

‘Going back to 2009, when you left hospital where did you go?’

‘I stayed in Oxford.’

‘Where?’

‘In John’s house. He was living in Jericho in a shared house.’

‘You couldn’t go home?’

‘He wanted me there and I obeyed.’ She touched her forehead, wiping beads of sweat off it.

‘How long did you stay there?’

‘The lease ran out in August.’

‘Then what happened?’

‘He had made me give him my savings – my inheritance from my grandfather. Twenty thousand pounds.’

She had mentioned that in her examination-in-chief and the jury had reacted to it: that was a lot of money to give anyone, let alone an abusive boyfriend.

‘What did he want to do with it?’

‘He said he was starting a business and he needed money.’

‘Did he ever pay you back?’

‘Years later. Plus a bit for interest.’ She glowered at him but he met her gaze squarely, his expression unchanging.

‘Isn’t that what’s called an investment?’ I asked lightly.

‘He took all the money I had and kicked me out. I had nowhere to go. I ended up on the streets, trying to do whatever I could to survive. I stole. I sold everything I had. I sold myself.’

‘You were a prostitute?’

‘Yes.’

‘Were you arrested for prostitution?’

‘A few times.’

‘Went to prison?’

‘Once. For theft.’

‘Then what?’

‘Back on the streets.’

I looked sympathetic, and I was; Emma had been through a lot. ‘It sounds like a very difficult time. How did you get back on track?’

‘John came and found me. He took me to my parents. I hadn’t seen them for two and a half years. I hadn’t spoken to them. They thought I was dead.’

‘So he saved you?’ I turned it into a question. Have I misunderstood? How does that fit in with your narrative of coercion and terror?

‘He likes to give and he likes to take. The point is that he was in control. Then as soon as I was depending on him again, he left and I didn’t see him for years. Years.’

‘Miss Seaton, you seem to be angry with him for being in your life and not being in your life. Which is it?’

‘I – it’s hard to explain.’

‘Isn’t it the case that your problem with my client isn’t that he’s harassing you, but that he isn’t?’

‘No. Not at all. He’s threatened me, he’s stolen from me, he’s destroyed my life, time and time again, for his own pleasure. He’s made me scared to leave the house. I’ve quit jobs because of him.’ She started to lose her composure, her voice wavering. ‘I’ve tried so hard – so hard – and I can’t get free of him. And no one has ever listened to me. It made me feel so small and worthless. It made me feel as if no sound comes out when I think I’m talking, that no one can even hear me—’ The words had been tumbling out, faster and faster. She cut herself off. Her breathing was loud in the silence that followed.

‘Do you have any tattoos?’

The change of tack made her blink.

‘One.’

‘Where is it?’

‘On my arm.’

‘Could you show us?’

I had expected her to look worried – panicked, even – but she smiled at me. ‘Of course.’

Never ask a question if you don’t already know the answer. It was the basic rule of cross-examination, the foundation of a good day in court. You weren’t there to get answers. You were there to coax your witness to give the evidence that made your case, or to goad them into saying something that demolished the prosecution’s case, depending on which side you were on.

What you didn’t want was a witness taking great pleasure in slowly turning back the right sleeve of her dress.

The tattoo was a wolf that stalked down the inside of her forearm, through the scarring from hundreds of razor-blade cuts that looked like long grass around it. She held her arm out so everyone in the court could see it.

‘When did you have it done?’

‘A couple of months ago.’

‘And what does it cover?’

The triumphant smile faded. ‘A tattoo that said “Property of John Webster”.’

‘And when did you get that first tattoo?’ Beside me, the prosecutor’s pen stopped moving. Ned Eldridge was a good lawyer and he sensed danger.

‘When I lived in Oxford.’

‘Before your relationship with Mr Webster deteriorated into abuse.’

‘Exactly.’

I flipped open a folder. ‘During the time you were homeless in 2009 and 2010, you were arrested several times. There’s no mention of a tattoo in the police description of you.’

‘They must have missed it.’

I looked to Judge Akinye. ‘Your Honour, I’d like to show the witness a photograph.’

‘Has Mr Eldridge seen this?’ the judge enquired.

‘No, Your Honour, but I have a copy for him.’ I handed it to Ned, who was looking sick. A second copy went to the usher, a flat-footed lady named Babs with an imperturbable expression. She took it across to the witness box where Emma was waiting.

‘Could you describe the image for us, Miss Seaton?’ I handed Babs a sheaf of copies, one for the judge and the rest for the jury.

‘It’s me and some of my friends.’ In the image, Emma was at the centre of a small group. She wore a long-sleeved dress but her right arm was in the air, holding her drink aloft, and her sleeve had slid back. There was a banner in the background reading Happy New Year and one of the women who flanked her wore glittery fake glasses in the shape of the numerals 2015.

‘Would you agree, Miss Seaton, that it was taken on the thirty-first of December 2014?’

‘Yes.’

‘There’s no tattoo on your arm, is there?’

‘I sometimes cover it up with make-up.’

‘The lighting is quite good, isn’t it? You can see scarring on your arm. If you’d covered a large tattoo with heavy make-up, wouldn’t you have covered the scarring too?’

‘I—’ She looked past me, behind Ned, where the police officers sat. No help from them or the prosecutor. She was on her own.

‘When did you get the tattoo that read “Property of John Webster”?’

Her shoulders sagged. ‘Last year.’

‘When?’

‘I don’t remember. March, I think. Yes, March.’

I raised my eyebrows. ‘Are you sure? March 2015?’

‘Yes.’

‘Take your time.’

‘I’m sure.’

I flipped through my notes again. ‘You went to the police to make an allegation that my client was stalking you on the twenty-third of April last year.’

‘Yes.’

‘On the second of May, you were at Painted Lady Tattoos in Lewisham, where you received a forearm tattoo.’

‘That was the wolf, to cover up the words. A reminder to me that he’s a threat.’

‘That’s another lie, isn’t it?’ I said it pleasantly. ‘Just to be clear and so the jury understands exactly what’s going on, we know you’ve lied several times in the last few minutes about when you commissioned the first tattoo. I’m going to give you one more chance to tell the truth.’

‘It was last March, when he came back into my life again.’

‘No. It wasn’t.’ I took out a folder and handed it to the prosecutor, then gave a stack to Babs for the witness, the judge and the jury. She trudged over to pass them out, moving as if her feet hurt. I waited, hiding the simmering impatience that would have made me fidget if I hadn’t needed to be professional. ‘There are two items in the folder I’ve given you. They are receipts from Painted Lady Tattoos. The first tattoo is from the second of May. Six weeks later, you returned and had a second tattoo. The receipts are dated. What was the first tattoo?’

Emma Seaton stared at the folder, her face stricken.

She had been so focused on John Webster she hadn’t realised he wasn’t actually the most dangerous person in the courtroom. That honour went to me.

She was intelligent enough to know that it was time to stop lying.

‘The first was the one that said I was his p-property.’

‘And the second?’

‘It was the wolf.’

‘The first tattoo looks bad, doesn’t it? That’s why you lied. It looks as if you were still infatuated with a man you can never have, as you have been since the start.’

‘No, I—’

‘You decided to lie about it because you knew it undermined your case. If you were deathly afraid of my client, to the point that you went to the police about him and made serious allegations against him – allegations that you were scared for your life, that he was torturing you with psychological abuse and intimidation – why on earth would you get his name tattooed on your arm?’

She shook her head, tears streaking her cheeks.

The judge stirred. ‘I think we should have a break here.’

The usher sprang into action, removing the jury and Emma Seaton with great efficiency. Those of us who were left behind knew exactly what was going to happen next. In the dock, John Webster was watching me. When I glanced at him, he gave me a slow, appreciative smile.

The judge cleared her throat. ‘It’s a matter for you, Mr Eldridge, but you might need to take some instructions at this point.’

The prosecutor jumped up. ‘I’m minded to agree, Your Honour.’

‘It’s not a matter for me to suggest how the Crown might choose to proceed,’ Judge Akinye said carefully, ‘but I’m conscious I’m going to be asked to rule on a submission at the close of your case. Am I not, Miss Lewis?’

I stood as Ned sat down. ‘You are indeed, Your Honour.’

She nodded. ‘I’ll rise.’

As the door closed behind her, a murmur rose from the public gallery. Ned Eldridge turned to me. ‘Well, that’s fucked it.’

‘Sorry.’ I didn’t sound sorry and he knew I didn’t mean it.

‘I’ll be offering no evidence unless the CPS lose their minds and make us wait until half-time.’

‘Good decision,’ I said supportively.

‘The judge is going to throw it out in any case. This just means I get to decide when to call a halt.’

‘We all have days like that.’ I picked up my papers. ‘I’d better go and have a word with my client to let him know what’s happening.’

‘You should be proud of yourself. You led her right down the garden path. You didn’t rush her.’ He looked rueful. ‘I saw it happening and there was nothing I could do.’

‘Never mind. There’s always next time.’

If he was anything like me, there would be a part of Ned Eldridge that believed he should have done something to save his case. Losing was part of the job, but winning was always better.
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Most clients came to court with family and friends for support, but John Webster was alone apart from his solicitor, a middle-aged man who always looked as if he had just remembered an important appointment elsewhere.

‘Well done.’ The solicitor nodded. ‘You did that very nicely indeed.’

‘Thank you.’ I turned to Webster. ‘They’ll be dropping the case. The prosecutor just has to get the go-ahead from the CPS to offer no evidence but the judge will throw it out anyway, even if they say no.’

‘So I gathered.’

‘Well, I’m glad it’s good news,’ I said, wrongfooted. I hadn’t been expecting lavish praise but usually defendants were more upbeat when they managed to avoid a lengthy prison sentence.

‘Do you think—’ He broke off and shook his head. ‘Look, it’s none of my business but is someone looking after Em? That was – well, it hurt to watch. I can’t imagine how she must be feeling.’

‘She’ll be looked after.’ The officer in the case was a motherly detective constable with decades of experience. She would know the importance of reassuring Emma Seaton that she’d done her best, that it wasn’t her fault the case had fallen apart.

‘It didn’t feel as if it was a fair competition.’

‘Well, it wasn’t. I knew what I was going to ask her and why, and she didn’t. All she could do was tell the truth, which is what the police would have told her in advance – even if it made her look bad. She didn’t do that.’

‘She sounded convincing. If I hadn’t known about the tattoo, we might have been in trouble.’

‘There was enough to make the jury doubt her version of events. Lying under oath just made the case impossible to prosecute.’

‘They won’t charge her with perjury, will they?’

‘No, absolutely not. There’s no public interest in prosecuting her for it.’ I smiled. ‘Try not to worry about her.’

‘I always do,’ he said soberly.

‘I think we’ll be back in court shortly,’ the solicitor said, fidgeting. ‘Get this over with.’

Before I could reply, the loudspeakers crackled. ‘All parties in the case of Webster return to Court Three.’

‘Here we go,’ the solicitor said, and steered John Webster back to the dock for the last time that day, before he was set free without a stain on his character.

I moved at a fast clip as I headed down to leave the court building. I’d changed out of my court clothing and taken my hair down, which was essentially like putting on a disguise. Most people saw the wig and the gown and didn’t really notice much more. Barristers weren’t allowed to give interviews to reporters, so I didn’t have to worry about the media, but I was always wary about being accosted. You never knew when an angry family member would take offence at something you had said or done in court.

‘Miss Lewis?’

The voice came from behind me. I turned to find John Webster was following me, a little closer than I would have liked.

‘Could you do me a favour?’

‘I don’t think—’

‘It’s Emma.’ His face was pale. ‘I need someone to check on her.’

Emma. I had fully intended to say no and continue on my way, but now I hesitated.

‘Please.’ His eyes were fixed on mine.

‘I’ve got to go.’ The words had no force though. I stood my work bag up on its wheels and sighed. ‘Where is she?’

I pushed open the door to the bathrooms off the lobby. There was an outer door and an inner door with a space between them, an airlock of sorts. I hesitated before I opened the inner door, steeling myself. Get on with it. A waft of stale air and industrial disinfectant made me flinch as I leaned on the door. What was I doing? This wasn’t my job.

‘Miss Seaton? Emma?’

Silence. So John Webster had been wrong and she wasn’t there. I stood in the doorway, chewing my lip with indecision. I could just go back out and tell him he was wrong. But I hadn’t really looked, and I felt he would know that. I let the door swing shut behind me.

‘Emma?’

I worked my way along the row of dingy cubicles, trying the doors to make sure each stall was empty. The bathroom reeked, the air heavy with stale urine, body odour and a suggestion of cigarette smoke. The final cubicle was locked, even though there were no feet in view when I peeked under the door. ‘Emma? Are you in there?’

‘Who is it?’

I jumped, although I should have known she was there. ‘Ingrid Lewis.’

She gave a long, wavering sniff. ‘John’s barrister?’

‘Yes.’

‘The ice bitch.’

I couldn’t hold back a smile, in spite of myself. ‘I haven’t heard that one before.’

‘That’s what I called you in my head.’ She was angry, I thought, with that childish rage that makes people forget themselves, lash out – anger that makes them want to hurt anyone near them. I took a step back so I wasn’t as close to her. Of course she would have chosen the last cubicle in the room … I measured the distance to the door.

‘Emma, I just wanted to check that you were all right. I’m sure it was a tough day for you but it’s done now. You did your best.’

‘But you were better.’

‘It was easier for me. It’s what I do for a living, remember.’ I felt exhausted. This was supposed to be neat and tidy: you went to court, you gave your evidence, you were believed or not believed, and you went home. Emma wasn’t playing by the rules and it felt uncomfortably close to chaos. Besides, this was really none of my business. ‘Look, I’m going to find DC Singh and get her to take you home, okay?’

‘How did you know I was in here?’

‘Lucky guess.’

‘That’s a lie.’

Yes, but I’m not under oath. ‘I was just concerned,’ I said. ‘I don’t want to drag this out. I’m going now, okay?’

‘Wait. I want to talk to you.’

Why? I couldn’t think of a single thing she’d want to say to me that I would enjoy hearing. I edged towards the door, wary. This had been a mistake. Why had I agreed to it just because Webster had asked me to? I should have known better. I should have run a mile.

A clatter on the inside of the cubicle door made me flinch. Metal, I thought. Metal on the laminate that was scarred with graffiti and nameless gouges. What kind of metal?

The cubicle door opened and she shuffled forward so I could see her, though she didn’t quite come out of the cubicle. Her hair hung around her face in strings. She stared at me for a beat.

‘You look different like that. More normal.’

‘I’m not in court now.’

‘So you don’t get to tell me what to do any more. You don’t get to ask questions and you don’t get to demand that I do anything. You’re not in charge here, pissy britches.’

‘I prefer ice bitch, if I get a say.’

‘You don’t.’

‘Right.’ I smiled at her, trying to look unthreatening and friendly. I had been locked in small cells with very angry, very violent prisoners on several occasions, explaining to them that they were going to prison for a long time, but I had never been as scared as I was then. I was a long way out of my depth and the shore wasn’t even in sight. I jerked my thumb in the direction of the door. ‘You know, I think I’m just going to go and check if DC Singh is in the lobby. I won’t be long.’

‘I don’t want her.’ Emma moved out of the cubicle. The whites were showing around her pupils. ‘I want him.’

‘The other officer?’ I tried to remember his name as I moved further away from her. Everything in me was screaming that I should turn and run, but if I did, she would come after me, I thought. Keep her talking. ‘Nash, isn’t it?’

‘John. I want John. And you’re going to make him come in here.’

‘He won’t do what I tell him,’ I protested. ‘I’ve got no power over him.’

‘He’ll come if he thinks you’re in danger. And you are in danger, by the way. I don’t like you. I don’t like you at all. And I hurt the people I don’t like.’ Something silvery glinted in her hand but it was hidden in the folds of her skirt.

‘Emma.’ My back collided with the wall behind me. My legs were shaking. I’d seen pictures of defensive injuries from knife attacks – I’d seen the scars …

What was I good at? Not fighting, not against someone armed with some kind of blade. But I was better with words than just about anyone I knew.

‘Listen to me, Emma. There’s no need for you to be like this. John sent me in here because he was worried about you. He’s waiting just outside the door. You don’t need to persuade him to come in. Will you let me go out and tell him you’re waiting for him?’

‘He’ll come if you scream, I think.’

‘Emma—’

‘It’s better if you really mean it.’ She came towards me, her right arm swinging, and I saw the inch-long blade caught between her knuckles, a wedge-shaped knife mounted on a bar, designed to be discreet and deadly. I would have screamed then, but the sound stuck in my throat and all I could manage was a sob that no one could have heard. Blindly I reached out and found the door, and threw myself into the tiny hallway outside, only to find myself in the arms of the young police officer – Adam Nash, that was it – who had already come through the outer door. He shoved me aside and kept moving towards Emma as he yelled for assistance.

‘She’s got a knife,’ I said, and fell to my knees in the horrible little space between the two doors, cringing out of the way as bodies charged past me: DC Singh and two of the court security officers, and a uniformed PC who had been there giving evidence in another case. From inside the bathroom I heard shrieking that was like a noise an animal might make in a trap. I was glad I couldn’t see whatever they did to subdue her but it had to hurt: the screaming reached a crescendo that was followed with low, guttural swearing as the officers spoke to her calmly. Then, at last, there was silence. It was somehow worse than the fighting.

The door to the bathroom opened and a dishevelled DC Singh came out. She helped me to my feet and hauled me into the lobby.

‘You’re all right now. You’re safe. Are you injured? Try to calm down. You’re okay.’

I hadn’t even realised I was crying. I twisted in her grasp. ‘Is she all right? Is Emma okay?’

‘She’s fine.’

‘She had a knife.’

‘She hasn’t got it now.’ DC Singh turned me round so she could look at me, her kind face worried, the lines carved deeper on her forehead and around her mouth. ‘Are you sure she didn’t hurt you?’

‘She didn’t touch me.’ I was staring at the bathroom door. ‘Where is she? Can I see her?’

‘Better not.’

‘What’s going to happen to her?’

‘She needs to go to hospital.’

‘You’re not going to arrest her?’

‘She’s been arrested but she’s not going to custody. She needs to be looked after properly.’ DC Singh had been patting me down, making sure I wasn’t hurt. ‘I’ll need a statement from you. Do you mind waiting around for a bit? I’ll get someone to take it. We just need to get Emma sorted first.’

‘That’s fine,’ I said. ‘Of course. I need to ring my boyfriend. But I can wait.’

‘Good girl. Just have a seat there.’ She disappeared back into the bathroom with a quick, bustling walk, someone who didn’t mind taking charge of a situation that had briefly been completely out of control. If DC Nash had been two minutes slower … if I had said the wrong thing … But I wasn’t hurt.

Sitting there in the lobby, I was an object of interest for everyone who was passing in or out of the court. I lost count of the number of times I smiled and told people I was fine. I wasn’t fine, not at all, and one proof of that was that it took me a surprisingly long time to register that one person in particular was nowhere to be seen.

‘Miss Lewis?’ DC Nash stood in front of me. My thoughts were all over the place, floating like dust motes in the air of my mind and I found myself wondering why I thought of him as being young when he was my age, mid-twenties – but there was still something boyish about him. His earnestness, maybe. But he was talking, and I should listen.

‘Delia – DC Singh – asked me to tell you to go home. We’re waiting for a van to transport Emma and she doesn’t want to keep you here any longer.’

‘How long has it been?’

‘Just over an hour.’

‘Really?’ I rubbed my forehead. ‘I thought it was about ten minutes.’

‘Shock is a funny thing.’

‘Where did John Webster go?’

‘He left.’

‘When?’

‘When I told him to.’

I looked up at that, in surprise. There was an edge to him all the same – and I thought of him running full tilt into the bathroom even though he couldn’t know exactly what was waiting for him there, only that it was bad …

If I’d been starting to feel a creeping admiration for him, that evaporated with his next words.

‘You know, John Webster is a very dangerous man. That was our best chance to get him locked up. We won’t get another.’

‘I was doing my job.’

‘Yes, you were.’ He looked down at me and his eyes were dark with worry. ‘I just hope you won’t come to regret it.’
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Witness Statement

Criminal Procedure Rules, r 16.2;
 Criminal Justice Act 1967, s.9

Statement of: Ingrid LEWIS


	Age if under 18 (if over insert ‘over 18’): Over 18

	Occupation: Barrister




This statement (consisting of … 1 … Page(s) each signed by me) is true to the best of my knowledge and belief and I make it knowing that, if it is tendered in evidence, I shall be liable to prosecution if I have wilfully stated in it, anything which I know to be false, or do not believe to be true.

[image: Signature]

I am the above-named person and I am making this statement regarding videos that have been uploaded onto YouTube and other social media that make a reference to me, and photographs that have been uploaded to an unknown number of message boards and other internet forums.

In APRIL 2017 I became aware that some videos had been uploaded onto YouTube without my knowledge by a user named ‘SHADOW912’. I believe this to be the username of John WEBSTER.

I am aware of WEBSTER because I defended him in a trial that took place in 2016. Following the trial, WEBSTER subjected me to a campaign of harassment by email and text message. Subsequently WEBSTER was arrested twice but released without charge.

I have had no involvement or contact from WEBSTER since the second arrest in February 2017.

On THURSDAY 20 APRIL 2017 I received a phone call from a man who identified himself as JERRY. He refused to give me his last name and I did not recognise his voice. He asked to make an appointment with me for the purposes of procuring sex, explaining that my name, picture and telephone number were listed on a number of sites advertising the services of prostitutes. Following this call, I received seven phone calls from other men in the space of an hour, all with a view to arranging a meeting for sexual purposes. None of them identified themselves to me.

Having searched for my name and image on the internet, I discovered several listings on sites offering sexual services that included my name, age, telephone number and address. I believe they were uploaded by John WEBSTER. They include fictional reviews of services allegedly offered by me, written in degrading and obscene language (‘NICE TITS, BIG MOUTH BUT I SLAPPED IT SHUT’ and ‘LIKES ROUGH TREATMENT, RAPE FANTASIES, NO NEVER MEANS NO’. I believe this is an incitement to sexually assault me and I have real fears for my safety. I immediately requested that the websites remove the relevant listings, which they did. I took screenshots of them before they were removed.

I also found pornographic videos on multiple video-hosting sites titled ‘INGRID HARD AT WORK XXX’ and ‘INGRID LEARNS HER LESSON XXX’. My contact details were listed in the information underneath. The videos depict a fair-haired woman but blur her face. I believe that this woman is supposed to resemble me. I find this extremely upsetting. I requested that these videos be removed.

I believe that WEBSTER has created the






















OPS/images/logo.jpg
s
[

HarperCollinsPublishers





OPS/html/nav.xhtml


Table of Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Note to Readers


		Dedication


		Contents


		I think about …


		2019
		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2






		2016
		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4






		2017
		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8






		2019
		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24


		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28


		Chapter 29


		Chapter 30


		Chapter 31


		Chapter 32


		Chapter 33


		Chapter 34


		Chapter 35


		Chapter 36


		Chapter 37


		Chapter 38


		Chapter 39


		Chapter 40


		Chapter 41


		Chapter 42


		Chapter 43


		Chapter 44


		Chapter 45


		Chapter 46


		Chapter 47


		Chapter 48


		Chapter 49


		Chapter 50


		Chapter 51


		Chapter 52






		Keep Reading


		Acknowledgements


		About the Author


		Also by Jane Casey


		About the Publisher








Guide



		Cover


		Contents

    
		Title page








		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394


		395


		396


		397


		398


		399


		400


		401


		402


		403


		404


		405


		406


		407


		408


		409


		410


		411


		412


		413


		414


		415


		416


		417


		418


		419


		420


		421


		422


		423


		424


		425


		426


		427


		428


		429


		430


		431


		432


		433


		434


		435


		436


		437


		438


		439


		440


		441


		442


		443


		444


		445


		446


		447


		448


		449


		450


		451


		452


		453


		454


		455


		456


		457


		458


		459


		460


		461


		462


		463


		464


		465


		466


		467


		468


		469


		470


		471


		472


		473


		474










OPS/images/img_0001.jpg
Signature: Date: [21/04/17]





OPS/images/cover.png
JANE CASEY

; & o+
» (
i u\

‘Gripping’ ‘Compulsive’ ‘Tense’
RUTH WARE CARA HUNTER HARRIET TYCE





