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This was his time. At this moment in his life he could have anything he ever wanted; women, 

yachts, a mansion with a swimming pool in deepest Surrey. It was the women he wanted 

more than anything now - now he’d made it. After a short lifetime of dreaming and praying 

for success here he was, on the top floor of The Ritz, overlooking the London skyline. He felt 

like London was all his - like he really owned it. A world of endless possibilities lay before 

him. 

‘Sort another line out will you babes?’ he said to his impossibly sleek, skinny and 

beautiful supermodel girlfriend. Jacynta Packington murmured yes and carried on getting set 

for another night of fun and games in the marbled bathroom. That was where Bazza liked to 

go large. They’d met a few months before, at a celebrity bash to celebrate another number 

one single. Their whirlwind romance was near perfect for the times, a celebrity journalist’s 

wet dream, delivering a stormy on/off affair of two beautiful young stars at the top of their 

game. Since they’d met the tabloids had been filled with lurid tales of the affair, of the 

arguments and bust-ups and reconciliations, of the sex and the drugs, of their infidelities. 

Kicking back, he recalled the previous week’s centre spread in one of the red tops that 

gorge on celebrity relationships like vultures on the corpse of a slaughtered animal, and a wry 

smile spread across his face: ‘Bazza Beds a Brace of Bouncing Beauties.’ Sex God, he 

thought, No. 1 Party Animal. His world was moving faster than a tornado tearing up a row of 

houses, and it was a world full of low-hanging fruit. He hadn’t even bothered to ask the 

names of the bouncing brace of beauties but had just picked them out of the scrum that had 

been lying in wait for him as he exited the back entrance of another gig in another provincial 

town, a town he’d forgotten about as soon as he’d left it. 

He hadn’t yet reached the point where all the media hype annoyed him. He craved the 

attention that he felt was his due, now that he was one of the world’s most marketable 

superstars. Jacynta had read the article of course, like she’d read all the others since they’d 

hooked up. But she had a career to build and being associated with the new Prince of Pop was 

doing it no harm at all. So she kept quiet - she’d take what she could before the relationship 

blew up once and for all. Faithfulness was most definitely not on the agenda. 

Bazza had never been the sharpest tool in the box, and had dropped out of school at 16 

after failing his exams. But he was an angular, blonde and blue-eyed boy with a finely 

chiselled face, had a passable voice after auto-tuning and just the right amount of late-

adolescent arrogance to make him irresistible to the kiddies. And his backstory was spot on: 

raised in an utter dump by a single mum after his father overdosed on barbiturates, in and out 

of trouble with the police as a boy, a proper little tearaway. Redeemed by his love of music. 

The British public ate it all up and begged for more, voting for him in their millions as he 

romped home as the winner of Britain Blazes Bright, the most watched talent show on TV, 

the show that had propelled him to global stardom. 

Within the space of a year Bazza Wishbone had gone from wannabe nobody to one of the 

biggest pop stars on the planet. He didn’t know how long it would last but one thing was for 

sure - while it lasted he was going to gorge on success like a hungry wolf. He was going to 

gorge until he could gorge no more. 

‘Come on then babes, I’m ready for you,’ he heard Jacynta call from the bathroom. The 

marbled bathroom. He bounded in to find her dressed in high heels, a dirty look and not much 

else. She bent down to get at the marching powder set out by the sink; Bazza followed suit. 

The charlie hit the spot, and as the drug surged through his body he stretched out on the 

cool floor in a state of euphoria and thought again of just how lucky he was. When Jacynta 

eased herself down to join him - lower, lower, as if in slow motion - he wondered if it was all 



a dream. Could he really be here, top of the charts, top floor of the Ritz, with one of the 

world’s top supermodels getting on top of him? Her silky smooth blonde hair caressed his 

face; her lithely perfect body joined itself with his. His pulse raced, and as the blood pumped 

around his body he embraced her and proceeded to make the most of his good fortune. Yes, 

he could take whatever he wanted now - every minute of every day belonged to him, up here 

on top of the world. 

Much later, when they had finished, he curled up on the floor and Jacynta brought him a 

pillow and cover from the bedroom. He was tired now. ‘If this is a dream I hope I never wake 

up,’ he thought, as he closed his eyes and let the sleep take him. 
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Outside the Ritz the killer stood behind a street light, head down low. It was cold and raining 

so he didn’t look out of place wrapped up in his long trench coat, collar up, ensuring the 

hoodie he wore beneath his coat covered his face. He looked up at the top floor and 

considered his course of action. He knew without doubt his prey was in there. He wasn’t sure 

of the room number, but he soon would be. 

He’d been outside now for some time and had seen Bazza and Jacynta pull up in a limo, 

witnessed the army of photographers descend on them like a pack of braying hyenas, watched 

as the army of fans, all young girls, screamed with uncontrollable hysteria, with 

unquenchable desire. He wondered jealously what it was that fed such unthinking adoration. 

He watched as the celebrity boy-god of the moment, shielded by a phalanx of heavies, pushed 

his way through the crowd to the front of the hotel, stopped for a moment to wave and soak 

up the adoration and disappeared into a world of opulence the likes of which his adoring 

army would never see or know. 

The killer decided to go for a walk, to let things settle down a bit. He set off up Piccadilly, 

took a stroll around Leicester Square and settled down in one of the pubs that adorned the 

side streets off Leicester Square, all the time keeping his head down low, hoodie on, shades 

pushed up on to the bridge of his nose. He was early so he ordered a pint of London Ale and 

supped slowly as he reflected on the task at hand. 

He was a small fish, and felt the resentment that small fish feel when they spend most of 

their time swerving from the path of big fish. Tonight, however, would be different; tonight 

he was going to take down a big fish, and to hell with the consequences. 

If Bazza wants to play in the big pond he better watch out for the sharks. 

Ping! He read the text that came through on his mobile and replied. The meet was on. The 

landlord called last orders so he went to the bar for a second pint. Just enough to steel his 

nerves but not too much to make him sloppy. He sat over it until the girl he’d been waiting 

for entered the pub. Svitlana Kovalenko caught his eye and moved across the room; she 

looked tired and drawn but was pretty with light auburn hair and a winning smile. She sat 

down next to him. 

‘Hello,’ she said in one of those east European accents that had become so much a feature 

of the metropolis in recent years. 

‘Have you got it?’ 

‘Yes,’ she replied. 

Svitlana worked on the desk at the Ritz. Like all the central London hotels it could only 

function now with employees from the far-flung corners of the world. So many employees 

started and finished their stint in the great global village each month that it was almost 

impossible for anyone in authority to keep up with the constant flux. 

Finding a chancer who was just passing through to describe the layout and confirm the 

name of Bazza’s room had been easy. She had already provided the killer with a plan of the 

top floor suites. Two grand and a glass of wine was a small price to pay for the information 

he was about to receive. He had given her to believe he was a thief who’d like a chance to 

root about in some of the pricier rooms. What difference did it make to Svitlana? Where she 

came from, money talked. In any case she’d be heading out soon to take care of her ailing 

mother. She passed him an electronic key and a piece of paper with the name of a suite on it 

and walked her ‘thief’ through the plan. She would text when the coast was clear. In through 

the tradesman’s entrance, through the kitchen and up the lift reserved for staff. Turn left, 3rd 

door on the right, a quiet entry: game on. 



He knew Bazza had the girl in tow. He didn’t have a plan for her. He’d cross that bridge 

when he came to it. Then the retreat, back down in the same lift, lower ground floor, stroll out 

through the car park and melt into the London night. Head down, hoodie up, shades on tight. 

He knew he’d be on every CCTV camera he passed, then on the TV, and all over the Internet, 

and in the grainy pictures in every paper. He also knew the images would be useless as long 

as he kept his face under wraps. 

Svitlana herself had no idea who he was. He looked at her with a mixture of desire and 

contempt, contempt for the unsuspecting, the weak and naive. She was pretty, no doubt about 

that, and in different circumstances he’d be all over her whether she liked it or not. But as the 

pretty girl left to return to her late-night duties he had no regrets that the only thing he would 

be giving her tonight was an appointment with the grim reaper. 

Time for the kill. 



3 

The pretty girl’s text was a long time coming, so the killer had a string of coffees in a late-

night place and then a slow meander through the West End streets, back past Leicester Square 

and then up Piccadilly. He was steeling himself, enjoying the building tension. The text 

arrived at 4am. At last! Back entrance. Tradesman’s lift. The pretty girl waiting to show him 

to the top floor. So innocent, no clue that a sawn-off shotgun was hidden under the heavy 

coat. 

‘Wait here, hold the lift.’ 

The killer arrived at the room of his victim exactly according to plan. 

He gave a gentle knock on the door. All was quiet. He opened it with his master key and 

quietly let himself in. Bazza was roused from his slumbers, sitting up and becoming aware of 

someone in the suite. Jacynta had left him in the bathroom and gone to bed, as usual. Had she 

ordered room service? Or was it a female staff member slipping in to get a piece of him? It 

wouldn’t be the first time. He hadn’t managed to get Jacynta into a threesome yet, but he 

lived in hope and there was a first time for everything. 

He rubbed his eyes and sat upright. A man entered the bathroom quietly and stationed 

himself, silently, two feet away from the still-sitting Prince of Pop. Bazza’s heart 

somersaulted and pounded hard against his ribcage, and his eyes almost jumped out of their 

sockets with shock. This was no groupie come for an early morning seeing-to. Bazza was 

looking down both barrels of a shotgun. Instinctively he put his hands in the air. 

‘You? What do you want? My wallet’s in my trousers, over there, in the wardrobe. Loads 

of money. Take the lot.’ 

The killer smiled. ‘I’m not here for money. I’m here for you.’ 

‘What?  ...’ 

The light came on in the bedroom and a moment later Jacynta entered the bathroom. She 

gulped in bewilderment; terror, sheer terror, took hold of her as she surveyed the scene. A 

heavily-clothed man pointing a shotgun at Bazza’s head. She stood transfixed, unable to 

scream, unable to move. Her body felt like it was in a straitjacket. She could barely breathe. 

‘Please,’ begged Bazza, ‘you don’t need to do this.’ 

It wasn’t the pain that he feared. It wasn’t his past life that flashed before his eyes. It was 

the future life he would never live that consumed his final thoughts. The adoration, the love, 

the money...the women. His mum had told him money and fame wouldn’t make him happy, 

but he was too young to listen, too young to care. He was too full of life, too full of the 

moment; he just wanted more. It couldn’t end now. Not here, like this. 

He stared at the weapon that was about to end his time on earth, filled with horror, covered 

in his own urine, choked by desperate, animal fear. Through his parched, jammed mouth he 

tried to appeal to the intruder: 

‘Please. Please, I...’ 

The killer stepped forward and gave him one barrel. The blast and flash of the sawn-off 

snuffed out his final words. At such close range the pellets did not have time to disperse and 

collided with Bazza as a single mass, smashing into his face and blowing half his head clean 

off. Mangled, splintered bone, flesh and grey matter smashed into the wall and splattered 

across the bath as his corpse hit the marbled deck. The right side of his head remained intact, 

like one half of a broken crimson death mask. The air filled with the stench of cordite and 

fresh blood. 

Not so beautiful now, are you, pretty boy? 

The killer turned to face Jacynta and pointed the shotgun at her face. Her heart exploded; 

her mind reeled; her face was pale as wax. The killer smiled and his eyes lit up. The light 



from the bedroom gently outlined the contours of her body. On one thing he was in accord 

with Bazza - if there was such a thing as perfect female beauty, he was staring at it. His 

success in ending the life of Bazza, combined with the sight of the girl’s naked body, filled 

him with an overwhelming sense of power. He had never felt so in control in his life. He 

could stroll into one of the world’s most prestigious hotels, blow away a superstar and have 

his woman, if he wanted. He was the big fish now. 

But his plan had always been to exit the room less than 15 seconds after the job was done, 

before the noise had filtered through to the sleepy residents and some of them became brave 

and inquisitive enough to come looking for its source. And anyway, he’d completed his 

mission. He had not come for her. He reached for the door handle, opened the door and left, 

quietly and without fuss. 

Svitlana Kovalenko was still there, standing by the lift, in a state of frozen panic. 

‘What happened in there?’ she managed to say. ‘What was that…?’ 

Bang. The killer unleashed the second barrel on her, from 12 feet away. The pellets 

dispersed, broke through her ribcage and tore several holes in her heart. As she gasped for 

breath and fell to the floor he watched for a few seconds before opening the lift door, content 

that she could not survive her wounds. 

It had all gone like clockwork: down the back way; lower ground floor; easy stroll through 

the car park; melt into the London dawn. 

Bye bye pretty boy, see you in hell. 
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Earlier that day the world’s worst patient had been relaxing at home. 

'Turn that bollocks off will you Liv, it's doing my nut. They just go on and on, round and 

round and round.... celebrities, nonces at the BBC, EU going to bits, the migrant crisis, all 

day fucking long.’ 

Spurred to action, H jumped up, snatched the remote and started channel hopping. Nothing 

held his attention for more than two seconds until he came across a Kardashian pontificating 

at great length on nothing in particular. The programme held him mesmerised by a mixture of 

bafflement and contempt. Olivia noticed the look of complete puzzlement on his face, and 

smiled broadly in anticipation of the rant that she knew was now inevitable. 

‘What the fuck is this?’ 

‘It’s the Kardashians.’ 

‘The what?’ 

‘The Kardashians, they’re a really famous American family.’ 

‘What are they famous for?’ 

‘Well, people follow them on TV, and social media.’ 

‘But…but what…why?’ H was beginning to seethe and knew he had to find some reserves 

of self-control; he began by resisting the temptation to launch the remote at the T.V. 

‘Liv, doll, how did it come to this? What the fuck went wrong?’ 

‘H!’ Olivia snapped, ‘Blood pressure!’ 

They’d been here before: it was one of their little rituals. H knew he was on the wrong side 

of history. He sighed a deep sigh and flopped back onto the sofa. 

‘Let's watch a film...stick Get Carter on for me, will you?' 

 'Again?' 

'Yes, again. This nonesense is giving me palpitations. You want me to rest, don't you?' 

Olivia sighed, and reached once again for the Michael Caine box set. Harry Hawkins - an 

impatient patient at the best of times, and these were not the best of times - was now splayed 

out on the sofa like a cantankerous bull walrus, hooting and hollering for all he was worth. 

He'd been cooped up at home for months now. First the hospital, then the sanatorium, and 

now this: The sofa. The TV. The tablets. The ‘resting’. 

'London's Top Copper.' That's what they called him. At least they used to. But he hadn't 

done any coppering in nearly a year now, since his hell-for-leather rollercoaster ride through 

a gang war that almost brought London to its knees, and the pursuit of the ringleaders of an 

establishment paedophile conspiracy - a pursuit which led to his best friend going down for a 

thirty year stretch for murder and himself at death's door in the intensive care unit of Guy's 

hospital, with a nervous breakdown as his reward for surviving. 

In the aftermath of all the blood and chaos H had been 'proper nutted off,' as his friend 

Confident John Viney had it, much to the merriment of his legions of enemies, villains and 

media commentators alike. Now he was just killing time - or was time killing him? - while he 

waited for his next psychiatric 'assessment.' This one would be the clincher; his shrink was on 

the clock, coming under pressure to make the call on when - or whether - the big man was 

stable enough to return to work. His body seemed sound enough now; countless hours of 

physiotherapy had seen to that. But where was his head at? H himself, befuddled and numbed 

by anti-depressants, bored out of his head, longing for action, didn't know. He was hoping the 

shrink would tell him. 

The afternoon wore on. Carter/Caine did the business. H dozed through the boring bits. 

Olivia read her book. The dog yelped in his sleep. H snapped out of it and livened up for the 

big finale. 



'Go on my son, sort this fucking lot out. Bunch of wrong 'uns. I...' 

'H?' Olivia said. 

'Yes babes?' said H, now immersed in the screen and looking at her from the corner of his 

eye. 

'How many times have you seen this film, would you say?' 

'A few.' 

'A few hundred, you mean. You know it word for word...punch for punch.' 

'What's your point, doll...?' 

'Maybe you could do something different. Talk to me, read something, listen to the radio 

for a bit, take a little turn in the garden...maybe have another look at that pamphlet on 

meditation they gave you in the sanatorium.' 

Fuck me, not all this again. 

'Alright, I tell you what babes, let's go for a drive. Get your coat on. We'll go for a nice 

drive and find a boozer that does a decent…er…orange juice.’ 

'No H. Don't start. You know what the shrink said, no gallivanting about until you finish 

these tablets and she's had another look at you.' 

H groaned. ‘I've had enough of all this. I've got to have something to liven me up. I've 

been a good boy, haven't I? I've kept up with the tablets. No booze. Early to bed, early to rise, 

nothing silly. Just let me watch my films in peace, will you? I'm watching Get Carter. After 

that I'm going to watch The Searchers. And after that, unless you start behaving your fucking 

self, I'm going to watch In Which We Serve.’ 

Olivia shuddered, and wondered for a second what it must be like to be a villain and have 

Harry Hawkins on your case for real. But inwardly she was pleased, and almost thrilled, to 

see him being so stroppy and difficult. Her bear was rattling the bars of his cage. The old H-

power was returning - he was, slowly but surely, becoming himself again. 
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H was watching Michael Caine force a bottle of whiskey down the throat of his adversary, 

urging Carter on in his final act of relentless vengeance, when there was a knock at the door. 

‘Get that will you Liv, this is the best bit.’ 

Olivia went to the door and was surprised to see Amisha Bhanushali and Graham Miller-

Marchant smiling at her.  

‘Hello Liv. How’s the patient?’ asked Amisha. 

‘Oh, getting more cantankerous by the day. He discovered the Kardashians earlier, haven’t 

seen him so angry at the modern world for months. He’s almost back to his old self.’ 

Amisha and Graham laughed as they entered. They found H chomping at the bit at the 

sight of Cainey battering his victim to death with the butt of his rifle. He was gagging for 

more but was delighted when he saw them walk through the door. He hit the pause button. 

‘Hello guv.’ 

H embraced her, holding her tight for several seconds, and shook Graham’s hand with 

gusto. 

‘You seem to have forgotten, I’m not your guvnor anymore Ames.’ 

‘Yeah. But you will be soon, right? Final meeting with the shrink soon?’ 

H winced. He still didn’t like talking about the fact he had to see a psychiatrist; he found it 

demeaning, to have people think he couldn’t deal with life’s ups and downs on his own. To H 

life was like a game of poker. Some cards you dealt, some got dealt to you. You hold, bluff, 

raise and when you’re ready you go all in. You can win with a pair of twos or go bust with a 

full house, but however the cards fall you take the consequences and deal with it yourself. He 

changed the subject. 

‘How are things at the Yard? Any decent murder cases on the go?’ he asked. 

‘Not really. Things have quietened down. The Russians and Albanians seem to have 

stopped slaughtering each other left, right and centre, for now at least. Word is they had a big 

meet and agreed some new ground rules. We haven’t had anything high profile for months. 

Mostly back to the usual family murders and kids stabbing each other to death on council 

estates.’ 

‘Calm before the storm,’ muttered H, half to himself. 

Olivia, not wanting H to start talking shop, announced that she was making tea and 

Amisha followed her into the kitchen. Since the events of nine months before - when dealing 

with the combination of a gang war and a paedophile conspiracy that had pushed H, Graham 

and Amisha to their limits - Amisha and Graham had taken Olivia fully into their trust. They, 

along with H’s old friend Ronnie Ruddock and the Russian oligarch Kyril Kuznetsov, were 

the only people in the world who knew the truth about what had happened. They were now 

bound together in a circle of mutual trust - or mutual mistrust in Kuznetsov case - none of 

them could ever break. 

When they’d first met, Oliva had been cautious of Amisha. With her gorgeous long black 

hair, her ‘posh’ accent and Cambridge education she’d felt a little intimidated, and considered 

H’s new police partner as a rival for his affections. Now, however, they’d become very close. 

Whilst H recovered slowly under the watchful eye of Kasia Kotula, his shrink, Amisha had 

recovered her equilibrium under the watchful care of Olivia, who had marvelled at her new 

friend’s strength, courage and character. Terrible things had happened to Amisha that the 

Metropolitan Police and the world at large would never know about. The two of them had 

spent day after day talking things through, for months. The trust between them was 

unbreakable. As they started to chat in the kitchen Olivia now had a secret of her own to 



reveal, and there was nobody else in the world who she would rather reveal it to first. Not 

even H. 

‘How have you been Ames, everything alright? How are things with you and Graham?’ 

Since her ordeal Amisha had split with her boyfriend and replaced him with Graham, who 

had become estranged from his wife several months before. It had been tentative at first; it 

seemed as if the relationship had been necessitated by the web of secrecy that held them all 

together. But now she’d come to care for him; for the first time in her life she was in love. 

There were times when Amisha opened up to Olivia about it all, but with the boys chatting 

away in the next room this wouldn’t be one of them. She dodged the question and shifted the 

conversation back onto Olivia. 

They did some small talk and Amisha took tea to H and Graham. When she returned to the 

kitchen Olivia dropped her bombshell. 

‘I’ve got one other piece of news,’ she said. 

‘What?’ 

Olivia lowered her voice. She didn’t want H overhearing. She wasn’t sure how to tell him. 

Or how he’d take it. 

‘I’m pregnant… I’ve had the scans. It’s a boy.’ 

Amisha’s eyes opened wide and her mouth dropped in shock. She knew Olivia thought 

she’d missed her chance of having kids and that, inwardly, she would be delighted, though 

nervous, at the prospect of a near forty-year-old woman and a fifty-six-year-old dinosaur 

bringing up a kid in the modern world. She gave Olivia a huge hug. 

‘Oh my God! Congratulations... Another H roaming the streets... “Little H.” The whole 

world had better get ready. How far gone are you?’ 

‘Five months. I’ll be starting to show soon.’ 

‘Whaaat!? Five months? You’ve got to tell him, Liv. Soon.’ 
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The call came into Scotland Yard’s murder squad at 4:30am. Several months had elapsed 

since they’d had a case anywhere near as high-profile as this. The Chief Constable had been 

called and pressure for a fast and efficient investigation and a quick result was already 

coming down the chain to Chief Inspector Hilary Stone as she punched Graham Miller-

Marchant’s number into her phone. This one was going to take top priority. 

Graham, who liked to programme different ring tones for different people, jumped out of 

bed as soon as he heard the call come in from Hilary and hit the accept button. 

‘Morning ma’am.’ 

‘Hi Graham. Hold on to your seat - we’ve got a big one. I need someone with experience 

of handling major cases to get on it, asap. It’ll be as much about handling the media and 

public expectations as a murder investigation.’ 

‘I’m your man, ma’am. What’s the case?’ 

‘You know this pop star kid who’s all over the place now…the one who won Britain 

Blazes Bright last year?’ 

‘Bazza Wishbone? Of course, it’d be hard not to. What about him?’ 

‘He’s currently lying dead in his bathroom in the Ritz with half his head blown away. And 

there’s a young staff member, a young girl, almost cut in half, in the hallway outside his 

suite. Shotgun attack, by the look of it. It’s already trending on social media. I need you and 

Amisha over there pronto. Take control. Call me from the scene before talking to anyone. 

Assess the situation and put me in the picture, quick as you please. 

‘On it ma’am.’ 

‘Make sure you are, Graham, make sure you are. We’re going to need a result on this one - 

“sharpish”, as H would say. We’re only just clawing our reputation back after last year’s 

shenanigans…we’ll need to look good on this one.’ 

Graham ended the call and got straight onto Amisha. They’d been partnered up for several 

months now - on and off the job - and already had one of the best clear-up rates in division. 

‘Hi Graham,’ said Amisha, ‘to what do I owe the pleasure at this early hour?’ 

‘Drop everything. New case. All hands on deck. The pop star, Bazza Wishbone, seems to 

have parted company with his head, or half of it, in his suite at the Ritz.’ 

Amisha had already seen so much death and destruction that nothing shocked her any 

more, but this was a genuine surprise and she swallowed hard at the news. She double-

checked she’d understood correctly. 

‘Bazza Wishbone?’ 

‘Yep. The very same. We’ve not had one this high profile since…’ 

He was going to say since the murder of socialite Tara Ruddock in St. James’ Park, the 

year before, but the sentence petered out. It had been the most difficult case they had ever 

been involved in and had spawned an inquiry that was still ongoing. After multiple interviews 

and reviews the story he’d concocted with Amisha about how they got through it all had held 

up; it seemed the pressure was abating. But the personal wounds, especially those on Amisha, 

still cut deep and would take some time to heal. If heal they ever could. A moment of 

awkward silence followed before Amisha picked up the thread and asked Graham how long it 

would take him to get to the Ritz. 

‘I’ll be there in thirty. Meet me there as soon as you can. We’re going to come under a lot 

of pressure on this one Ames. Hilary is already growling. Get your game face on.’ 

London seemed calm and peaceful as Graham made his way through the early morning 

streets from his flat in Clapham. Despite the impending pressure of the investigation he felt 

calm, self-assured, like it was something he could handle. The traffic lights, for once, were on 



his side and all turned green as he approached them, as if orchestrated by some divine 

London force that was watching over him. He arrived several minutes early to find Amisha 

outside, sitting in her car; she was lost, as usual, in cyberspace. Graham tapped on her 

window to re-focus her reality and gave a reassuring smile. 

Out in the real world the mob was already forming. Despite express instructions from the 

Ritz’s night duty manager, Olivier Delveaux, not to breathe a word to anyone about what had 

happened, several members of staff had been unable to contain themselves and had tweeted 

the news. Millions of people around the globe were already in the know - the inevitable social 

media shitstorm was beginning to blow. 

As they forced their way through the crowd of hysterical, wailing fans and the first 

representatives of the world’s media conglomerates Amisha filled Graham in on what she 

knew, or at least what she thought she knew. 

‘There’s good news and bad news Graham. Which do you want first?’ 

‘The bad.’ 

‘According to social media reports Bazza’s head is clean blown off his shoulders.’ 

‘Guess that’s pretty bad for him. What’s the good?’ 

‘The rumour mill says we have an eye witness. His girlfriend, the supermodel Jacynta 

Packington, was in the room when the murder took place.’ 

Graham was about to meet the woman he’d seen on a thousand and one screens, who 

many considered to be the most beautiful woman in Britain. His heart rate accelerated. 

Wow, you don’t get to meet Jacynta Packington every day. Or Bazza Wishbone, come to 

that…whatever’s left of him. 
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Sergeant Bob Wisdom, an experienced plod with 20 years of service under his belt, had been 

first to the respond. Efficiency was his watchword and the crime scene was already well 

under control and secure when he ushered the two detectives into Bazza’s suite. 

Constable Peter Holden was standing guard in the room surveying the carcass, Amisha 

noticed as she walked in, with something that looked like amusement. She looked around the 

suite briefly and headed for the bathroom, where she saw that the Internet rumours had been 

exaggerated. Around fifty per cent of Bazza’s head was still intact, just enough for her to 

recognise the young man she had seen on her various screens so many times in his short 

career. 

Forensics were on the way; she made a quick initial assessment of the situation before they 

arrived. To make a mess like this the killer must have got up very close and personal with 

Bazza. The weapon was almost certainly a shotgun. The killer must have let rip from not 

much more than six inches away. Maybe even closer. No sign of forced entry. This was either 

someone Bazza had let in or who was in possession of a key. From the single pillow and 

sheet, it looked as if Bazza had been sleeping alone on the bathroom floor. Amisha went back 

into the bedroom; only one side of the bed in there looked like it had been slept in. 

‘Sergeant Wisdom, someone on Twitter is talking about an eye witness, Jacynta 

Packington. Rumour mill working overtime?’ Graham said. 

‘No, that one’s true. She’s a few rooms down, being looked after by WPC Yvonne 

McAuley. She’s in a bad way - we haven’t had a peep out of her yet. I wanted to wait until 

you got here before deciding what to do with her.’ 

‘Was she hurt or attacked Sergeant?’ Graham noticed Amisha’s face tighten and her voice 

go up a gear when she asked the question. 

‘Not sure. She seems to be in a state of shock. That, or she’s off her head on something. Or 

both. Her and young Bazza had been at it on the marching powder before it all went pear-

shaped, unless I’m very much mistaken. She doesn’t look injured, no visible bruising or 

contusions, anything like that.’ 

Amisha snapped on a plastic glove and had a better look around. Except for the gore 

spread across the bath and floor, and a powdery smudge on the surface by the sink, the plush 

marbled interior was neat and tidy. A selection of creams and beauty products were deftly 

arranged in the cabinet. All the lids were on and there were no obvious signs that they had 

even been used. Amisha lifted the lid on the bin to reveal an assortment of tissues and cotton 

buds. Jacynta Packington was clearly someone who liked to keep things orderly, despite what 

looked from the outside like a chaotic lifestyle. 

‘Was the door closed when you arrived Sergeant?’ 

‘Yes, Detective Sergeant.’ 

‘There is no sign of a struggle, in either the bedroom or the bathroom,’ said Amisha, ’and 

from what you say I doubt Jacynta Packington was attacked.’ Graham noticed the sense of 

relief as the tension in her face eased - the dead she could deal with. Interviewing rape and 

torture victims, on the other hand, was not something she relished much these days. 

Graham had been going through the clothes in the wardrobe and pulled out Bazza’s wallet. 

He displayed the contents to Amisha as he summarised the situation: ‘So we’ve got a huge 

wad of notes in the wallet, credit cards intact, an unforced entry, a witness unharmed. The 

killer came for Bazza. He was targeted and this was planned…Let’s go have a look at the 

second body.’ 

They exited the room and moved down the corridor. Another police constable stood guard 

over the slaughtered remains of the girl. 



‘The manager says this is - was - Svitlana Kovalenko. Ukrainian. A reliable, steady worker 

by all accounts. Poor girl…a long way from home,’ said Sergeant Wisdom. 

The two detectives studied the girl’s body; it was not in good shape. 

‘Definitely a shotgun,’ Amisha said, ‘killer was maybe 10-15 yards away. Came out of the 

room, was heading for the lift, saw her and just opened fire.’ She looked inside the lift, which 

Sergeant Wisdom had ensured was now held, and saw blood splatter. 

‘Looks like she had just walked out of the lift. The door was open when the killer fired.’ 

The night manager reappeared. He’d been on a conference call with his superiors, busily 

going through options on how they could manage and contain the situation. They’d 

concluded, rightly, that it was not containable and the best they could hope for was a damage-

limitation exercise. Delveaux was told to be as helpful as he could with the police, and to 

wait until the press officer arrived to try and control the message. Whatever that would be. 

Graham laid down the law: ‘We’ll need lists of all staff and their rotas and to interview 

everyone who works here, whether they were on duty or not, and details of every guest. And 

CCTV from every camera you have.’ 

Olivier Delveaux said ‘Of course,’ gave a curt nod and wheeled briskly away to start 

setting things in motion. 

‘Right,’ said Graham, turning to the Sergeant, ‘let’s go talk to our superstar eye witness.’ 
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They found Jacynta sitting in one of the adjacent rooms. She was drinking a strong cup of 

builder’s tea, probably loaded up with sugar. The classic copper’s standby, in situations like 

this. 

‘Hello Ms Packington,’ said Amisha. The girl looked empty, completely desolate. She 

gave no reply and stared into space. The cup in her hand shook as she tried to gulp down 

another mouthful. 

‘I’m Detective Sergeant Amisha Bhanushali, and this is Detective Inspector Graham 

Miller-Marchant. We’re from New Scotland Yard.’ 

Jacynta sat mute, looking desperately alone but also strangely self-assured. Unlike Bazza 

she had not been raised by a single mother on a crappy council estate in the middle of 

nowhere. For her it had been all horsey fun and Swiss finishing schools; but her parents had 

been distant and cold and when they’d tried to get her married off to the ‘right sort of chap’ 

she rebelled - taking her drop-dead looks with her into the world of high fashion. Everyone 

could see she was going to be huge the first time she hit the catwalk. Not only was she 

beautiful, she had that special something that makes everyone pay attention. That, combined 

with her fastidious attention to detail, cunning use of contacts and sheer ambition had ensured 

her rise to the very top of the modelling world. Her rise had been almost as dramatic and 

exciting as Bazza’s. 

Bazza himself had been part distraction, part CV-builder; they were using one another, and 

she’d never expected it to last. Nothing lasted in her world, but Bazza had made her feel a 

little less lonely. And now he was gone. Experience had made her strong and self-sufficient, 

but at this moment she felt more sad, alone and scared than at any time since her first days at 

boarding school. 

She looked now at the pleasant young policewoman with the winning smile who had just 

introduced herself and got a sense that this was someone she could trust; someone who knew 

how to be agreeable, but who also knew something about heavy gravity. She broke her 

silence. 

‘Hello, Detective Sergeant Bhanushali.’ 

‘I understand how difficult this is, and is going to be, for you. I’m not just saying that - I 

speak from experience. I’m not going to ask you lots of questions about what happened right 

now. But I have to ask you one.’ 

Jacynta forced a smile. ‘Shoot.’ 

‘Do you have any idea who the killer was?’ 

‘No, I didn’t really see his face. He had it covered…sunglasses, a hoodie.’ 

‘Okay. Is there anyone we can call, family members, a friend who can stay with you until 

things settle down?’ 

‘There’s my mother. But I rarely see her. I prefer to be alone. I’d like to just go home, if I 

may.’ 

Amisha saw through the shock and drug after-effects in the girl’s flushed cheeks, to the 

deeper sadness in her eyes, not just at the death of her lover but into the sea of loneliness in 

which she swam. 

‘Well, the thing is you’re witness to a murder Jacynta, so you’ll have to come to the Yard. 

If you like the WPC here - Yvonne - can drive you home, and stay with you, and bring you to 

the Yard this afternoon. Three o’clock. Does that sound like a plan?’ 

‘Yes. I’ll be there at three. Thanks.’ 
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Graham stepped back and studied his handiwork on the board: the case de-briefing was set 

for 11am, the press conference for 12 noon and Jacynta Packington was due to arrive at 

Scotland Yard at 3pm 

‘Why didn’t you push her for some kind of statement?’ Hilary said to Amisha just before 

the debriefing commenced. ‘Everything was still fresh in her mind and it’s the usual practice 

to press eye witnesses, to see if they can provide descriptions, give us little details. Precious 

time has been lost, Amisha.’ 

‘She wasn’t ready ma’am, and she was pretty spaced out. She and Mr Wishbone had 

clearly had a session on the cocaine before it all kicked off. On top of that, she was in shock. 

She was barely compos mentis. I thought we’d get more out of her after a rest.’ 

‘I’ve read your notes. Hardly any words were exchanged between you. Could you not 

have pushed her a little?’ 

‘I just didn’t think that was the right way to go ma’am. I’m sure she’ll co-operate fully 

when she gets here.’ 

‘Hmm…OK, let’s see how she performs later.’ 

The de-brief began. Hilary had already put together a team of 12 detectives, headed up by 

Graham. He called the meeting to order and described the events as far as they understood 

them. Photos were distributed and Graham talked the team through what they had so far, 

which was mostly speculation about a targeted hit and the subsequent murder of an innocent 

bystander. Given the publicity the initial forensics report had been fast-tracked and was due 

later that day; eye witness Jacynta Packington, who had been too shocked to talk earlier, was 

coming in at 3pm. This last piece of news triggered a ripple of anticipation in the room. 

Graham appointed a sub team to start questioning the hotel staff and another to do likewise 

with the guests. The CCTV images had arrived and another team were appointed the task of 

going through them. He and Amisha would handle the interview with the eye witness and 

initial discussions with forensics. They would reconvene at 9am sharp next morning. It was 

going to be a long evening’s work. 

Graham agreed with Hilary that the two of them would handle the press conference. 

Neither of them was exactly straining at the leash to get this done; the wounds from the last 

high profile case the previous year were still fresh. Back then braying packs of hyena-

reporters, bloggers and twitter nuts had dogged their every step, heaping upon the 

Metropolitan Police more scorn, ridicule and contempt than it had ever faced before. The old 

rules had been abandoned, any lingering respect for the police and their authority gone. It was 

a different ball game now, they’d learned. And Harry Hawkins had borne the brunt of it, 

dragged over the hot coals of public derision like a sacrificial goat. His ordeal was very much 

on Hilary’s mind as they approached the newsroom. 

Hilary and Graham strode determinedly along the corridor leading to the conference room, 

took deep breaths and burst through the door into the most cacophonous welter of screaming, 

gesticulating media types they’d ever seen. The blood of the pack was up, that was clear, and 

the previous year’s nightmare began to look like a Kensington Palace tea party. Last time 

round it had been psychopathic gangsters and murdered aristocrats - and who really cared 

about them, when push came to shove? This time round it was Bazza Wishbone. Bazza 

Wishbone, of Britain Blazes Bright: someone who mattered to the Great British Public. 

‘Dear oh Lord, Graham, it’s like a bloody zoo,’ Hilary whispered as they took their seats. 

‘Please don’t offend zoo animals like that ma’am, or I shall be obliged to report you to the 

diversity directorate upstairs.’ 

They both laughed. 



That was their first mistake. 
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Graham had toughened up and come a long way since the year before, through bitter 

experience and H’s guidance, and these days took a much more hard-headed and sceptical 

view than he’d once had of the priorities of contemporary policing in the metropolis. 

Hilary tried to call the room to some sort of order. People sat down and the noise abated a 

little. Now it was possible to see what-was-what from the podium. The front rows were 

occupied with the usual representatives of the global big hitters -BBC, SKY, CNN, Al 

Jazeera and the rest - and the British newspapers. The accredited new-media types were also 

well represented, and in the fifth row, both Hilary and Graham noticed, with dismay, sat a 

glowering Joey Jupiter. 

The slicked-back shiny hair; the Andy Warhol ‘Chairman Mao’ t-shirt; the massive 

comedy beard; the gigantic plastic phone glued, as ever, to his right hand. H’s nemesis, his 

online tormentor in chief, king of internet mob rage. Graham recalled some of the big man’s 

rantings on the topic of Jupiter, and his lyrical descriptions of the kinds of beating he would 

like to administer to him. 

Poor H. Had to deal with all this and run a bastard of an investigation. My turn now. 

As if on cue, Jupiter shot up out of his seat and made his voice heard above the rest. 

‘Yes, Mr Jupiter,’ said Hilary, deciding to try and get the worst out of the way first. 

‘Can you help me with something, Chief Inspector Stone? I think we are all at a bit of a 

loss - we’ve had the head, by all accounts, blown off Bazza Wishbone, one of the most loved 

figures in the country. In the Ritz, of all places. The Ritz. This comes hot on the heels of last 

year’s events, in which the city all but went into meltdown as armed gangsters went to war on 

the streets and respectable women were butchered in the centre of London. I’m sure we can 

all remember the panic and fear of those months, the feeling that your organisation had lost 

control, and that none of us was safe.’ 

The trap was sprung and Hilary fell right in. ‘Indeed we can, Mr. Jupiter,’ she said. 

‘Then can you explain to us why, less than a year later, with Bazza Wishbone’s mortal 

remains still warm in the morgue, that yourself and Detective Inspector Miller-Marchant 

were laughing heartily as you took your seats, as if you didn’t have a care in the world? Is 

this appropriate, Chief Inspector?’ 

The room exploded into a maelstrom of frenetic movement, catcalls, jeering and more 

shouted questions. 

‘And another thing: what are your chances of cracking this case in the absence of the great 

Detective Inspector Hawkins? Were his efforts not central to the restoration of order last time 

round? Can we expect him to return to duty soon? Or is he still in the sanatorium, chasing 

corn flakes around his bowl with a little plastic spoon?’ 

The room went into overdrive: it seemed to be spilling over with ravening lunatics. 

‘What the hell is happening, Graham? ’Hilary turned and asked. ‘These people are 

accredited journalists?’ 

But Graham had heard enough, and was already in motion. Without thinking he rose from 

his chair. A large part of him wanted to jump the podium and give Jupiter a beating. But, 

although he now understood H a lot more than he did a year ago, he was not H. He collected 

his thoughts. 

‘We will resume when you’ve all calmed down,’ he said, as he walked out of the room. 
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Jacynta arrived on the dot at 3pm. She was met by Amisha and ushered into an interview 

room, where Graham was already waiting. She’d kept it slick and professional, despite her 

inner turmoil. It wasn’t in her nature to go into a public appearance unprepared. 

She looked stunning in her chic, laid back street style. Her blond locks were held back by 

elegant tortoise shell sunglasses, highlighting her striking features and perfect complexion. 

Her hair fell effortlessly past her shoulders and onto a black peasant top cinched at the waist. 

Loose fitting casual grey trousers and a few items of understated gold completed the look. 

Regardless of the seriousness of the circumstances Graham’s jaw nearly hit the floor when 

she entered the room. It was a reaction that didn’t go unnoticed. 

Graham got up and pulled out one of the three cracked grey plastic chairs which were 

impossible to ever get comfortable in. 

‘Er, hi,’ he said. Amisha saw that she would have to take charge. 

‘Hi Jacynta, thanks for coming in. Feeling any better? Ready to help us now?’ 

Jacynta nodded. 

‘Good. OK…could you take us through the events of last night, early this morning? Take 

your time.’ 

Jacynta took a deep breath, composed herself and gave her account of how she’d been 

woken by a commotion and gone into the bathroom to see a figure standing over Bazza with 

a shotgun. How she’d stood frozen with fear and seen the killer blow her lover’s head to 

smithereens. Once or twice she lost her way and tears were rolling down her cheeks by the 

time she completed the story. It had not been very detailed. 

‘And the killer; can you give us any kind of description?’ 

‘No. he kept his head down. It was dark. He might as well have been a shadow. All I know 

is he was wearing a big coat, a hoodie, and jeans, sunglasses. But it was too dark for me to 

even say what colour. All I can say is he was about six feet tall.  

‘You’re sure it was a man?’ 

‘I assume…assumed so. Quite big and bulky. He moved like a man. I never heard him 

speak though. All I heard was Bazza, pleading for his life. That’s what woke me up…it was 

terrible.’ 

Jacynta broke down, collapsing forward into herself and sobbing gently. Amisha could see 

she needed a minute or two. Graham wished he was somewhere else. 

After a time Amisha put her hand on Jacynta’s shoulder and asked if they could continue. 

‘I’m sorry Jacynta,’ Amisha said, ‘but we really do have to ask you these questions. What 

happened after Bazza was shot? Did the killer interact with you, threaten you in any way?’ 

‘He stood for a few moments, looking at me and then he raised his shotgun. Despite the 

dark he kept his sunglasses on. I was frozen with fear…he looked at me for a few seconds, 

then left quietly. He was checking his watch as he left. A few seconds later I heard another 

gunshot. I was terrified, I just stayed where I was, until somebody came.’ 

‘Somebody?’ 

‘Yes, the hotel manager I think, and then a policeman. A normal policeman…in a uniform, 

I mean.’ 

Silence returned; Jacynta stared into space, motionless. 

‘Okay Jacynta, that’s terrific. Thanks. You’ve been a big help so far. How about if we take 

a little break and then ask you a few more question, not about the murder, but background 

stuff. You know, what you were doing last night, who you two hung out with, Bazza’s 

friends.’ 

Jacynta produced a mirthless laugh. 



‘What’s funny?’ asked Graham. 

‘Friends? His friends? You don’t have friends in this world.’ 
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Graham, who had come to terms with having a supermodel in his interview room, decided it 

was time to set a crisper tone, and took over the questioning after a short break. 

‘What about enemies then? You say he had no friends - I want to come back to that - but 

did he have enemies? Anyone ever threaten him, to your knowledge?’ 

‘All the time,’ Jacynta said wearily, ‘all the time. Death threats, hate mail, a lot of evil 

stuff on Twitter - your people looked into a few of the worst examples. It’s horrible…they 

never leave you alone.’ 

‘You’re talking about Bazza now, or yourself?’ 

‘Both of us. People like us get it all the time…sick cowards, just spewing it out from 

behind their screens. Bazza got a lot more of it than I did though. Jealous boyfriends 

threatening him, random haters, that sort of thing.’ 

‘Did anyone ever confront him physically, up close?’ 

‘Not as far as I know.’  

 ‘OK, thanks. Can I take you back to the subject of Bazza’s friends, or lack of them? What 

did you mean – we’re given to believe by the media that he was very popular,’ Graham said. 

‘Well, when you become famous you soon learn that there’s a difference between 

popularity and friendship. These two things are not connected. At all. Bazza was super-

popular - he had a way about him. He was charming, funny, exciting to be around…and very 

sexy. So people liked him. But as I say, you learn. You learn that there are basically two sorts 

of people – those who think they love you, or know you, but who don’t understand the first 

thing about you really, and those who befriend you for what they can get out of you.’ 

Amisha, who had done her homework and already read through an acreage of old 

newspaper and celebrity magazine articles, now intervened and talked with Jacynta about the 

months of the on/off relationship with Bazza, building up a picture of their known associates. 

They talked more about fame, what it was like to live your life in the public eye. Amisha 

asked if she or Bazza ever had any stalkers or fans that followed them or persistently tried to 

contact them. She was considering the possibility of a John Lennon style fan murder. 

‘Listen,’ said Jacynta, ‘everyone out there wants to be famous these days. Everyone’s a 

wannabe. I suppose talent programmes like the one Bazza was on make people think they can 

all do it. I suppose that breeds a lot of jealousy and that being the case lots of people out there 

could want to kill him.’ 

Amisha noticed how Jacynta averted her eyes when asking questions about stalkers or fan 

harassment. She pushed the point, more directly. 

‘So there’s nobody you know of who has been stalking you or Bazza?’ 

Jacynta’s eyes remained averted as she mumbled in the negative. Amisha continued to 

question her about her career and the people around her and Bazza. They talked about people 

she knew in the business, Bazza’s manager Nigel Blandish and the army of hangers on that 

surrounded him. They talked about the parties, the sex, the drugs. Jacynta was very open 

about the drugs. 

Tell me about Tarquin de Montfort,’ asked Amisha. She had done her homework. She had 

also watched H’s interview technique many times. The sudden related but seemingly 

unrelated question sprang from out of nowhere. It took Jacynta by surprise. She swallowed 

hard. 

Tarquin, son of an Earl, was one of those slippery hangers-on, who exist to oil the wheels 

of the celebrity life. Not a household name by any means, but one known to those who 

regularly read the celebrity columns. 



‘We often go to his parties. He is just someone who’s there, one of those people who is 

well known for being well known, if you catch my drift.’ 

The questioning was helping Jacynta to come out of shock, allowing her to start thinking 

through the consequences of her predicament. One of the reasons for her success was her 

speed of recovery after a knock back. As the interview ended Graham asked her if she could 

keep a low profile while the investigation was ongoing, keep away from the twitter monster 

and not comment to the press about the case, nor mention it on any other form of social 

media. She thought Graham was kind of cute but his request was naïve. She had zero 

intentions of keeping a low profile. 

‘That’s not how this works. When you’re on the fame treadmill you play it for everything 

you’ve got, darling.’ 
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The forensic people had taken all the samples of blood, sweat and tears - and anything else 

that might give a trace of DNA - they could find, and were beavering away. It was 3.50pm 

when Amisha and Graham met Toby Mortimer in the New Scotland Yard canteen for an 

initial discussion. 

Toby was a sixty a day man and had just been in the car park for a puff so was a few 

minutes late when he entered the canteen. Tall and wiry, with a hunched neck and sharp 

features, he manoeuvred himself inelegantly into a chair and sat down. He was of a nervous 

disposition and a permanently anxious smile exposed stained teeth that revealed his lifelong 

smoking habit. 

‘Hi Toby, have you got anything for us?’ said Graham. 

‘Not really. It’s early days, we have DNA samples but not enough time to confirm 

identities yet. I doubt we’ll find anything which might allow us to identify the killer, it seems 

like he knew what he was doing.’ 

Toby angled his head and gave a nervous twitch. It was a twitch over which he had no 

control and always gave whenever he was too unsure of himself to present an alternative 

argument. Amisha had had several dealings with him in the past and spotted his discomfort, 

and knew he had a theory. She also knew he craved certainty before talking to detectives 

about murder scenes, and he didn’t have any. She’d have to force him to speculate. 

‘Any thoughts on the dead girl, Toby?’ 

Anxiety flashed across his face, but after another twitch or two Toby started to talk. 

‘Well, it’s just…’ 

‘Just what?’ 

‘Well, it’s the angle of the blood splatter. Doesn’t quite tally with your assessment of what 

happened. She wasn’t in front of the lift or behind it. It seems to me she was standing next to 

it.’ 

‘So’ said Graham, ‘she was coming out of the lift at the same moment the killer was 

walking towards it.’ 

‘And, well…’ continued Toby. 

‘Well…’ said Amisha 

‘Well, it seems as if the area around the lift had been recently cleaned. And her finger 

prints were the only ones on the button that calls the lift.’ Toby’s twitching was speeding up. 

He had a theory but wasn’t sure of the evidence. 

‘Go on…’ Amisha and Graham said in unison. 

‘Well, in my opinion the evidence suggests, if you include where the body fell, the 

fingerprint and the blood splatter, the evidence suggests she was waiting by the lift.’ 

‘Waiting? So, she was the killer’s accomplice?’ said Graham. 

‘Well, that’s speculation, and speculation is for detectives. I only deal in facts.’ 

‘But you think she was waiting by the lift and holding it for someone?’ said Amisha. 

Toby said nothing, but nodded his head - and twitched. 

‘Food for thought,’ said Graham as he and Amisha made their way to the 4pm debrief, for 

which they were running slightly late.  

When they arrived at the meeting the other detectives on the case were waiting. Graham 

gave an overview of the initial forensics as presented to them by Toby. The team were still 

gathering CCTV from the hotel and surrounding areas and had nothing to corroborate or 

refute Toby’s theory. But it made sense. Bazza’s booking had been made some weeks before 

and the electronic card key the killer had used had been programmed to open Bazza’s suite 

door some three days earlier. 



‘Check the staff timetable, see if Svitlana Kovalenko was on duty at the time the key was 

activated,’ Graham told Jill Bannister, who was heading up the sub-team responsible for 

interviewing and checking on the hotel staff. ‘And get me full details of the background 

check on her.’ 

Other than that there was not much to report, apart from the Jacynta interview, which 

Graham summarized, and a long list of interviews that needed to be conducted including 

those of Bazza’s mother Maureen Docherty, his manager Nigel Blandish, and socialite and 

man about town Tarquin de Montfort - who probably supplied Bazza and Jacynta with their 

marching powder. 
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‘Alright Liv,’ H shouted up the stairs, ‘D-day it is. I’m off. Wish me luck.’ 

‘Good luck darling. Give her a bit of the old H charm. You’ll be fine.’ 

H paused at the hallway mirror on his way out and had a look at himself. 

Mr Potato Head. Standing in my spot, where I should be. Again. How does he do it? 

He studied the bloated hulk, the ravaged crimson face, all shovelled by Olivia into a 

decent blue suit… and felt nothing. The figure in the mirror stared back, mute and stupid 

looking, and tried to stare him down. It had been like this for a long time now. He put it down 

to the pills. He’d ask again today if he could be taken off them. 

Snapping out of it, the big man flung open the door and crunched purposefully in bright 

morning sunshine across the gravel of his front garden, strapped himself into his car and set a 

course for Kasia Kotula’s ‘rooms’ in Pimlico. Traffic was not too bad. As he hit the Well 

Hall roundabout he sparked up the CD player and brought Sammy Davis into the 

proceedings. Never a bad idea; Sammy always livened him up, made him feel a bit better. 

Sometimes a lot better. Today his mood needed to be positive, and he was aiming for charm. 

For all the good it would do him - he was often disconcerted, during his sessions with Kasia, 

by the feeling that she could somehow see right inside him, past his front. And H had always 

been a front man. 

He ran on, ‘Mr Bojangles’ keeping him buoyed-up as he negotiated the dog’s dinner of the 

central Lewisham traffic system, and reflected on his time with Kasia. He’d fronted up at 

their first meeting and treated her to a large helping of patronising, know-it-all-bluster. Told 

her he understood that he was required to attend their meetings but that he was not the sort of 

a man who needed anyone’s help to sort himself out, thank you very much darling. She’d 

looked at him, steely-eyed over the top of her no-nonsense glasses, and given it to him 

straight: ‘Well, Detective Inspector Hawkins, what can I say? You are in therapy now. We 

can either do this the hard way, or we can do it the very hard way. Those are your options. 

You want to get your job back? Your life back? Or are you going to just stand about trying to 

frighten me with this Richard Burton impression?’ 

Tasty. Very tasty. In both senses. A force to be reckoned with. 

H’s first impression of her had solidified into genuine respect and admiration over the 

months. She knew what she was doing, and she’d winkled more sense out of the mess of his 

inner turmoil than anyone except Olivia. He was almost sad that today’s might be the last of 

their weekly meetings. Almost. The fact was that he just wanted to get back to work…but had 

only a very fuzzy idea where he was ‘up to,’ to use Kasia’s phrase. And Olivia’s. And 

Amisha’s, if it came to that. 

Where are you up to, H? 

Fucked if I know. 
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Kasia’s rooms, all colour-supplement minimalist, were as austere as her look: sleek, tied-back 

black hair, steel rimmed glasses, black fitted roll neck sweater, grey pencil skirt and higher 

heels than H guessed were normal in the psychiatric profession. He had her down as being 

about 40, and he liked what he saw, as usual, as he settled into his chair opposite her. 

‘Good morning Detective Inspector,’ she said, observing the formalities as ever. H figured 

this must be a Polish thing. Or a psychiatrist’s thing. Or a Polish psychiatrist’s thing. He 

glanced at her legs. 

‘Morning Kasia. How are you today?’ 

‘Very well thank you. Eager to get started. We don’t have as much time as I’d like and I 

want to review our work, from the time we began.’ 

H didn’t much like the sound of this. He gave a small nod. 

Kasia looked at her notes. She seemed to have some sort of chart set out on the top page. 

‘You were somewhat distressed and disoriented at our first meeting. And very angry. You 

told me that you considered therapy to be - I am quoting you here, Detective Inspector - “a lot 

of old bollocks”. Is this still your view?’ 

H looked her in the eye, and gave a sigh. He worked on getting his head in the right place 

and focusing on his usual strategy - tell her just enough to keep her sweet, to make her think 

he was on board. But the anxiety he always felt when he was trying to perform this balancing 

act was already starting to creep into his guts. 

What if she won’t let me go back? 

Keep her sweet…Say something, you fucking muppet. 

‘OK, let me put it a little differently,’ Kasia said. ‘How do feel now, today, compared to 

our early meetings?’ 

‘Well, I…better. A lot better.’ 

‘In what way?’ 

‘Less angry…less panicky, I suppose…’ 

Silence. 

‘OK, do you recall what your main issues were at that time, what we talked about?’ 

‘We talked about my collapse, my breakdown. My time in hospital. The whole thing with 

the paedophile ring, and my mate Ronnie taking care of the top man in it... Skyhill. I felt bad 

for Ronnie…I was knackered. You said I’d been traumatised, that the ghosts of past conflicts 

had overwhelmed me, but I just felt completely knackered. And angry.’ 

H’s jaw was working, and his foot was pumping. He knew it, but these things were hard to 

control. He hoped Kasia would see it as a bit of nervousness, but the fact was he was feeling 

the pressure that always built up inside him at these meetings, as he tried to reveal little bits 

and conceal some of the big things at the same time. 

‘Angry about what, Detective Inspector? Specifically.’ 

‘About what those bastards had done to the children...About them getting away with it for 

years because of who they were… About all the violence happening at the same time I was 

putting that case together - murderous gangsters going at it hammer and tongs, all over 

London, all the blood and guts everywhere... Angry that we were losing control... Angry at 

the amount of porridge they gave Ronnie…thirty years, for putting a horrible nonce out of his 

misery.’ 

H paused and took a breath. His emotions were starting to run away with him. This was 

the point of danger: Kasia ate this stuff up, but he ran the risk of saying too much as he was 

dishing it out. Of letting something slip. She still only knew the official version of the events 

of nine months before. 



Kasia had her eyes, her piercing blue eyes, fixed on his; it was X-ray time. 

‘But your friend Ronnie committed a murder. A cold-blooded murder. He threw a man 

from the top of the tallest building in London. For this he received his just punishment. Do 

you not see this? You are a policeman, are you not?’ 

‘That bastard had Ronnie’s wife killed. He ruined the lives of countless children. He 

deserved to die.’ 

‘Detective Inspector, you are not speaking like an officer of the law. Why do you want to 

return to your work…to support this kind of savage justice?’ 

This was too much. H’s stomach was churning like a cement mixer. He needed a breather. 

Five minutes in, and he needed a breather. 

‘I…can we stop for a coffee? I’m gasping.’ 

H was beginning to lose control. She was getting to him, getting him to lower his guard. It 

was becoming impossible to keep it all straight; to keep on telling the sanitised version of the 

story - the one in which he was an upright defender of law and order and Ronnie, who loved 

him like a brother and had sacrificed himself for him, was the villain. 

‘OK, I’ll bring coffee. But we have to talk about this, Detective Inspector. I have to 

understand where your anger is really coming from…and whether you are in a fit state to 

resume the proper duties of a policeman.’ 

‘Okey dokey,’ said H, ‘got it. Right you are.’ 

Fuck it. She has absolutely got me by the bollocks here. 
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H sat on the toilet with his head in his hands and tried to order his thoughts. Why was he so 

angry? Why was he sitting here free to come and go as he pleased, while Ronnie was in 

Durham doing a thirty stretch? And his son was banged up on remand refusing to see him, 

looking at a long stretch himself under the watchful eye of Basim Dragusha, one of the 

deadliest villains H had ever come across. Too right he was angry. 

H thought about his friend; his loyalty, his courage, his style. And his depths; he had never 

underestimated Ronnie’s courage - he’d known him as a teenage street fighter who never 

took a step backwards, a fine and selfless soldier, an upstart nobody who’d barely been to 

school but who had built a serious business empire with his quick-witted mind and his own 

bare hands, and an utterly devoted family man – but he’d been astonished by what his friend 

had done for him. And the manner of its doing. 

Nine months previously the two of them, heedless of danger, had stood up when no one 

else would and brought down a top-level paedophile ring. Things had gotten a little out of 

hand, it was true, when Ronnie’s lust for revenge on the man who’d had his wife killed took 

control of him and he’d launched Lord Timothy Skyhill to meet his maker from the top of a 

very tall building. But they had done what needed to be done. 

At the time H had been running on high-octane emotion, as they surged across the 

metropolis joining up the dots and dealing with the big picture as it emerged. H had assumed 

that Ronnie had been operating at the same level as himself: enraged, vengeful, careless of 

the consequences and not a little deranged. But his friend had been one step ahead all along - 

thinking, planning and scheming as they went. Keeping tight what for H had seemed like a 

mess. 

Ronnie’s business empire had been no stroke of luck. He was a tactician of the highest 

order. He had controlled and tidied up everything - from having a CCTV system knocked out 

to disposing of evidence and sorting out a credible alibi for his friend - without H even 

knowing it. By the time H had woken up in Guy’s hospital, a couple of days after Skyhill’s 

death, Ronnie had everything nailed down. He’d held his hands up, kept H out of the picture 

and copped for the lot. 

Ronnie had sacrificed himself, and his liberty, for his friend.  

‘The coffee’s ready, Detective Inspector,’ he heard Kasia call. 

The big man roused himself; he gave his face a sluice at the sink and swept back his hair, 

what was left of it, with a flourish. Mr Potato Head stared back at him from the mirror. H 

addressed him directly: 

‘Sort yourself out, you big fucking melt. You think this is hard? Ronnie would love to 

swap places with you.’ 

A big, deep breath. 

Just keep her sweet. 

He burst back into the room. 

‘Ah, Detective Inspector, there you are. I was beginning to worry that you’d “made 

yourself scarce”.’ 

Kasia was playfully incorporating some of H’s idioms into her speech, like Olivia, and 

Amisha - and plenty of others - before her. 

Give her a bit of the old H charm. You’ll be alright. 
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‘Look, Inspector, we all get angry about lots of things. Your anger’s not going to disappear, 

but I need to be sure it will not control you, cloud your judgement in an investigation. That 

you have it under control.’ Kasia was going to push him hard, show him no mercy. 

H knew this was the key moment: everything he’d done with Kasia had been leading up to 

this. He had to talk through his anger, once and for all, without going off the deep end. 

Convince her he had himself sorted out, that things wouldn’t go wobbly if he was put under 

pressure. He had to go through a potted history of the previous year’s events, show her 

enough to get her teeth into, but never reveal the truth. And he’d never been a good liar. 

So he went through his time in the Falklands in more detail, and described the flashbacks 

that had started several years later. He was angry that his comrades had died and that he’d 

had to kill young men at the behest of politicians. He was angry that so many soldiers who’d 

fought alongside him had later taken their own lives - more now than had died in the conflict. 

That was the Falklands out of the way. H was building up a head of steam now, and 

moved on to go through his anger at the high level nonce conspiracy, how they had managed 

to get away with it, how they had the reach and power to close investigations for decades, 

how they had tried to wreck his career and destroy him, which amounted to the same thing. 

So far so good. All that’s true. 

‘And what about Ronnie’ Kasia asked, ‘and everything that happened between you and 

him? What about those issues?’ 

H stopped to take a gulp of coffee. His hands were shaking and Kasia noticed the 

involuntary body movements. He noticed her notice. The shaking wasn’t from what he’d just 

said but in anticipation of the lies he was about to tell, and the emotions that would explode 

inside him when he told them. His future depended on them. He stalled for time. 

‘Sorry, I… that stuff’s not easy to talk about.’ 

‘Take your time Detective Inspector, whenever you’re ready.’ 

H took the respite to get things straight in his head. He thought through what had actually 

happened, to ensure he could separate truth from lie. 

This was it; he was going to have to talk Kasia through a version of last year’s chaos, 

Skyhill’s murder and what Ronnie had done. This was where most of the lies were. He put 

his head in his hands; his mind wandered back. 

 

* 

Ronnie, who H now understood was even of more of a forward-thinking genius than he had 

realised, had known they’d have to act quickly, before Skyhill knew they were onto him and 

surrounded himself with more bodyguards than an American President on a day trip to Iraq. 

Ronnie had also known they would never both get away with what they were doing and had 

planned H’s alibi even as they sped to the scene of the showdown. He’d phoned Kyril 

Kuznetsov and called in one final request as part of the deal on keeping quiet about the 

oligarch’s involvement with the nonces; that got every CCTV camera in the London Bridge 

area knocked out, and the car he and H had travelled up in spirited away. 

After launching Skyhill off the top of the building he’d taken H back down into the chaos 

of the grand gala. People were running everywhere amid the fire alarms and acrid aftermath 

of smoke bombs, unsure of who was who. He’d taken off H’s balaclava and trench coat, set 

them alight and started several other fires to throw the police off the scent. Once a 

paratrooper, always a paratrooper. The whole room was going up in smoke when H, semi-

conscious, came to and asked him what the fuck he was up to. ‘Shut it H,’ was Ronnie’s 



reply, as he brought his hand gun down hard across H’s head and knocked him unconscious 

again. Ronnie had made sure there were witnesses to the beating. 

The next thing H was aware of - he’d lost a lot of blood from the wound in his thigh and 

had required an operation - was a few days later when he woke up in hospital. Olivia, Amisha 

and Graham were at his bedside and told him what Ronnie had told them. 

They then spent several days convincing him to stick to Ronnie’s story, which was very 

simple. Ronnie had rung H and told him he had acquired evidence confirming that Skyhill 

had ordered the hit on his wife. Realising that Ronnie was on his way to kill Skyhill, H had 

followed him to try and stop him. They fought, Ronnie shot H in the leg and knocked him 

unconscious. He’d set the place alight because he thought it would add to the confusion and 

help him escape. In truth he knew he never would and only put up a show of resistance, for 

the sake of looking authentic, before letting Old Bill nab him. 

H admired the cunning of the story, but refused to go along with what was supposed to 

happen next. 

‘There’s no way on God’s green fucking earth I’m letting Ronnie do time for me.’ 

‘It’s what he wants, guv. It was either both of you or one of you,’ Amisha had told him. 

‘No. It’s not right. If Ronnie’s going down, I’m going down with him.’ 

The argument went on for days. It was only after H went to see Ronnie, who was on 

remand in Brixton, that he’d reluctantly agreed. 

Ronnie had given it to him straight. ‘Listen, you cantankerous old bastard. Twenty odd 

years ago Tara told me what her old man was like, what he did to her as a kid, and swore me 

to secrecy as long as we both lived. If I’d stepped up when I should have and dealt with the 

old cunt none of this would ever have happened. I’ve lost the only woman I’ve ever loved 

and it’s on me.’ 

‘But …’ 

‘H, shut it. Please. Don’t hold your hands up for this. I can take the porridge, now I’ve 

straightened everything out. I can sleep at night, live out my life behind bars. I’m not going to 

say it’ll be easy, but I’ve found a sort of peace. But if it comes on top for you as well it would 

all have been in vain, I’ll lay awake at night thinking about how I took my best mate down 

with me, because I didn’t have the bottle to do what should have been done twenty years ago. 

We’re mates, brothers, so do this for me. Please. I’m begging you H, stay free. Promise me.’ 

 

* 

Kasia brought him back to the here and now. 

‘Ok to proceed Detective Inspector?’ 

Having thought through what had really happened, H now steeled himself for the big lie. 

Keep it tight H, keep it tight. 
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‘I’m angry that my best friend Ronnie was given such a long sentence. OK, I accept he broke 

the law and that he should have let justice take its course. But Skyhill would probably have 

got away with it. I guess I’m “conflicted”.’ 

He almost choked on the word - he hated all this newspeak. But it went down well with 

Kasia, as he’d hoped it would, and she was beginning to purr. This was music to her ears. 

‘Well, we’re all conflicted Detective Inspector. It’s a matter of how we handle those 

conflicts.' 

She pushed him a little further. ‘If Skyhill was here now how do you think you would 

react.’ 

H wasn’t conflicted at all. If Skyhill was here now he’d smash his fucking brains out on 

the floor, and ruin Kasia’s sleek gunmetal-grey rug. 

‘I’d arrest him.’ 

‘Really?’ 

‘Absolutely. I wouldn’t throw him out the window, if that’s what you’re getting at.’ 

They skirted around the subject a little more, Kasia continuing to probe. If she set off a 

murderous rant, there was no way he would be going back to work. He was struggling to hold 

it together. His sense that he had betrayed his friend was overwhelming him. Killing bad guys 

was one thing, he could live with that no problem, if they were bad enough and deserved it, 

but betrayal... That made his skin crawl, every night and much of every day, seven days a 

week. 

‘So you don’t feel anger that your friend shot you in the leg and knocked you 

unconscious? You feel the system let him down and that you, personally, are responsible, as 

if you betrayed him somehow?’ 

Bingo. Kasia had flipped the switch that launched H’s inner A-bomb. The chain reaction 

had started, the nuke inside was about to detonate and reveal an ever-expanding mushroom 

cloud of fury. 

H knew she could bring him to this. But he’d come prepared and it was time to play his 

ace card. As the anger and the inner turmoil boiled over H channelled it in a different 

direction. They’d had several chats about his son’s plight without focusing on it. He was 

holding a pair of deuces but it was time to go all in. 

‘Yes I’m angry. But…I’m mostly angry at myself for the way I’ve let my boy down. He’s 

going to go to prison for a long time, they’ll eat him alive in there. He’s just a kid. How did I 

mess up so fucking badly? I think, Kasia, more than anything, that I’m angry at myself, the 

mistakes I’ve made, the things I seem to be powerless to put right. And my son absolutely 

refuses to see me.’ 

He looked Kasia in the face, and noted the look of approval in her eyes. This was clearly 

going to be a rich seam, and he went on to mine it further. He talked at length about Ronnie’s 

childhood, his marriage to Julie, how it had all fallen apart. It was a sorry tale of failure and 

regret, and at the end of it he felt exhausted but strangely liberated. He’d talked about real 

pain, in a real way, without revealing the big lie he was afraid of exposing, and Kasia had 

lapped it up. She was now positively glowing. 

‘Well, inspector, that’s quite some monologue. I think it took real courage and honesty to 

face so many truths about yourself, to confront such pain. Now I see where the heart of the 

matter is. I think we are really beginning to get somewhere.’ 

Beginning? Beginning? Fuck it, I thought I’d cracked it. 

OK…stay on track. Give her what she wants. 



‘Yes, it felt good to get all that lot out. Maybe there’s a bit of light at the end of the tunnel. 

I can see now how all this has been helping me,’ H said, setting things up for the big 

question. ‘Maybe getting back to work would help me pull myself together as well?’ 

‘Well…I’d like to extend the therapy, book some more sessions. We’ve made a big 

breakthrough today, Detective Inspector.’ 

‘Yes we have…and I think we can do a lot more. But don’t you think I’d also benefit from 

running the two things together? Seeing you and going back to work? All this sitting about 

doing nothing is doing my mental health no favours at all.’ 

‘You think you’re ready?’ 

‘I know I am. I need to be useful. Doing nothing is eating me alive.’ 

Kasia said nothing. She sat quietly, reviewing her notes, deep in thought. The room was 

almost as quiet as the grave. H could hear only his own breathing and the gentle ticking of a 

carriage clock. His fate was in her hands. 

At last she raised her head. ‘Here’s what I propose, Detective Inspector,’ she said. ‘Light 

duties only - desk work. Absolutely no dealings with the public, or active case work. 

Research and support. For a six-month probationary period. On the condition that you 

continue to attend weekly meetings with me, for three months in the first instance.’ 

Desk duties? Desk duties? 

H felt a momentary impulse to hoot and holler, but held himself in check. He was busting 

to get back on the streets. It was where he belonged, what he was born for. But something 

was better than nothing, and discretion was, sometimes, the better part of valour. This was 

step one - it would do for now. 

‘Very sensible Kasia, very sensible. Sounds like a plan.’ 

H said his goodbyes and bowled out of Kasia’s rooms with more of a spring in his step 

than he’d had in a long, long while. 

Yes! Fucking yes! The Guvnor is back! 

Almost. 
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Jack Butcher, one of the last of the old school armed blaggers, was skating on thin ice. Life 

inside was changing, and changing fast. He was half way through a thirty stretch for armed 

robbery, an event during which he’d smashed a security guard to death with the butt of his 

shotgun. The heist had made big news and the lump of porridge he’d been dished out had 

been a topic of much discussion. The powers that be had made an example of him, given the 

manslaughter and the fact that he’d gotten away with over a million quid. Most of it he’d 

splashed on fast cars and a yacht before the long arm of the law reached out and felt his collar 

on the Costa del Sol. 

During his time inside the number of firms vying for control of Durham, the high security 

prison he found himself in, had expanded with ever increasing speed as more people came 

into the country. Nobody considered him the top man anymore. In the early days he had been 

able to keep control of the nick, maintain his position as the daddy and keep a lid on things. 

But he’d long been under threat and the firms that controlled daily life inside were no longer 

run by old school villains from the Mersey or the Thames or the Tyne but those drawn from 

places Butcher and his ilk had barely even heard of. Russian mobsters, Albanian mafia, 

Islamists and members of many other organisations were now detained at Her Majesty’s 

Pleasure. 

The days were becoming ever more difficult. He still had his own cell and commanded 

enough respect to be feared by many of the prison population. But not all of it, not by a long 

way. The new kids on the block didn’t want to stand in line and be handed their slice of the 

cake like well-behaved kids at a birthday party. They wanted the whole fucking cake, they 

wanted it now and they had no respect for authority. 

Butcher was a big man, six foot three inches, thick set with the rippling muscles that 

working out in the prison gym virtually every day for fifteen years had put on him. If he’d 

looked any more like a bulldog he’d have had to go around barking and licking the pavement. 

His squashed-up face and splayed nose stood atop a thick set neck and broad, powerful 

shoulders. He was not a man to be trifled with. His nickname in his early years, when he was 

rising through the ranks, had been ‘The Butcher,’ and not just because he happened to share a 

name with a profession that was well versed in cutting up chunks of flesh. As an enforcer for 

one of the south London gangs that once controlled the London drug trade his reputation as a 

ruthless wrecker of limbs was second to none. 

It was his habit, at breakfast time, to sit with his boys and go through the day’s agenda. He 

watched as Terry Palmer, John Donovan and Billy Walsh hunkered down over their 

scrambled eggs. They’d been through a lot together, inside and out, what with one thing and 

another, and these were the only men he trusted in the entire nick. They’d all had their taste 

of La Dolce Vita, before the extradition treaty with Spain was signed. The fun and games 

were over now, but they did what they could. 

‘I don’t feel all that clever today boys. I think I might have a touch of the old Delhi Belly. 

I’m gonna skip workout and rest up. I’ll be in my cell. When you’re finished in the gym come 

and get me up. We need to go and put it on this new Scouser who fancies himself. We’ll need 

to mark his card and bring him on board.’ 

Half a dozen men from a competing firm walked past, holding their trays, and sat down at 

the table opposite Jack’s table. The tension in the air was palpable - it could have been cut 

with a knife. The volume of the conversation went down a notch or two. 

‘It’s gotta come on top sooner or later Jack. This mob are getting bolder by the day. I’ve 

got a feeling they’re planning something. I can sense it.’ 



‘Get a grip, son. They’re a handful, no doubt about that, but they won’t have a go at us. 

There’s nothing in it for ‘em. We keep to our bits and pieces; they keep to theirs. As long as 

no one oversteps the mark it’ll be alright. We all know where we stand.’ 

‘But this mad bastard that’s running them now Jack. I’ve got a feeling he doesn’t even 

fucking know where the mark is,’ said Billy. ‘I think he’s just taking his time, sussing 

everything out.’ 

‘Just keep ‘em peeled Bill, yeah? Have your wits about you - this goes for all of you. 

Don’t do nothing stupid. Keep the peace, unless they take a proper liberty.’ 

Billy sighed. It seemed to him like Butcher was running scared. 

He was wrong. Butcher wasn’t scared; but he was underestimating the threat. He still 

thought he’d be able to handle the situation when it came on top. But Butcher was playing by 

the old rules. He didn’t quite get the extent to which these nutters were a different kettle of 

fish; they’d been forged in the meltdown of Yugoslavia and its aftermath, where mass murder 

and brutal ethnic cleansing had been the order of the day. Butcher simply did not understand 

the levels of unrestrained, utterly destructive violence that these men had witnessed, and been 

engaged in. 

But the time was coming when he would. 
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‘Eighteen, nineteen, twenty.’ 

Ronnie Hawkins counted as he lifted the bar above his chest on his third set of reps. He’d 

entered the prison nine months earlier as a scrawny and scared little boy. Now pumping 250lb 

press benches in multiple reps was just the start of his extensive workout. The muscles that 

made up his arms were on fire as he placed the weights back onto their rack, his chest 

heaving for oxygen. He sprang up from the exercise bench and moved purposefully to the 

next phase of his circuit. 

Time for a little leg work. 

In the short time he’d been inside a transformation had taken place in the young man. His 

chest was now a mass of heaving force and his stomach a rippling series of power packed 

muscles. But the change in his physical appearance was as nothing in comparison with the 

transformation inside his head. It registered in his face. This, too, had been transformed - 

from a mask of lost, wet-eyed self-pity into a face that few in the nick now had the bottle to 

look into for too long. It had the kind of animal intensity and seriousness, lack of humour and 

penetrating blued-eyed hostility that said trouble. 

Serious trouble. 

Given that his old man had put many of the villains in the place away it seemed it was 

only a matter of time before someone would wreak mortal vengeance on him. Despite being 

locked up with the nonces for his own safety, in the early days a few enterprising individuals 

had found a way to get at him and he’d received a good few slaps and a couple of proper 

kickings. But he had found a protector; or rather, a protector had found him. Basim Dragusha, 

high-ranking Albanian gang overlord, had come to his aid. 

For Dragusha, beefing Ronnie up and turning him into a fighting machine had only been 

the start of the project. By now the kid had been turned, well and truly turned: from all that 

he’d been before into a ruthlessly loyal foot soldier of the closely-knit firm controlled by his 

master. 

The screws turned blind eyes and the other inmates watched on in awe and with grudging 

respect as Dragusha applied the techniques that broke the boy down and rebuilt him in his 

own image. Dragusha, a cynical observer of the flaws in human nature, had learnt and used 

the techniques many times during the war in the Balkans. 

These techniques, well known to the many Islamists amongst the prison fraternity who had 

been trained in grooming and turning lonely and disaffected young men into suicide bombers, 

were tried and tested across generations. They’d been around since medieval times, since 

when human nature had not changed one iota. With an isolated and frightened candidate, it 

wasn’t that difficult to reshape and direct the human mind. Dragusha had spotted immediately 

that Ronnie Hawkins, son of the bastard who’d captured him and put him here, on remand, 

was ripe for the taking. 

First came the control, telling him exactly what to do and when. That was the easy part, 

given Ronnie had no friends and needed the protection. Next they gained his trust, bringing 

him into the fold, appearing to let him into their confidence. At the same time Dragusha had 

given him plenty of Black Mamba or other synthetic weed, to destabilise him and keep him 

raw.  

Control and an element of trust established, Dragusha had moved to phase three. The 

complete annihilation of what little self-esteem Ronnie still clung to. Dragusha had placed 

him with a trusted henchman, the sadistic Edon Dibra. They’d kept him in his cell for weeks 

on end, giving him endless sleepless nights, and plenty of bitch-slappings without really 

hurting him. Interrogations about nothing in particular, searching for all his weak points. 



Ceaseless lies about his cruel and dishonest father, a father with no loyalty towards his son, 

forever encouraging him to buy into self-pitying nonsense about how the world had let him 

down. 

Dragusha regularly had books brought up to him from the prison library. He liked stories, 

fables, allegories. His favourite book was George Orwell’s Animal Farm. As simple an 

allgory as it was he understood its essential truth, which was that if you tell a lie long enough 

eventually it becomes the truth. So the next phase was to disrupt his memories, break them 

down, give him some new ones. It was easy to convince Ronnie that Harry ‘H’ Hawkins had 

hated and abandoned him, and wished him harm. 

 After the breaking-down the building-up began. 

‘Human is like dog,’ Dragusha had opined as he passed Ronnie various treats for good 

behaviour or thought patterns, whilst still punishing any last vestiges of the old Ronnie. There 

then followed many long, rakia-fuelled nights of preaching about brotherhood and loyalty, 

the beauty of vengeance, the glories of righteous violence in a just cause, repeating mantra-

like sentences explaining why Ronnie must turn from the life that had failed him and show 

unswerving loyalty to his new group, the group that would provide him with a home - a 

family - and protect him. Dragusha’s speeches seemed to mimic the rhythm of the human 

heart as he offered friendship for loyalty, and hope of a better life. Dragusha was no religious 

fanatic; it wasn’t rewards of the afterlife he offered, but a chance to live this life well, to show 

courage and live like a wolf, as nature intended, free from the shackles of his sick family and 

the weak, broken society that had led him to this place. 

No longer in a position to resist, Ronnie lapped it up. 

When the brainwashing was complete Dragusha kept Ronnie in isolation, wound up and 

primed to go off, when desired, like a human bomb. His full initiation came one night in their 

candlelit cell, marked by a cutting-of-hands and blood-sharing ritual. ‘You one of us now,’ 

Dragusha had told him, ‘You need new name. From now you called Ujku - means ‘The 

Wolf’. Say your name.’ 

‘Ujku.’ 

‘Again, louder!’ 

‘Ujku!’ 

‘Again, again, again.’ 

‘Ujku!, Ujku!, Ujku!’ 

Dragusha smiled. ‘Never forget what your Rudyard Kipling say,’ he told the exhilarated 

young man. ‘The wolf is the strength of the pack, and the pack is the strength of the wolf.’ 

‘Never forget.’ 

 

 


