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Dedication

For my dad, who read me a hundred murderous bedtime stories.
For my mum, who read me a hundred uplifting ones.

I promise never to kill either of you.



Epigraph

Unsex me here, And fill me from the crown to the toe top-full of direst
cruelty. Make thick my blood.

William Shakespeare, Macbeth
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PROLOGUE

Limehouse prison is, as you might imagine, horrible. Except maybe you
can’t imagine it, not really. There are no games consoles and flat-screen
TVs, as you have surely read about in the newspapers. There’s no friendly
communal vibe, no sisterly tribe – the atmosphere is usually frantic,
hideously loud, and it often feels as though a fight will break out at any
moment. From the beginning, I’ve tried to keep my head down. I stay in
my cell as much as possible, in between meals that could optimistically be
described as occasionally digestible, and attempt to avoid my roommate,
as she tiresomely likes to be called.

Kelly is a woman who likes to ‘chat’. On my first day here fourteen
long months ago, she sat on my bunk, squeezed my knee with her horribly
long fingernails and told me that she knew what I’d done, and thought it
was fantastic. Such praise was a pleasant surprise, given that I expected an
onslaught of violence as I approached the looming gates of this shabby
place. Ah, the innocence of someone who only knows about prison from
watching one fairly low-budget TV drama. From this initial introduction,
Kelly decided that I was her new best friend, and worse, a trophy cellmate.
At breakfast, she will bustle up to me, linking arms and whispering to me
as if we are in the middle of a confidential discussion. I’ve heard her
talking to other prisoners, her voice dropping to a stage whisper, as she
intimates that I’ve confessed all the details of my crime to her. She wants
leverage and respect from the other girls, and if anyone can provide her
with it, the Morton murderer can. It is immensely tiresome.

I know I say that Kelly professes to know all about my crime, but
perhaps that diminishes my deeds somewhat. To me, the word crime
sounds shabby, inelegant and commonplace. Shoplifters commit crimes.
When you go at 35 mph in a 20-mph zone in order to get a tepid latte
before you start another dull day at the office, you’re committing a crime. I
did something much more ambitious. I conceived and carried out a
complex and careful plan, the origins of which were set in motion long
before the unpleasant circumstances surrounding my birth. And given that
I have so little to do in this ugly and uninspiring cage (one misguided



therapist suggested I attend a spoken word class, and I was gratified when
my mere expression ensured that she never made such an offer again), I
have decided to tell my story. This is no easy task, given that I have no
state-of-the-art laptop such as I am used to. When my lawyer recently
presented me with some tentative light at the end of this tunnel, I felt like I
should mark the time I’ve spent here and write down some of what I’ve
done. A trip to the canteen provided me with a thin notepad and a tired
biro – taking £5 off my weekly spend of £15.50. Forget magazine articles
breezily suggesting you save money by scrimping on takeout coffee, if you
really want to learn to budget properly, spend some time at Limehouse.
The writing might be pointless, but I must do something to ease the
stultifying boredom of this place, and I’m hopeful that Kelly and her
interminable group of ‘ladies’, as she insists on calling them, will stop
asking if I want to watch reality TV in the rec room with them if I seem
intent on a task. ‘Sorry, Kelly,’ I will say, ‘I’m writing important case
notes up for my appeal, let’s talk later.’ I am confident that the merest hint
that I might tell her some juicy nugget about my story will have her
tapping her nose like a ludicrous character in a Dick Francis novel and
leave me to it.

Of course, my story is not for Kelly. I doubt she’d have the capacity to
understand what motivated me to do as I did. My story is just that – mine –
though I know readers would lap it up if I ever published it – not that I
ever could. But it’s nice to know that people would pore over it
nonetheless. It would be a bestseller, and the masses would rush to the
shops, hoping to know more about the attractive and tragic young woman
who could commit such a terrible act. The tabloids have been running
pieces on me for months now, the public doesn’t seem to tire of the two-bit
psychologists willing to diagnose me from a distance, or the occasional
contrarian who will defend my actions to outrage on Twitter. The general
public are so enthralled by my actions that they are even willing to watch a
hastily cobbled together Channel 5 documentary about me, which included
a fat astronomer explaining that my star sign predicted my case. He got my
star sign wrong.

So I know that people would fall on my words. Without any attempt on
my part at an accurate explanation, my case has already become a
notorious one. And ironically, that is without anyone knowing about my
real crimes. The justice system in this country is a joke, and there is
nothing which illustrates that more than this one sentence: I have killed
several people (some brutally, others calmly) and yet I currently languish
in jail for a murder I did not commit.



The crimes I did orchestrate, if known about, would ensure that I was
remembered for decades, perhaps even centuries – if the human race
manages to hold on for that long. Dr Crippen, Fred West, Ted Bundy,
Lizzie Borden and me, Grace Bernard. Actually that displeases me
somewhat. I’m not an amateur or an imbecile. I’m someone who, if you
saw me in the street, you’d gaze at admiringly. Perhaps that’s why Kelly
clings to me instead of punching the living daylights out of me as I
expected. Even in here, I retain a certain elegance, and a froideur that those
weaker than I desperately wish to break through. Despite my crimes, I’m
told I’ve received letters by the sackful, professing love, admiration,
asking me where I bought the dress I wore on the first day of my trial
(Roksanda, if you’re interested. That terrible Prime Minister’s wife wore
something very similar just a month later, unfortunately). Often hate mail.
Sometimes mad shit, where the writer thinks I’ve been sending them
messages through the air. People seem to really wish to know me, to
impress me, to emulate me, if not in my actions then at least in my
sartorial choices. It matters not, since I don’t ever read any of it. My
lawyer scoops it all up and takes it away. I’ve no interest really in what I
represent to strangers sad enough to put pen to paper and write to me.

Perhaps I’m being too kind to the general public, ascribing to them a
more complex set of emotions than they deserve. Maybe the reason for
such sustained and frenzied interest in my case is best ascribed to Occam’s
Razor – the theory that the simplest answer is usually the correct one. In
which case, my name will live on long after I am dead for the most prosaic
reason of all – merely because the idea of a love triangle seems so
dramatic and grubby. But when I think about what I actually did, I feel
somewhat sad that nobody will ever know about the complex operation
that I undertook. Getting away with it is highly preferable, of course, but
perhaps when I’m long gone, someone will open an old safe and find this
confession. The public would reel. After all, almost nobody else in the
world can possibly understand how someone, by the tender age of 28, can
have calmly killed six members of her family. And then happily carried on
with the rest of her life, never to regret a thing.



CHAPTER ONE

I step off the plane and encounter that glorious blast of hot air that British
people always dramatically exclaim at when they land somewhere hot and
remember that much of the rest of the world enjoys a climate which
doesn’t just veer between grey and cold. I’m adept at moving through
airports quickly, and today that’s especially true, since I’m keen to avoid
the man I had the misfortune of sitting next to during the flight. Amir
introduced himself the moment I’d finished putting my seatbelt on. A guy
in his mid-thirties, he was wearing a shirt which was stretched desperately
over his almost comical pectoral muscles, and he’d inexplicably paired it
with shiny tracksuit bottoms. The worst part of his outfit, the cherry on the
whole mess, was the pair of sliders he had on instead of shoes. Gucci pool
shoes, with matching socks. Jesus. I considered asking the hostess if I
could sit somewhere else, but she was nowhere to be found and I was
already trapped between the embellished he-man and the window as the
plane started to taxi.

Amir was on his way to Puerto Banús, as was I, although I would never
have told him so. He was 38, did something with nightclubs, and was fond
of saying that he liked to ‘go large’. I closed my eyes as he bored on about
the Marbella lifestyle, and told me about the challenges of having his
favourite cars shipped over for the summer season. Despite my body
language, my aisle mate didn’t let up, forcing me to finally engage. I was
going to visit my best friend, I told him. No, she wasn’t in Puerto Banús,
but further inland, and we were unlikely to venture into town to experience
the delights of the ‘Glitter’ nightclub.

‘Do you need a car?’ the man-mountain asked me. ‘I could give you a
sick one to ride around in, just let me know and I’ll sort you out with a
nice Merc for your holidays.’ As politely as I could, I declined, before
firmly announcing that I needed to get some work done before we landed.

As we started our descent, Amir saw his opportunity and reminded me
to shut my laptop. Once again, I was drawn into conversation,
remembering to be careful not to mention my name or give him any
personal information. I was furious at this attention, having deliberately



dressed in black trousers, a shirt, and no makeup for the flight so as to
draw as little notice as possible. No jewellery, no personal touches,
nothing that might stand out in a person’s mind were they to be
questioned. Not that they would be, I’m just a young girl going on holiday
in Marbella, like so many others this summer.

The flight was all Amir can have of me, and even that was taken not
given. So now I’m squeezing past people, flashing smiles as I push to the
front of the passport queue and head straight for baggage reclaim. I
position myself behind a pillar as the room fills up, and look down at my
phone. A few minutes later, I see my bag and grab it, before turning on my
heels and walking purposefully towards the exit. And then I have a thought
and stop in my tracks.

I’m leaning by the railings outside the airport when Amir emerges. His
face brightens as he sucks his stomach in and puffs up his chest.

‘I was looking for you!’ he says, and I note the bright gold watch as he
gesticulates.

‘Yeah, sorry, I’m in such a rush to get to my friend in time for lunch,
but I couldn’t leave without saying goodbye,’ I reply.

‘Well let’s have that night out, gimme your digits, and we’ll link.’
Absolutely not a chance, but I have to keep him sweet if I’m to get what I
want from this.

‘I’ve got a new phone, Amir, can’t remember the number for the life of
me. Tell you what, you give me yours and I’ll be in touch,’ I smile and
touch his arm lightly. After I’ve stored it and declined his offer of a lift, I
wave goodbye.

‘Amir,’ I call, as he walks away, ‘that offer of a car, is it still on?’

* * *

I arrive at my rented apartment just under two hours later, a fairly pain-free
drive from the airport in my hire car. I found it on Airbnb and arranged to
pay the landlady in cash so as not to have a record under my name. She
was fine with a private booking when I said I’d pay double. It’s painfully
expensive, especially in the high season, but I only have this week booked
off work and I’m keen to get on with my plan, so I’m throwing money at
the problem. The flat is tiny and stifling, the aesthetic is very much
reminiscent of an Eighties cosmetic clinic but with added china dolls. I’m
desperate to see the ocean and stretch my legs, but I have a limited time
here, and there’s work to be done.



I’ve done my research, as much as you can do on two old bigots who
have an inconsiderately minimal online presence, and I’ve got a good idea
where they’ll be tonight. It seems, from the little I could glean from
Kathleen’s Facebook page (the poor love has a public account, blessings
be that old people do not understand privacy settings), that between feeling
angry at the amount of Spanish people living in Spain, the Artemis seniors
spend most of their time shuffling between a restaurant called Villa
Bianca, which is right on the waterfront, and a casino called Dinero just
outside of town. I’ve booked a table at the restaurant for dinner.

Let me be clear here. I have no idea what I am doing. I’m 24, I’ve been
thinking about how to best avenge my mother for many years now, and
this is the biggest step I’ve taken so far. Mostly, I’ve been working my
way up the career ladder, saving money, researching the family and trying
to get myself into a position where I can get closer to them. It’s been
helpful, but mundane. Of course, I’m willing to make these sacrifices in
order to get nearer to my end goals, but my God it’s hard to pretend I care
about customer surveys and participate in the optional (read mandatory)
team-bonding drinks on Fridays. If I’d known I’d have to drink
Jägerbombs with people who willingly work in marketing, I’d have given
myself more time to research trepanation first. Maybe that’s why I’m
rushing this big move, desperate to prove to myself that I’ve made inroads
and can do what I’ve been saying I will since I was 13. And yet, I am
woefully underprepared. I envisaged that by the time I got to Marbella, I’d
have a firm plan in place, carefully plotted my route, the timings, and have
invested in an incredible disguise. Instead, I am holed up in a flat which
smells like your family hamster died underneath a wardrobe and your
mother didn’t know what the smell was and has been going mad with the
bleach for six months. I have a plan in my mind, but no idea whether I’ll
be able to pull it off. I have a wig that I bought at a cosmetics shop in
Finsbury Park, which looked convincing enough under the store strip
lighting, but appears worryingly flammable in the Spanish sun. Despite
this free-floating anxiety about my lack of preparation, excitement spreads
through me. As I fix my wig and apply my makeup, I feel as though I’m
getting ready for a brilliant date, and not at all like I’m on the way to kill
my grandparents.

*  *  *

That was overly dramatic of course. I’m not going to kill them tonight, that
would be foolish. I need to see them, listen to their conversation, see if



they drop any hints about their plans this week. I need to drive the route to
their villa a few times, and importantly, I need to pick up the promised car
from Amir. That car is either a sign that I am stupidly chaotic and should
postpone my plans, or it was a little gift from some unknown deity. Let’s
see which!

I decided long ago that Kathleen and Jeremy Artemis would be the first
to leave us. This was for several reasons really, the first being that they’re
old so it doesn’t matter as much. Old people who do nothing but drain
their pensions and stultify in their favourite armchairs isn’t a brilliant
advertisement for humanity in my opinion. Great that we’ve worked out
how to make people live longer with medical intervention and healthier
lifestyles, unfortunately they will become useless bed blockers who get
more and more mean-spirited until they are nothing more than bigoted
beasts of burden living in the room you wanted to make a study.

Don’t be shocked, I know you think it too. Enjoy your life and shuffle
off this coil around 70, only the very boring would want to live to be 100 –
the only reward an impersonal and brief letter from the Queen. So really
I’m doing everyone a favour. They are old and disposable, and they live
staggeringly useless lives. Wine at lunch, naps, a trip to the boutiques in
town to buy hideous jewellery and gaudy watches. He golfs, she spends a
lot of her time getting things injected into her face, which has had the
strange effect of making her look like a very old toddler. A waste of life,
and that’s all before I tell you just how racist they are. Oh fuck it, you can
imagine. They live in Marbella and yet they speak no Spanish, there you
go. No more explanation needed.

Of course, I have skin in this game. I’m not Harold Shipman, merrily
going around killing off as many geriatrics as I can. I only want to kill two
of them, the rest are safe to keep watching Emmerdale and buying terrible
presents for grandchildren who resent their boring visits. These people are
technically my grandparents, though I’ve never met them and they have
never bought me as much as a Toblerone. But they do know about me.

Let me explain. I wasn’t aware of this for many years, imagining that
my father Simon had successfully kept me a secret, but my mother’s friend
Helene was in London for a visit recently, and over a bottle of wine, she
confessed that she’d paid them a visit shortly before she left for Paris all
those years ago. She felt like she was letting my beautiful mother down by
leaving me. Poor dead Marie. Helene did the only thing she could think to
do to ameliorate the guilt. She looked them up online, and found their
London address on Companies House. I was almost climbing across the
table to hear what they’d said to her, to commit this new information to



memory. I’d been to their house before many times of course, before
they’d moved to Spain full-time. I’d spent hours outside, watching,
waiting, occasionally following their chauffeur-driven car when they went
out. But speaking to them was a whole new level, and I was half impressed
with Helene, and half furious that she’d never told me about this meeting
before.

She was clearly reluctant to tell me just how bad the encounter was, not
meeting my eyes when she explained they initially slammed the door shut
when she told them who she was. She didn’t leave though, and eventually
they let her in and coldly disclosed that they knew all about me and my
‘ghastly’ mother. My ears started to buzz as I let that sink in, and I
scratched at my neck, waiting for the lump in my throat I knew would
appear any second. They knew about me from the start, Helene explained,
when their ‘poor’ son turned up unexpectedly late one night and, pacing
the living room, confessed that he’d got into some trouble. According to
Jeremy, who did most of the talking while Kathleen sat rigidly on the sofa
sipping a large gin and tonic, Simon had asked how he should tell his wife,
Janine, and told his father that some financial provision would have to be
made for me.

‘So he did want to do the right thing in some way,’ Helene said, almost
apologetically, as she drunk her wine and fiddled with her hair. I ignored
the comment, and told her to carry on. I had no interest in entertaining that
man’s pathetic attempts to salve his conscience.

Jeremy proudly told Helene that he and his wife had spent several hours
shutting this idea down, making him see that Marie had done it
deliberately for money, warning him that Janine would never recover.
‘Simon made a foolish mistake, as many young men do,’ he had told
Helene, ‘and I’m sorry that this young girl has to grow up without parents,
but many people have faced worse. I myself lost my mother at a young
age, and I didn’t go around looking for handouts from strangers.’ Helene
said that she argued back, shouting that Marie had not gone out to trap
their son, and trying to explain that she had not known how wealthy he
was, or that he was married for that matter, until much later. But they
would hear none of it. ‘That girl tried to ruin my son for money,’ shouted
Kathleen, suddenly rising from her seat. ‘If you think your friend’s
daughter is going to start all this nonsense up again, you’re as foolish as
she was.’ And that was pretty much that. According to Helene, who had
downed her wine and was now gesticulating furiously, Kathleen had
suddenly started sobbing and hitting her husband on the chest. He had
grabbed her hands and forcefully pushed her back down onto the sofa,



before turning back to Helene, who was standing, slightly stunned, by the
door. ‘You’ve upset my wife and ruined our evening. I want you out of my
house, and don’t even think about trying this crap with my son. We’ll have
lawyers on you so fast you’ll be fucking homeless before you’ve seen us in
court.’

‘I was shaking a bit by then,’ said Helene, ‘because he suddenly looked
mad. His eyes were bulging and his carefully combed silver hair was
flying about. And the weirdest thing was that his accent had completely
changed. When he first spoke to me, he sounded like a proper English
gentleman, but by the time I left, his voice was rough and hard and he
reminded me of the market traders I used to know in the town where I
grew up. I’m sorry. I tried, but I thought his parents might be nicer, more
sympathetic. I thought they’d want to know their beautiful granddaughter,
for God’s sake! But no. They’ve done well for themselves, but underneath
it all, Grace, they are thugs.’

So they’re old, they’re mean and they take up precious space in the
world. And all of this would be reason enough to help them meet their end
in a more unpleasant way than might have originally been on the cards.
But if I’m totally honest, it’s mainly because they knew. They knew about
my mother. They knew about me. And they didn’t just flap their hands and
do nothing, they actively lobbied their son, blaming Marie, Helene, the
clubs, his friends who led him astray. They blamed everyone but Simon.
He shirked his responsibilities as a father and his family helped him do it. I
thought they were living their lives unaware that their son had rejected his
child and left her mother struggling. But they wanted it that way. And in
the end, that’s what swung the decision. They die first.

*  *  *

I get to the beach restaurant at 6 p.m., assuming that like most old people,
my grandparents eat early. I’ve asked for a spot on the terrace, but it turns
out that the restaurant is much bigger than it looked online, and I’m
anxious that I’ll be too far away from them to glean anything useful. I
order a glass of white wine (I like my wine; the Latimers always made sure
they drank the good stuff, I chose a Rioja), and force myself to open up the
book I’ve brought with me so it won’t look too obvious when I start
eavesdropping. I’d chosen The Count of Monte Cristo, which was far too
on the nose, but I’d thought it funny when I was packing. I don’t have to
wait long for the Artemis party to arrive. Barely past page one, I see
activity out of the corner of my eye. Two waiters are escorting four elderly



people past the bar and towards the terrace. I stay still, not allowing myself
to look up, but sensing that they are coming closer. A loud female voice:
‘No, not that table, Andreas, it’s in direct sunlight. Put us over there.’ The
party turns and moves to the other end of the space. Fuck you, Kathleen.

Once they’re settled in their seats and have ordered drinks, all of which
takes an age, with complaints about the wind, and a dither about what to
choose, I permit myself a quick scan of the scene. The ageing Artemises
are facing me, their friends opposite them. Kathleen has had a blowdry that
would leave Joan Collins spitting blood. Her hair is pale blonde, and has a
structure, not a style, set so rigidly that the wind she worried about won’t
dare to touch it. The cosmetic work on her face is visible from some
distance, and her eyes have been deliberately given a slightly startled look
which I think is meant to be coquettish but makes her look demented.
She’s wearing a beige tunic over beige trousers, with her obscenely large
Chanel bag resting on the table. Her neck is adorned with a large string of
… I can’t make out the stone but I can safely assume they aren’t cubic
zirconia. I have the luxury of a little staring, since they’re all engrossed in
the menu. I’m wondering if there’s anything of me in this dissatisfied-
looking woman when she lifts her hands up and clasps them together and I
see her nails. Pointed, painted in a classic pillar box red. There we are,
Kathleen. My hands, holding my forgotten book, are long and slim, unlike
hers. But my nails, my nails are bright red and pointed too.

After a few minutes pretending to be immersed in my book, I call the
waiter over and ask to move out of the direct sunshine. Not a moment too
soon, since I have a sneaking suspicion that this wig could melt at any
moment. The terrace is busy, but not full, and I’m taken to a table just
behind that of my targets. Much better. I want to hear what they’re talking
about. I won’t learn anything insightful or interesting about their
characters, they’re too closed-minded for that, but I might get an idea of
their plans for the week. I’m only here for five more days, all the holiday I
could take, so time is tight. I order another glass of wine, and some
assorted tapas, and open my book up again. Jeremy is looking at me, in a
way that all women recognise. The old goat is sizing me up, appreciating
my youth, not realising for a second just how pathetic he looks. I smile for
a brief moment, in part because it’s amusing to see my grandfather
checking me out, and partly to make him think I’m charmed. The moment
is interrupted by waiters bringing their food. No order was taken, but upon
seeing the dishes I’m not surprised. Steak and fries for the whole party. It
must be the only thing on the menu they go for. Steak and fries, never
straying into foreign territory, never doing anything different, being small,



turning nasty. And I got all of that just from steak, imagine what I could
learn from their bookshelves. I’m kidding, they won’t have any books in
their house.

They drone on about friends at the golf club, discussing someone called
Brian who disgraced himself at the recent charity auction (poor Brian,
imagine the shame of being cast out by the elderly ex-pat community).
Kathleen and the other woman dining, who looks a lot like Kathleen but
with more girth and a smaller Chanel, move on to slagging off a
hairdresser who takes too long and couldn’t fit her friend in last Monday.
My attention is wandering. I want to learn everything I can, but by God
these people don’t make it easy.

Can I have one more glass of wine, or will that sabotage this fact-
finding mission? Fuck it. Glass of wine ordered, I pick at the remnants of
my tapas. Perhaps the group I’m watching had the right idea when it came
to the steak. The food I ordered is confusingly rubbery, and looks less like
it came from the sea and more like it was grown in a warehouse off a
motorway. The group in front of me have ordered coffee, and Kathleen is
fussing over a stain on Jeremy’s tie, which looks as though it’s a club tie of
some sort. I bet Jeremy is a Freemason, it would just fit. Fat friend’s
husband is asking when they will next be at the casino, and mentions a
drinks event this coming Thursday.

‘Yes we’ll be there,’ says Jeremy sharply, brushing Kathleen’s proffered
napkin away. ‘We’re having dinner with the Beresfords at 7.30, and we’ll
drop in on the way back.’

WHERE ARE YOU HAVING DINNER, I want to scream, but they
don’t elaborate. Instead, Jeremy asks for the bill by brusquely beckoning
the waiter. The other man at the table grabs the saucer the moment it
comes, and does a nod towards my grandparents.

‘We must get this, I’m sure it’s our turn – no please, I insist.’ A gold
card is thrown down, and Jeremy barely responds, instead looking over at
me again. This time I look away. I don’t want him to mark me, or know
my face too well. I’m not worried, I assume he spends a lot of time
looking at women young enough to be his granddaughter. Perhaps fewer
who actually are, but with Simon’s track record, who could ever be sure?

As they leave, I notice Jeremy’s tie properly. I was wrong, not
Freemasons. A print in green and yellow, with the letters ‘RC’. A quick
google tells me it’s the official tie for the Regency Club, a private
members’ establishment in Mayfair, opened in 1788 for men, royal, and
wealthy, to consort without their wives. I almost laugh. I know where you
started life, Jeremy. In a two-room dwelling in Bethnal Green, with a



seamstress mother and a father who fucked off and ended up who knows
where before you were five. Simon has talked about it in interviews with
pride, as a sign of how hard your family has worked to rise in the world.
So here you are in your tie, imagining it shows your pedigree – the one
you bought for yourself. Admirable to some, perhaps. Even to me, since
I’m trying to do the same thing – climb out of poverty, get away from my
starting offer in life. But I know you. I know your hatred of your roots,
whatever the story you’ve spun since. You saw it in me, and when asked to
help your own flesh and blood out of a similar situation, you ran. Helene
was right. You’re just a thug, and your private clubs and your expensive
clothes don’t do much to conceal that. But wear your tie. Thursday isn’t
far away.

I walk back to my rooms, taking in the main promenade in Puerto Banús
as I go. The boutiques are filled with women holding up embellished
dresses in the mirror and chatting to their friends. Teenage girls stroll past
engrossed in a discussion about their tans. I wonder if I’d have been one of
these empty shells had I grown up within the folds of the Artemis family. I
read books, I follow world affairs, I have opinions on more than just shoes
and golf clubs. I am better than these people, that’s not in doubt. But they
look happy despite their ignorance. Perhaps because of it. What is there to
worry about? None of these idiots are thinking about climate change,
they’re wondering what to wear on the yacht tomorrow. But it’s
fascinating to watch, and I only have a short time to see it. Once I’ve done
my job, I won’t be coming back to this playground for the diamanté class.
Perhaps I should buy a memento. I look at the shop windows, with their
overpriced tat. I have neither the money nor the desire to buy a fur-cuffed
kaftan, even as a silly joke. Besides, I think I know what my keepsake will
be, and it won’t cost me a thing.

The next day, after a quick run along the beach, I drive to their house.
It’s a large villa in a secure complex, hidden away from the unwashed
masses and guarded by big gates and a bored security officer in a hut, who
I imagine is supposed to check who visitors are, but lets me through with a
wave when I say I’m here from the boutique Afterdark to drop off a dress
for Mrs Lyle at number 8. I guessed that there would be a fairly steady
stream of deliveries for the bored ladies alone in their pristine villas,
always ordering a new outfit, or demanding a nail technician visit at short
notice. I didn’t say I was going to the Artemis household. I don’t want
there to be an obvious link, just in case questions are asked later.

Their house, number 9, is almost identical to numbers 8 and 10. White
stucco, terracotta tiles leading up to the door. Palm trees on either side of



the porch. Perfect green lawn, even in this scorching heat. I guess hosepipe
bans don’t apply when you live in a compound away from normal society.
I take my foot off the pedal and roll by, but there’s nothing to see really.
There’s nobody in sight on these wide avenues, not a dog walker or a
mother and buggy. All this money, and it can only buy silence. I appreciate
silence, by the way. You don’t grow up on a main road in London and not
dream of the day you might live in a home without hearing your
neighbours alternately having angry sex and or sobbing to the soundtrack
of Les Misérables. But this calm is artificial – it feels flat and dull, as
though made for people who wanted to create an environment which
completely denied the loud reality of human life. The Artemises choice of
house only tells me about them in so far as it tells me nothing. It’s a house
which was built for rich people who don’t care about design but really
value security and status. Did Lynn and Brian buy a house in this
compound? Well then let’s buy a bigger one. That’s it. There’s no nod to
personality, there’s no activity – only sanitised conformity. I leave feeling
rather depressed. I share DNA with these people, will I too one day hanker
after beige carpets and a maid I can mistreat? I guess a maid would be
nice, but I think I’d find their inevitable sadness a bit oppressive. I imagine
it’s a bonus for Kathleen though. Someone who is more miserable than
her, in full view every day.

From the compound, I travel to the casino, which is about a thirty-
minute drive along a fairly hairy road. A cliff edge on one side heads down
towards a … gorge? A ravine? I don’t know. As I said, I grew up on a
main road and I’ve always had what I feel is a healthy suspicion of big
open spaces. The countryside baffles me, and anywhere that takes thirty
minutes by car isn’t somewhere I’d waste my time going if I was at home.
Sometimes I get the urge to have a quick meeting with a man (I mean sex,
lower your eyebrows), or just waste my time mindlessly scrolling on
dating apps. I flick through chancers posing in front of BMWs, as if that’s
a sign that they’ve ‘made it’ instead of a clear indication that they are
stupid enough to think that hire purchase makes good financial sense. But
a tacky car and a V-neck T-shirt aren’t necessarily complete no-nos. I’m
not going to be spending my life with these men, after all. I don’t even
care enough to commit their names to memory. But I do have a firm line in
the sand. If you’re more than a couple of kilometres away, it’s not
happening. My mood is fleeting, and I’m not waiting for you to change at
King’s Cross, or text to say the Overground has been replaced by a fleet of
buses because of essential repairs. So the Spanish countryside is an alien
world to me, and fuck it, the cliff leads to a ravine. Whatever you’d call it,


