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PART ONE: THE ACQUISITION 

Chapter One 

 

The cab turned off Park Lane and Arthur Hargreaves got his 

first proper look at the place he was about to ruin his evening 

in, and possibly—though he did not know it yet—the rest of his 

life. 

It stood at the end of a short private street in Mayfair: 

eight stories of pale Victorian stone, lit from below in a way 

that made it appear less like a building than like a statement. 

Union Jacks flanked the entrance alongside a dozen other flags he 

did not immediately identify, all of them snapping in the October 

wind with the proprietary confidence of a nation that had never 

entirely accepted its own diminishment. Doormen in long coats the 

colour of old money attended a procession of black cars. The cars 

were indistinguishable from one another—a kind of wealth that had 

long since stopped needing to announce itself through variety. 

A banner above the portico read: THE IMPERIAL MAYFAIR—EST. 

1883. 

Arthur looked at it for about two seconds before a bellboy 

brought a cable from his head of legal affairs in San Francisco, 

which he folded and ignored. 

“Here’s fine,” he said. 

Diana had chosen the Imperial because a colleague at the 

Financial Times had described it as “the kind of place that makes 

you feel like history is watching you eat.” She had meant this 

approvingly. Arthur, who had built three companies from nothing 
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and sold two of them for figures that required a second line on 

the wire transfer, was not especially interested in history 

watching him eat. He was, however, interested in Diana’s 

approval, and so he had allowed himself to be steered from the 

very comfortable, admirably unpretentious hotel in Kensington 

where they had spent the previous two nights into the back of a 

taxi, wearing the same rumpled suit he wore to most things, 

including, on one occasion, a Senate subcommittee hearing. 

The lobby was everything the exterior had promised and then 

some. Marble floors polished to an implausible sheen. 

Arrangements of white flowers—lilies and something else, 

something older and harder to name—stationed at intervals like 

sentries. The light fell from chandeliers in that particular soft 

gold that does not occur in nature and costs an extraordinary 

amount to reproduce artificially. Guests moved through it all 

with the unhurried assurance of people to whom being somewhere 

expensive felt like being somewhere normal, which for most of 

them it was. 

Diana surveyed the room with the mild, professional 

suspicion she brought to most things. She was twenty-eight, 

sharp-eyed, and had her mother’s instinct for the gap between 

what a thing appeared to be and what it actually was. She had 

been a financial journalist for four years, long enough to have 

learned that the more something gleamed, the more carefully you 

should look at the pipes. 

“I feel like I should whisper,” she said. 

“Then whisper.” 
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“I don’t want to whisper. That’s the problem.” 

A sheikh crossed the lobby without looking at anyone. Staff 

materialized and dematerialized around him with the precision of 

a choreography so well-rehearsed it had ceased to look like 

choreography. At the reception desk, a woman in her fifties—

broad-shouldered, impeccably composed, with the kind of face that 

had made a long-term arrangement with professional neutrality—

checked him in without ceremony and watched him go. 

“Who’s that?” Arthur asked. 

“The woman at the desk? No idea.” 

“She runs this place,” Arthur said. He said it with the 

certainty of someone who had spent thirty years identifying, in 

any room, the person who actually ran things. “Not him”—he meant 

the desk manager hovering uselessly at her elbow—“her.” 

“How do you know?” 

“The way she watched him leave. Like she was calculating 

something.” 

“That’s called doing your job.” 

“No,” Arthur said, following the maître d’ toward the 

restaurant. “That’s called knowing more than everyone else in the 

room and choosing, very carefully, what to do with it.” 

The Golden Room restaurant occupied the hotel’s southeast 

corner and enjoyed, as its menu noted in the small italic script 

favored by establishments that consider restraint the highest 

form of boasting, “views across Mayfair toward Green Park.” The 

tables were spaced at distances that suggested conversation was 

not merely possible but contractually guaranteed to remain 
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private. A cellist in the far corner was making her way through 

Bach with the contemplative focus of someone who had learned, 

early in her career, that the people listening were not actually 

listening. 

They were given a table by the window. Arthur studied the 

menu with the focused intensity he brought to quarterly reports 

and depositions. 

Diana put hers down after forty-five seconds. “This place is 

so hushed,” she said. “Like a library where everyone’s afraid to 

breathe.” 

“It’s a five-star hotel.” 

“There’s a difference between elegant and airless.” 

“You had gin in a pub in Shoreditch last night and told me 

it was the best evening you’d had in months.” 

“It was. Real people. Actual conversation.” She looked 

around at their fellow diners: the impeccable table manners, the 

lowered voices, the studied avoidance of any expression that 

might be mistaken for enthusiasm. “Here everyone looks like 

they’re performing.” 

“Everyone everywhere is performing,” Arthur said. “Here 

they’re just better dressed.” 

The waiter arrived. He was perhaps forty, with the 

immaculate bearing of someone who had practiced his entrance in a 

mirror for so long that it had become unconscious. His name, 

Arthur would later learn, was Rupert Fenwick, though he 

introduced himself simply as Rupert, in the manner of someone who 
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has reduced themselves to a single point of contact with the 

world. 

“Good evening,” Rupert said. “Have we decided?” 

Arthur had decided. 

“I’d like a steak and ale pie,” he said. “And a pint of 

lager.” 

The silence that followed was brief but geologically 

significant. 

Rupert did not recoil. He was far too well-trained for 

anything so legible. What he did, instead, was produce a nearly 

imperceptible adjustment somewhere above the bridge of his nose—a 

micromovement that travelled from barely visible discomfort to 

exquisitely managed recovery in the space of perhaps a quarter of 

a second, and which Arthur, who spent a great deal of his 

professional life watching faces, caught entirely. 

“I beg your pardon, sir?” 

“Steak and ale pie. The menu mentions”—Arthur turned it over 

and found the relevant line—“‘Traditional British Fare.’ I’m 

taking it at its word.” 

“The Golden Room does not serve… pies, sir.” Rupert had 

arrived at a tone that was simultaneously apologetic, corrective, 

and deeply, personally offended, all without raising his voice by 

a single decibel. “We offer—” 

“You’re telling me what I can’t order?” 

“I’m suggesting that our menu offers more suitable—” 

“I don’t care what’s suitable,” Arthur said. He said it 

without heat. He said it with the mild interest of a man who has 
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encountered a minor but diverting obstacle. “I want steak and ale 

pie. Make it happen.” 

Rupert’s chin rose by a fraction. “The kitchen is not 

equipped to—” 

“Then send someone to a pub. There’s one every fifty feet in 

this city.” Arthur turned to Diana. “What do you want?” 

“The same,” Diana said. She had been watching Rupert with 

the expression she usually reserved for earnings calls she 

suspected were hiding something. “And an Velvet Kiss cocktail.” 

“An…Velvet Kiss.” 

“Vodka, Kahlúa, cream. Layered. Every cocktail bar in 

America knows it.” 

Rupert drew himself up to the full height available to a man 

who was already standing quite straight. “This,” he said, with a 

precision that suggested he had been waiting for an opportunity 

to say it for some time, “is not an American hotel, madam.” 

Arthur put his menu down. 

It was a small gesture. Quiet. The table went slightly 

quieter around it. 

“I see,” he said. “So you’re refusing service because we’re 

American.” 

It was not, technically, what Rupert had said. But it was, 

Arthur had found over many years, the particular rearrangement of 

what someone had said that most efficiently clarified who, in a 

given exchange, actually held the leverage. Across the 

restaurant, a couple at the nearest table glanced over and 
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glanced away again. Rupert registered this with eyes that did not 

move. 

“Not refusing service, sir. Merely explaining our—” 

“Here’s the thing about limitations,” Arthur said 

pleasantly. “They’re usually just a failure of imagination.” 

He picked up the house telephone and asked the operator for 

the private line. 

In his office on the fourth floor, Lockwood Imperial was in 

the process of pouring himself a whiskey—a ritual he performed 

each evening at half past eight with the careful deliberateness 

of a man performing a small act of faithfulness to himself—when 

his private line rang. 

He looked at it. The private line rang perhaps three times a 

year. He set down the whiskey and answered. 

“Mr. Imperial? My name is Arthur Hargreaves.” The voice was 

American, unhurried, carrying the quality of someone accustomed 

to being the most interesting person in any conversation. “We 

haven’t met, but I’d like to buy your hotel.” 

Lockwood stood very still briefly. 

In the photographs that covered the wall behind his desk—one 

hundred and forty years of the Imperial, from gaslit to electric, 

from telegrams to trunk calls, from the carriages of the 

Edwardian aristocracy to the armoured limousines of the 

contemporary kind—there was something that could only be 

described as continuity. Each decade’s image bled into the next. 

The faces changed; the building did not. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “Who is this?” 
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The man on the other end introduced himself again, added the 

figure of six hundred million dollars net worth with the modest 

matter-of-factness of someone reporting the weather, and 

explained that he was currently in the Golden Room being told he 

couldn’t order what he wanted. 

Lockwood reached for the whiskey. 

“Mr. Hargreaves,” he said, once the man had finished, “the 

Imperial is not for sale.” 

“Everything’s for sale. The only question is price. I’m 

prepared to pay twenty percent over market value. Immediate 

transfer, seventy-two hours.” 

“The hotel is worth about four million pounds.” 

“Then I’ll pay four million eight hundred thousand. Cash. 

Deal closes in seventy-two hours.” A pause. “I have lawyers who 

specialize in rapid acquisitions. I’ve never met a transaction 

they couldn’t accelerate.” 

Lockwood looked at the photographs again. At his father 

behind the desk in 1941, thin and upright and unsmiling in the 

way of men who considered smiling at a camera a form of 

capitulation. At his grandfather in the thirties, one hand on the 

doorframe, looking out at a street that no longer existed in 

anything like that form. 

“Mr. Hargreaves,” he said. “Even if I were inclined to sell—

which I am not—this is not a transaction that can be completed 

over a dinner table.” 

“Then let’s not complete it over the dinner table. Come down 

and meet me. Ten minutes.” 
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“I’m not in the habit of—” 

“Mr. Imperial.” The voice had not changed in texture or 

volume. It remained perfectly pleasant, the voice of someone 

making a reasonable suggestion. But something in it had shifted, 

the way a room shifts when someone opens a window. “I’ve just 

offered you four million eight hundred thousand pounds for a 

building. The least you can do is come and tell me no to my 

face.” 

Lockwood set down the whiskey, untouched. 

“Ten minutes,” he said. 

They spoke for forty. 

Lockwood had expected, and had prepared himself for, a 

certain type of American—expansive, acquisitive, performing 

enthusiasm like a second language learned in adulthood. What he 

found instead was a man who sat very still, asked precise 

questions, and listened to the answers in a way that suggested he 

was actually interested in them rather than merely waiting for 

his next opportunity to speak. Arthur Hargreaves ordered his pie—

it arrived, improbably, twenty minutes into the conversation, the 

kitchen having apparently located its imagination after all—and 

ate it while Lockwood talked about the hotel’s history with the 

careful, fond precision of someone giving a tour of their own 

memory. 

Diana sat to one side and said almost nothing, which 

Lockwood found, for reasons he did not immediately examine, more 

unsettling than if she had said a great deal. 
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The price was agreed at four million three hundred thousand 

pounds. Lockwood took two points below his opening figure because 

Hargreaves had asked, mid-negotiation, about a former night 

porter named Hadley who had been with the hotel for thirty-one 

years and whose photograph was visible in the 1954 frame on 

Lockwood’s wall. He had asked not as a tactic—Lockwood had sold 

enough things in his life to recognize tactics—but with what 

appeared to be genuine curiosity about how a man could spend 

thirty-one years doing anything, let alone something as outwardly 

repetitive as the night shift at a hotel. Lockwood had talked 

about Hadley for several minutes. When the negotiation resumed, 

something had shifted that did not quite go back. 

The lawyers, as promised, were extraordinary. Seventy-two 

hours became sixty. Arthur Hargreaves signed the final document 

at ten-fifteen on a Thursday evening, in a conference room on the 

Imperial’s third floor, while outside the London rain came in 

sideways off the river and the doormen in their long coats stood 

stoic as judges in the shelter of the entrance. 

Lockwood handed over the keys—an actual set of keys, old 

brass, heavier than you’d expect, on a ring engraved with the 

hotel’s crest—like a man completing an act he has decided to 

perform with dignity, whatever he might feel about it. 

“The staff,” Arthur said. Not a question. He was still 

looking at the keys. 

“One hundred and twelve employees. Permanent and seasonal.” 

“They stay. All of them. That’s not negotiable.” 
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Lockwood blinked. In his experience, the disposition of 

staff was always among the first things the acquiring party was 

willing to negotiate. “The lawyers didn’t—” 

“I know what the lawyers said. I’m telling you what I want.” 

Arthur closed his hand around the keys. “They stay.” 

Lockwood looked at him briefly with the evaluative regard of 

a man taking a measurement. “You’ve never owned a hotel before.” 

“I’ve never owned many things before I owned them.” 

“Hotels are different.” 

“So I’m told.” 

“A hotel is—” Lockwood paused, searching, apparently, for 

the construction that would carry what he actually meant. “A 

hotel is not a company. You can’t restructure it. You can’t pivot 

it. The people who work here have made accommodations to this 

place—small ones, private ones, accommodations you’ll never see—

that cannot be reassembled somewhere else. If you take those 

people apart, you don’t just lose the people. You lose what they 

know. And what they know is the hotel.” 

Arthur looked up from the keys. “Then we won’t take them 

apart.” 

Lockwood said nothing. Arthur had the impression that this 

was not because he had nothing to say but because he had, 

unexpectedly, nothing left to argue with. 

He asked for an hour alone. 

It was nearly midnight when the last lawyer left and the 

staff who had remained late dispersed, and Arthur found himself 

standing in the lobby of the Imperial Mayfair with the brass keys 
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in his pocket and the quiet settling around him the way quiet 

settles in a building that has contained, for many years, a great 

deal of noise and has learned to hold its shape without it. 

The flowers had been changed since the evening. He noticed 

this and found it unexpectedly significant. Someone, at some 

point between dinner and midnight, had come through this room and 

replaced the lilies with something ivory and unidentifiable, and 

had done so with no audience and no acknowledgment, because that 

was simply what was done here. 

One hundred and twelve people. Each of them with their 

accommodations, their adjustments, their private arrangements 

with this particular building. Each of them, now, his. 

He stood in the centre of the lobby and looked up. The 

chandelier was off, or nearly off—a maintenance setting, he would 

learn, that the hotel ran in the deep hours of the night, a kind 

of architectural sleep. The light it gave was amber and indirect, 

catching the plasterwork of the ceiling in a way that made the 

room’s proportions feel different from how they had felt at 

dinner. Older. More serious. 

Arthur Hargreaves had bought a regional wire-service 

syndicate at thirty-one and sold it for twenty million at thirty-

four. He had built an electronics-and-market-research company 

from twelve people in a rented San Francisco office into a 

publicly traded enterprise with operations in eleven countries. 

He had been described in Forbes, Fortune, and once in a German 

business magazine he had never read, as a man who had an instinct 

for value that others could neither teach nor fully explain. 
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He stood in the amber half-dark of his hotel at midnight and 

tried to identify what, precisely, he had bought. 

Not a trophy—he had enough of those, and they had the décor 

of trophies, which was to say no particular life of their own. 

Not an investment, not primarily—the numbers would work, but the 

numbers had not been the point. Not even, quite, an act of spite 

against a waiter who had told him what he couldn’t order, though 

there was, he admitted, a small portion of that in the mix. 

What, then? 

He couldn’t say. He had not been able to say for some time 

what he was looking for when he bought things, except that he had 

not yet found it, and the finding or not-finding had a quality of 

urgency that had been increasing, quietly, for several years, 

without his quite permitting himself to acknowledge it. 

The lobby held its silence around him. 

Above the entrance, in the place where the banner had hung 

earlier, there was now only the stone. THE IMPERIAL MAYFAIR—EST. 

1883. Four words and a date, and under them, barely visible in 

the amber light, the carved motto of the original owners, which 

he had not noticed before and which read—in Latin, naturally, 

because this was a hotel that had been built by people who 

considered Latin a reasonable language for a motto—Manet immota 

fides. 

His Latin was not good. But it was good enough. 

The faith remains unmoved. 
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He looked at it briefly. Then he put his hands in his 

pockets and walked—slowly, the way you walk through a place that 

is still learning what you are—toward the lift. 

Behind him, the lobby held its shape. 

It had been doing so for a hundred and forty years. It was 

prepared, in its patient and expensive way, to keep doing so for 

a while longer. 

 

 

Chapter Two 

 

Three days after buying the hotel, Arthur Hargreaves 

understood roughly twelve percent of how it actually worked. 

This was, by his own reckoning, better than expected. He had 

once acquired a pharmaceutical supply chain he understood about 

eight percent of on the day the wire transfer cleared, and that 

had turned out—after a period of sustained confusion and three 

deeply educational meetings with people who knew the remaining 

ninety-two percent—to be one of his better investments. He had 

reason to believe that twelve percent was enough to start. 

What he understood: that the Imperial ran on rhythms so 

established they had ceased to require instruction. That staff 

appeared at need and vanished at need with the precision of a 

mechanism rather than of individual people making individual 

choices. That Evelyn Sampson—who was, as he had identified on the 

first night, the person who actually ran things—arrived each 

morning at precisely seven forty-five, reviewed the previous 
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night’s incident log in her office for twelve minutes, and 

emerged knowing everything the hotel had done while she slept, 

which was, he was learning, quite a lot. 

What he did not yet understand: the incident log itself, 

which contained entries in a format he could not parse; the 

network of informal communications that moved between staff 

without apparent medium or mechanism; and the matter of the 

camera blind spot that Diana had noticed in Lockwood’s security 

room three days ago and which had not, despite three days of 

asking, been explained to his satisfaction. 

He stood at the mezzanine railing with a leather folio and 

watched the lobby below work. 

Outside, beyond the revolving door, he could see the edge of 

the security cordon: black vehicles, men in dark suits, the 

discreet agitation of a press line being held at the requisite 

distance. A new sign beside the entrance read Under New 

Management in the same tasteful typeface as everything else about 

the hotel, as though even this announcement had been made with 

reluctance. 

“Tell me again,” Diana said, descending the staircase with 

her coffee, “why we’re hosting European royalty three days after 

buying this place.” 

“Because canceling would be diplomatically awkward and 

commercially stupid.” 

“Do you even know what a Grand Duke does?” 

“Rules a very small country nobody’s heard of. Also, 

apparently, attracts assassination attempts.” 
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She stopped on the landing. Below, the lobby’s quiet ballet 

continued without them. 

“There have been three attempts in the past year,” he said. 

“Car bomb in Monaco. Poisoning in Paris. Sniper in Zurich. His 

security team has protocols.” 

“The security team that’s staying in our hotel.” 

“Correct.” 

“Where an attempt was already made. In Paris.” 

“That was a restaurant.” 

“Arthur.” 

“I know. But Lockwood says the Imperial has hosted him 

before without incident. And Prince Anton—the Duke’s uncle—chose 

us specifically.” He glanced up from the folio. “Which raises a 

question.” 

“Why us,” Diana said. 

Below, Evelyn had appeared at the centre of the lobby 

without having walked there from anywhere visible—a habit Arthur 

had noticed and not yet explained. She was briefing two members 

of staff with the quiet authority of someone who expected her 

instructions to be executed in a particular order and would know 

immediately if they weren’t. 

“That,” he said, “is the right question.” 

Prince Anton of Ardenmark was thirty-three and carried the 

weight of duty in the set of his jaw—a kind of structural tension 

Arthur recognized from certain board members who had been on 

particularly difficult committees for too long. He inspected the 

Royal Suite with the methodical care of a man who had learned 
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that taking comfort in appearances was a luxury he could not 

afford. 

With him: Simon Davenant. 

Diana had clocked Simon within about fifteen seconds of 

entering the room. Arthur had noticed her noticing him, which was 

itself worth noting. Simon was twenty-six, handsome in a way that 

felt like an instrument rather than an accident, with the kind of 

easy social fluency that passed, in certain circles, for 

character. He stood at the window assessing sniper angles with a 

casualness that suggested either military training or an 

excellent performance of military training, and the uncertainty 

between the two was what Arthur found interesting. 

“The suite is acceptable,” Anton said to Evelyn, in the 

practiced English of someone who had spoken it since childhood 

and had long since stopped translating. “The Duke will require 

his meals prepared by his personal chef.” 

“Of course, Your Highness.” 

Anton moved to the window. Simon stepped aside, smoothly, 

without being asked. “Counter-sniper positions on three 

rooftops,” Simon said. “Already assessed.” 

Anton turned to Arthur. “Mr. Hargreaves. I understand you 

acquired this hotel only recently.” 

“Four days ago.” 

A slight smile. “An impulsive purchase?” 

“Decisive.” Arthur had used the word twice now and suspected 

he would use it again. “May I ask why you chose to keep the 

reservation after the ownership changed?” 
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Anton considered. “The Imperial is neutral ground. Everyone 

knows everyone here. Enemies can meet without incident. This has 

a value in diplomatic situations that is difficult to replace.” 

He looked around the room with the unhurried attention of a man 

inventorying what he trusted. “Your predecessors understood this. 

I hoped you might as well.” 

“I’m learning,” Arthur said. 

Diana had already moved to the other side of the room, where 

Simon stood. Arthur watched her do it with his peripheral vision. 

She introduced herself. Simon said something that made her laugh, 

which was harder to do than it looked, and Arthur noted that 

Simon probably knew this. 

In the corridor afterward, Diana matched Arthur’s pace and 

kept her voice low. 

“The pretty one,” she said. “He’s trouble.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Manners too perfect. Accent too smooth. And he assessed 

those window angles before Anton asked him to.” She was already 

opening her notebook. “Simon Davenant. Harrow, Oxford. 

Professional companion to Prince Anton. Family money, old but 

declining. Clean record—on paper.” 

“Maybe he’s actually clean.” 

“No one’s that clean,” she said, without looking up. 

“They’re just good at hiding things.” 

Lockwood’s security room occupied a space behind the lobby 

that had been an office in another decade and now housed the 

hotel’s electronic nervous system: monitors showing every public 
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corridor, every entrance, the kitchens, the loading dock, the 

four levels of underground car park. 

“Every public space,” Lockwood said, with the slight 

deflection of someone framing a limitation as a feature. He stood 

with his arms folded and the expression of a man who had agreed 

to this meeting and was now regretting precisely the amount he 

had expected to regret it. 

Diana had been scanning the grid with the same systematic 

attention she brought to financial statements. “That corridor has 

no camera,” she said. She pointed. Third floor, east wing. A gap 

of perhaps forty feet—just long enough to be significant if you 

knew what you needed forty feet for. 

“Some guests,” Lockwood said, after a pause that was brief 

but specific, “prefer privacy.” 

“Which guests?” Arthur said. 

Lockwood did not answer. On the centre monitor, the lobby 

cameras showed the entrance, and through it the arc of headlights 

as evening vehicles arrived. 

“The Duke,” Evelyn said. She had appeared in the doorway 

without sound, which Arthur was beginning to accept as simply how 

she moved through space. 

They looked at the monitor. The man emerging from the car 

was young—not much past his mid-twenties—and he moved with the 

careful deliberateness of someone managing something that wasn’t 

working quite right. Pale, even on the monitor’s imprecise 

rendering. A darkness beneath the eyes that had nothing to do 

with the hour. 
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When his aide took his arm briefly at the top of the 

entrance steps, it was framed as a greeting. Arthur had watched 

enough people manage other people’s failing bodies to know what 

it actually was. 

“He looks ill,” Diana said. 

Nobody disagreed. 

Arthur did not quite overhear the conversation between 

Lockwood and Anton in the corridor outside the Royal Suite. What 

he overheard was a silence following a door clicking quietly 

shut, and the low register of two men speaking below the level of 

discernibility, and then—as he paused at the corner with his 

folio—a single word that carried differently from the rest. 

He went back to the mezzanine. 

What Lockwood would tell him the following morning, in the 

careful way Lockwood had of delivering difficult information in 

the sequence most useful for absorbing it, was this: that Anton 

had known for several weeks. That three successive changes in 

food sourcing, staff access, and travel security had each been 

followed by a brief improvement and then a resumption. That 

whoever was administering the substance had access that no 

protocol, so far, had been able to close. That Anton had chosen 

the Imperial not merely for its neutrality but because it was the 

last place he was certain of—the last institution whose 

discretion he trusted absolutely. 

“Trusted,” Arthur repeated, when Lockwood told him. 

“His word,” Lockwood said. “Past tense.” 
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He had not mentioned to Lockwood which word he had caught in 

the corridor. But he had heard it clearly, and it had kept him 

awake until three in the morning going through the hotel’s staff 

records, which he was not yet formally supposed to have access 

to, and which Hartwell—his head of operations, who had flown in 

from San Francisco the previous day—had quietly provided anyway. 

The word was poison. 

Diana had worked in enough newsrooms to know that the first 

instinct, when a story revealed itself, was usually correct. The 

useful discipline was not in suppressing the instinct but in 

being rigorous about whether the evidence supported it once you 

started looking. 

She laid out what she had. Three assassination attempts in 

three countries over eleven months, each using a different 

method. Car bombs were not the weapon of someone who subsequently 

pivoted to poisoning—the escalation ran the wrong way. Which 

meant either different actors, or a single organization with 

sufficient operational range that they could adapt when each 

method failed. 

She pulled archived photographs from the Monaco charity gala 

in June, the Paris trade conference in September, and the Zurich 

summit in November. All public events. All press-accessible. 

In the Monaco photograph, on the margins of a crowd shot 

near the Duke’s table: a figure she recognized. Short, broad 

through the shoulders, the unhurried bearing of a man used to 

carrying things. Marco. The Imperial’s night porter for eleven 

years, according to his employment record. 
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In the Paris photograph, the same. 

She sat back and looked at this for a long time. 

Then she picked up the hotel telephone, looked at Simon 

Davenant’s room number in her address book, and after briefly 

considering that this was exactly the kind of thing she should 

not do, put the receiver down. 

Then picked it up again. 

Fine. 

They were both doing exactly what they appeared to be doing—

having drinks, in a dark bar, late at night—and both entirely 

aware that this was not all they were doing. Diana found this 

clarifying. It was harder to be deceived by someone whose 

deception you had already mapped. 

Simon had ordered her a gin martini. It was perfect, which 

told her something. 

The conversation moved easily: his background, her work, 

London, the hotel. He was funny in a way that had been practiced 

long enough to seem natural. He asked good questions—the kind 

that drew out information without appearing to seek it—and Diana, 

who asked the same kind of questions professionally, felt a mild 

collegial appreciation alongside her suspicion. The two were not, 

she had learned, mutually exclusive. 

“You’re suspicious of everything,” he said, at a point where 

she had pushed slightly too hard on the Duke’s health. 

“Occupational hazard.” 

“Maybe you should learn to relax. Not everything is a 

conspiracy.” 
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She matched his lean across the table. “In my experience, 

everything is a conspiracy. Most people just don’t notice.” 

He looked at her with an expression that was either genuine 

interest or its flawless imitation. She could not tell, and her 

not being able to tell was, she thought, probably deliberate. 

Then a waiter crossed to the table and handed him a folded 

note. He glanced at it and stood, smoothly, already apologizing. 

“Small crisis. Two minutes.” 

He walked quickly toward the bar entrance and turned left. 

Not toward the restrooms. Toward the lifts. 

He had left the note on the table. 

The message was still visible in block capitals: PACKAGE 

DELIVERED. PROCEED AS PLANNED. 

Two minutes later he was back, entirely composed, asking her 

where they had been. 

She told him. They continued for another twenty minutes, the 

conversation exactly as pleasant as it had been before, the gap 

in it exactly the shape of what she now knew. 

When her father called, she felt something close to relief. 

Rupert Fenwick had been head waiter of the Golden Room for 

nine years. He had worked the hotel for fifteen. He was, if you 

adjusted for the professional mask that high-end hospitality 

required and the additional, entirely different mask that his 

other employer required, an excellent listener, a precise 

thinker, and—as he demonstrated now, standing in Lockwood’s 

office at midnight like a man who had been waiting a reasonably 
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long time to say something and had finally calculated that the 

time had come—a man of considerable nerve. 

“I work for British intelligence,” he said. “MI6. I’ve been 

embedded here for fifteen years.” 

Diana, who had arrived from the bar still in her coat, said: 

“Called it.” 

Arthur looked at her. 

“I suspected,” she said. “Nobody’s that good at being a 

waiter.” 

“The Duke is being poisoned,” Rupert said. He delivered this 

the way he delivered everything—cleanly, without performance, as 

though the information itself were sufficient and required no 

embellishment. “Slow-acting compound. Polonium-based, or close. 

He has about twenty-one days if nothing changes.” 

The office held the silence briefly. 

Lockwood sat down. He did it with the particular heaviness 

of a man absorbing something he had known intellectually for 

several days and was only now permitting to become real. “In my 

hotel,” he said. “They’re killing him in my hotel.” 

“Someone in this building is administering it,” Rupert said. 

“Which means—” 

“One of our staff,” Arthur said. 

One hundred and twelve people. He had stood in the lobby 

three nights ago with the brass keys in his pocket and thought of 

them: their accommodations, their adjustments, their private 

arrangements with the building. He had thought of it as a weight 

he was beginning to understand. 
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It was still a weight. The shape of it had changed. 

“Then we find them,” Diana said. She had taken off her coat. 

She was already thinking, the way she thought when a story became 

real and the notepad came out and the thing stopped being a 

puzzle and started being a responsibility. “Before they finish 

the job.” 

 

 

Chapter Three 

 

The question was not who had access to the Duke’s food. The 

question was which kind of access. Rupert drew the distinction on 

Lockwood’s whiteboard with the unhurried clarity of someone for 

whom precision was not a habit but a conviction: kitchen staff, 

service staff, room delivery. Forty-seven people, narrowing to 

perhaps twelve if you constrained it by shift pattern and 

proximity. 

“Background checks don’t reveal everything,” Rupert said. 

“Deep cover operatives have clean records by design.” 

“So we’re looking for a professional assassin who has been 

pretending to be, at best, a kitchen hand,” Arthur said. 

“Or someone who was recruited after employment. Which is 

different. Harder to trace.” 

Lockwood sat at his desk like a man absorbing unwelcome 

information about his own house. He had run the Imperial for 

forty years. He had trusted the people in it. These two facts 

were not currently easy to hold at the same time. 
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“We can’t interrogate forty-seven people without tipping off 

whoever it is,” he said. 

“We observe,” Arthur said. “Camera film. Everyone who 

touches the Duke’s food.” 

“We don’t have cameras in the kitchen.” 

Diana looked at him. 

“Chef Antoine refuses,” Lockwood said. The words arrived 

with the resignation of a man who has had this argument before. 

“Artistic integrity.” 

“Install them tonight,” Arthur said. “Lockwood, get Antoine 

to cooperate.” 

“I can try. Though firing me might be easier.” 

“I’ll work on Simon,” Diana said, standing. “He’s close to 

Anton and the Duke. If anyone knows who has genuine access, it’s 

him.” She picked up her coat. Arthur began a sentence about being 

careful. She cut him off before the second word. “That’s what I 

do.” 

The men exchanged a look after the door closed. There was 

nothing to say. They said nothing. 

Lockwood asked Arthur to come down to the wine cellar the 

following morning and told him nothing useful about why until 

they were already there. 

The cellars were Victorian in the way that Victorian things 

were Victorian: entirely committed to their purpose, built to 

outlast the people who built them, indifferent to admiration. 

Rows of bottles receded into the dark in temperature-controlled 

racks. The air tasted of stone and accumulated time. 
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Lockwood walked to a specific section of the far wall—

unhurriedly, as a man walking to a place he had been many times—

and pushed a bottle. Not pulled, not turned. Pushed. 

A section of wall clicked and swung inward. 

Arthur said nothing for about three seconds. 

“Service tunnels,” Lockwood said. “1885. They connect to 

three other buildings in the block, two disused Underground 

stations, and—if you know the route—Buckingham Palace.” 

“You’re serious.” 

“I’m always serious.” 

They went in. Ancient brick, mortared by hands dead for a 

hundred and twenty years. The lights were electric—retrofitted at 

some point in the last century—and cast a yellow that fell short 

of adequate. Their footsteps sounded wrong in the confined space, 

too present and too loud. 

The evidence of recent use accumulated slowly. Footprints in 

the settled dust. A cigarette end near the first junction, still 

holding its shape. Then a second one, twenty meters further on, 

which meant someone had stood here more than once and had taken 

their time about it. 

The room was carved into a natural widening of the passage. 

Someone had been here with intention. Two sleeping bags, rolled. 

Supplies: tinned food, water bottles, a camp stove. And on the 

far wall, arrayed with the care of an installation: four small 

monitors connected to a compact recorder. Each monitor dark. Each 

feed indicator lit. 
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Arthur photographed them in sequence. “Kitchen. Royal Suite 

corridor. Service entrance. Staff locker room.” He turned to 

Lockwood. “They’ve been watching everything.” 

“Not everything,” Lockwood said. “Just everything that 

matters for the Duke.” 

A sound behind them. 

Marco stood in the entrance to the room, blocking the way 

back. He was in his porter’s uniform. His expression held none of 

the routine servility the uniform was supposed to suggest. 

“You shouldn’t be down here, Mr. Hargreaves.” 

“It’s my hotel.” Arthur said it quietly, without heat. “I 

can be anywhere I want.” 

“Some places aren’t safe for tourists.” 

“Good thing I’m not a tourist. I’m the owner. Step aside.” 

A period of perhaps ten seconds in which neither of them 

moved. Then Marco moved aside, and they walked past him with the 

measured pace of men who had decided, very deliberately, not to 

run. 

“Be careful, Mr. Hargreaves.” Marco’s voice carried after 

them into the dark. “Easy to get lost down here. People 

disappear.” 

Arthur did not look back. 

Diana had been working for eleven hours when Simon called. 

She knew it was eleven hours because her coffee had been cold for 

eight of them, and she had not noticed until this moment, picking 

up the cup and finding it approaching room temperature. She 
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registered this the way you register a symptom: as information 

about the state she was in rather than the state of the coffee. 

Her timeline now covered one wall of her room in printed 

photographs and connecting lines, the architecture of a suspicion 

gradually acquiring the bones of proof. Marco appeared at three 

separate events in three separate countries, which was not itself 

conclusive, but the geometry of his appearances relative to the 

assassination attempts was not something she could dismiss with a 

sufficiently generous interpretation. 

Simon called. Green Park. Fifteen minutes. Fresh air. He 

hung up before she could argue. 

She looked at herself in the bathroom mirror with the candor 

she usually reserved for manuscripts. 

“This is a bad idea,” she said. 

She grabbed her coat anyway. 

Green Park in October had the quality of a beautiful thing 

preparing to be less beautiful for a while, which she found 

obscurely comforting. Simon walked beside her with his hands in 

his pockets—the first time she had seen him without something to 

do with them. They talked about nothing useful for several 

minutes, and she let it run, because useful conversations usually 

needed an approach of this kind before they became useful. 

“Can I ask you something?” she said, when enough time had 

passed. 

“Always.” 

“The Duke. Is he really just stressed about the wedding?” 
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Simon’s pace didn’t change. His expression did—a small, 

specific narrowing, a movement that was not quite a wince but was 

adjacent to one. “Why do you ask?” 

“Because he looks like he’s dying.” 

“He’s been working too hard. The engagement, the public 

appear—” 

“Bullshit,” Diana said. 

He stopped walking. Turned to look at her like someone whose 

carefully constructed thing has just been walked straight 

through. 

“How do you know?” 

“Your left eye. There’s a movement in it, just briefly, when 

you’re being evasive. Most people wouldn’t notice.” 

He touched the corner of his eye without thinking, caught 

himself, and laughed—short, genuine, entirely stripped of 

performance. 

“Christ. You’re terrifying.” 

“I’ve been told. So what’s really wrong with him?” 

The laugh faded. What was under it was not what she 

expected. It was not calculation. It was something rawer and less 

composed, and she adjusted her assessment accordingly. 

“If I tell you,” he said carefully, “it stays between us. 

For now.” 

“I’m a journalist. I don’t do confidentiality.” 

“Diana.” Something in his voice made her pause—not an appeal 

to her better judgment, but to something more specific. “Please.” 

She looked at him briefly. “Off the record. For now.” 
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They stood in the October park, leaves releasing around 

them, and he told her. Not the clinical version—the twenty-one 

days, the compound, the protocols that kept failing—but the 

version that came from watching someone you cared about become 

someone less than they had been, one slow day at a time. 

“We’ve changed everything,” he said. “Food, staff, security. 

It continues. Whoever is doing this has access we can’t find and 

can’t close.” 

“Do you know who?” 

“If I knew who, they’d be dead already.” He said it with the 

flatness of someone reporting a decision already made, and the 

casualness of it sent a chill through her that she noted and 

filed. “Whoever is doing this is killing one of the kindest men 

I’ve ever known. Slowly. Cruelly.” 

She believed him. The charm was simply gone—not concealed, 

gone—and what was left was someone she didn’t have a full read on 

yet, which was rarer than people tended to think. 

“Why tell me?” she said. 

“Because you’re going to investigate anyway.” He paused. 

“And because I like you. And I don’t want you getting hurt when 

this gets worse.” 

“I can take care of myself.” 

“I know. Doesn’t mean I won’t worry.” 

Then a pageboy appeared at the path and said her father was 

calling from the hotel, and the decision resolved itself in the 

familiar way of most of Diana’s decisions about things she 

wanted: it was made for her by something more urgent. 
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The Duke’s suite was in full emergency when she arrived. Two 

paramedics, their equipment spread across the sitting room floor 

with the professional untidiness of people who had moved past 

concern for carpets. Anton standing very still in the corner in 

the way of people for whom movement feels like a concession to 

the impossibility of the thing. 

The Duke was on the floor. One paramedic performed 

compressions with the measured rhythm of someone for whom time 

had been reduced to its smallest denominator. The other prepared 

a syringe. 

Simon crossed the room without a word and put his hand on 

Anton’s arm. 

Still no pulse. Administering epinephrine. 

Diana counted without deciding to count. Five seconds. Ten. 

Fifteen. The room held its breath in the way a room holds its 

breath when the next thing that happens will be either relief or 

the end of relief. 

The Duke gasped. 

The sound was small and involuntary and it undid something 

in Anton that the previous ten minutes of stillness had been 

holding in place. He sat down heavily in the nearest chair. 

“He needs hospital,” the lead paramedic said. “Now.” 

Rupert was at Arthur’s shoulder before the sentence was 

finished. “I saw Marco near the lunch tray ten minutes before 

service,” he said, barely above a murmur. “He was the only person 

in that corridor who had no reason to be there.” 

“Are you certain?” 
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“I’ve been watching everyone on that corridor for twenty 

hours. Marco is the only anomaly.” 

Arthur looked at him briefly. “Then we talk to him. Now.” 

They looked around the room. 

Marco was gone. 

Rupert found him in the wine cellar, moving toward the 

hidden door with the unhurried purpose of someone following a 

known route. He was not running. He did not reach for anything. 

He stopped when he heard Rupert’s voice and turned with the calm 

of a man who had rehearsed several versions of this moment. 

The conversation, as Rupert later summarized it in the three 

concise paragraphs he produced for Arthur’s benefit, rearranged 

what any of them thought they knew about the situation. 

Marco was SID: Italian military intelligence, deep cover, 

embedded at the Imperial for two years because the hotel was a 

known operational node in a network the Russians were using to 

run destabilization operations against European monarchies. 

The ’Ndrangheta connection was a cover identity, maintained 

because it provided a plausible explanation for certain financial 

relationships. The criminal record was a construction. The 

photograph of Marco at Monaco, at Paris, at Zurich—surveillance, 

not participation. 

The food he had switched. The clean tray he had substituted 

for the poisoned one. The laboratory slip in his pocket: all of 

it designed to accomplish what Rupert had been attempting from a 

different angle with different tools, which was to stop someone 
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from killing the Duke of Ardenmark before the Duke of Ardenmark 

was dead. 

He had been, it turned out, slightly too late. The lunch 

tray—the one he had not been able to reach in time—had already 

been served. 

“Then who is actually administering the poison?” Arthur 

said, reading Rupert’s summary in Lockwood’s office with the rest 

of them assembled around him. 

“Someone in the kitchen,” Marco said. He laid three 

photographs on the desk. A French sous chef, forties, eight years 

at the hotel. A Russian pastry chef, thirties, arrived eighteen 

months ago. A British kitchen hand, fifties, employed for eleven 

years. “All three have access. Any could be the asset.” 

Lockwood looked at the photographs for a long time. “We set 

a trap,” he said. 

Everyone looked at him. It was, in that room at that moment, 

the right idea, and Lockwood had had it, which surprised everyone 

including Lockwood. 

The Duke was transported to hospital quietly, by a route 

that bypassed the press entirely. What the press were told, by 

Evelyn, in the calm precise tones she used for anything requiring 

the appearance of calm precision, was that His Highness had 

experienced a minor cardiac episode and would be recovering at 

the hotel under private medical care. The lie was clean and 

delivered without inflection, and the press accepted it. 

The fake suite was on the third floor. Chef Antoine prepared 

an elaborate dinner in full ignorance of its purpose, with the 
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exacting perfectionism he brought to everything requested of him, 

and Rupert collected the tray and tested it in the suite with a 

field kit while the command post watched the kitchen film in 

playback. 

Peter. Kitchen hand, British, fifty-one, eleven years at the 

Imperial. He had taken the afternoon deliveries to the walk-in 

cooler. He had been alone in the cooler for three minutes—long 

enough, as Marco confirmed, to introduce a contaminating agent 

without leaving visible evidence. The test strip turned purple. 

Rupert found the vial behind the meat: small, glass, labeled in 

Cyrillic. 

The flat in Brixton was on the eighth floor of a council 

estate that had been built in the 1960s and never quite recovered 

from it. Rupert and Marco arrived to find the door unlocked. 

Peter was in the bedroom, still warm, and whoever had 

arranged it had done so with the competence of people for whom 

this was a familiar problem. The broken window. The marks on his 

wrists that the rope was meant to explain. A coded ledger, locked 

in a dispatch case. Expensive equipment throughout the flat—a hi-

fi, a camera, two pairs of handmade shoes—all requiring a salary 

considerably higher than a kitchen hand’s to account for. 

Someone had been cleaning up. 

Rupert called Arthur. 

Arthur was in Lockwood’s office when the hospital called. 

The Duke had died twenty minutes ago. The poison had been too 

deep in his system for too long. The cardiac intervention had 

bought hours, not days, and the damage had been done—had been 
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done, the doctor said, for weeks before any of them had known to 

look for it. 

He sat with this briefly. He had, in his professional life, 

received a great deal of bad news, and had developed a facility 

for absorbing it quickly and moving to the next thing. This did 

not move in that direction. This stayed. 

He called Rupert. “It’s over,” Rupert said, when Arthur told 

him. Not a question. “We failed.” 

“Yes,” Arthur said. 

When Anton came to Lockwood’s office, everyone stood—not 

from protocol, but from the reflex of people who have something 

to answer for and are not sure yet what the answer is. He was 

sixty seconds inside the door before he found his voice. When he 

found it, it was very quiet. 

“Your hotel killed my nephew.” 

“Your Highness, I—” 

“Save it.” The voice had no anger in it. Anger would have 

been easier. It had the quality of a thing that had been burned 

down to its foundations and was still sitting in its own heat. “I 

want every record. Every file. Every piece of evidence you have. 

And then I want you to help me destroy whoever did this.” 

“We will,” Arthur said. “You have my word.” 

“Your word means nothing. Eduard is dead.” 

He left. Simon followed, one hand briefly and uselessly 

against Anton’s back. 

Diana waited until the door was closed. Then she said, 

quietly, to her father: “What have we gotten into?” 
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Arthur looked at Lockwood. At Rupert. At Marco, who stood in 

the corner with the stillness of someone who had been in rooms 

like this before and knew that the question could not be answered 

in the room where it was asked. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “But we’re going to find out.” 

It was the honest answer. It was also the first time in his 

professional life that he had given an answer like that and not 

immediately begun calculating how to make it less true. 

 

 

Chapter Four 

 

By the time Arthur reached the mezzanine the following 

morning, the street outside had been transformed. Newspaper vans 

and television crews lined the block three deep. A police cordon 

held back a crowd that was about half press and half the kind of 

spontaneous civilian gathering that forms when something has 

happened and people want to be near it. Diplomatic vehicles—

German, Austrian, two from the Ardenmark consulate—occupied the 

space that had previously been reserved for guest arrivals, and 

their presence had the effect of making the hotel look, from the 

outside, like a crime scene, which it was. 

It was also, still, operating. This was Evelyn’s doing. At 

seven forty-five she had appeared as she always did, reviewed the 

incident log, and by eight o’clock had assembled the staff with 

the calm authority of someone who had decided, unilaterally, that 

the hotel would function. Breakfast was served. Rooms were 
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cleaned. The reception desk handled cancellations with the grace 

of people delivering bad news to people who were already having a 

bad day. 

Diana joined him at the railing with a bundle of wire-

service copy. The headlines had the breathless register of 

newspapers encountering something they had not entirely prepared 

for. 

GRAND DUKE MURDERED IN LONDON HOTEL. 

DIPLOMATIC CRISIS AS ROYAL DIES. 

WHO KILLED THE DUKE? 

“We’re on every front page,” she said. “Reuters, the BBC, 

Agence France-Presse, TASS. Every outlet.” 

“Wonderful. Nothing like becoming famous for hosting an 

assassination.” 

“Soviet radio is claiming German intelligence did it. To 

prevent the marriage and absorb Ardenmark.” 

“That’s insane.” 

“That’s the point. Chaos is useful. The more instability in 

Europe, the weaker the EU’s internal coherence becomes.” She 

looked up. “Whoever killed the Duke has, in addition to 

committing a murder, just handed Russia a propaganda gift that 

will run for months.” 

Lockwood arrived from the lobby at the slightly elevated 

pace that, for Lockwood, constituted urgency. “Prince Anton is 

holding a press conference. In our ballroom. In twenty minutes. 

He did not ask.” 
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Arthur looked down at the lobby. “No,” he said. “I don’t 

suppose he would.” 

Anton stood at the hastily arranged podium with the 

composure of someone who had been trained since childhood to 

present a controlled face to cameras and who had discovered, 

overnight, that grief was a test his training had not adequately 

covered. He was composed. He was devastated. These two things 

occupied the same space without resolving each other. 

He said that his nephew had been murdered. He said it had 

been systematic and deliberate and had continued despite every 

precaution. He said it was state-sponsored, that certain parties 

had wanted the marriage prevented, that he would not speculate 

publicly about which parties, but that his nephew’s death would 

be answered. 

The room erupted. Arthur and Diana stood at the back. 

“He just accused a foreign government,” Diana said quietly, 

“without naming them.” 

“That’s either brave or extraordinarily stupid.” 

“Probably both.” She watched Anton field questions with the 

steady, contained fury of a man who has decided this is the last 

time in his life he will be composed in public about this 

particular thing. “And possibly what gets us all killed.” 

The whiteboard in Lockwood’s office had been transformed 

overnight into something that resembled the kind of exhibit 

introduced at a parliamentary inquiry. Photographs, timelines, 

connecting lines. Rupert had added three new elements to the 

network diagram, each connected to a central node labeled THE 
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BROTHERHOOD, and each connecting outward to something else, and 

then something else again. 

“Three attempts before the poisoning,” Rupert said. “Monaco. 

Paris. Zurich. Different methods. Different actors, probably. But 

coordinated toward a single goal.” 

“Who benefits?” Diana said. 

They listed them. Russia, seeking a weaker European bloc. 

Internal Ardenmark factions opposed to the marriage. Germany, 

potentially, if absorption was the actual objective. The bride’s 

family, if another candidate existed. 

“Too many suspects,” Diana said. “We need to work 

backwards.” She stood and went to the board. “Peter was the 

delivery mechanism. He’s dead, staged. Which means he had a 

handler—someone at this hotel coordinating his actions. And that 

someone knew he had been compromised, which is why he died when 

he did.” 

She wrote on the board: Handler—internal—access to kitchen 

protocols and Duke’s schedule. 

Then she turned and studied the photographs briefly. She 

picked up a marker and drew a circle around one face. 

Evelyn Sampson. 

The silence in the room had a texture. 

“Evelyn,” Arthur said. “No. Twenty-five years.” 

“Which makes her perfect. Deep cover requires patience.” 

“Evelyn is loyal.” Lockwood said it with the weight of a man 

deploying a statement that has functioned as a foundation for a 
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long time and is now being asked to do so again in conditions it 

was not built for. “I would stake my life on it.” 

“Maybe you already have,” Diana said. 

Rupert intervened before the silence could harden into 

something worse. “We can’t accuse without evidence. But 

surveillance is justified.” He looked at Arthur. “Everyone. 

Including Evelyn.” 

Arthur did not say yes immediately. He looked at Evelyn’s 

photograph on the board—the fierce intelligence behind the 

professional smile, the way she had watched a sheikh cross the 

lobby and calculated something, that first night—and felt the 

discomfort of a man who prides himself on reading people and has 

begun to wonder what he has missed. 

“Do it,” he said. 

Most of the hotel’s regular guests had decamped, and the 

Churchill Bar had acquired the atmosphere of a room designed for 

company that has mostly gone home. The bar staff moved with the 

careful attentiveness of people who have nothing else to do and 

know it. 

Simon was already there when Diana arrived. What she had not 

expected—and what required a rapid, private recalibration of her 

assessment of him—was the state he was in. 

He looked wrecked. 

She had seen several versions of Simon Davenant: the 

practiced charmer, the competent tactician, the man whose 

performance dropped suddenly in a park and revealed something 
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rawer underneath. She had not seen this version, which appeared 

to be what was left when all of the others were set down. 

“How’s Anton?” she said. 

“Lost his nephew, his best friend, possibly his country’s 

future. Not sleeping. Barely eating.” He turned his glass. “Just 

existing.” 

“And you?” 

“Angry. Whoever did this needs to pay.” 

“They will.” 

“Will they? Or does this become another unsolved political 

murder? Another file that gets buried?” 

“Not if I can help it.” She said it without thinking, then 

thought about it, and found she meant it. “This is the story of 

my career.” 

The expression that crossed his face was brief and honest: 

hurt, quickly managed. “Is that what this is to you? A story?” 

“That’s not fair.” 

“Nothing about this is fair.” The glass turned again. 

“Eduard was a good man. The best. He didn’t deserve to die the 

way he did.” He stopped. “I’m sorry. I’m not myself.” 

“You’re allowed not to be yourself. Someone you cared about 

died.” 

She reached across the table and took his hand. He didn’t 

pull away. The bar’s careful staff continued to move carefully 

around them. 

“Can I ask you something?” he said. 

“Anything.” 
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“Do you trust me?” 

The question sat between them with the weight of a question 

that matters what the answer is. 

“I want to,” she said. She meant it as carefully as she had 

ever meant anything. 

A sad smile. “That’s honest, at least.” He released her 

hand, unhurriedly. “I should go. Anton needs me.” He stood and 

looked down at her briefly. “For what it’s worth—I trust you. 

Completely.” 

He left. She sat with her glass and the question and the 

answer and what it meant that neither of them felt like enough. 

Arthur had been reviewing security film for three hours when 

he found it. He almost didn’t. He was thirty seconds from closing 

the window and accepting that the night had yielded nothing when 

the timestamp on the wine cellar camera caught his attention. 

Three weeks earlier. Eleven forty at night. 

Evelyn entering the wine cellar with the walk of someone who 

knew where the cameras were and had concluded that this 

particular angle was sufficient cover. Meeting a figure who had 

entered from the hidden door—the one Arthur and Lockwood had 

found in the tunnel. The figure’s face was turned away 

throughout. Either trained or careful or both. 

An envelope, passed from the figure to Evelyn. She took it 

and left quickly. 

Arthur froze the frame and studied it. The figure’s face was 

irrecoverable. But the hand that passed the envelope was visible. 

And on the hand, just above the knuckle of the right forefinger: 
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a ring. Dark metal, angular—the kind of thing that was either 

inherited or chosen to look inherited. 

He sat back. 

He had seen that ring. 

He sat forward again and studied the frame briefly, in the 

way that you look at something when you already know what you’re 

seeing and are deciding whether to accept it. Then he picked up 

the telephone and called Diana. 

Diana found the photograph in her own research archive 

within forty seconds of sitting down in Lockwood’s office. A 

charity gala in Vienna, fourteen months ago. Simon in a white 

dinner jacket, easy smile, glass raised. The ring—dark metal, 

angular, right forefinger—unmistakably the same. 

She sat with this briefly in the way that you sit with 

information you had hoped the evidence would not support. 

Then she said: “We need to bring him in.” 

They went to the Royal Suite with Rupert and Marco, which 

was the correct procedural decision and entirely the wrong way to 

feel about it. The German security detail at the door required 

Rupert’s credentials. Anton, inside, registered their arrival 

with irritation that shifted immediately into something more 

complex. 

Simon stood by the window. He looked at Diana when she 

entered. His face did not change. 

“This is official,” Rupert said. “We need to speak with Mr. 

Dimmock. About his involvement in the Duke’s murder.” 

The room went very still. 
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“That’s a serious accusation,” Simon said. His voice was 

calm in the way that very calm voices are calm when something is 

being held underneath. 

“We have evidence placing you at a clandestine meeting with 

one of our staff. Evelyn Sampson. The wine cellar. Three weeks 

ago.” Rupert nodded to Diana. 

She crossed the room and held up the photograph. The wine-

cellar image. The ring. 

Simon watched it without expression. Then he said: “Yes. 

That’s me.” 

“Simon —” Anton said. 

“You’re right not to trust me.” Simon said it to Diana. Not 

to the room. Specifically to her. “You shouldn’t trust anyone in 

this hotel.” 

She felt the anger of someone who has been right about the 

right things for the wrong reasons. “So you admit it.” 

“I admit I met with Evelyn.” He reached into his jacket 

slowly, with the deliberate care of someone who knows that rooms 

with guns in them require slow movements. He produced a small 

recording device. “But not for the reasons you think. Evelyn has 

been feeding me information. About the network using this hotel. 

About the Brotherhood. She reached out to me when I arrived.” A 

pause. “I’m Interpol. Deep cover. Three years.” 

The silence that followed had the quality of a room 

reconfiguring itself around a new fact. 

Anton sat down. 
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“Call Interpol HQ,” Simon said to Rupert. “Reference Agent 

847-Kilo. They’ll confirm.” 

Rupert made the call. Stepped aside. Returned. “He’s telling 

the truth.” 

“You’re Interpol,” Diana said. “And you didn’t tell us.” 

“My cover —” 

“And what about me?” The words came out more plainly than 

she intended. “Was I part of your cover?” 

“No.” He said it without hesitation or inflection, which she 

had learned was his register for sincerity. “You were real. 

That’s the problem.” 

She looked at him briefly. Then she looked away. There was 

nothing useful to do with this information right now except file 

it, which she did. 

“Where is Evelyn?” Arthur said. 

Simon’s expression shifted. “She didn’t show for work this 

morning. I went to her flat. Empty. She’s gone.” 

The flat was in Hackney, three floors up in a Victorian 

terrace that had survived two world wars and several rounds of 

gentrification without becoming either a memorial or a renovation 

project. It was the flat of a woman who had organized herself for 

functionality rather than comfort, who had kept things only as 

long as they were useful, and who had left in a hurry. 

Drawers open. Wardrobe half-emptied in a way that suggested 

decisions made quickly and not systematically. On the kitchen 

table: a half-drunk cup of tea, cold, a newspaper folded open to 

an interior page. 
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“Fleeing or taken?” Arthur said. 

“The tea suggests interrupted,” Rupert said. He was already 

moving with the efficiency of someone conducting a search rather 

than exploring a space. 

He found the notebook under a floorboard beneath the desk. 

Not particularly well-hidden—it was the second place you would 

look, if you were looking—which suggested it had been placed 

there quickly, in the last few minutes of something, as a 

precaution taken at speed rather than with care. 

It was a ledger. The kind of comprehensive, dated, cross-

referenced document that takes years to compile and exists 

because someone spent a very long time believing that eventually 

someone would want to know what they knew. 

Rupert read it. His expression did not change, which was 

itself informative. “Drug shipments. Arms deals. Human 

trafficking. All coordinated through the Imperial.” He passed it 

to Diana. 

She read for about thirty seconds. “These are sitting 

government officials. Serving politicians. I recognize these 

names from newspapers.” 

“This could bring down governments,” Arthur said. He said it 

as a statement of fact rather than a hyperbole, which was its own 

kind of moment. 

A sound below the window. 

Rupert moved to the glass. Two men, walking with the 

unhurried purpose of men who are not in a hurry because they have 

already assessed the variables and determined they have time. 
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Dark clothes. One kept his hand near his jacket in a way that 

explained the jacket. 

“Out the back,” Rupert said. “Now.” 

They ran. 

The car chase through south London lasted eleven minutes, 

which Arthur would later recall as about eleven minutes longer 

than he wished it had. Rupert drove with the calm efficiency of 

someone for whom this fell within a recognized professional 

category, which was reassuring in theory and terrifying in 

practice. A shot took out the rear window somewhere on the 

Embankment. Diana was already photographing the notebook’s pages 

by the time they reached the Blackfriars underpass, methodical 

and unhurried, which Arthur found either admirable or alarming 

depending on which second of the eleven minutes he was currently 

in. 

The pursuit ended in a narrow alley off Southwark Street 

where the dimensions did not accommodate a car traveling at the 

speed their pursuers had chosen. The sound of the crash carried 

and then did not. 

Rupert kept driving. 

“Is this what you do every day?” Arthur said. 

“Only Tuesdays,” Rupert said. 

The MI6 safe house was in Vauxhall, functional and 

unlabeled, staffed by people who introduced themselves only by 

first name. Director Margaret Hartwell introduced herself by 

surname. She was fifty-five, precise, with the evaluative quality 

of someone who has spent decades making decisions about what 
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information is useful and has become very efficient at the 

assessment. She examined Evelyn’s notebook with the absorbed 

attention of someone reading a document they have wanted for a 

long time and are deciding how to feel about finally having it. 

“Comprehensive,” she said. “If this verifies, it could 

dismantle a major international criminal operation.” 

“What do you need from us?” Arthur said. 

“Complete and ongoing access to the Imperial for our 

investigators.” She looked at him steadily. “And I need you to 

keep operating normally. Every guest, every booking, every event. 

Nothing changes.” 

“You want us to keep the hotel open,” Diana said. “With a 

criminal syndicate using it as their operational base.” 

“Exactly. If we shut the hotel down, they scatter. We arrest 

some, the network survives. If we keep it open, we have a 

controlled environment—we can observe, map the whole operation, 

and then take it apart all at once.” Hartwell paused. “This is 

not a small ask. I understand that.” 

Arthur looked at Diana. 

She had the expression she wore when she had already decided 

something and was waiting to confirm she was right. “It’s 

insane,” she said. “We should do it.” 

He turned back to Hartwell. “We’re in.” 

Hartwell nodded once, with the satisfaction of someone who 

had correctly predicted an outcome and found it professionally 

useful rather than personally gratifying. “Good. As of now, the 
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Imperial Mayfair is open for business. The Brotherhood doesn’t 

know we’re watching.” 

She looked at the notebook in her hands, then set it down on 

the table with the careful deliberateness of placing something 

valuable exactly where it needs to be. 

“Not yet,” she said. 

 

 

Chapter Five 

 

Seventy-two hours after MI6 moved into the hotel, the 

command post had ceased to resemble Lockwood’s office and begun 

to resemble the kind of room that appears in documentaries about 

intelligence operations: multiple monitors, annotated maps, a 

wall of photographs connected by lines that grew more elaborate 

by the hour. The Imperial’s general manager desk was now a 

surveillance console. The whiskey decanter had been moved to a 

shelf and had not been touched. 

Hartwell stood at the centre of it with the composure of 

someone for whom this was a familiar environment, which was 

itself informative. 

“The Brotherhood’s governing council,” she said, pulling up 

three photographs. “These three coordinate everything. Every arms 

deal, every contract, every operation the notebook documents 

traces back to one of them.” 

The men on the monitor were the kind of men who appeared in 

the financial press occasionally, described in neutral language 
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that contained large gaps. Yuri Kozlov, Russian, fifty-five, 

silver-haired, net worth calculated to the nearest ten million in 

publications that did not ask where the first fortune had come 

from. Heinrich Mueller, German, sixty-two, industrialist, 

director of seven companies whose boards were interlocked in ways 

that would have required days to map. Prince Hassan al-Rashid, 

forty-eight, Gulf royal, whose philanthropy was extensive and 

whose private activities were, apparently, a matter of 

considerable interest to three separate intelligence services. 

“Kozlov is checking in tomorrow,” Hartwell said. “Private 

suite, two weeks.” 

“Why here? Why now?” Rupert said. 

“Unknown. But it’s an opportunity. We will have eyes and 

ears on him at all times.” 

“What about Evelyn?” Diana said. 

Hartwell’s expression settled into something that was not 

grief but was adjacent to it. “Still no word. We have to assume 

she’s either dead or captured.” 

The room absorbed this in the way that rooms absorb things 

that cannot be answered. 

Lockwood looked at Evelyn’s chair, which was empty. He 

looked at it briefly and then looked away. 

Simon came to Diana’s room that morning without waiting to 

be invited, which she noted and chose not to address. 

She had not slept. The files were spread across every 

surface. Three coffee cups held down the corners of printed 

documents like paperweights. 
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“Ever heard of knocking?” she said, not looking up. 

“I did knock. You didn’t answer.” 

“Maybe I didn’t want company.” 

“We need to talk.” He closed the door and sat across from 

her with the patient stillness of someone who has prepared for a 

difficult conversation and is willing to let it take as long as 

it needs to. 

“About how you lied to me? About your entire identity being 

a performance?” 

“My identity isn’t a performance. I’m exactly who I said I 

am—with additional complications that I couldn’t disclose.” 

She looked at him. “Interpol is not a complication. It’s a 

fundamental deception.” 

“I know. And I’m not going to defend it. I couldn’t tell 

you. That’s the nature of deep cover, and the nature of deep 

cover doesn’t change because I wanted to be honest with a 

specific person.” He paused. “Everything between us was real. The 

drinks, the conversations. My feelings were real.” 

“Were,” she said. “Past tense.” 

“Are. Present tense. Very present.” 

The attraction was still there. She had known it would be, 

which was part of what made the anger difficult to sustain at 

full intensity. 

“This is a spectacular mess,” she said. 

“Yes. But we could perhaps work with it. Professional 

partnership, for now. With an option to renegotiate when this is 

over.” 
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“I’ll consider it.” She turned the folder around. “You need 

everything I have on Kozlov. Net worth eighty million, made in 

oil, aluminum, and allegedly international crime. Connected to 

three coups, twelve assassinations, and the largest arms 

smuggling operation in Eastern Europe.” 

He looked at the monitor briefly. “You compiled all this 

since last night?” 

“I don’t sleep much.” 

“Neither do I.” He stood. “Thank you. For the second 

chance.” 

She watched him leave and sat for a while with the question 

of whether a second chance was what had actually been offered, 

and whether she had meant to offer it. 

The motorcade arrived at four in the afternoon: three black 

limousines with diplomatic plates that did not quite correspond 

to any active diplomatic mission, which was itself a kind of 

statement. Kozlov emerged from the middle vehicle with the ease 

of a man who has not opened his own door in twenty years and 

cannot remember what it felt like to do so. 

He was silver-haired and expensively suited and had the kind 

of face that had been good-looking once and had since been 

replaced by something more useful: the face of a man who had 

decided a long time ago that what other people thought of him was 

less important than what they feared from him. He scanned the 

lobby as he entered—one slow arc, systematic, cataloguing exits 

and threats and positions—and his security team moved around him 
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in the practiced configuration of people who have been doing this 

for a long time. 

Arthur stepped forward. “Mr. Kozlov. Welcome to the 

Imperial. I’m Arthur Hargreaves, the owner.” 

Kozlov looked at him without extending his hand. “American. 

How enterprising. You bought this hotel recently?” 

“Four weeks ago.” 

“Be careful, Mr. Hargreaves.” A cold smile, deployed with 

the precision of a man who uses smiles the way other men use 

tools. “Hotels can be dangerous. Previous owners often meet 

unfortunate ends.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind. Your suite is ready.” 

“I will require absolute privacy. No housekeeping without my 

explicit permission. No interruptions.” He glanced at the 

ceiling. “And your cameras in my suite have been disabled. My 

people are thorough.” 

He moved toward the lift without waiting for a response. His 

chief of security—a man of about forty whose posture announced 

former military intelligence as clearly as a uniform would have—

paused beside Arthur. 

“Mr. Kozlov values his privacy,” he said, quietly. “I 

suggest you respect that. For your health.” 

He followed Kozlov. Arthur watched the lift doors close and 

stood briefly in the stillness of a man who has just been 

threatened in his own lobby and cannot do anything about it yet. 

In the command post, Hartwell watched the film with the 

satisfaction of someone for whom a guest’s arrival confirms a 
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hypothesis. “His security is former Russian military 

intelligence,” Rupert said. “They’ll find the visible listening 

devices.” 

“Not all of them,” Marco said. “I placed backups they won’t 

detect.” 

“Then we have audio.” Hartwell turned to Diana. “And we may 

have more. You mentioned an interview.” 

“I’m a journalist. It’s not suspicious for me to request 

access to a visiting oligarch. He either agrees—which gives us 

direct contact—or refuses, which tells us he’s running scared.” 

“You’ll be wired,” Hartwell said. “And armed.” 

“I don’t carry weapons.” 

“This man has ordered more deaths than you’ve had meals in 

this hotel. You do now.” 

Kozlov’s scrambled telephone call was intercepted by Marco’s 

listening post at nine forty-seven that evening and flagged for 

translation within minutes. The voice on the other end was 

distorted but the content was not: the notebook had been 

identified, its location narrowed, and the recovery team 

authorized. 

“Eliminate her,” Kozlov said. “And recover the notebook.” 

Rupert moved to find Diana. He was four minutes too late. 

She had been in the Churchill Bar, reviewing notes over a 

whiskey, when the man sat down near her. Mid-forties, 

nondescript, the kind of person who is designed to be forgotten. 

He leaned over and told her he had information about Evelyn 

Sampson. That Evelyn had asked him to make contact if something 
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happened to her. That they should speak privately, in the wine 

cellar, in ten minutes. 

Diana had looked at the man briefly with the professional 

attention she brought to people who might be lying. Then she had 

texted Simon: Something’s up. His response—Don’t move. Coming 

now—arrived as she was already walking toward the stairs. 

The wine cellar was poorly lit and she was alone for about 

ninety seconds before she was not. 

Three men. The man from the bar no longer bothering with the 

pretense of friendliness, and two others emerging from the 

shadows with the practiced ease of people accustomed to this kind 

of room and this kind of situation. 

“The notebook,” the man said. “Mr. Kozlov wants it. Give it 

to us and you walk away. Refuse, and you don’t walk at all.” 

Diana noted, with the part of her mind that continued to 

function analytically even when the rest of it was registering 

fear, that the exit was behind all three of them and that the 

wine racks were to her left and the passage to the hidden door 

was about twelve feet behind her right shoulder. 

“Even if I had it,” she said, “you think I’d carry it 

around?” 

“We think you’re smart enough to have backups. And we think 

you’ll tell us where they are.” 

The gun appeared with the casualness of long practice. 

A crash. One of the men dropped. Simon stood behind him 

holding a wine bottle by the neck like a man who has committed to 

a course of action and is prepared for its consequences. 
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“Diana. Down.” 

She dropped. The bottle left his hand. The gunman fired and 

missed. Simon hit him with something faster and more deliberate 

than anything she had expected from someone she had first 

encountered in a dinner jacket, and the fight that followed was 

brief and professional and entirely unlike what cinema had led 

her to expect from these situations. 

The third man grabbed her. She drove her knee upward, her 

elbow back, and when he released her she ran. Simon caught up in 

three strides, grabbed her hand, and they ran together through 

the cellar toward the hidden door in the wall. 

Behind them: gunshots. The sound in the confined stone space 

was physical. 

“In here,” Simon said, pushing the door. “Move.” 

The tunnels were darker than they had been when Arthur and 

Lockwood had explored them with a working torch and no one 

pursuing them. A pocket torch helped and was not sufficient. 

They ran until the sound of pursuit faded into the acoustic 

ambiguity of old brick corridors, then pressed against a wall in 

a side passage and did not speak. Voices echoed somewhere behind 

and to the left, near enough to be heard but not near enough to 

determine direction. 

“Do you know where we’re going?” Diana said, when the voices 

had passed. 

“Generally toward—away from the men with guns.” 

“That’s your plan.” 

“It’s working so far.” 
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They were very close in the dark. The fear and the 

adrenaline and the quality of a confined space had reduced the 

distance between them to something that required no commentary. 

“Thank you,” she said. “For the wine cellar.” 

“Thank you for making me run through Victorian 

infrastructure. Very romantic.” 

She laughed despite everything, which was probably the 

point. 

They found the ladder after another ten minutes of 

navigation that Simon directed with more confidence than the 

situation warranted. It rose to street level through what had 

been a maintenance hatch. He went first, checked the opening, and 

pulled her up into a narrow alley two blocks from the hotel’s 

service entrance. 

The alley was dark and smelled of the city at night and she 

had about one second to orient herself before a figure dropped 

from above. 

Kozlov landed hard and recovered fast. He had taken the fire 

escape from his suite five stories up, which explained the slight 

awkwardness in his right knee and the absence of his security 

team. He was alone and armed and had reached into his jacket 

before he fully registered who was in front of him. 

“Run,” Simon said, stepping in front of her. 

“Diana!” Arthur, at the alley entrance. Lockwood, from the 

other end. 
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Kozlov turned, then turned back. The gun was raised but the 

geometry had changed: four people, two directions, sirens audible 

and closing from the north. 

He looked at Arthur like a man performing a final 

calculation. 

“You think you’ve won,” he said. “You’ve won nothing. The 

Brotherhood has existed for forty years. It will exist forty 

more. We are inevitable.” 

“Maybe,” Arthur said. His hands were up and his voice was 

steady in the way that his voice got steady when he had decided 

what was going to happen next. “But you’re arrested.” 

Hartwell arrived with the police thirty seconds later. The 

cuffs went on. Kozlov was led away still looking at Arthur with 

the patient, unimpressed expression of a man who has been 

inconvenienced before and expects to be again. 

Arthur pulled Diana into a hug that had no professionalism 

in it at all. 

“Don’t ever do that again,” he said. 

“Can’t promise that,” she said, into his shoulder. 

The debrief ran until nearly two in the morning. Kozlov’s 

coded ledgers would take weeks to break, but three Brotherhood 

members from Evelyn’s notebook had been identified for imminent 

arrest in separate jurisdictions. It was, Hartwell said, a 

significant victory. The Brotherhood’s primary operational hub 

had been disrupted. The network would attempt to regroup. 

“Which means we’re still a target,” Arthur said. 
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“Yes. But you have MI6, Interpol, and SID watching the 

building. That’s not a small thing.” 

“What about Evelyn?” Lockwood said. 

The pause was answer enough. “Still no word,” Hartwell said. 

“I’m sorry.” 

Lockwood looked at the empty chair again. “She sacrificed 

herself for this. We should remember that.” 

Nobody disagreed. The room held a silence that was not quite 

mourning and not quite relief. 

After the others had left, Diana and Simon stood in the 

corridor outside the command post with the awkwardness of two 

people who have run through underground tunnels together and are 

now expected to have a normal conversation. 

“Quite a night,” he said. 

“You saved my life. Again.” 

“I’m making a habit of it.” 

“So,” she said. “About that renegotiation.” 

“Yes?” 

“I think we can upgrade from professional partnership to 

complicated but worth it.” 

“That’s very specific.” 

“I’m a journalist. Precision matters.” 

He kissed her. She kissed him back. It was, given the 

context—the lies, the tunnels, the gun in the alley, the question 

of what exactly she trusted and how much—not a simple thing. But 

it was real, which she had decided was what mattered, and she had 
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made that decision before she was entirely certain it was the 

right one, which was perhaps also what mattered. 

When they broke apart he said: “This is a terrible idea.” 

“Probably.” 

“Worth it anyway?” 

“Definitely,” she said. 

The storage room on the hotel’s fourth floor had not been in 

regular use for several years. It held archive boxes, surplus 

linen, and two pieces of furniture that had been removed from a 

suite during the 1959 renovation and never quite found their way 

to disposal. It smelled of dust and old fabric and the specific 

airlessness of a room that has been sealed for a long time. 

Evelyn Sampson turned on a small lamp and sat on an archive 

box and opened a portable typewriter she had taken from an empty 

office on the floor below. Her face was bruised on the left side. 

She had not slept in about thirty-six hours. She moved with the 

careful economy of someone managing pain. 

She wrote a cable in cipher. The message was nine words: 

KOZLOV CAPTURED. PHASE ONE COMPLETE. INITIATE PHASE TWO. 

She looked briefly at a photograph tucked inside the 

typewriter case: a young woman in a graduation gown, squinting 

into autumn sunlight, holding a certificate she was clearly 

pleased about. Medical school, Edinburgh. The resemblance to 

Evelyn was unmistakable if you were looking for it, which most 

people, in Evelyn’s experience, were not. 

“Almost over, love,” she said. “Almost.” 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 63 

 

She closed the typewriter case. Turned off the lamp. Sat 

briefly in the dark with the sound of the hotel above her—the 

last guests settling, the night staff moving through their 

routines, the building holding its shape the way it always held 

its shape, patient and expensive and indifferent to what happened 

inside it. 

Then she stood, and opened the door, and disappeared back 

into the hotel. 

 

 

Chapter Six 

 

The interrogation room was on the third sub-level of the MI6 

facility in Vauxhall, which was designed for exactly this kind of 

conversation and had been used for it many times, and which 

Kozlov appeared to find entirely unimpressive. He sat handcuffed 

at the table like a man who has read the menu at a restaurant and 

found nothing to interest him. 

“Forty-seven counts,” Hartwell said. “Murder conspiracy, 

racketeering, money laundering, arms trafficking, and a dozen 

others I won’t enumerate because we have limited time and you 

have excellent lawyers and you already know what they are.” 

“Yes,” Kozlov said. “I do. Very excellent lawyers. I will be 

released in six months. Possibly five.” 

“We have Evelyn Sampson’s notebook. Forty years of 

Brotherhood operations, documented.” 
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A pause, brief enough to be interesting. Then a shrug. “A 

notebook proves nothing. Hearsay. No corroboration. Inadmissible 

in every jurisdiction you might consider bringing charges.” 

“What if Evelyn testifies in person?” 

The cold smile. “Then you would need to find her. Good luck 

with that.” 

Behind the one-way mirror, Diana pressed two fingers against 

the glass as though it were a surface she could push through. 

“He’s right,” she said. “Without Evelyn, the notebook is 

allegations on paper.” 

“Then we find her,” Arthur said. “She’s alive. We know 

that.” 

Rupert stood to one side like a man holding a question he 

has not yet decided to ask. “But whose side is she on? She’s been 

playing everyone.” 

On the other side of the glass, Kozlov examined his 

handcuffs with the mild interest of someone appraising jewelry 

that is not quite to their taste. 

The woman arrived at the hotel just before noon and told 

Margaret Ross that her name was Linda Keller and that if Mr. 

Hargreaves chose not to see her, she would go directly to the 

press with a story about Pittsburgh in 1932. 

Arthur received this message at his desk and sat with it 

briefly. Then he said, “Send her in.” 

Linda Keller was fifty-five, well-dressed in a way that had 

been calculated rather than arrived at, and she wore the 

particular smile of someone who has been waiting to have a 
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specific conversation for a long time and has thought through how 

it will go. She sat down without being invited. 

“Hello, Teddy. Been a while.” 

“Don’t call me that. What do you want?” 

“Money. Quite a lot of it. Paid quietly.” She opened a 

folder on his desk. Bank statements, letters, photographs, each 

document arranged with the care of a woman who had organized this 

presentation many times in her head. “Or I tell everyone about 

what happened in Pittsburgh.” 

“Nothing happened in Pittsburgh.” 

“Really.” The smile did not waver. “Because I have 

irrefutable proof that says otherwise. Pay me, and this stays 

between us. Don’t pay me, and every newspaper in America has the 

story within forty-eight hours.” 

Arthur looked at the documents on his desk. His face, which 

had maintained its professional composure through armed 

confrontations, a dead Grand Duke, and a criminal syndicate 

operating out of his basement, did something involuntary. 

“Five hundred thousand dollars,” she said. “Transferred to 

this account.” She slid a piece of paper across the desk. “You 

have forty-eight hours.” 

She left. Arthur sat alone in his office with the documents 

and the quality of silence that follows a conversation you have 

been expecting for thirty years. 

Diana had not meant to talk about her mother. She had, in 

fact, organized her interior life around not talking about her 

mother in any context where the conversation might go somewhere 
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she could not control it. She had been doing this successfully 

for about twenty years. 

Green Park in the early afternoon had the quality of a place 

going about its ordinary business at a careful distance from 

everything happening four hundred meters away. Simon had come to 

her room with coffee and the suggestion of twenty minutes’ 

walking, and she had agreed on the grounds that she was beginning 

to confuse exhaustion with function. 

“Tell me what’s really bothering you,” he said, when they 

had walked in comfortable silence long enough for the question to 

be genuine rather than conversational. 

“Besides the international criminal organization operating 

out of my father’s hotel?” 

“Yes. Besides that.” 

She walked for another thirty seconds. “My mother died when 

I was ten. A car accident, officially. She was a journalist—

financial investigative work. She was working on a story about 

corporate fraud connected to one of my father’s companies. She 

died two days before it was due to publish.” 

“And you’ve always wondered.” 

“I’ve always known. The way you know something before you 

have the evidence for it. My father says it was too painful to 

discuss. Which could be true. Or it could be something else.” 

“Have you asked him directly?” 

“Once. He left the room.” She looked at the trees. “He’s 

very good at leaving rooms when conversations go somewhere he 

doesn’t want to follow.” 
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Simon took her hand, which she noted and did not object to. 

“For what it’s worth,” he said, “I won’t leave or betray you. I 

know that’s easy to say. I also mean it.” 

“How can you be certain?” 

“Because I’ve spent three years lying to everyone about 

everything, and I’m tired of it. With you, I don’t want to.” 

She looked at him briefly. Then the hotel telephone rang. 

The message came through a coded contact channel she 

recognized as the one Evelyn had used to contact Simon before she 

disappeared. It contained an address on the docks and a time. 

Nothing else. 

The warehouse was on the Thames south bank, the kind of 

building that had been used for various purposes across its 

century of existence and was currently being used for none of 

them. Concrete pillars, high empty space, the smell of river 

water and old industrial process. Diana had been in worse 

locations for worse reasons and was aware that this was not a 

reassuring thought. 

“This could be a trap,” she said. 

“It could,” Simon said. His hand was near but not on the gun 

at his side. “Stay close.” 

Evelyn stepped out of the shadows between two pillars. 

She looked terrible. The bruising on her face had moved from 

fresh to yellowing. She was armed, which she had not been the 

last time Diana had seen her in a professional context, and she 

moved with the careful economy of someone managing several kinds 
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of pain simultaneously. She checked the space around them twice 

before she spoke. 

“You came alone?” 

“Just us, as you asked.” Diana watched her. “Why did you 

disappear, Evelyn?” 

“Because I’m dead if I don’t. The Brotherhood knows I 

talked. MI6 knows I’ve been on both sides. I’m a liability to 

everyone, which means everyone has a reason to clean me up.” 

“Then why reach out to us?” 

“Because you deserve the truth. And because I need your help 

to finish it.” Evelyn looked at Diana directly for the first 

time. “There’s something I need to tell you. About your mother.” 

The quality of the silence in the warehouse changed. 

“Your mother—Emily Hargreaves—was investigating the 

Brotherhood twenty-eight years ago. She’d traced financial 

connections between the organization and a series of electronics 

companies, one of which had dealings with your father’s early 

business interests. She was close to publishing. Very close.” 

Diana had known. She had known for twenty years in the way 

that you know things before you can prove them. Hearing it said 

in plain language by someone who had documents was a different 

experience than knowing it. 

“The accident,” she said. 

“Was not an accident. The Brotherhood ran the operation. 

They had her car interfered with on a road in Connecticut that 

she drove every day. They had two days’ advance notice of when 

the story would publish.” Evelyn paused. “Your father did not 
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know beforehand. I want to be clear about that. He had no 

knowledge of what was planned.” 

“But afterwards.” 

“Afterwards he was warned. Directly. Stop investigating, 

stop asking questions, and his daughter would be safe. He 

stopped. He buried everything and told you it was an accident and 

has been telling you that ever since.” 

Diana stood in the warehouse with this information and felt 

it rearrange things that had been in roughly the same position 

for most of her life. 

“The woman who came to see him today,” Evelyn said. “Linda 

Keller. She’s Brotherhood. Whatever she has on your father is 

real, and she will use it unless you stop her. She’s not here for 

money. She’s here to remind him that they still own him.” 

Diana started to reach for the telephone. 

“Don’t,” Evelyn said. “If you call him they’ll trace the 

line and find me. I am only alive because they don’t know where I 

am.” She reached into her jacket and held out a packet of 

microfilm. “Everything is on this. Real evidence, not the 

notebook. Bank accounts, operational records, kill orders going 

back years.” 

“Why give it to us?” Simon said. 

“Because in three days the Brotherhood’s governing council 

meets in London. All of them. At the Imperial. They think the 

heat is off because of Kozlov’s arrest. They think they’re safe.” 

Her voice carried the particular flatness of someone who has been 

angry about something for a very long time and has stopped 
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needing to perform it. “Strike then, and you can end forty years 

in one night.” 

Diana took the packet. 

“Come with us,” she said. “MI6 can protect you.” 

A sad smile—the first expression in the conversation that 

did not appear to be load-bearing. “No one can protect me. But 

you can finish what I started. Do it for the Duke. For your 

mother. For everyone they’ve hurt.” 

She moved back toward the shadows between the pillars and 

was gone. 

Arthur told Lockwood about Pittsburgh the way he had always 

imagined telling someone about Pittsburgh, which was to say 

badly, with a bourbon in his hand and most of the details in the 

wrong order. Lockwood listened the way Lockwood listened to 

things: without interruption, without expression, waiting for the 

full picture before making any assessment of it. 

“1932. I needed capital. Linda was a private financier, 

well-connected, and she offered funding in exchange for 

information about a competitor’s design. Trade secrets that were 

not mine to share.” 

“Corporate espionage,” Lockwood said. 

“Yes. A company went bankrupt because of what I told her. 

Sixty-three people lost their jobs. I made my first million.” 

Arthur looked at his glass. “I had convinced myself it was 

standard practice. That everyone did it. That it was a matter of 

degree. I have had thirty years to understand that none of those 

things were true.” 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 71 

 

“And she has documentation.” 

“Every letter. Every transfer. Photographs of us meeting. If 

it comes out, I lose the company’s valuation, my reputation, and 

possibly my freedom. And Diana loses a father she thought she 

knew.” 

Lockwood poured more bourbon and said nothing, which was, 

Arthur had come to understand, his version of saying something 

important. 

The door opened. 

Diana had come directly from the car to his office without 

stopping, and the state she was in when she walked through the 

door was not quite grief and not quite fury but contained both of 

them at a temperature that made the air in the room change. 

“Is it true?” 

“Diana —” 

“Is it true? About my mother. About the Brotherhood. About 

what you knew.” 

Lockwood stood quietly and left the room. Arthur did not ask 

him to stay. 

The confirmation was in his face before he had said a word, 

and Diana had spent enough of her professional life watching 

faces to know what she was seeing. 

“You lied to me,” she said. Her voice was very steady in the 

way that voices get steady when the alternative is breaking. “For 

twenty-eight years. You looked me in the eye and told me it was 

an accident. Every year on her birthday. Every year on the 

anniversary. You looked at me and lied.” 
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“They threatened you,” he said. “Directly. If I kept asking 

questions, if I kept looking into what happened, you would be 

next. You were twelve years old. You were all I had left.” 

“By lying to me? By letting me spend twenty years wondering 

and not letting myself fully believe what I already knew?” 

“Yes. Because the truth would have gotten you killed.” 

“She died investigating something connected to your 

company.” The steadiness was harder now. “She was looking into 

you. Into something you were involved in.” 

“Into something I had done. Yes.” He said it without 

flinching. It was, in the circumstances, the least he could do. 

“I had done something I’m not proud of. Years before she started 

looking. I had buried it. She found it. And her investigation led 

her to something much larger than what I had done, and that much 

larger thing killed her.” 

“And you have lived with that.” 

“Every day. You think I don’t know what I cost her? What I 

cost you?” 

She stood in the middle of the room and looked at her 

father—at the face she had known her entire life, which was now 

also the face of someone who had been keeping a secret the size 

of her whole childhood—and felt the particular exhaustion of a 

woman who has been right about something terrible for a very long 

time and has now had it confirmed. 

“I can’t be here right now,” she said. 

She turned and left. She did not slam the door, which Arthur 

later thought was worse. 
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She was three-quarters packed when Simon appeared in the 

doorway of her room. He did not ask where she was going. He had 

presumably already calculated that. 

“Running doesn’t solve anything,” he said. 

“I’m not running. I’m leaving.” 

“From a building that currently holds the evidence needed to 

take down the organization that killed your mother.” 

She stopped packing. 

“I know,” she said. “I know that.” 

“Then stay. Not for your father. Not for the hotel. Not for 

MI6 or Hartwell or any of the rest of it.” He came into the room 

and sat on the edge of the desk with the unhurried patience she 

had first misread as practiced charm and now understood as 

something else. “For her. For your mother. Because leaving means 

they win, and I don’t think that’s something you’re capable of 

accepting.” 

She looked at the half-packed bag. At the microfilm packet 

on the desk beside him. At the window and the city beyond it and 

the quality of London at night, which has no opinion about 

anything and has been here longer than all of it. 

She sat down on the bed and began taking things out of the 

bag and putting them back. 

“I’m doing this for her,” she said. “Not for him.” 

“That’s fair.” 

“And when this is over, I don’t know if I can forgive him.” 

“Also fair.” 
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She looked at the microfilm packet briefly. Then she picked 

it up and put it in her jacket pocket. “How did everything get 

this complicated?” 

“We chose to fight powerful people,” Simon said. 

“Complications are occupational hazards.” 

The briefing that night was attended by everyone except 

Diana. Arthur noted her absence and said nothing about it, and 

nobody asked. 

“Three days,” Hartwell said. “The Brotherhood’s full 

governing council. Twelve confirmed attendees including Mueller 

and Hassan. The entire leadership, in one building, in one 

evening.” 

“Security?” Rupert said. 

“Heavy. We’ll be heavier. SAS on standby. We evacuate the 

relevant floors on a pretext—gas leak, structural inspection, 

something that doesn’t raise flags. Then we move at the signal.” 

“What about the other guests?” Lockwood said. “The hotel 

will not be empty.” 

“We manage the exposure. It’s a risk we have to accept.” 

Arthur looked at the photographs on the board. Mueller, 

sixty-two, German industrialist, director of seven companies that 

had all appeared in the margins of Evelyn’s notebook. Prince 

Hassan, forty-eight, who had attended seventeen events at the 

Imperial across the last fifteen years and had always been an 

impeccable guest. Twelve people who had been using this building 

as a cathedral for forty years and did not know they were about 

to be arrested in it. 
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“My role?” he said. 

“Business as usual. You’re the owner. You welcome guests. 

You don’t know anything is wrong.” 

“I’m very good at that,” Arthur said. He did not say it with 

any particular emphasis, but the room was quiet enough that it 

landed anyway. 

He found her on the roof at eleven, which was where Simon 

had said she might be and where she had in fact gone when the 

room became too small for what she was carrying. 

London from the Imperial’s roof had the quality that cities 

have from heights at night: the ordinary lives of millions of 

people reduced to light and movement, beautiful and indifferent, 

going about themselves with no awareness of any particular drama 

unfolding in any particular building. 

“I looked at the packet,” she said, when Simon came to stand 

beside her. “Evelyn wasn’t lying. There’s enough on it to put 

away hundreds of people. Including documentation about my mother. 

Kill orders. Operational reports. Proof that my father was warned 

and chose silence.” 

“So he was telling the truth about that part.” 

“About being threatened, yes. He was still lying about 

everything else.” 

“Out of love. To protect you.” 

“Does that make it okay?” 

“No,” he said. “But it makes it understandable. Which is 

different.” 
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She stood with this for a while. The city moved below them. 

A boat on the Thames, moving east, its running lights precise and 

unhurried. 

“Three days,” she said. 

“Three days,” he said. 

“And then we end it.” 

“Together.” 

She leaned against him and looked at the city and thought 

about her mother, who had been a journalist and had died for it, 

and about what it meant that she had ended up here—in the same 

building as the people responsible, three days before the 

accounting—and whether that was coincidence or something else, 

and decided it did not matter. What mattered was the microfilm 

packet in her jacket and the three days and what came after. 

Above them, the London sky did what London skies do at 

night: held its orange-grey light and gave nothing back. 

 

 

Chapter Seven 

 

The command post had been transformed overnight into 

something that would have been recognizable to anyone who had 

spent time in military planning environments: large-format maps 

covering surfaces that had previously held hotel records, 

multiple monitors showing the building’s floor plans and entry 

points, a whiteboard covered in handwriting that had been revised 

so many times the original text was visible through the 
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corrections like sediment. SAS Commander Wetherby stood to one 

side with the particular stillness of someone who has evaluated 

the situation, found it manageable, and is now waiting for 

everyone else to reach the same conclusion. 

“The Brotherhood council arrives tomorrow at six in the 

evening,” Hartwell said. “Twelve members. Twenty-four security 

personnel. All armed.” 

“Rules of engagement?” Wetherby said. 

“Capture if possible. Lethal force authorized if necessary. 

Priority is preventing any from leaving the building.” 

They went through the entry points. Main entrance, service 

entrance, the tunnels. Evacuation of regular guests at five-

thirty via staged fire drill. SAS teams in position before the 

council arrived and believing the hotel was empty except for 

staff. 

Marco raised the complication quietly, which was how he 

raised everything. A man named Karl Brenner, the Brotherhood’s 

head of security, had been present at an operation in Milan three 

years ago. They had not been on the same side. “If he sees me 

during the arrival, he’ll know something is wrong.” 

“Then you stay out of sight until the raid begins,” Hartwell 

said. “But we need you when it does. Your knowledge of their 

tactical responses is the best we have.” 

The hotel telephone rang. Arthur answered, listened, and 

said he needed to handle something. 

Diana followed him out. 
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In the corridor, he stopped and showed her the message. 

Linda Keller, giving him until midnight to confirm the transfer. 

The phrasing had the quality of language chosen by someone who 

has been rehearsing the correspondence. 

“Let her,” Diana said. 

He looked at her. “What?” 

“Let her go to the press. You made a mistake thirty years 

ago. You’ve spent the decades since building legitimate 

businesses and employing thousands of people. One mistake in 1932 

doesn’t erase any of that.” 

“It was corporate espionage. A company went bankrupt. Sixty-

three people lost their livelihoods.” 

“And you’ve carried that. Clearly.” She said it without 

softness, but without cruelty either. “You’re not the same person 

you were then. Which doesn’t excuse it, but it means that Linda 

Keller doesn’t own you.” 

He looked at her with the careful attention of a man 

receiving something he had not expected to receive. “You’re 

defending me.” 

“I’m still angry about my mother,” she said. “I’m going to 

be angry about my mother for a long time. But I understand why 

you did what you did afterward. Being threatened with losing the 

only child you had left—that’s not a choice most people make 

worse than you made it.” She said it the way she said things she 

had worked out carefully and had not yet decided whether to 

believe completely. “That doesn’t mean I forgive you yet. But I 

understand.” 
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He did not say anything briefly. “Thank you. That means more 

than I’ll be able to tell you properly.” 

“Don’t thank me. Stop letting people like Linda Keller use 

your past against you. Let me handle her.” 

“How?” 

“I’m a journalist,” she said. “Destroying people’s 

credibility is more or less what I went to school for.” 

Linda was staying at a hotel in Mayfair that was more 

expensive than the Imperial without being as good, which Diana 

noted as a kind of statement. She had opened the door expecting 

Arthur and found Diana instead, and spent about one second 

recalibrating before producing the practiced smile. 

“Miss Hargreaves. I was expecting your father.” 

“He’s busy. You’ll have to settle for me.” Diana came in 

without waiting to be invited and set her tape recorder on the 

desk with the red recording light visible, which was deliberate. 

“I’m here to offer you a choice.” 

“I already have a choice. Pay or publish.” 

“That’s one framing. Here’s another.” She opened the folder. 

Evelyn’s files, arranged to the relevant sections: twenty years 

of financial transactions between Linda and Brotherhood entities, 

referenced by account number, date, and purpose. Arms deals. 

Money laundering. Three entries labeled with the oblique notation 

the Brotherhood used for contract operations. “Walk away quietly, 

or I publish this.” 

The smile did not quite disappear, but it changed quality. 

“Those files are stolen. Inadmissible.” 
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“In court, yes. But I’m not a prosecutor. I’m a journalist 

with a byline at The Guardian and a story that writes itself.” 

She let that land. “Admissibility is a legal question. 

Publishability is an editorial one, and my editor is extremely 

interested.” 

“You’re bluffing.” 

“You’ve been doing this long enough to know I’m not.” Diana 

watched her with the professional patience of someone who has had 

this kind of conversation before and knows what the next thirty 

seconds look like. “Delete everything you have on my father. 

Leave London tonight. Never contact him again. And I sit on this 

story. For now.” 

“That’s not a great deal for me.” 

“It’s better than what MI6 does with these files, which is 

the other option.” 

Linda looked at the file briefly. Then she opened the lower 

drawer of her desk and began removing papers. Methodically, 

folder by folder, which told Diana something about her that she 

filed away. 

“There,” Linda said. “Happy?” 

“You have twelve hours to be on a plane,” Diana said. She 

picked up the folder. “I’ll be checking.” 

She left. In the lift she allowed herself one full breath of 

something that was not quite satisfaction but was close enough to 

be useful. 

Simon found Anton in the Churchill Bar in the early evening, 

which is where Anton had taken to spending the hours between 
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dinner and sleep since the Duke’s death, working through whiskey 

with the focused discipline of a man using it to think rather 

than to stop thinking. 

“Tomorrow,” Simon said, sitting across from him, “I need you 

somewhere safe.” 

“Absolutely not.” 

“Your Highness —” 

“Don’t.” Anton said it without looking up from his glass. 

“We’ve known each other long enough that I know exactly what that 

tone is, and you can save it. Eduard was family. I am not hiding 

while his killers are brought to justice in a building fifty 

meters away.” 

“If something happens to you, Ardenmark has no royal 

succession. The throne passes to a cousin who’s visited the 

country three times.” 

“Then I’ll be careful.” Anton looked up. His face had the 

quality it had had since the Duke died: composed on the surface, 

and underneath it something that had no interest in being 

composed. “But I’m staying. That’s final.” 

Simon looked at him briefly like a man recognizing an 

argument he has already lost. “The command post then. Not the 

action. The post.” 

“I’ll consider it,” Anton said, which they both understood 

to mean yes. 

Arthur found Lockwood in his office at nine, working through 

the hotel’s accounts with the careful attention of someone who 

does not entirely need to be doing this but has decided to do it 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 82 

 

anyway as a form of presence. The hotel was running. Tomorrow it 

would be a different kind of thing entirely. Tonight it was still 

a hotel, and Lockwood was still the person who understood it 

best, and that was not nothing. 

They talked for a while about the operation, about the 

evacuation logistics, about the handful of guests who had 

extended their stays and would need to be moved without 

understanding why. Then Arthur asked the question he had been 

carrying for several weeks. 

“Why did you really sell? Not the version you give people. 

The real one.” 

Lockwood set down his pen. He looked at the wall of 

photographs briefly—the one hundred and forty years of faces and 

occasions and ordinary days—before he looked at Arthur. 

“My father killed himself in this hotel,” he said. “Room 

217. December 1955. He had been running the Imperial for thirty 

years and he was, by any reasonable measure, a man who had given 

his life to it. And the Brotherhood had been using that life as 

cover for a decade.” 

Arthur said nothing. 

“They came to him in 1945. The arrangement was the same 

arrangement they have with every institution they use: look the 

other way, ask no questions, make the right rooms available at 

the right times. In exchange, complete discretion and 

considerable financial compensation. My father agreed because he 

was afraid, and because he thought it was a temporary 
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arrangement, and because he told himself he had no choice. He 

cooperated for ten years.” 

“And then he couldn’t live with it anymore,” Arthur said. 

“The official story was a heart attack. It was very 

convincing. The Brotherhood arranged it.” Lockwood picked up the 

pen again and set it down. “I found him. I was nineteen. I came 

to tell him something about university and I found him in room 

217 and I knew, immediately, what the truth was, even before I 

found the letter.” 

The room was very quiet. 

“So selling to me,” Arthur said. 

“Was my attempt to put it down. To stop carrying a building 

that had killed my father and that I had spent forty years 

running out of a combination of obligation and love and the 

inability to do anything else. I thought if I transferred it to 

someone new, the weight would transfer with it.” He looked at 

Arthur. “It didn’t work. You can’t inherit someone else’s guilt 

by buying their building.” 

“No,” Arthur said. “But maybe you can finish what they 

started. Your father cooperated for ten years and it destroyed 

him. You ran the hotel for forty. Tomorrow we use it to dismantle 

the organization that killed him.” 

Lockwood considered this. It was not quite comfort. But it 

was something that would do until comfort was available. 

“I hope you’re right,” he said. 

Marco’s call with his handler in Rome lasted twenty-two 

minutes and covered the operational particulars of the following 
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day with the brisk efficiency of people who have learned to use 

secure communications economically. At the end, his handler said: 

“After your cover is blown, you’ll need to extract immediately. 

New identity. New assignment. You understand the procedure.” 

“Yes,” Marco said. 

“You’ve been under for three years. It will be difficult to 

readjust.” 

“Everything about this life is difficult.” 

His handler paused. “Your mother died last year. Your 

sisters have not been in contact. When you go home, there will be 

very little of the life you left.” 

“Then I’ll be a stranger somewhere familiar,” Marco said. 

“Better than this.” 

He ended the call and sat in the silence of someone who has 

just been told something he already knew and has not yet decided 

what to do with knowing it out loud. 

The knock, when it came, was Rupert’s knock—precise, 

unhurried, twice. 

They sat across from each other in the small room and talked 

about tomorrow for a few minutes before Rupert said what he had 

actually come to say: “Watch yourself when it starts. The 

Brotherhood doesn’t take prisoners.” 

“Neither do I.” 

“That’s what concerns me.” Rupert looked at him with the 

particular directness of someone who has decided to say a 

difficult thing and is going to say it cleanly. “You’ve been 
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under for three years. That changes the way you think. I wonder 

sometimes if you remember which side you’re on.” 

“Are you questioning my loyalty?” 

“Your judgment. There’s a difference.” 

A silence that was not quite hostile. Then Marco said: 

“You’ve spent fifteen years pretending to be a waiter. Has that 

not changed you?” 

“Every day,” Rupert said. It was the most direct thing Diana 

had ever heard him say about himself, and Marco was not Diana, 

but she would hear about it later, and it would be the sentence 

she remembered. “Sometimes I catch myself thinking like him. 

Acting like him. The persona and the person have been in the same 

body for so long that the borders have moved.” 

“Then you understand. Tomorrow I’ll do my job. What I am 

after that—I don’t know yet.” 

“None of us do,” Rupert said. “We’re all playing roles that 

became real somewhere along the way. The question is which parts 

of the real ones we keep.” 

They sat with that for a while. Two men who had spent years 

being other people, thinking about who they were going to be when 

the other people were no longer needed. 

Diana had set up the dead-man arrangements by nine o’clock. 

Sealed packets with solicitors in Switzerland, Iceland, and 

Brazil. Four journalists she trusted with partial pieces of the 

evidence, none of whom had the complete picture, each of whom had 

instructions if she vanished. 
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“My mother used the same system,” she said, when Simon sat 

down beside her. “When she was investigating my father’s company. 

She had failsafes. I used to think it was paranoid.” 

“Do you think that’s why they killed her?” he said. “Because 

she had too many failsafes?” 

“Maybe. Or maybe they killed her because she was close to 

something and they didn’t care about the failsafes. Either way 

I’m not making the same mistake.” She closed the typewriter case. 

“If something happens tomorrow —” 

“Nothing will happen.” 

“If it does,” she said, the way she said things she had 

already thought through and was not going to be talked out of, 

“the evidence is out regardless. It publishes. That’s what 

matters. Not us. The evidence.” 

He looked at her briefly. “You learned that from her too.” 

“I learned everything from her. Including how to be afraid 

and do it anyway.” 

“I can’t promise nothing will happen,” he said. “But I can 

promise I will do everything possible to make sure it doesn’t.” 

She closed the distance between them and kissed him and when 

they broke apart she said: “Stay with me tonight. I don’t want to 

be alone.” 

“I’m not going anywhere,” he said. 

Outside the window, London went about its ordinary business, 

indifferent and enormous and entirely unaware of what was going 

to happen inside one of its buildings in eighteen hours. 
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Arthur was still in the command post at midnight, which was 

where Hartwell found him reviewing the operational timeline for 

what was probably the fourth time. 

“You should sleep,” she said. 

“Too much at stake.” 

She sat down across from him with the ease of someone who 

has learned to find chairs in rooms at midnight. “I’ve been 

running operations like this for twenty-five years. Every time I 

think: this is the one where everything goes wrong. And sometimes 

it does. But you can’t control everything. You plan, you prepare, 

and then you execute and manage what the situation gives you.” 

“My daughter will be in danger tomorrow.” 

“She insisted on being part of this operation. You can’t 

protect her from her own choices.” 

“I can try.” 

Hartwell looked at him with the evaluative regard of someone 

who has assessed a great many people under pressure and has 

arrived at a conclusion she is deciding whether to share. “Mr. 

Hargreaves. Four months ago you walked into this hotel and bought 

it because a waiter wouldn’t bring you a pie. Since then you’ve 

dealt with a dead Grand Duke, an international criminal 

syndicate, a missing informant, and your own daughter discovering 

that you’ve been lying to her for most of her life.” She stood. 

“Whatever happens tomorrow, remember that. The Imperial was a 

criminal hub. After tomorrow it’s where the Brotherhood got taken 

apart. That’s yours.” 
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She left. Arthur sat alone in the command post with the 

operational timeline and the building around him, which was quiet 

and expensive and patient in the way it had been patient for a 

hundred and forty years, holding its shape against whatever was 

inside it. 

In an undisclosed location that the intercepted call placed 

somewhere in central Europe, Heinrich Mueller and Prince Hassan 

held their preparatory call at half past midnight, London time. 

Mueller discussed the restructuring of the Russian operations in 

the tone of a man reviewing a budget shortfall. 

“The new owner is a naive American,” Hassan said. “He 

suspects nothing.” 

“And Evelyn Sampson?” Mueller said. 

“Dead. I’m certain of it.” 

Mueller said to verify before the meeting. Hassan said he 

would. They ended the call. 

In a storage room on the fourth floor of the Imperial 

Mayfair, Evelyn closed her stolen typewriter case on the 

transcript of this conversation and sat in the dark briefly. She 

had been in this room for four days. She had eaten tinned food 

and drunk water from the bathroom across the hall and slept in 

two-hour intervals and not, in any moment of that time, 

considered leaving. 

She opened the folder again and went through the papers one 

final time: the operational records, the kill orders, the 

financial threads, the names. Everything she had spent three 

years building toward. Everything the Duke had died adjacent to. 
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Everything her father—who had managed this hotel before her and 

had not survived the knowledge—had not been able to give anyone. 

She pulled out the gun and checked it with the practiced 

efficiency of someone for whom this had become a familiar gesture 

over the past four days. Loaded. Safety on. 

She put it in her jacket. 

“Tomorrow,” she said to the dark, to no one in particular, 

to the building around her that had been holding its shape for so 

long and had held so many things inside it. “Tomorrow it ends.” 

The hotel settled around her. Somewhere above, guests slept. 

Somewhere below, Arthur sat alone with his thoughts. Somewhere in 

a room on the third floor, Diana and Simon held each other 

against the weight of what was coming. 

The Imperial endured. One more night. 

 

 

Chapter Eight 

 

The final briefing convened at six in the morning in a room 

that had been transformed, across the previous months, from a 

hotel manager’s office into something that would have been 

recognizable to anyone who had spent time in military planning 

environments. The Brotherhood council would arrive at eighteen 

hundred hours. They had twelve hours to be ready, and the twelve 

hours had the quality of a day in which everything that happens 

is happening for the last time. 
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Arthur spent part of the morning in the lobby with Lockwood, 

watching the hotel operate as though nothing were different. Chef 

Antoine prepared lunch service in full ignorance of the evening’s 

intentions and was furious about the cancelled dinner 

reservations. Regular guests departed, inconvenienced, carrying 

their luggage past the people who were, at that moment, arranging 

weapons cases inside inspection equipment crates and mapping 

defensive positions through the service tunnels. 

“Feels like the calm before a storm,” Lockwood said. 

“Because it is.” 

“My father used to say we were doing the right thing. Even 

when he was cooperating with criminals to protect me.” 

“Do you think he was wrong?” 

Lockwood looked at the lobby—the marble floors, the flowers, 

the chandelier casting its practiced gold across people who had 

no idea—like a man arriving at an answer he has been working 

toward for forty years. “I think he was trapped. The Brotherhood 

doesn’t give you choices. They give you the illusion of them.” 

Arthur said nothing. A bellhop appeared at his elbow: 

gentlemen to see him, from the Building Safety Council. 

He went to welcome his SAS teams. 

The message from Evelyn arrived at two in the afternoon and 

changed the shape of the evening entirely. 

Diana and Simon were in her room, she checking recording 

equipment and he checking things she did not ask about, when a 

courier delivered a sealed envelope from a source she recognized. 

She opened it. Inside were photographs and a ninety-four-second 
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reel of film, apparently shot from a closed-circuit camera in a 

room she didn’t recognize. Heinrich Mueller and Prince Hassan, 

seated across a table, speaking in the unhurried tones of people 

who believe themselves to be unobserved. 

The audio was clear. Mueller discussing the Duke’s 

assassination with the tone of a man reviewing a budget line. 

Hassan confirming the arrangements. Mueller saying, toward the 

end: “And the insurance policy. It’s in position?” 

“Already in place,” Hassan said. “If we’re compromised, we 

destroy the evidence. And everyone in it.” 

“The explosive devices?” 

“Already in place.” 

Diana and Simon looked at each other. 

“They’re going to blow up the hotel,” she said. 

The emergency meeting assembled in ten minutes. Hartwell 

watched the film twice without expression, which was its own kind 

of expression. Wetherby confirmed his teams had not found any 

devices in the tunnel searches—because, Marco said immediately, 

they would be in the sections they had not yet swept. The blast 

expert reached by telephone put the potential yield at enough to 

collapse the building. 

“Cancel the operation,” Arthur said. “We evacuate.” 

“If we evacuate, the Brotherhood scatters. We lose them 

permanently.” 

“Better than losing lives.” 

Lockwood, who had been quiet at the edge of the room, said: 

“There’s another way.” 
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He described the hotel’s emergency lockdown system, which he 

had always known about and had never, in forty years of running 

the building, had occasion to use. All exits sealed. Power cut to 

lifts. Telephone exchange isolated throughout. Thirty seconds to 

initiate; hours to reverse. “If we trigger it after they’re 

inside, they can’t leave.” 

“With us inside as well,” Arthur said. 

“With everyone inside. Including the Brotherhood.” 

Diana said: “That’s insane.” 

“Yes,” Lockwood said. “Do it anyway.” 

Wetherby liked it. Hartwell decided. The bomb disposal team 

was called in immediately, and the evening’s timeline was 

compressed by fifty-five minutes. 

At five o’clock, the evacuation of the remaining guests 

proceeded under the cover of the gas leak story. Arthur watched 

from the mezzanine. A man argued with Margaret Ross about his 

dinner reservation. A family with two children waited patiently 

for a cab. A couple came down with matching luggage, bickering 

about something that had nothing to do with international 

criminal networks, which was in that moment the most ordinary and 

remarkable thing Arthur had seen in months. 

Diana joined him at the railing. 

“Strange,” she said. “They have no idea what’s about to 

happen here.” 

“Probably better that way.” 

They stood briefly, watching the lobby empty. Then Diana 

said: “I’ve been thinking about what you said. About the choice 
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you made. I would have done the same. If it had been you and I 

had been the one they threatened, I would have done exactly the 

same.” 

He looked at her. 

“I don’t forgive you yet,” she said. “I’m going to be honest 

about that. But I understand it. And that has to be enough for 

tonight.” 

“It’s more than enough,” he said. “Your mother would be so 

proud of you.” 

“She’d probably be furious I’m staying for this instead of 

evacuating.” 

“She’d understand. She was as stubborn as you are.” He said 

it with something that had warmth in it for the first time in 

what felt like weeks. “Which is the greatest compliment I can 

give anyone.” 

Below them, the last regular guests left through the 

revolving door. The hotel held its breath. 

At eighteen hundred hours exactly, the motorcade turned into 

the private street. 

Three vehicles. Diplomatic plates. Tinted windows. Security 

personnel swept the entrance before the principals emerged: 

Mueller first, sixty-two years of cold authority contained in a 

German wool suit, his eyes doing the same scan of the lobby that 

Kozlov’s had done weeks earlier—exits, threats, positions—with 

the practiced efficiency of a man who has been doing this for 

forty years in forty cities. Hassan behind him, relaxed as 

someone revisiting a familiar club. 
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Arthur met them in the lobby with the expression he had been 

preparing all day, which was the expression of a man who owns a 

hotel and is pleased to welcome guests to it and has no other 

concerns whatsoever. 

“Gentlemen. Welcome to the Imperial.” 

Mueller did not shake the offered hand. “We require absolute 

privacy.” 

“The entire top floor is yours. No other guests. Minimal 

staff.” 

Hassan looked around the lobby with the unhurried attention 

of a man taking an inventory. “The hotel seems quiet.” 

“Gas leak inspection forced early closure. Your 

accommodations are unaffected.” 

“How convenient,” Mueller said, with the flat inflection of 

a man noting a coincidence he does not quite believe. 

“I apologize for any inconvenience. If you’d prefer to 

reschedule —” 

“No,” Hassan said. “We proceed. Show us to the conference 

room.” 

Arthur led them to the lift. Twelve council members and 

twenty-four security personnel, filling the lobby and then the 

corridor and then, eventually, ascending. He stood at the lobby 

desk as the lift doors closed and did not move for about three 

seconds. Then Margaret Ross caught his eye from across the lobby 

and nodded once. 

He nodded back. 
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At eighteen fifteen, when the council had settled and Hassan 

was calling the meeting to order, Lockwood initiated the lockdown 

from the command post. 

The alarm was not loud. It did not need to be. The emergency 

lights shifting to red, the click of every exit sealing 

simultaneously, the sudden silence of the lifts—these were sounds 

that carried their own authority. On the top floor, the effect 

was immediate. Mueller’s security chief, Brenner, checked the 

house line and reported what the switchboard was telling him, 

which was that every exit in the building had been secured and 

that the telephone exchange had been isolated. 

“We’re trapped,” Mueller said. 

In the command post, Hartwell said: “Lockdown complete. 

They’re contained.” Then, into her radio: “All teams. Go.” 

What followed occupied a span of about eleven minutes that 

Arthur would afterward be unable to reconstruct in correct 

chronological order, which was the expected result of having 

spent them in a damaged command post watching multiple camera 

feeds simultaneously while the sounds coming through the walls 

ranged from indistinct to unmistakable. SAS teams breached from 

the stairwells. Brotherhood security set up in the corridor and 

opened fire. An SAS operator went down. Two of the Brotherhood’s 

security personnel went down. The fire spread to the fourth-floor 

corridor through a source that would take forensics two days to 

identify. Smoke entered the ventilation system. 

The bomb disposal team found seven devices in total. They 

disarmed four in time. 
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The conference room door blew inward at eighteen twenty-

three. SAS flooded through the smoke into a room where eleven of 

the twelve council members were on the floor and Mueller was 

standing. 

He was holding a dead man’s switch. 

“One more step,” he said, “and I release this. We all die.” 

Wetherby, leading the team, kept his weapon up. “There’s no 

escape. Surrender.” 

“You think I care about escape?” Mueller said. He said it 

with the calm of someone who has thought through this scenario 

many times and arrived at an answer he is prepared to live with, 

or not live with. “This was always the endgame.” 

A shot. 

Mueller jerked. Blood appeared on the left side of his chest 

with the sudden legibility of something that could not be undone. 

He stumbled. He did not fall. 

And his hand was still closed around the switch. 

Everyone in the room was watching his hand. 

Evelyn stepped out of the shadows at the room’s far corner. 

She was moving with the careful efficiency of someone managing a 

wound in her side that she had decided not to acknowledge. Her 

gun was raised. She had been in this building for four days and 

had positioned herself in this room at some point in the previous 

hour, which meant she had repositioned the explosive devices as 

well, because she had known where they all were, and she had 

moved them, and the blast that was now about four seconds away 

would be shaped by what she had done. 
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“For the Duke,” she said. “For everyone.” 

Mueller looked at her like a man encountering something that 

does not fit his model of what is possible. “You’re supposed to 

be dead.” 

“I’ve been dead before,” Evelyn said. “Didn’t take.” 

Mueller’s legs gave way. His hand spasmed. 

The switch released. 

White. Ringing. The specific quality of silence that is not 

silence but the absence of the ability to process sound. 

Diana was on the floor. She knew this before she knew 

anything else, in the same way that you know the ground when 

you’ve been knocked to it. Around her: smoke, sparks, the groan 

of structure having absorbed something it had not been built to 

absorb. Half the ceiling had come down. The walls had blown 

outward. Fire was starting in the debris pile to her left. 

“Dad?” Her voice came out hoarse and wrong. 

She crawled forward and found Simon three meters away, 

unconscious, bleeding from a cut across his forehead that was 

dramatic-looking and not, she assessed with hands that knew what 

to feel for, serious. 

She shook him. His eyes opened. 

“Explosion,” she said. “Can you move?” 

He tested his limbs and winced and sat up and they helped 

each other stand in the way that people who have been through 

something together help each other stand, which is different from 

how you help a stranger. 
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They found Wetherby pinned under a fallen beam and freed 

him. His legs were broken; he had no feeling in them, which was, 

Simon said with the authority of someone who had seen this 

before, a good sign. They found Rupert, helping a wounded SAS 

operator through smoke. They found Marco, blood streaming from a 

cut on his face, escorting three Brotherhood members with their 

hands up. They found Mueller’s body. 

They did not find Evelyn. 

“She got out before the blast,” Simon said. 

“Or she’s buried somewhere under this,” Diana said. 

They looked at each other and did not say what they were 

both thinking, because there was not yet enough information to 

say it cleanly and because the stairwells needed to be cleared 

and Wetherby needed to be carried and the fire was spreading and 

there would be time for the other thing later. 

In the command post, Arthur and Lockwood were alive, 

damaged, Lockwood bleeding from his arm and Arthur holding his 

ribs like a man who knows what cracked ribs feel like because he 

has had them before and can confirm that the sensation is 

familiar and unwelcome. Hartwell had rerouted communications 

through backup systems and reached the fire department. Arthur 

stood, with the aid of the wall, and said he needed to get to his 

daughter. 

“You can barely walk,” Lockwood said. 

“I’m going,” Arthur said. 

Outside, emergency services converged on the building from 

three directions. Press helicopters appeared above within 
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minutes—this was international news and was going to become more 

international within hours. Survivors emerged through the 

entrance: the wounded, the prisoners, the operational team in 

various states of damage. 

Arthur came out supporting Lockwood and looked immediately 

and found her immediately, which was the thing that mattered, and 

everything else was secondary to it. 

“Diana.” 

She turned and ran and when they collided it was with the 

force of two people who had believed, for some portion of the 

previous twenty minutes, that they might not get to do this. 

“Thank God,” he said, into her hair. “Thank God.” 

“I thought you were dead,” she said. “When it hit, I thought 

—” 

“I’m here. We’re here.” 

They held each other in the chaos outside the hotel they had 

between them, in four months, managed to buy, investigate, nearly 

lose, and fight for, while the press helicopters circled and the 

police cordons went up and London arranged itself around yet 

another extraordinary thing happening in an ordinary-looking 

building. 

Rupert found the blood trail at midnight, in the damaged 

conference room, when the MI6 forensics team was documenting the 

blast pattern and something in the pattern was wrong. 

“The explosion was shaped,” he said to Marco. “Directional. 

Away from the centre of the room.” 
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Marco looked at the blast marks on the walls and floor and 

understood immediately. “The devices were moved before 

detonation. Someone repositioned them.” 

“Someone who knew exactly where they all were,” Rupert said. 

“And who had access to the tunnels and the walls and the time to 

move them.” 

The blood trail began at the far corner of the room, where 

Evelyn had been standing, and led to the service corridor and the 

hidden door and the tunnels beyond, where it ended, because the 

tunnels led everywhere and nowhere and a person who knew them 

well enough could emerge from any of a dozen exits across a 

square mile of central London. 

Marco said: “She repositioned the bombs to minimize 

casualties and then she shot the man who had the detonator and 

then she disappeared. Why run? She’s a hero.” 

“Not if she’s prosecuted,” Rupert said. “She assassinated 

Mueller. Premeditated, on camera. Murder has consequences even 

when the victim is a war criminal.” 

He looked at the blood trail leading into the dark. 

“Good luck, Evelyn,” he said quietly. “You earned it.” 

Hartwell gave her press conference at half past ten, behind 

the line of tape that separated the hotel from the world outside. 

Three killed in the operation, five suspects dead, eight in 

custody, three at large. An explosion caused by suspects 

resisting arrest. All civilians safely evacuated prior to the 

operation. She took no questions and walked away. 
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Behind the press line, Diana had her notebook open and was 

already structuring the story in the way that she structured 

things: chronologically at first, to establish the facts, and 

then in the order that made meaning rather than time, which was 

the order that mattered. 

Simon came to stand beside her. He was still bleeding 

slightly from the cut on his forehead, which a paramedic had 

closed with three stitches forty minutes earlier and which he had 

stopped touching. 

“You’re going to write about this,” he said. 

“Of course.” 

“Be careful what you publish. Some of what happened tonight 

is classified. Three Brotherhood members escaped. They’ll be 

looking for reasons.” 

“I’ll tell the truth,” she said. “Carefully.” 

“That’s all I can ask.” He was quiet briefly, looking at the 

hotel—at the smoke still visible above the damaged upper floors, 

at the emergency lights still moving through the lobby, at the 

building that had been many things and was now also the place 

where they had nearly died and had not. “I love you,” he said. “I 

know the timing is catastrophic and everything between us is 

complicated and we’ve known each other three weeks and I have 

spent three years lying to everyone about everything and I am 

done lying. So there it is.” 

She looked at him. 

“I love you,” he said again, simply, without the surrounding 

architecture. 
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“We’ve known each other three weeks,” she said. 

“In which we ran through Victorian sewers and survived an 

explosion and I helped you take down an international criminal 

syndicate. Time moves differently in a crisis.” 

“That’s not how love works.” 

“How does it work?” 

She looked at him briefly, at the face she had been learning 

across three complicated weeks, at the person beneath the several 

performances she had seen dropped and resumed. Then she said: “I 

think I might love you too. Even though you’re a spy and a liar 

and consistently irritating.” 

“I’ll take it,” he said. 

They kissed, in the light from the press cameras and the 

emergency vehicles and the burning upper floors of the hotel, 

which was the worst possible romantic setting and was therefore, 

in some way that she could not quite articulate and did not try 

to, exactly right. 

Arthur stood in the lobby at dawn with the structural 

engineer’s report in his hand and Lockwood beside him, and they 

looked at the space that had, in the previous year, been the 

lobby of the most expensive and criminal-adjacent hotel in 

London, and was now a crime scene with yellow tape and evidence 

markers and a crack running along the north wall that would 

require immediate attention. 

“Cosmetic damage, mostly,” Lockwood said. “The building is 

structurally sound.” 

“Cosmetic,” Arthur said. “Right.” 
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They stood in silence briefly. A piece of ceiling plaster 

fell, somewhere in the east wing, and was audible through the 

debris. 

“Will you rebuild?” Lockwood said. 

“Part of me wants to sell the ruins,” Arthur said. “Walk 

away. Let it be someone else’s problem. I bought this place 

because a waiter wouldn’t bring me a pie. That’s not a good 

enough reason to stay.” 

“And the other part?” 

Arthur looked around the lobby. At the marble floors still 

visible under the debris. At the art deco fixtures, damaged but 

intact. At the crack in the north wall that would cost a great 

deal to repair and was worth repairing. “The other part knows 

what this place is now. It was a criminal hub for forty years. A 

place where dangerous people were comfortable and ordinary people 

were used. And now it’s the place where we ended that.” 

“So you’ll rebuild,” Lockwood said. 

“We’ll rebuild,” Arthur said. “If you’ll help me.” 

Lockwood extended his hand, which was bandaged from the arm 

wound and had a slight tremor in it that had not been there 

before last night, and Arthur shook it. 

Diana was three thousand words into the article and had 

blocked it twice, rebuilding from the structure each time, when 

the call came from an unknown number. 

“Don’t publish everything,” Evelyn said. 

The voice was filtered and faint and unmistakable. Diana sat 

up straight. “Evelyn. Where are you?” 
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“Somewhere safe. Listen. If you publish the full account, 

you expose ongoing intelligence operations. You get sources 

killed. You destroy years of work that’s not finished.” 

“People need to know the truth.” 

“They need to know a truth. Not the whole truth. There’s a 

difference. You’re a good journalist. Smart enough to know where 

the line is.” 

“My mother didn’t censor herself.” 

“Your mother was brilliant and she died for it. You’re 

allowed to be brilliant and alive.” A pause. “Are you okay? You 

were in the explosion.” 

“I’m okay. Are you?” 

“I’ll live. I always do.” Another pause, which had a quality 

that Diana recognized as the pause before someone says something 

they have decided to say and cannot take back. “Thank your father 

for me. He built something good here. Even if it came at a 

price.” 

The call ended. Diana sat with her article and looked at it 

for a long time. Then she began editing: carefully, precisely, 

keeping everything that was true and could be published, leaving 

out everything that was true and should not be, drawing the line 

in the place that her mother had not drawn it and that she was 

drawing now, for both of them. 

One month later, the hotel reopened. 

The lobby had been restored to something beyond its previous 

state—the crack repaired, the art deco fixtures cleaned and 

relit, the marble floors polished to an even higher 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 105 

 

implausibility than before. The flowers on the concierge desk 

were white, because white was what was always done. The 

chandelier cast its practiced gold across a crowd that included 

press, politicians, business leaders, and the people who had been 

there for the original chapter. 

Arthur spoke briefly. He said that when he bought the hotel 

he thought he was buying a business and had discovered he was 

buying a responsibility. He said the word family and meant it in 

the way that people mean words when they have recently come close 

to losing the people the words refer to. He said: the Imperial 

has a dark history. Now it represents something else. Justice. 

Courage. Transformation. 

He raised a glass. They raised their glasses. 

Around the room: Lockwood discussing the renovation plans 

for the east wing with an architect, both of them gesturing at 

walls. Diana and Simon at the edge of the dance floor, not quite 

dancing but moving in that direction. Rupert, introduced to 

several colleagues now as the person he actually was, accepting 

congratulations with the slightly displaced expression of someone 

whose professional mask has just been made optional and is not 

yet certain what to do with his face. Hartwell, satisfied and 

watchful, in a corner near the bar with a glass of something that 

she appeared not to be drinking. 

Margaret Ross, who had managed the hotel through the raid 

and the aftermath and the rebuilding, overseeing the evening with 

the competence of someone who has handled worse and found it 

instructive. 
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Somewhere in this city, Evelyn Sampson was alive and 

unfound. 

Three Brotherhood members were at large. 

The Imperial endured. 

In a room whose location would not be established for 

another two seasons, three people met. 

They sat around a table in darkness and spoke in the quiet 

of people who have learned that walls, in the right 

circumstances, listen. A Russian voice. A German voice. A third 

voice, British, refined, carrying in its vowels the particular 

confidence of someone who has been educated to believe the world 

is arranged for their benefit and has found, across a long life, 

that this belief is largely correct. 

“Mueller is dead,” the Russian said. “Hassan is captured. 

The council is destroyed.” 

“Then we rebuild,” the German said. “As we always have.” 

“No,” the British voice said. “We evolve. The old ways 

failed. We try something new.” 

A pause. “What do you suggest?” 

“The Imperial itself. Hargreaves thinks he’s won. Let him 

believe it. We’ll work through him instead of around him. The 

hotel is more useful to us as a legitimate institution than it 

ever was as a secret one.” 

“The Americans are unpredictable.” 

“All the more reason to control them.” The British voice had 

the quality of someone disposing of an objection they had already 

anticipated. “I’ll handle it personally.” 
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“And Evelyn Sampson?” 

A cold smile they could hear but not see. “Old debts,” the 

voice said. “Time to collect.” 

The meeting ended. The figures dispersed. 

The Brotherhood was not dead. 

It was adapting. 

After the party, Diana and Simon lay in the dark in a hotel 

room that was three floors below where the explosion had happened 

and was otherwise entirely intact, and talked in the way that 

people talk when they are tired and safe and the thing they have 

been moving toward for weeks has finally arrived. 

“Do you think it’s really over?” she said. 

“The raid? Yes. The Brotherhood? Not a chance.” 

“Three escaped.” 

“And someone told them to use the hotel from inside rather 

than around it. We have enemies we haven’t identified yet.” He 

turned to look at her. “Interpol has reassigned me to London. 

Monitoring. In case.” 

“How convenient,” she said. 

“I might have mentioned I had personal reasons to stay.” 

“No more lies?” 

“No more lies.” 

She settled against him and looked at the ceiling and 

thought about her mother and about the article that would run in 

three days and about the British voice in the room she hadn’t 

been in and the debt Evelyn was owed and the things that were not 

yet over. 
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Outside, London made its ordinary sounds. The hotel held its 

shape around them, patient and expensive and full of whatever was 

coming next. 

Some truths surface slowly. 

The Imperial endured. 

 

 

PART TWO: THE SIEGE 

Chapter Nine 

 s 

Six months is enough time for a building to forget what 

happened to it. The Imperial had been repaired, repainted, and 

reopened with a ceremony that the press covered warmly and that 

Arthur had stood through with the careful smile of someone 

performing normality for an audience he was not entirely sure was 

convinced. The crack in the north wall was gone. The blast marks 

on the top floor conference room were gone. The yellow police 

tape, the evidence markers, the scorched carpet in the corridor 

outside where Mueller had fallen: all gone. 

The hotel was, by every measurable indicator, thriving. 

Three months forward bookings at capacity. The Michelin rating 

restored. A queue of guests who had, in the way of certain kinds 

of people, decided that staying somewhere famous for recent 

danger was more interesting than staying somewhere merely 

expensive. Dark tourism, Diana called it, with the slightly 

resigned accuracy of someone naming a thing they have decided to 

work with rather than against. 
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Arthur had not forgotten. Arthur had aged, in the six months 

since the raid, in the way that certain kinds of worry ages a 

person: grayer around the temples, more economical with his 

expressions, with a new habit of scanning entrances when he stood 

near them that he had not had before. Margaret Ross, who had 

managed the hotel through the reconstruction with the unhurried 

competence of someone for whom crisis is simply another 

operational variable, had noticed it and had said nothing, 

because she was the kind of person who noticed things and said 

nothing until the moment when saying something was useful. 

He was reviewing spring bookings with her at the concierge 

desk when Diana appeared with her folder, sharper than she had 

been six months ago and more deliberate about it, as though she 

had decided during the reconstruction that the version of herself 

that came out the other side would be someone who did not wait 

for things to develop. 

“We have a problem,” she said. “TripAdvisor. Someone posted 

a review. The Imperial: Where Criminals Get Caught. It’s going 

viral.” 

He read it. Two stars. Armed men in hallways. Gunshots. 

Management locked us in our rooms. Very traumatic. “Is that a bad 

thing?” he said. 

“It’s complicated. Some people are booking specifically 

because of it. Others are canceling. It’s becoming our brand 

identity.” 

“What do you suggest?” 
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“Lean into it. Controlled narrative. I write a feature for 

The Times: The Imperial: Reborn from Darkness. We position 

ourselves as the hotel that fought evil and won.” 

“You think that works?” 

“Better than pretending it didn’t happen,” she said, which 

was exactly what his wife would have said, in exactly that tone, 

and which was therefore both the right answer and briefly painful 

to hear. 

He said yes. She walked away. Margaret watched him watch her 

go. 

“She’s grown up,” Margaret said. 

“Too fast,” he said. “She should be traveling. Living a 

normal life. Instead she’s—” 

“Helping you run a hotel that was a criminal headquarters 

six months ago. Yes. Very unfair to her.” 

“Your sarcasm is noted.” 

“She chose this,” Margaret said. “Let her.” 

Diana’s office was small and professional and covered in 

evidence that she was still, six months after the raid, not done. 

News clippings, Brotherhood organizational charts, photographs of 

known members, a wall-sized timeline that had been updated and 

revised so many times the original lines were visible through the 

corrections. It was the office of someone who had decided that 

finishing the story was the same thing as being safe, and who was 

aware this was not entirely rational, and who was doing it 

anyway. 
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Val Rousseau brought her coffee at eleven-fifteen with the 

ease of someone who knew exactly where she would be and had 

factored the coffee into his morning. He was twenty-seven, 

French-Canadian, broad-shouldered in the way of someone who had 

been physically capable for so long it had stopped being 

something he thought about, and he had been working the hotel’s 

security since before the raid. What had developed between them 

across the reconstruction had developed the way things develop 

between people who spend a great deal of time in close proximity 

during a shared emergency: slowly, then quickly, and with the 

uncomplicated quality of two people who have already seen each 

other afraid. 

“The article?” he said. 

“Slowly. I’m trying to make ’we caught a crime syndicate in 

our lobby’ sound appealing to tourists.” 

“Visit the Imperial: Where Justice Is Served Along with 

Afternoon Tea.” 

She laughed and kissed him and went back to her notes. 

The telephone rang at eleven twenty-three from an unknown 

number. She had been getting calls like this for a month and had 

been not telling Val about them with increasing difficulty, 

because Val was the kind of person who noticed when the quality 

of her silence changed. 

She put it on speaker. 

“Diana Hargreaves,” said the voice. Male. Distorted. With 

the specific flatness of a voice that has been processed to 

remove identifiable qualities but has not quite removed the 
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quality of being entirely serious. “The journalist who destroyed 

the Brotherhood.” 

“Who is this?” 

“Someone who remembers. What you did. What your father did. 

The raid. The arrests. The publicity.” A pause with the quality 

of a pause that has been placed deliberately. “The Brotherhood 

doesn’t forget. And we don’t forgive. Enjoy your success, Miss 

Hargreaves. While it lasts.” 

The line went dead. 

Val was already recording. He looked at her with the 

expression she had come to recognize as his version of concern, 

which was more controlled and therefore more alarming than most 

people’s versions. “That’s the fourth call this month,” he said. 

“Third.” 

“Fourth. There was one yesterday you didn’t tell me about.” 

She said nothing. 

“We need to call Hartwell. Your father. Someone.” 

“They don’t make specific threats. Just implications.” 

“Implications are threats.” 

“I’m not running scared,” she said. “That’s what they want.” 

She turned back to her notes. He watched her briefly with the 

look of someone who has decided that pressing the argument now 

will accomplish nothing and is filing it for later. She was aware 

he was doing this and was grateful for it and was also, 

underneath that, shaking slightly, which she did not show him. 

Rupert had been reviewing the tunnel access points with 

Lockwood for three weeks and had not, in that time, found a 
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satisfying answer to the question of what to do about them. 

Historical preservation laws prevented sealing the Victorian-era 

passages completely. The hotel’s character—its hidden doors, its 

servants’ corridors, its century and a half of architectural 

accretion—was inseparable from the access vulnerabilities. 

“Character won’t matter if someone uses those tunnels to 

plant a device,” Rupert said. 

“Is that a credible threat or MI6 paranoia?” Lockwood said. 

“After what happened here, everything is a credible threat.” 

Lockwood sighed with the resignation of someone who cannot 

argue with a true statement. “What do you suggest?” 

“Enhanced monitoring. Sensors throughout the tunnel network. 

Regular patrols.” Rupert paused. “And we need to find Evelyn 

Sampson.” 

Lockwood looked at him. “Evelyn saved our lives.” 

“Evelyn also spent decades embedded with the Brotherhood. 

MI6 doesn’t know whose side she was on at the end. Or which side 

she’s on now.” 

“She shot Mueller.” 

“And then disappeared. Which is what you do when you’ve done 

something you don’t want to answer questions about, or when 

you’re protecting an operation you’re not ready to disclose, or 

when you’re running from something.” Rupert looked at the tunnel 

schematic on the table between them. “She’s a question mark. And 

question marks make me nervous.” 
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Lockwood looked at the schematic too. “Find her carefully,” 

he said. “She saved our lives. Whatever the complications, that 

means something.” 

Prince Anton had aged since the Duke’s death in ways that 

had nothing to do with the passage of time and everything to do 

with what the time had contained. He was thirty-four, healthier 

than he had been in those November weeks, but with the permanent 

quality of someone who has sustained a loss that rearranges the 

furniture of everything else. He and Arthur had lunch in the 

Golden Room on a Tuesday in the third week of March, and Anton 

thanked him for the fourth time, and Arthur received the thanks 

for the fourth time with the same slightly uncomfortable grace, 

and then Anton said he was returning to Ardenmark permanently. 

“The family needs me. The country needs someone to hold 

things together.” 

“Of course. Will you come back?” 

“Perhaps.” He looked at the restaurant like someone putting 

a room behind them. “This city holds many painful memories.” 

They ate in silence briefly. Then Anton said: “Before I go—I 

wanted to warn you. I’ve been hearing things. In diplomatic 

channels. Whispers about the three who escaped. That revenge is 

being planned. That you and Diana are specifically named.” 

“We have security.” 

“These are resourceful people, Arthur. Patient people. They 

don’t rush.” Anton met his eyes across the white tablecloth. 

“Don’t become complacent. Please. I cannot lose anyone else I 

care about to these people.” 
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They shook hands at the entrance. Anton looked up at the 

building one final time—the pale Victorian stone, the flags, the 

IMPERIAL MAYFAIR carved above the door—and then got into his car 

and was driven away, and Arthur stood briefly in the entrance and 

watched him go and felt the particular weight of being warned by 

someone who has already paid the price for not being warned in 

time. 

She arrived at half past three in the afternoon with 

expensive luggage and an Eastern European accent and the manner 

of someone who has stayed in hotels exactly like this many times 

and has no particular feelings about it. She checked in as 

Katerina Volkov, requested a two-week extension on her junior 

suite, and answered the receptionist’s enquiry about the purpose 

of her visit with: “Business. And pleasure. I’ve heard so much 

about this hotel. Its history.” 

Arthur was across the lobby, speaking with a member of 

staff, and did not notice her. She noticed him. Her eyes moved 

across the lobby with the systematic efficiency of someone 

conducting an assessment, touching each point of interest and 

moving on, and rested briefly on Arthur’s face with the quality 

of attention that distinguishes recognition from curiosity. 

She took her key and went to her room. 

The journalist from The Guardian had the focused energy of 

someone who had been looking forward to this interview for 

several months and had prepared questions that were designed to 

move quickly from professional to personal, which Diana had 

anticipated and had decided to meet directly rather than deflect. 
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“What was going through your mind the night of the raid?” 

“Terror. That people would die. That the Brotherhood would 

escape again.” 

“But they didn’t escape.” 

“Most of them didn’t. Three did.” 

“The Trinity. The three Brotherhood members still at large. 

Does that frighten you?” 

“Every single day,” Diana said. It was the most honest thing 

she said in the interview and it sat in the room differently from 

the other things. 

“Yet you’re still here. Working from the hotel. Why not 

leave?” 

“Because running sends the wrong message. We beat them once. 

We can beat them again.” 

“You sound very confident.” 

“I’m a terrible liar,” Diana said. “I’m terrified. But I’m 

also stubborn.” 

The journalist wrote something and looked up. “One more 

question. Evelyn Sampson. Do you believe she’s still alive?” 

“I don’t know where Evelyn is. But I hope she’s safe. She 

saved our lives.” 

“Some people believe she was Brotherhood herself. A double 

agent.” 

“Some people,” Diana said, “are idiots.” 

The journalist raised an eyebrow and wrote that down too. 

They had drinks that evening at the bar—Arthur, Lockwood, 

Diana, Val—in the way they had been having drinks at the bar for 
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six months, which was to say with the warmth of people who have 

been through something together and the specific undertow of 

people who know the something is not entirely over. Lockwood 

raised a glass to six months of legitimate business. Diana raised 

a glass to boring normalcy. They drank. 

Arthur told them about Anton’s warning. 

Diana told them, like someone paying a debt she has been 

putting off, about the calls. 

Arthur set down his glass. “How long?” 

“A month. Maybe longer. Val knows.” 

“And you didn’t tell me.” 

“I didn’t want to worry you.” 

“I’m your father.” He said it at a volume that caused the 

nearest table to look over. He lowered his voice. “I can’t lose 

you. Not after everything. I won’t.” 

“You won’t,” she said. “But we are not living under armed 

escort in our own hotel.” 

Lockwood proposed enhanced security without house arrest, 

which was the compromise they arrived at, and Arthur agreed to 

speak to Rupert, and Diana agreed to stop deleting the 

threatening messages, and Val said nothing because the argument 

had arrived at the correct conclusion without his involvement and 

there was therefore nothing useful to add. 

“Don’t look now,” Val said, a few minutes later, “but 

there’s a woman at the bar who has been watching this table for 

ten minutes.” 
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Katerina was three tables away with a book she was not 

reading. When Arthur looked over, she did the thing that people 

do when they have been observed observing: she maintained her 

composure entirely, which was different from looking away and was 

more informative. 

“She probably recognizes us from the news coverage,” Diana 

said. 

“Or she’s a dark tourist,” Lockwood said. “They love this 

place now.” 

Katerina stood and walked directly to their table before 

anyone could reach a conclusion. She introduced herself 

pleasantly. She said that what Arthur had done, stopping those 

criminals, was very brave. She said that she recognized Diana 

from the journalism and found it impressive. She shook Arthur’s 

hand with the practiced warmth of someone who has performed 

warmth enough times to have made it functional. 

She walked away. They watched her go. 

“She already knew who we were,” Diana said. “She didn’t ask 

questions. Which means she researched us before she arrived.” 

Rupert materialized at the table’s edge with the noiseless 

efficiency that was either a professional habit or simply how he 

moved. “That woman. Katerina Volkov. I want to run her 

background.” 

“You heard all of that?” 

“I’m MI6. I hear everything in this hotel. Give me twelve 

hours.” 
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He left. Arthur watched Katerina cross the lobby toward the 

lifts and felt, without being able to account for it precisely, 

the quality of attention that distinguishes someone looking at 

you from someone who already knows everything about you and is 

deciding when to use it. 

Somewhere in the hotel that night—in a service corridor on 

the basement level, in the section of the building that guests 

did not see and that the last security sweep had cleared forty-

eight hours earlier—a door that had been sealed moved. 

A figure came through from the tunnels, dressed for not 

being seen, moving with the particular efficiency of someone who 

knows a building well enough to cross it in the dark. They placed 

something in the ventilation shaft: small, deliberately 

unremarkable, fitted with precision into a housing that had been 

measured in advance. A red light began blinking, slow and steady, 

in the dark of the sealed shaft. 

The figure moved back into the tunnels and was gone. 

Diana got the text at eleven-fifteen while Val was asleep. 

Unknown number. Twelve words: 72 hours. That’s all you have left. 

Enjoy them. She looked at it briefly, then deleted it, and went 

to the window and looked out at London and told herself she was 

not afraid, and her hands were shaking when she closed the 

curtains. 

Arthur found the envelope on his desk at half past eleven, 

when he had been certain he was the last person in the building 

still working and the desk had been clear when he sat down. The 
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envelope was white and had his name in handwriting he did not 

recognize. He opened it. 

Inside: a single card. Handwritten. Six sentences. 

You took everything from us. Now we take everything from 

you. Starting with what you love most. We are already here. We 

have always been here.—The Trinity. 

He sat with this briefly. Then he called Rupert. 

“They’re here,” he said, when Rupert answered. “They’re in 

the hotel. They’re already inside.” 

Outside the window, London moved through its ordinary night, 

indifferent and enormous. In the basement, in the dark of the 

ventilation shaft, the red light blinked. Steady. Patient. 

Counting down. 

 

 

Chapter Ten 

 

Rupert arrived inside two minutes, which was fast enough to 

suggest he had been nearby, which he probably had. He came in 

fully operational—no trace of the head waiter, no practiced 

invisibility, just a man in a dark jacket who moved with the 

particular efficiency of someone for whom emergencies are a 

professional category rather than an interruption. He bagged the 

card with gloves before he said anything, and then he said: “When 

did this appear?” 

“In the last hour. The desk was clear when I left for 

dinner.” 
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He sniffed the card through the evidence bag with the 

focused attention of someone for whom this was a meaningful 

gesture. “Fresh ink. Written within the last few hours. Whoever 

placed this was in the building tonight.” 

“They could still be here.” 

“They’re staying here, or working here, or both.” He put the 

bag away and made a call that took twelve seconds and dispatched 

three different things simultaneously: a full security sweep, a 

review of every camera in the hotel, and two MI6 agents outside 

Diana’s door. 

Then he looked at Arthur with the expression that preceded 

something Arthur was not going to like. “You’re going to your 

quarters. Under guard.” 

“I’m not hiding in my own hotel while—” 

“You’re the target. Act like it.” 

Arthur knew he was right. He went. He hated every step of 

it. 

Diana was pacing when the agents appeared at her door, which 

Val had opened before they knocked because Val had been listening 

to the corridor with the professional patience of someone who had 

spent the previous hour certain they would come. She was confined 

to the apartment and she felt it as a physical thing, the quality 

of a space that has been sufficient until the moment it became a 

boundary. 

“This is insane,” she said. “We’re prisoners.” 

“We’re protected,” Val said. “There’s a difference.” 
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Her telephone rang. The switchboard could not identify the 

caller. They both looked at it. 

“Don’t answer,” Val said. 

She answered. Of course she did. 

The voice was female, filtered, and familiar in the way that 

voices are familiar before you can name them—something in the 

cadence, something in the way it formed its words. “Diana. It’s 

been a long time.” 

“Evelyn.” Diana sat down. “Where are you? Are you safe?” 

“Safer than you. Listen carefully. One of the Trinity has 

been in the hotel for several days. Building relationships. 

Gathering intelligence. Female. Eastern European. Mid-forties.” 

“Katerina Volkov,” Diana said. 

“Is that what she’s calling herself.” A pause with the 

quality of someone deciding how much to say. “Then yes. She’s not 

working alone. Three of them. One inside, two outside. 

Coordinating. Their plan is maximum casualties. They want to 

destroy the hotel, destroy your father, and send a message that 

the Brotherhood can’t be defeated.” 

“When?” 

“Hours, maybe. I don’t have specifics. Just—be ready. And 

Diana?” A last pause. “Don’t trust anyone. Not even people you 

think you know.” 

The line died. Val was already calling Rupert. 

The security film gave them Katerina at 7:43 in the evening: 

exiting the lift on Arthur’s floor, walking past her own room, 

pausing at his office door—which had been left slightly ajar by 
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the cleaning staff—slipping something through the gap with the 

practiced ease of someone for whom this was not the first time, 

and walking back. Twelve seconds of total exposure, and she had 

been visible to exactly one camera for four of them. 

“She knew the camera positions,” Rupert said. 

“Of course she did,” Margaret said. She had the expression 

of someone recataloguing everything she had believed about the 

hotel’s security across the previous week. 

Rupert issued the arrest order and three agents went to room 

408 within four minutes of identifying the film. The door came 

off its hinges in the approved manner. The room was empty. The 

window was open. The fire escape ran down the west side of the 

building to an alley that had not been covered because it had 

been assessed as too narrow for a vehicle. 

It was not too narrow for the car that had been waiting in 

it. 

By the time Rupert reached the alley, the car was three 

blocks away and London had absorbed it. He stood in the alley 

briefly in the silence of someone who has been outmaneuvered and 

is deciding what to do with that information. Three of them. One 

had been inside. The other two had been waiting. 

He called in the vehicle description and went back inside. 

Lockwood found it at twenty past midnight, with the hotel 

engineer, in the ventilation shaft on the basement level where a 

service hatch had been opened from the tunnel side. The device 

was small and unremarkable, fitted into the shaft housing with 

the precision of something that had been measured and placed 
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rather than improvised, and it was counting down with the steady 

patience of a thing that has been built to wait. 

Six hours and forty-seven minutes. 

“Don’t touch it,” Rupert said, over the radio. “Evacuate the 

area. I’m calling bomb disposal.” 

Then, louder, into a different frequency: “Get everyone out. 

Guests, staff, everyone. Now.” 

The alarms started at twelve twenty-three. Two hundred 

people in a London hotel in the middle of the night do not 

evacuate with the calm of a rehearsed drill. They evacuate with 

the confusion of people who have been woken from sleep by noise 

and bright lights and are being told by staff members, who are 

themselves trying to seem calm, to please proceed to the exits, 

and the word calmly is used several times in quick succession by 

different members of staff in slightly different ways and has the 

opposite of its intended effect. 

Diana and Val came down with the agents on either side of 

them, moving through a corridor of people in robes and coats and 

one man in a full suit who had apparently not been to bed yet and 

was furious about the inconvenience. Children. Elderly couples. A 

family with a very small dog that should not have been in the 

hotel and was now being carried at pace through the lobby. Diana 

documented all of it, in the automatic way she documented things, 

because the journalist in her never entirely stopped, even at 

twelve-thirty in the morning during an evacuation. 

The street in front of the Imperial at half past midnight 

had the quality of a scene that has assembled itself faster than 
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any scene should. Police cordon. Fire trucks. Two ambulances. 

Press, who had been monitoring police frequencies or had sources 

in the emergency services or both. And two hundred guests wrapped 

in hotel blankets, standing in groups on the pavement, watching 

their temporary home from the outside. 

Arthur stood with Lockwood. The hotel was lit from within—

every light on, every floor visible, the bomb disposal team 

somewhere in the basement with the device and the countdown. 

“Six months,” Arthur said. “Six months of rebuilding. And 

now this.” 

“We’ll rebuild again,” Lockwood said. “If necessary.” 

“How many times can we come back before people stop trusting 

us?” 

Lockwood had no answer for that, which was answer enough. 

Arthur’s telephone rang. The switchboard could not identify 

the caller. He lifted the receiver before answering because 

Rupert was standing three feet away and had already indicated 

with his eyes that he wanted to hear whatever was coming. 

The voice was male, British, and carried in its vowels the 

confidence of someone who had been educated to believe the world 

was arranged for their benefit. Arthur had heard it before, in 

the recording from Diana’s hidden tape, in the mystery meeting at 

the end of everything. 

“Mr. Hargreaves. Enjoying the evacuation?” 

“Trinity,” Arthur said. 
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“Very good. You have a bomb in your hotel. Your people are 

trying to disarm it. But here’s the thing—that bomb is a message. 

A demonstration.” 

“Of what?” 

“Of vulnerability. You think you’re safe. Protected. The 

raid destroyed our organization. But we’re rebuilding. Stronger. 

Smarter. And we’re starting by destroying what you love.” 

“Why? The Brotherhood is finished. What’s the point of 

this?” 

“The point is justice. You humiliated us. Exposed us. 

Printed everything. We are returning the favor. This is just the 

beginning.” 

Diana took the receiver from Arthur’s hand. 

“You’re cowards,” she said. “Hiding behind bombs instead of 

facing us.” 

The voice laughed. It was a real laugh, which was somehow 

worse than a performance would have been. “The daughter. The 

journalist. Tell me, Diana—do you sleep well? Knowing three of us 

are still out there? Watching? Waiting?” 

“I sleep fine. Because eventually we’ll find you. And you’ll 

end up in prison like the others.” 

“Perhaps. Or perhaps you’ll end up like all the others who 

stood against us. There have been many. They’re not around to 

describe the experience.” 

Arthur took the receiver back. “What do you want?” 

The voice shifted register—from theatrical to precise, which 

was more frightening. “I want you to sell the hotel. Walk away. 
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Let it return to what it was: neutral ground. A place where 

necessary business happens without interference. Your crusade for 

justice is admirable but naive. We’re offering you a chance to 

walk away with your lives.” 

“So the Brotherhood can use it again.” 

“So the world can function. With proper shadows. Proper 

secrets. Your hotel belongs to history, Mr. Hargreaves. Not to 

you.” 

“And if we refuse?” 

The line clicked dead. They stood on the pavement with the 

silence where the answer had not been. 

“They’re serious,” Diana said. 

“Yes,” Rupert said. “We are at war. And they’re willing to 

die for it.” 

“Then so are we,” Arthur said. 

In the basement, the bomb disposal expert worked in the 

atmosphere of his profession, which was the atmosphere of someone 

who had decided that fear was a variable he could not afford to 

include in his calculations and had, over a career, mostly 

succeeded. His assistant held the light. The countdown read four 

hours and fifteen minutes. 

“C-4 core. Remote detonator. And—” He looked closer. “It’s 

rigged. Tamper protection. Wrong wire detonates immediately.” 

“Can you disarm it?” 

“Maybe. If I can identify the correct circuit.” He pulled 

out his tools. “Whoever built this knew what they were doing.” 

The countdown continued. 
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He worked in silence for several minutes, tracing wires with 

the systematic care of someone who has learned that impatience in 

this specific activity has an extremely poor return. Then: “Blue 

wire is the trigger. If I cut red first, then blue, it should 

disarm.” 

“Should?” 

“In this job, there’s no knowing. Only best guesses.” He 

positioned the cutters on the red wire. “If I’m wrong about 

this—” 

“Don’t think about it,” his assistant said. “Just cut.” 

He cut the red wire. Nothing. The countdown continued. 

He moved to the blue wire and positioned the cutters and 

looked at the device briefly in the way that you look at 

something when you have arrived at the last place where changing 

your mind is possible and are deciding whether you have reached 

the right conclusion. Then he cut. 

The device stopped beeping. 

The countdown froze at four hours, fourteen minutes, twenty-

three seconds. 

Neither of them moved. The silence had a quality that 

required several seconds to resolve into something identifiable 

as safe. Then the green light came on, and the assistant said 

bomb is disarmed into his radio, and the expert exhaled for what 

felt like the first time in twenty minutes. 

Outside, the crowd heard it and made the sound that crowds 

make when something terrible has not happened. 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 129 

 

The guests began returning at half past three. Some of them 

did. Others did not, collecting their luggage with the focused 

efficiency of people who have made a definitive assessment and 

are acting on it. By dawn, Margaret Ross had calculated forty 

immediate checkouts and another sixty demanding compensation, and 

had authorized full refunds for all of them without asking 

Arthur, who had told her money was secondary, which she had found 

simultaneously admirable and impractical. 

The discovery that changed the morning came at six. The bomb 

disposal team, conducting a secondary sweep, found a second 

device in another ventilation shaft that was not a bomb but a 

miniature camera and radio transmitter, battery-powered, with a 

spool of exposed film containing forty-seven photographs of the 

hotel’s emergency routes. 

“How long?” Arthur said. 

“Unknown. But the card is full. And it holds weeks of 

storage.” 

“They’ve been watching us,” Diana said. “This whole time. 

Even after the raid.” 

Rupert held the card like someone performing a rapid 

recalculation. “Which means they know our patterns, our security 

protocols, our weaknesses. Everything we put in place after the 

raid, they’ve been watching us build.” 

Arthur looked at the lobby—at the restored marble floors, 

the new camera system, the reinforced service doors, the metal 

detectors that guests complained about—and understood that all of 
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it had been observed, catalogued, and was now in the possession 

of three people whose identities they did not know. 

“We change everything,” he said. “New protocols. New 

systems. Everything unpredictable.” 

“It’s a start,” Rupert said. “But we need to go on offense. 

Find them before they find us again.” 

Val said, with the directness that Diana had come to 

recognize as his version of an idea he had already worked 

through: “Evelyn called you. Which means she has access to a 

telephone. And a position. Which means she can be found.” 

“I’m already tracing the call,” Rupert said. “She’s almost 

certainly using burners and changing locations. But she wants to 

protect you. Which means she’ll make contact again. And when she 

does, we’ll be ready.” 

The rooftop was three buildings east and four stories up, 

which gave a clean sight line to the Imperial’s entrance and 

enough shadow to be invisible from the street. Evelyn had been 

here for an hour, watching the guests return and the police 

cordon lift and the lights in Arthur’s office come on at five-

fifteen, and she had felt, across that hour, the specific 

combination of relief and exhaustion that attends being the 

person who knows where the danger is and can do very little about 

it except watch. 

The telephone rang. 

“Hello, old friend,” Katerina said. 

Evelyn did not say anything briefly. She looked at the hotel 

through the binoculars and watched Arthur move past his office 
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window. Alive. The bomb disarmed. The guests returning. “Still 

playing games, Katerina?” 

“Still trying to save people who don’t want to be saved? You 

warned the Hargreavess. Betrayed the Trinity. After everything. 

Why?” 

“Because what you’re doing is terrorism. The Brotherhood 

operated with some version of rules. You’re hunting civilians for 

revenge.” 

“It’s justice.” 

“It’s murder.” 

A pause. When Katerina spoke again, her voice had the 

quality of someone delivering a verdict they have been carrying 

for some time and are finally setting down. “From you? That’s 

rich. How many people died because of your choices? Your 

manipulations? Forty years of playing both sides, Evelyn. You 

have no moral authority.” 

Evelyn stood with this. It was accurate. She did not try to 

argue with things that were accurate. “You’re right,” she said. 

“I don’t. But I’m trying to do better. To help instead of hurt.” 

“Too late for redemption. You made your choices. Now live 

with them. Or die with them.” 

The line went dead. Evelyn set the receiver back on the 

payphone and looked through the binoculars one more time at the 

hotel that had been her home and her prison and her cover and the 

place where she had, in one clear moment, done the right thing 

and then disappeared before anyone could ask her to answer for 

it. 
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She packed her things. Time to move. The Trinity knew she 

was interfering, which meant they would come for her, which meant 

staying in one place was a luxury she could no longer afford. 

She looked at the hotel one last time. 

“I’ll protect you,” she said, to no one and to all of them. 

“As long as I can. For all the times I didn’t.” 

She shouldered her bag and disappeared into the pale London 

dawn. 

Diana had been at her research wall since four in the 

morning, adding things. Katerina’s photograph, taken from the 

hotel’s reception file and sharpened by MI6 into something almost 

useful. The bomb diagram. The transcript of the Trinity’s 

teletelephone call, which she had reconstructed from memory 

within twenty minutes of it ending. The surveillance camera, 

circled in red, with the question beside it: how long? 

Val brought coffee and did not say she should sleep, because 

he had learned when saying that was useful and when it wasn’t. 

“I’m writing about all of this,” she said. “The threats. The 

bomb. The Trinity. The Guardian piece is going to be different 

from what I planned. Bigger.” 

“That’ll make you more of a target.” 

“I’m already a target. Might as well be a useful one.” 

He looked at her wall—at the connections she had built 

across weeks, at the names and the photographs and the lines she 

had drawn between them—and said nothing further, because there 

was nothing further to say. She was right. The story needed to be 

told. And she was the person who was going to tell it. 
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She typed. Outside, London made its way into morning. 

Somewhere in the city, three people whose faces they could not 

yet name were doing the same. 

 

 

Chapter Eleven 

 

Diana hit Send at nine forty-seven in the morning, and felt 

the specific lightness of a person who has been carrying 

something for a long time and has just put it down in the right 

place. 

Val, reading over her shoulder, said: “You’re really 

publishing all of it?” 

“Every word.” 

“And the Trinity has a right to target you even more than 

they already are.” 

“That’s not how rights work,” she said, and picked up the 

telephone to call her editor. 

The Guardian wanted documentation before they ran it. Photos 

of the bomb. A statement from MI6. Something on the record. She 

went to Rupert without knocking and asked him directly. 

He looked up from the film he had been reviewing like a man 

who has anticipated an interruption and chosen to find it 

moderately rather than severely irritating. “Absolutely not,” he 

said. “MI6 doesn’t confirm active investigations.” 

“The story runs with or without you.” 

“Then run it and deal with the consequences.” 
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“What consequences? The truth?” 

He stood, and the quality of his stillness changed in a way 

she had learned to pay attention to. “The consequence of making 

yourself an even bigger target. The Trinity will read your byline 

saying I am still investigating you, come find me, and they will 

come and find you. Your father almost lost you once. I was there. 

So was he.” 

“I am a journalist,” she said. “This is what I do. What I 

am.” 

“And what I do is try to keep people alive despite their 

best efforts to the contrary.” He held her eyes briefly. Then: 

“Send me the draft. I’ll read it. I’ll remove anything that 

reveals tactical information. Everything else runs.” 

“And if you try to kill it?” 

“I won’t. I just want you alive long enough to write the 

next one.” 

She sent him the draft and went back to her office and 

waited, and at four in the afternoon Rupert sent the verification 

package to The Guardian without a word of explanation to her, 

which was the most Rupert thing he could possibly have done and 

which she was grateful for. 

Arthur was in the lobby at half past eleven when Margaret 

appeared beside him with the expression she wore when she had 

information she was not certain how to frame. Margaret’s 

uncertainty was rare enough to be immediately informative. 

A guest in Suite 612. Checked in that morning. Requesting to 

see Arthur specifically. Insisted it was urgent and personal. 
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Background check came back clean: Alexander Reece, fifty-five, 

British, property developer, multiple luxury hotel holdings, 

nothing criminal. 

“But he asked for you by name,” Margaret said. “Said you’d 

remember him. From the old days.” 

Arthur’s face did something involuntary. He was aware of it 

doing it, and aware of Margaret watching it do it, and could not 

prevent it. “Private table in the restaurant. One hour,” he said, 

and walked away. 

Alexander Reece had aged well, which Arthur found 

irritating. He was fifty-five and sat down without being invited 

with the ease of someone for whom that gesture has always been 

available. He said Arthur looked well. He smiled. 

“You tried to ruin me,” Arthur said. “Fifteen years ago. You 

sabotaged contracts. Spread rumors about our financials. Cost me 

eight hundred thousand dollars.” 

“Business is competitive. No hard feelings, I hope?” 

“What do you want?” 

Reece leaned back. The posture of a man who has already 

decided how the conversation goes and is waiting for the other 

participant to arrive at the same conclusion. “I’m interested in 

purchasing the Imperial. five million pounds, cash. You walk 

away. I take over. Everyone wins.” 

“The hotel isn’t for sale.” 

“Everything’s for sale at the right price. Think of it as an 

opportunity. You’ve had troubles here. The raid, the Brotherhood, 
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the bomb threat last week. Why keep fighting? Take the money. 

Start over somewhere safe.” 

Arthur went very still. The quality of stillness that is not 

calm. 

“How do you know about the bomb?” 

“It was in the news. Hotel evacuated. Police response.” 

“The bomb wasn’t in the news. We kept it quiet.” 

The silence that followed was one second long, and in that 

second something moved across Reece’s face that he managed and 

controlled but could not entirely prevent, and Arthur saw it with 

the clarity of someone who has spent six months learning what 

things to watch for. 

“Val,” he said, without raising his voice. “Escort Mr. Reece 

out. He’s banned from the property.” 

Reece stood with the unhurried composure of someone 

declining to show that anything has happened. “My offer stands 

for forty-eight hours. After that, things get complicated.” 

“Is that a threat?” 

“Business advice,” Reece said. “From an old friend.” 

Arthur watched him leave and then called Rupert. 

The MI6 background took three hours. Eastern European 

corporate connections with documented ties to organized crime. A 

switchboard trace placing Reece near the hotel on the night of 

the bomb threat. Travel history that overlapped, in four separate 

cities across two years, with known Brotherhood operational 

calendars. 
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“He’s connected to them,” Rupert said, over the telephone. 

“Whether he’s one of the Trinity or working adjacent to them, we 

don’t yet know. Watch him. Don’t engage. We have forty-eight 

hours to establish what he’s planning.” 

Arthur hung up and found a sealed envelope on his desk from 

a messenger he did not recognize, with no return address. 

He read it. Evelyn Sampson, requesting a meeting. Offering 

information about the Trinity in exchange for protection. Not 

asking for forgiveness, she said. Just a chance to make things 

right. 

He sat with this briefly. Forty years of this woman in this 

building, and he had known her for seven months, and in that 

seven months she had been informant, shadow, suspect, hero, and 

ghost, and she was apparently none of those things exclusively 

but some shifting proportion of all of them. He thought about 

what Rupert had said—she’s a question mark—and about what 

Lockwood had said—she saved our lives—and about the photograph in 

her typewriter case, her daughter at graduation, which he had 

heard about from Diana and had thought about more than once. 

He typed a reply. Tomorrow. Noon. Public place of my 

choosing. One chance. 

He hit Send before he could think better of it. 

THE IMPERIAL MAYFAIR: SURVIVING THE TRINITY—An Insider 

Account of Terror and Resilience. By Diana Hargreaves. The 

headline went live at six-seventeen in the evening and was 

trending within forty minutes. 
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Val brought dinner to her office and they read the comments 

together, which ranged from the genuinely moved to the 

reflexively hostile, and Diana absorbed both categories with the 

professional equanimity of someone who has been writing for 

publication long enough to understand that the hostile ones are 

usually afraid of something. 

Her telephone rang at seven-oh-four. She knew before she 

answered. 

“The journalist who won’t shut up,” the British voice said. 

She recognized it immediately now—the vowels, the confidence, the 

quality of a man who is certain of his position and has decided 

that this call is a courtesy rather than a necessity. 

“Congratulations on your article. Very thorough. Very brave. Very 

stupid.” 

“I’m not stopping.” 

“You have courage. I respect that. But courage without 

wisdom is just suicide. Think about it. We’ll be in touch.” 

The line went dead. Val was already calling Rupert. 

They assembled in Rupert’s office within twenty minutes: 

Arthur, Diana, Val, Lockwood, Rupert. The Trinity had intercepted 

communications about the Hyde Park meeting. They were planning a 

hit on Evelyn—public, brutal, designed to send a message. 

“Use it,” Rupert said. “The meeting proceeds. We flood the 

park with plain-clothes agents, snipers on rooftops, surveillance 

throughout. The moment anyone makes a move, we take them.” 

“You’re using Evelyn as bait,” Diana said. 
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“She knows the risk. I spoke with her. She wants to help. 

This is her choice.” 

Arthur said: “I’m not sacrificing her. If it looks wrong, we 

abort.” 

“Agreed.” Rupert looked around the room. “But this is the 

best chance we have to catch one of them in the open. They’ll 

send an operative. We catch the operative. We get a name.” 

“And if they send two?” Lockwood said. 

“We adapt,” Rupert said, which was the answer he gave when 

the specific answer was unknown. 

Diana said: “I’m coming.” 

“No,” Arthur said. 

“She contacted you because of me. I should be there.” 

“You are the primary target after me. You stay here, under 

guard, or I cancel the meeting. End of discussion.” 

She wanted to argue. She could see the exact shape of the 

argument: that she was already a target regardless, that being 

useful was better than being safe, that her mother would not have 

stayed behind. But she also saw, in her father’s face, the thing 

that had been there since the night she found him holding the 

Trinity’s card, which was a man who has calculated how much more 

loss he can absorb and has arrived at an answer that is not 

large. 

She stayed. 

Reece made his call from the suite he had not yet vacated, 

in the tone of someone conducting a routine operational update. 
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Phase Two. Enough pressure to break Arthur but not enough to kill 

him. Not yet. 

“And the daughter?” the voice said. 

“She’s become problematic. Her article has drawn too much 

attention. We may need to eliminate her.” 

“That will make Hargreaves more stubborn, not less.” 

“Or it will destroy him. Either way, we get the hotel.” He 

poured whiskey and looked out at London and at the Imperial 

glowing in the middle distance. “I tried the easy way, Arthur,” 

he said, to the window. “You should have taken the deal.” 

Katerina’s call to the figure outside the hotel was brief. 

Kill Evelyn. Hyde Park, Italian Gardens, noon tomorrow. Make it 

public. Make it brutal. Show the Hargreavess that no one who 

helps them survives. 

“In a public park? In broad daylight?” 

“That’s the point,” she said. 

Hyde Park in late March had the quality of a city catching 

its first breath after winter: not warm yet, but no longer cold 

in the way that requires maintenance. Families. Joggers. A school 

group near the Serpentine. People with dogs. The Italian Gardens 

at noon held its usual population of tourists photographing the 

fountain and couples on the benches and a man reading a newspaper 

who was not reading a newspaper and a woman adjusting her running 

jacket who was not adjusting her running jacket and four other 

people whose postures had the quality of people who are waiting 

for something to happen. 
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Snipers on two rooftops. Rupert in a van two hundred meters 

south. The whole thing constructed, in the space of sixteen 

hours, from a potential ambush into a controlled environment, 

which was the phrase Rupert had used and which Arthur did not 

find entirely convincing but which was the best available. 

He walked into the gardens with Val at his side, and both of 

them saw Evelyn on the bench at the same moment. 

She had aged. More than the seven months since the raid 

would account for. She was thinner, watchful in the way of 

someone who has been moving between locations for months and has 

begun to carry the weight of that vigilance in how she held 

herself. But she was alive, which the part of him that had 

suspected otherwise noted with specific relief. 

She stood when she saw him. 

“Arthur. Thank you for coming.” 

“You said you had information.” 

“I do. But first —” She paused. “I owe you an apology. For 

everything I was, and everything I wasn’t. The Brotherhood. The 

years of playing both sides. Putting Diana in danger, putting all 

of you in danger, by being the kind of person who tells herself 

she’s doing the best she can for long enough that she stops 

examining whether it’s true.” 

“Apologies don’t bring back the dead.” 

“No. They don’t.” She held his eyes. “But maybe my 

information can prevent more.” 

She reached into her jacket and produced a microfilm packet, 

and Arthur reached for it. 
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The shot came from the northwest. 

Evelyn jerked. The microfilm packet fell. Arthur had one 

second of not understanding what had happened and then he 

understood entirely, and the next thing he knew he was on the 

ground beside her with his hands pressing against the wound the 

way you press against a wound when you know what to do and cannot 

do anything else. 

“Shooter, northwest rooftop!” Rupert, in his earpiece, 

already deploying. “Take him down!” 

More shots. Then silence, and then the specific cacophony of 

a public park in the middle of an emergency: people running and 

shouting and a child crying somewhere and two more shots from 

farther away that were MI6 returning fire. 

Val had his weapon out and was covering the approach and 

scanning angles with the systematic efficiency that Diana had 

once described to Arthur as the most reassuring thing she had 

ever seen a person do. 

Evelyn was conscious. Barely. Her eyes found Arthur’s with 

the focused effort of someone directing all available resources 

to a single task. 

“The microfilm,” she said. “Take it. Stop them.” 

“Don’t talk. Help is coming.” 

“Tell Diana —” Her eyes closed briefly and reopened. “Tell 

her I’m sorry. For everything. Tell her —” 

“You’re going to tell her yourself.” Arthur pressed harder. 

“You’re going to tell her yourself because you’re not dying in a 

public park on a Tuesday. Hold on.” 
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Paramedics arrived from the north side of the gardens with 

the speed of people who had been told to be ready and had been 

ready. They moved Arthur’s hands aside and replaced them with 

their own and began doing the things that had a name and a 

protocol, and Arthur stood and stepped back. 

Rupert appeared at his shoulder. “One shooter down. The 

second one escaped. We’re tracking.” 

“Who were they?” 

“Professional. Military-grade equipment. Not amateurs. We’ll 

have IDs within hours.” 

He saw the microfilm packet in Arthur’s hand. Arthur had 

picked it up from the path without deciding to, somewhere in the 

seconds between the shot and the paramedics arriving, and was now 

holding it with the grip of someone holding something they cannot 

afford to lose. 

“Is that hers?” Rupert said. 

“Everything she knows about the Trinity. She said.” 

Rupert looked at it briefly and looked at Arthur like a man 

performing a calculation that requires weighing several things 

against each other quickly. Then: “Give it to me. I’ll have it 

read within the hour.” 

Arthur handed it over. He looked at his hands, which were 

Evelyn’s blood, and at the ambulance loading her with the sirens 

already starting, and at Hyde Park going on around them—tourists 

drifting back, a jogger resuming mid-stride, the fountain 

continuing its indifferent arc—with the quality of a public space 
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that has absorbed an emergency and is already closing over it the 

way water closes over a dropped stone. 

Val said: “Are you okay?” 

Arthur looked at his hands. 

“She said she was trying to do better,” he said. “She said 

she wanted to help instead of hurt.” 

“She did help,” Val said. “She warned us. She gave you that 

packet.” 

“And they shot her for it.” He looked at the ambulance 

turning out of the park. “We use what she gave us. We find them. 

All three. And we make sure it meant something.” 

The ambulance turned onto the road and was gone. Arthur 

stood in the Italian Gardens with blood on his hands and the 

afternoon sun on the water and the specific knowledge that the 

next forty-eight hours were going to be the most important of 

everything that had happened so far. 

 

 

Chapter Twelve 

 

They read it in the MI6 safe house, in a room where the 

monitors had been running for four hours and the technical 

specialists had the focused quiet of people doing something that 

requires silence. Evelyn’s encryption was military-grade. It took 

time to open. When it opened, nobody spoke briefly. 

Three photographs. Three full backgrounds. Katerina Volkov, 

forty-three, Ukrainian, real identity confirmed. Dmitri Morozov, 
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fifty-one, Russian, financial operator and logistics. Peter 

Thornton, forty-two, British, the refined voice on the telephone, 

educated, connected, the one Arthur had recognized from the 

mystery meeting at the end of everything. 

Histories, criminal records, known associates, current 

locations—Evelyn had been surveilling all three. The metadata 

showed she had updated the file yesterday, the day she was shot, 

which meant she had been building this right up until they came 

for her in Hyde Park. 

The tech pulled up a map of London with three red dots. 

“Katerina Volkov, last seen Kensington. Dmitri Morozov, 

Canary Wharf. Peter Thornton —” He paused. “Staying at the 

Imperial Mayfair. Under the name Arthur Pierce. Suite 847.” 

Val said: “He’s in the hotel right now?” 

Rupert was already on his radio. Four agents to Suite 847. 

Armed. Detain immediately. 

The response came back in ninety seconds. The room was 

empty, cleaned out, one item remaining on the bed. A note. 

Looking for me? Try harder.—JT 

“He knew we were coming,” Rupert said. 

“Because we set a public trap for them and they set one for 

us at the same time,” Diana said. “What else is on the packet?” 

The financial records came next: shell companies, bank 

accounts, Brotherhood money funneled through legitimate property 

structures. And there, named explicitly under Financial Assets 

and Partners, Alexander Reece. His offer to buy the hotel had not 

been opportunism. It had been Phase Two of a documented 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 146 

 

operation, running since before the raid, designed to return the 

Imperial to Brotherhood control by acquisition or by destruction. 

“When I refused to sell, they escalated,” Arthur said. 

“Yes,” Rupert said. He had opened another file. His 

expression had changed. “There’s more. A plan. Imperial 

Protocol.” 

They read. Phase One: surveillance, complete. Phase Two: 

psychological pressure and financial coercion, in progress. Phase 

Three: asset acquisition or asset destruction. Initiated upon 

failure of the Reece negotiation. Target date: March 15th. 

“Three days,” Val said. 

The method for Phase Three was in its own file: explosives 

in the basement, arson at multiple ignition points, and—the one 

that made the room quiet in a different way—a chemical release 

through the ventilation system during a major event. Maximum 

casualties. Maximum publicity. 

The Imperial was hosting the International Business Summit 

in six days. Five hundred attendees. World leaders, 

industrialists, diplomats. 

“It’s not just terrorism,” Diana said. “It’s a massacre.” 

Rupert said cancel the summit, evacuate the hotel. Arthur 

said if they cancelled they handed the Trinity a victory without 

firing a shot. They went around it twice before Diana said: use 

the summit as bait. Not with real guests. With agents. Fake the 

event. Lure them in. 

Rupert looked at the plan from several angles and said it 

could work if they controlled every variable. Arthur looked at 
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the four dead agents who had not yet happened and said: if 

something goes wrong, we are the only casualties. No innocent 

civilians. 

“Forty-eight hours,” Rupert said. “We can set it up in 

forty-eight hours.” 

“Do it,” Arthur said. Then, to Diana: “You and Val leave 

tonight. Safe house. Non-negotiable.” 

She started to argue. He showed her his face. She stopped. 

The call from the hospital came while they were still 

planning. Evelyn had coded—her heart had stopped for nearly two 

minutes before the crash team brought her back. She was in a 

coma. The doctor could not say when or whether she would wake, or 

what she would be if she did. 

Rupert relayed this to the room in the flat factual language 

of someone delivering operational information, and then was quiet 

briefly longer than usual. 

“The microfilm packet is everything we have,” Diana said. 

“No clarifications. No additional information.” 

“Correct. We work with what we have.” 

Arthur thought of her on the bench in Hyde Park, aged and 

watchful, holding the packet out to him across three feet of 

public space. Tell Diana I’m sorry for everything. He had told 

her she was going to tell Diana herself. He was not yet ready to 

accept that he might have been wrong about that. 

Katerina called Reece the next afternoon. She had 

calculated, from the speed of the MI6 response at Hyde Park and 

the evacuation of the summit, that the Hargreavess knew more of 
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the plan than Evelyn should have had time to transmit. Which 

meant the packet existed. Which meant everything on the packet 

was now in MI6’s hands. 

“They cancelled the summit,” Reece said. “Something spooked 

them.” 

“Evelyn. She gave them more than we thought.” Katerina’s 

voice was the voice of someone adjusting a plan rather than 

abandoning it. “So we accelerate. Tonight. Hit them before 

they’re ready.” 

“Tonight? We’re not prepared—” 

“Neither are they. Which is the advantage. Dmitri and Peter 

are already in position. I join them within the hour.” 

A silence. Then Reece said: “And my role?” 

“Establish alibis. Stay visible. When the hotel burns, you 

must be nowhere near it.” 

She hung up. Reece sat in his suite and looked at London and 

thought about the distance between where he had started and where 

he had arrived, and found the distance considerable and the path 

back unclear. 

Diana packed with the reluctance of someone who has been 

told to do something correct and resents it. Val helped with the 

unhurried practicality that was his version of comfort. She 

kissed him at the door of the safe house with the urgency of 

someone who is not entirely certain this is not the last time. 

“Promise me,” she said. 

“I promise,” he said. “I love you.” 
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“I love you too,” she said. “Don’t make me regret saying 

that by getting shot.” 

He smiled. The car took her away. He went back inside and 

checked his weapon and went to find Rupert. 

The hotel looked exactly as it should have looked, which was 

the point. MI6 agents in the lobby playing guests with the 

convincing ease of people who had done this before and understood 

that the performance needed to sustain scrutiny from trained 

obarchives. Staff who were also agents. Security that looked 

ordinary until it was not. In the basement, behind a service door 

marked LINEN, men listened through switchboard taps and watched 

closed-circuit monitors. 

Arthur walked through the lobby at seven-thirty, greeting 

the not-guests, and felt the quality of a performance he had been 

giving, in various forms, since the night he bought this 

building: the man who owns the hotel and is pleased to welcome 

you and has no other concerns whatsoever. 

Lockwood fell into step beside him. “This feels wrong,” 

Lockwood said. “Like we’re waiting for disaster.” 

“Because we are. But disaster we can control.” 

“That’s what my father said,” Lockwood said. “Every time.” 

Arthur looked at him. There was nothing useful to say to 

that, so he said nothing. 

In the basement, Val and the bomb disposal team swept the 

ventilation shafts and service spaces with chemical detectors, 

methodical and patient, because the alternative to patience was 
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missing something. In the operations van outside, Rupert watched 

twelve camera feeds and waited. 

They came at eight forty-seven in maintenance uniforms, 

which was the right choice for entering a hotel with a plausible 

reason to be in service areas, and they came together and then 

separated at the first junction inside the service entrance. 

Three directions. Three missions. The agent playing security 

guard held them for an extra twenty seconds, radio in hand, 

pretending to verify a work order while actually alerting Rupert, 

and then waved them through with a smile. 

“Cleared. Building’s busy tonight. Big event.” 

“Of course,” Katerina said. “We’ll be invisible.” 

Rupert, watching on three simultaneous feeds, said into his 

radio: “They’ve split up. Let them get deeper. On my signal.” 

Dmitri toward the basement stairs. Peter toward the main 

lobby. Katerina toward the executive wing. 

Each of them moving with the purpose of someone who knows 

exactly where they are going and has decided what happens when 

they get there. 

In the basement, Val saw Dmitri before Dmitri saw him. A man 

in maintenance overalls carrying a bag that was too heavy for 

HVAC tools, moving with the slightly displaced purpose of someone 

following a memorized route rather than responding to an actual 

job. Val called out. Dmitri unzipped the bag. The contents were 

visible for one second before Dmitri had the gun. 

Val went sideways. The shot hit the wall. The bomb squad 

returned fire from three angles and Dmitri went down hard and 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 151 

 

alive, and Val was already moving toward the device Dmitri had 

been carrying because the bag was open and the device was out and 

it was counting. 

In the lobby, Peter Thornton dropped the pretence entirely 

at eight fifty-two. He reached into the maintenance uniform and 

produced two handguns and began firing at the people he had been 

pretending to be surrounded by, who were armed and trained and 

had been waiting for exactly this. The firefight lasted four 

minutes. Three agents went down, two critically. Peter was hit 

twice and kept firing, moving through the lobby with the energy 

of someone who does not intend to leave, shouting something about 

the Brotherhood and those who had fallen, and Arthur, watching 

from the mezzanine with Rupert, understood with a cold clarity 

that Peter Thornton had never been planning to escape. He had 

been planning to kill as many people as possible and die doing 

it. 

He detonated the vest at eight fifty-six. The explosion took 

the lobby chandelier down and blew out the east wall and stopped 

the firefight by eliminating the person sustaining it. The smoke 

was immediate and total. The silence after it was the specific 

silence of a large space that has absorbed a massive impact and 

is adjusting to what it now is. 

In the executive wing, Katerina moved past two agents she 

killed cleanly and without hesitation, and reached Arthur’s 

office and found it empty. She was turning to reassess when she 

heard footsteps behind her and turned and found Arthur and 

Rupert, and Rupert had his weapon raised and his voice had the 
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quality it had in operational mode, which was the quality of 

someone who will absolutely fire. 

“Drop the weapon. Now.” 

Katerina looked at them both like someone who has arrived at 

the end of a calculation and found the result acceptable. She 

lowered the gun. Raised her hands. 

“You think you’ve won,” she said. “You haven’t.” 

“Katerina Volkov. You’re under arrest for terrorism, 

murder—” 

Her hand moved toward her jacket. Rupert fired. She went 

down with her shoulder bleeding and was still smiling, which was 

the most disturbing thing Arthur had seen in several months of 

disturbing things. 

“Check the basement,” she said, through the smile. “Timer’s 

already running.” 

Her eyes closed. 

Arthur and Rupert looked at each other and ran. 

The device in the basement was active when they arrived. Val 

had already cleared the area, moving people out with the focused 

urgency of someone who has done the calculation and knows the 

margin. The bomb disposal technician was on his knees beside it, 

working with the tools and the specific vocabulary of someone 

thinking aloud because thinking aloud is faster than thinking 

silently. 

“It’s complex. I’ll try but if they built in a tamper 

trigger—” 
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The building shook. From above: the sound of Peter 

Thornton’s vest, arriving through the structure as a physical 

sensation rather than a sound. 

Everyone looked at the ceiling. 

“What was that?” Val said. 

“Lobby,” Rupert said, over the radio. “Get that device 

disarmed. Two minutes. Maybe less.” 

They evacuated. Val carried a wounded agent through the 

service stairs. The technician kept working. The timer went below 

two minutes and the technician said he thought he had it and Val 

said how certain was that and the technician said in this job 

there is no certainty, only best guesses, which was the answer 

Val had been expecting and which he appreciated for its honesty. 

Everyone was out except the technician and his assistant and 

the device at one minute and three seconds when the technician 

cut the wire he had decided to cut. 

The device stopped at seventeen seconds. 

The green light came on. The technician exhaled. His 

assistant said device disarmed into his radio and outside the 

hotel, in the street where two hundred people were standing, a 

sound went up that was neither celebration nor relief but 

something in between, the specific emotional frequency of people 

who have been waiting for something terrible and have been spared 

it. 

Arthur came out of the hotel behind Rupert, and Lockwood 

came out behind both of them, covered in soot from the lobby 

explosion with a cut on his forehead that had been bleeding for 
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twenty minutes and that he had not addressed because there had 

not been a moment for it. 

Val found Arthur in the street. “Everyone out,” he said. 

“Device disarmed.” 

“Casualties?” 

Val looked at Rupert. 

“Four agents dead,” Rupert said. He said it the way he said 

difficult things: cleanly, without padding. “Two critical. Peter 

Thornton detonated a suicide vest in the lobby. He was never 

planning to survive. He was planning to cause maximum casualties 

before the device detonated.” 

Arthur stood in the street in front of the Imperial Mayfair 

with the emergency services moving around him and the lobby still 

smoking and the quality of silence that settles after violence 

has ended and its dimensions are becoming clear. 

Dmitri Morozov was in custody, wounded. Katerina was in 

custody, wounded. Peter Thornton was dead. Three members of the 

Trinity: two captured, one eliminated, four MI6 agents gone with 

him. 

Lockwood said, from somewhere behind him: “The building is 

standing. Structurally sound. The lobby is destroyed but the 

rest—” 

“I know,” Arthur said. 

He sat on the kerb. He had been standing for what felt like 

a very long time and his legs had arrived at a conclusion 

independently of anything he had decided, which was that this was 

enough standing for one night. 
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He put his head in his hands. 

The hotel stood behind him. Damaged, smoking, its lobby 

blown open to the March night, but standing. The Imperial had 

been rebuilt before. It would be rebuilt again. He knew this 

intellectually and could not feel it yet, which was probably 

correct—the feeling would come, and when it came he would use it. 

Right now there was only the weight of four names he did not know 

yet, four people who had come to this hotel tonight to protect it 

and who were not going home. 

Val sat down beside him on the kerb, which Arthur had not 

asked him to do and which was exactly what he needed. They sat in 

silence while London organized itself around another 

extraordinary night in an ordinary-looking building. 

Somewhere across the city, in a safe house three miles away, 

Diana was hearing the MI6 emergency alert over the house 

telephone. She already knew. She would call in five minutes. He 

would answer. He would tell her it was over, they had stopped it, 

everyone she cared about was safe. He would not say the other 

part, not tonight, because she would need to know but not right 

now, not like this. 

He kept his head in his hands and waited for the five 

minutes to pass. 

 

 

Chapter Thirteen 
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Arthur walked through the lobby at dawn, and the lobby was 

not the lobby. 

The marble floors he had stood on at midnight on the night 

he bought this place were there, cracked in two places and 

stained in a third. The art deco fixtures that had survived the 

raid and the rebuilding were mostly gone, replaced by the exposed 

wire and buckled plaster of what happened when a man detonated a 

vest in an enclosed space. The chandelier—which had been worth 

about what Arthur had paid for his first car, and which had been 

there since 1962, and which he had not known he was going to care 

about until this moment—was on the floor in about forty separate 

pieces. Crime scene tape defined the perimeter of the worst 

damage. Forensic teams moved through it with their cameras and 

their collection kits, cataloguing the evidence of what Peter 

Thornton had decided to do. 

Lockwood walked beside him and said nothing, because 

Lockwood had learned when silence was the right answer. 

“Insurance will cover rebuilding,” Lockwood said, 

eventually, because silence eventually requires an offering. 

“Structurally the building is sound. We can restore it.” 

“Can we?” Arthur looked at a bloodstain on the marble beside 

the concierge desk. “How many times can you rebuild the same 

place before it stops being what it was?” 

“As many times as necessary.” 

“Four agents died here last night. Protecting my hotel. My 

dream. Was it worth it?” 
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Lockwood was quiet for long enough that Arthur had the 

impression he was actually considering the question rather than 

simply waiting to answer it. 

“You’re asking the wrong question,” Lockwood said. “The 

question isn’t was it worth it. The question is what do we do 

now.” 

Arthur had no answer for that. He stood in the ruins of his 

lobby and looked at the chandelier on the floor and at the 

forensic teams moving through the light of a March dawn, and 

felt, underneath the numbness of someone who has been awake since 

before the thing happened, the weight of a man who has been 

asking the wrong question for some time and has only just been 

told. 

The ICU at seven in the morning had the quality of a place 

where time moves differently. Quieter than the rest of the 

hospital. The machines marking it out in increments. 

Diana had been there since four. She had brought nothing to 

read because she had not planned to come—she had been at the safe 

house, watching the MI6 emergency bulletins come through the 

teleprinter, watching the death toll accumulate in hourly 

reports, and at some point staying away had become more difficult 

than coming. 

The doctor came at seven-fifteen with a chart and a careful 

face. 

“Her condition has stabilized. The surgery was successful. 

But she remains in a medically induced coma.” 

“When will you wake her?” 
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“Another forty-eight hours, minimum. Her body needs time to 

heal.” The careful face did its work. “And even when we do wake 

her—there’s no guarantee she’ll be herself. The cardiac arrest 

caused oxygen deprivation. Brain damage is possible.” 

“But she could be fine.” 

“She could be.” 

He left. Diana sat with Evelyn in the silence that followed. 

The machines marked time. Evelyn’s face had the quality of 

someone doing the most difficult work they had ever done, which 

was being unconscious with enough brain function to wake up. 

“You saved us,” Diana said, because the doctor was gone and 

there was no one to find this strange. “You gave us the packet. 

You warned us about the park. And it cost you everything. Again.” 

She took Evelyn’s hand. It was lighter than she expected. “I’m 

going to fight for you when you wake up. Whatever it takes.” 

Katerina sat handcuffed to the table in the MI6 

interrogation room with her shoulder bandaged and her lawyer 

beside her and the expression of someone who has already decided 

where they are and has found it, if not acceptable, then at least 

clear. She answered the first few questions directly: yes, that 

was her real name; yes, she was guilty of all the charges as 

read; yes, she understood the consequences. 

Rupert leaned forward. “Who do you work for?” 

“The Brotherhood. Obviously.” 

“The Brotherhood council is in prison. Hassan. The others. 

Who’s giving orders now?” 
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A pause. A smile that Rupert had come to recognize as the 

smile she used when she found something genuinely amusing. “You 

really don’t know? How amusing.” 

“Give us names.” 

“Why would I? You’ll catch them eventually. Or you won’t. 

Either way, I’m finished. Life in prison. No parole. I have 

nothing to gain.” 

“What about Alexander Reece?” 

The smile shifted, fractionally. Rupert noted it. “Reece is 

a businessman. An opportunist. He works with whoever pays. We had 

mutual interests. Temporary alliance. Once the operation failed, 

he would have disappeared. Self-preservation.” 

“Where is he now?” 

“If I knew, I still wouldn’t tell you. But I genuinely don’t 

know.” 

Rupert tried several more angles and arrived at the same 

place each time, which was Katerina looking at him with the 

patient certainty of someone who has made peace with their 

situation and is not going to be moved by interrogation 

technique. He asked what the endgame had been. She said: a 

message. That no one opposes the Brotherhood without 

consequences. That the organization endures regardless of 

setbacks. 

“You’re going to prison for the rest of your life,” Rupert 

said. “History will forget you.” 

“We’ll see,” Katerina said. 
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He left. In the corridor he stood briefly with the quality 

of frustration of a man who has asked the right questions and not 

received the useful answers, and then went to find Arthur. 

The emergency meeting convened in Arthur’s office, which was 

undamaged, and which had the disorienting quality of a normal 

room adjacent to devastation. Arthur, Lockwood, Diana, Val, 

Rupert, Margaret. Six people who had collectively had perhaps 

twelve hours of sleep in the past forty-eight. 

Katerina was giving them nothing. Dmitri Morozov was giving 

them nothing. Reece had vanished—accounts frozen, alerts out, but 

he had resources and a considerable head start. The Trinity, for 

practical purposes, was finished. The Brotherhood was not. 

“We’re closing the hotel,” Arthur said. “Full renovation. 

Security upgrade. Three months minimum. We need time to rebuild 

properly and make sure this never happens again.” 

Margaret gave him the financial numbers, which were the 

financial numbers of someone who has had a lobby exploded in them 

twice in six months. He looked at them and said he did not care, 

which she had expected and which she filed away as something to 

address when he was not staring at photographs of crime scene 

tape on his marble floors. 

Diana said The Guardian wanted an interview. Then she said 

she was not certain she wanted to do it. 

Val touched her hand. “Then don’t. Take a break. Rest. The 

story will still be there when you’re ready.” 
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She looked at him with an expression that contained 

gratitude and the specific relief of someone being given 

permission they didn’t know they needed. 

Rupert raised the question of Evelyn. MI6 wanted her 

prosecuted. Forty years of Brotherhood involvement was forty 

years of Brotherhood involvement regardless of the ending. The 

government lawyers were interested in accountability. 

“She saved our lives,” Diana said. “She gave us the packet. 

She was shot for it.” 

“I know. I’m arguing for immunity and witness protection. 

But I can’t promise anything.” 

“Then we make the case,” Arthur said. “Whatever it takes. 

She protected us. We protect her.” 

Arthur was sitting alone in the undamaged bar at eight in 

the evening with a bourbon he had been working through slowly 

when Lockwood came in and looked at him and sat down without 

asking. 

“Contemplating failure,” Arthur said, which saved Lockwood 

from having to ask. 

“You didn’t fail. The Trinity is defeated. The hotel 

stands.” 

“Four agents are dead. The lobby is destroyed. Reece 

escaped.” 

“And we’re alive. Because we didn’t give up. Because we kept 

going even when the sensible thing was to stop.” Lockwood poured 

himself a drink. “The Imperial survived a hundred and fifty years 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 162 

 

before you bought it. It survived the raid. It survived last 

night. It will survive this too.” 

“Will I?” 

The question came out before Arthur had decided to ask it, 

which meant it had been there for some time. Lockwood looked at 

him with the evaluative regard of a man who has known many people 

across a long life and has learned to distinguish the ones who 

are asking rhetorically from the ones who are actually asking. 

“Yes,” Lockwood said. “Because you’re stronger than you 

think you are, and because Diana needs you, and because—despite 

everything—you love this hotel. You loved it from the night you 

stood in the lobby with the brass keys and the chandelier was on 

its maintenance setting and you didn’t know yet what you had 

bought.” 

Arthur looked at his bourbon. “That chandelier is in pieces 

on the floor.” 

“So we find another one,” Lockwood said. 

Almost a smile. Almost. 

Diana published at eleven that night. She had written it in 

three hours at the safe house, which was the fastest she had ever 

written anything and which felt right in the way that things feel 

right when you are writing from somewhere so close to the source 

that the distance between experience and language has collapsed 

entirely. THE BABYLON’S DARKEST NIGHT: How Four Agents Died 

Stopping Terrorists. By Diana Hargreaves. 

Val read it over her shoulder and said nothing until the 

end, and then said: “It’s the best thing you’ve written.” 
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“It’s the worst night I’ve described,” she said. 

“Same thing, sometimes.” 

She filed it and sat back and felt the specific depletion of 

a person who has given something large and is now empty where the 

large thing was. Arthur called fifteen minutes after it went 

live. She told him she was fine. He told her to stay under guard. 

She said she knew. 

In a room that had old money in its walls and expensive 

taste in its furniture and no visible address, a man read Diana’s 

article in the afternoon edition and finished it and folded the 

newspaper with the unhurried deliberateness of someone for whom 

urgency had long since become a choice rather than a reflex. 

A second person entered. A silhouette. 

“The Trinity failed completely,” the silhouette said. 

“Should we distance ourselves?” 

“No. The investment is too significant. The Imperial is 

still valuable.” A pause. “We’ll try again. Different approach. 

More subtle. Let them rebuild. Let them think they’ve won.” 

“What about Reece?” 

“He’s outlived his usefulness. Make him disappear.” 

“And the Hargreavess?” 

The newspaper stayed folded. On the desk beside it: an 

expensive watch, a glass of something pale, and a ring with a 

crest that caught the light at a particular angle. “Let them 

rebuild. Let their guard come down. Then—when they’re ready to 

believe it’s over—we take everything.” 

A pause that had patience in it. 
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“The game is far from over.” 

Diana was back at the hospital at ten the next morning when 

the nurse came in to check vitals and said: brain activity is 

good, signs are promising, we’ll likely wake her tomorrow. 

“And her cognitive function?” 

“We won’t know until she’s conscious. But the signs are 

better than we expected.” 

The nurse left. Diana sat with Evelyn in the quiet. She had 

been talking to her, on and off, across the hours—about the 

article, about Val, about the four agents whose names she had 

learned by now and had included in what she had written with the 

care that their families deserved. She had talked about the 

hotel. About what it had been and what it had cost and what it 

might yet become. 

She was not talking when Evelyn’s fingers moved. 

A small movement. The specific quality of a voluntary 

gesture as opposed to an involuntary one—there is a difference, 

and Diana knew it because she had been looking for it across many 

hours, and this was it. She pressed the call button and the 

medical staff came and confirmed: voluntary movement, brain is 

responsive, we’ll wake her tomorrow morning. 

Diana held Evelyn’s hand and felt something return that had 

been absent since Hyde Park, which was the quality of hope that 

is not simply the absence of despair but an active thing with its 

own weight and texture. 

They gathered the next morning for the waking: Arthur, 

Diana, Rupert, Val. The medical team reduced the sedation in the 
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methodical stages that the protocol required, and the machines 

adjusted their rhythm, and Evelyn surfaced from wherever she had 

been with the disoriented attention of someone who has been 

somewhere very far away and is taking stock of what they have 

returned to. 

The breathing tube came out. She coughed. Her eyes opened 

slowly, finding the room with the gradual focus of someone 

adjusting to light after a long absence from it. 

Her eyes found Arthur. 

“Arthur,” she said. The voice was almost nothing—a thread of 

sound from somewhere that had not been used in days. 

“I’m here,” he said. He came to the side of the bed. “You’re 

safe. The microfilm packet worked. We had what we needed.” 

“The Trinity —” 

“Captured or dead. Because of you.” 

Something moved across her face that was relief and 

exhaustion in the same moment, the expression of someone who has 

been carrying something heavy for a very long time and has just 

been told they can set it down. 

The doctor said that was enough for now, which was the right 

medical judgment and the wrong moment, and Arthur started to step 

back, and Evelyn’s hand found his wrist with a grip that was weak 

and entirely serious. 

“Not over,” she said. “Reece. He wasn’t alone. Someone above 

him. Someone powerful. Still—” Her eyes closed briefly and opened 

again. “Still hunting you.” 

“Who?” Arthur said. “Who’s above Reece?” 
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“Don’t know. But powerful. Very powerful. And patient.” The 

grip on his wrist loosened. “Be careful.” 

The doctor moved them out. In the corridor, the four of them 

stood in the silence of people who have just been told something 

that reorients what they thought they knew. 

“Someone above Reece,” Diana said. “A puppet master. The 

real enemy.” 

“The one we haven’t found yet,” Rupert said. 

“Then we find them,” Diana said. “Before they find us.” 

“How?” Arthur said. “We don’t know who they are. We don’t 

know what they look like. We don’t even know—” 

“We start with Reece,” Diana said. “Find him. Make him talk. 

He’s the link to whoever is above him.” 

Rupert said MI6 was already hunting Reece. They would find 

him eventually. 

Arthur looked through the window at Evelyn in the bed, eyes 

closed, machines marking time, alive by a margin that had been 

very small and was now not. 

“In the meantime,” he said, “we rebuild. We heal. We 

prepare.” He said it with the quiet determination of someone who 

has been asked the wrong question and has finally found the right 

one. “Because the war isn’t over. It’s just changed form.” 

 

 

Chapter Fourteen 
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Three months was enough time to build a lobby. It was not, 

as Arthur had discovered, enough time to stop expecting that 

something in it would explode. 

The lobby the architect had delivered was in many ways finer 

than the one that had preceded it: the Italian marble from the 

same quarry as the 1875 original, reinforced concrete beneath for 

blast protection, a new chandelier of bulletproof crystal that 

caught the June evening light and scattered it across the room in 

the gold that had been the Imperial’s signature for a century and 

a half. Arthur had smiled when the architect specified 

bulletproof crystal. He had not smiled in the way that things are 

funny. He had smiled in the way of a man who has accepted the 

world as it is. 

The reopening gala brought three hundred guests. 

Celebrities, politicians, business leaders, the specific category 

of person who attends hotel openings not because they are 

interested in hotels but because they are interested in being 

seen at events that other people are interested in being seen at. 

The red carpet was genuinely red. The cameras were genuinely 

flashing. The Imperial was, by every visible indicator, back. 

Evelyn arrived in a limousine arranged by MI6, in a coat she 

had bought during three months of physical therapy and testimony 

and immunity hearings, and walked into the hotel she had managed 

for thirty years on Arthur’s arm. The paparazzi photographed her 

without knowing who she was. Arthur knew who she was. Lockwood, 

standing near the entrance, knew who she was and what it had 
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cost. Rupert, monitoring from the security office, had advised 

against inviting her and been overruled. 

“You saved us,” Arthur had said. “You’re always welcome.” 

She had looked at herself in the mirror of her witness 

protection flat that morning and barely recognized the woman 

looking back. She came anyway. 

In the ballroom at ten o’clock, Arthur gave a speech. He 

said they had lost good people and had not given up. He said the 

Imperial endured. He raised a glass. Three hundred people raised 

their glasses with him. Diana watched from the crowd with Val 

beside her, and felt, for the first time in several months, 

something approaching the weight of what they had built and 

survived. 

Rupert, at the edge of the room, scanned it with the 

professional thoroughness of someone who had learned that things 

going well is its own category of warning. 

The lights went out at ten seventeen. 

Complete darkness for about four seconds, and then the 

emergency lights, which were supposed to activate immediately, 

which did not, which meant the darkness lasted long enough for 

three hundred people to understand that something had gone wrong 

before they could see each other’s faces. Then the emergency 

lights: dim, red, insufficient. Then the smoke. 

It came through the ventilation system with the patient 

efficiency of something that has been designed for a specific 

purpose and placed by someone who understood the ventilation 

system well. It was not fire. The detectors confirmed no fire. 
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But it was thick and it moved quickly and in the dark it was 

indistinguishable, to three hundred people with no information, 

from the product of something burning. 

Someone shouted fire. That was the moment from which things 

could not be recovered. 

Rupert had his radio out and was issuing orders and moving 

toward the exits simultaneously, and Val had found Diana in the 

dark by the specific method of knowing exactly where she had been 

standing and moving directly to that point, and Arthur was trying 

to project calm into a room that had passed the point at which 

calm was receivable. 

Gunshots in the lobby. Three masked men firing into the 

ceiling, not at people, purely generating panic because the panic 

was already there and needed only sustaining. MI6 agents moved 

toward them. One went down. The other two retreated through the 

service corridors and into a van that had been waiting in the 

alley with its engine running, and by the time Rupert reached the 

street they were three blocks away and London had absorbed them. 

He stood in the alley and punched the wall and went back 

inside to find out what they had actually been doing while 

everyone was running. 

The smoke canisters had been in the ventilation ducts. The 

power device had been attached to the main electrical junction 

during the renovation. The listening devices—plural, three of 

them, in Arthur’s office, Lockwood’s office, and the security 

room—had been planted at some point before the reopening, by 
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someone with access during the reconstruction, by someone they 

had trusted. 

“Battery life suggests weeks,” Rupert said, standing in 

Arthur’s office holding the device in an evidence bag. “Maybe 

months. Everything we planned. Every protocol. Every security 

measure. Every conversation. They heard all of it.” 

Arthur looked at the device and felt the quality of 

violation that comes not from a sudden attack but from the 

discovery of a sustained one: the understanding that what you 

thought was private has been observed for a long time by people 

who were planning what to do with it. 

They were still processing this when the black car pulled up 

outside and the window came down and the woman inside introduced 

herself as Deputy Director Patricia Hollis of MI5, and said she 

was recommending the Home Secretary force the hotel’s permanent 

closure. 

“Two major attacks in six months. Four agents dead. 

Classified information compromised. The Imperial is a national 

security liability.” 

“You can’t do that,” Arthur said. 

“Under terrorism prevention legislation, we can. Unless you 

voluntarily close. Sell the property. Walk away.” 

Diana said it was extortion. Hollis said it was national 

security. Arthur said the hotel had stood for a hundred and fifty 

years and would stand longer. Hollis said: how many more people 

need to die for your pride? Then the window went up and the car 

drove away. 
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They stood on the pavement in the June night and nobody said 

anything briefly. 

Then Evelyn said: “I might know who’s behind this.” 

She had been thinking about it across three months of 

recovery. Going back through forty years of memory with the 

attention of someone looking for something they missed because 

they were not looking for it at the time. There had been a 

figure, at the beginning of what became the Brotherhood, before 

Hassan, before the council structure. Someone who had funded the 

early operations and disappeared into the background as the 

organization grew. A ghost even to those inside it. She had never 

known the name. She had only known the designation. 

“The Banker,” she said. “He funded everything. Set up the 

original networks. And then he became invisible. Kept his hand 

hidden while others took the exposure.” 

She made contact with a former associate through methods 

that Rupert preferred not to examine too closely, in a dark bar 

somewhere in the city that she would not name, and the associate 

told her, with the nervousness of someone saying something they 

believe will get them killed: Sir Malcolm Ashford. Shipping 

magnate. Knight of the realm. Philanthropist. 

Rupert ran the background that night. Shipping routes 

matching Brotherhood smuggling corridors. Financial structures 

consistent with large-scale money laundering. A switchboard trace 

placing him near the hotel on the night of the attack. And: forty 

years of impeccable public record, which was the most informative 

detail of all. 
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“Only people hiding something build records that clean,” 

Rupert said. 

Evelyn’s idea was to offer him the hotel. Make Arthur appear 

broken by the attacks, ready to sell, the price negotiable. 

Ashford would come because men like him could not resist closing 

a deal they had wanted for decades on terms that had finally 

moved in their direction. He would come to the Imperial and they 

would record everything. 

He came at seven in the evening, silver-haired, in an 

expensive suit, with two bodyguards who remained by the door at 

his gesture. He sat down across from Arthur with the ease of a 

man who has been in rooms like this many times and has always 

left them having gotten what he wanted. 

He offered seven million pounds. Arthur said the hotel was 

worth more. Ashford said: before the attacks, perhaps. Arthur 

said: you know about the bomb threats. Ashford said: it was in 

the news. 

“The bomb wasn’t in the news,” Arthur said. “We kept it 

quiet.” 

Ashford did not flinch. He adjusted with the smoothness of 

someone who has had a great deal of practice at adjusting. But 

Arthur had been watching faces for thirty years, and Rupert had 

been watching faces for fifteen, and the fraction of a second in 

which the adjustment occurred was visible to both of them. 

Arthur said: I think you’re Brotherhood. I think you’re The 

Banker. I think you want this hotel back under your control. 

Ashford said: that’s quite an accusation. Do you have proof? 
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Arthur said: not yet. 

Ashford stood. Said the meeting was over. Said the offer was 

withdrawn. When Rupert stepped forward, Ashford asked if he was 

being arrested. Rupert said not yet. Ashford said stay in London, 

Rupert said yes, and Ashford left with his bodyguards and the 

specific composure of a man who knows exactly how much evidence 

exists against him and has calculated that it is insufficient. 

In the safe room, watching the monitors, Diana said: he just 

walked away. We had him here and he walked away. 

“He’s protected,” Evelyn said. “By wealth. By the system. By 

forty years of building exactly the kind of clean record that 

makes accusation look like persecution.” 

“Then we break the system,” Diana said, and opened her 

files. 

Ashford made his call from the street outside the hotel. He 

used a public call box, which suggested that he believed himself 

outside the range of anything that could hear him, or that he 

considered himself sufficiently untouchable that it did not 

matter. The MI6 van fifty meters away heard every word. 

He ordered a hit on Diana Hargreaves. On a recorded line. In 

the specific language of a man who has been ordering this kind of 

thing for decades and has stopped noticing that it is 

extraordinary. 

They arrested him at the limousine. Three police cars, 

uniformed officers, a warrant, and the quality of public 

humiliation that attaches to a knight of the realm being 
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handcuffed on a London street. He was calm. He was almost amused. 

His lawyers would have him out by morning, he said. 

He was right about the timeline but wrong about the morning 

clearing everything. By the time he arrived at MI6 for 

interrogation, Diana’s article was live: THE BANKER UNMASKED: Sir 

Malcolm Ashford and the Brotherhood’s Hidden Hand. It had social 

media velocity within minutes. His business partners began 

distancing themselves. His political allies went quiet. 

The interrogation was a performance, flawlessly sustained. 

His lawyer challenged the recording as a deepfake. Challenged the 

financial records as coincidence. Challenged Evelyn’s testimony 

as the uncredible word of a convicted criminal. Ashford, speaking 

for the first time near the end of the session, said: you have 

nothing. No proof. No credible witnesses. And by morning I’ll be 

free. 

He looked across the table at Rupert and said: the Imperial 

will be mine. One way or another. Through purchase or through 

your ruin. 

Rupert said: we’ll see about that. 

Even he did not sound entirely convinced. 

He was released on bail at ten the following morning. The 

judge cited insufficient evidence for continued detention. 

Ashford had friends in high places, as the phrase went, which 

meant that he had spent decades cultivating relationships with 

people who could make calls to other people, and the calls had 

been made. 
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The explosion in the basement happened at eleven forty-

seven. Arthur and Rupert were in the office when the building 

shook, and they ran to the window and saw the smoke and 

understood simultaneously that someone had planted explosives 

during the renovation and waited for exactly this moment to use 

them, and that Ashford had done this from a holding cell using 

loyal people, which meant the reach of this man and this 

organization was exactly as long as it had always been. 

They evacuated. Everyone out. The fire trucks came. The 

facade cracked. The chandelier—bulletproof, yes, but not built 

for structural failure—came down from its mounting as the ceiling 

gave way in the east wing, and the hotel that had been rebuilt 

twice was, for the third time in less than a year, destroyed. 

Then Ashford called. Rupert put it on speaker. The voice was 

cheerful in the way of a man who has just watched something he 

has been planning for years happen exactly as planned. He had the 

land, he said. The building was condemned. He would buy the 

property for pennies. 

Diana shouted into the telephone that they would rebuild. 

Ashford said, pleasantly, that by tomorrow she would be dead, 

that he had people coming for her right now. 

The first shot came from the building across the street. 

Val had Diana behind a car before Arthur had processed what 

was happening. Rupert was into his radio. Three MI6 agents 

returned fire. Lockwood, crossing the street toward them, was hit 

in the arm and went down, and Evelyn dragged him behind a vehicle 

with the efficiency of someone who has been in situations like 
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this before and understands that the time for shock is later. The 

firefight lasted six minutes and ended when the snipers withdrew, 

which meant they had accomplished their objective of 

demonstrating that even outside, even surrounded by MI6, Ashford 

could reach them. 

Lockwood was conscious and furious about the arm. Everyone 

else was unhurt. 

They went to the safe house and waited. 

The MI6 safe house at seven in the evening had the quality 

of a room where everyone has been awake too long and has arrived 

at the same conclusion from different directions. Ashford was 

free. His lawyers had framed his arrest as persecution. His 

political connections were being activated. He would be 

comfortable and dangerous and completely out of reach, legally, 

until someone found the evidence that would survive his legal 

team, which Rupert acknowledged could take months. 

Evelyn stood up. 

“He’s going to the hotel,” she said. “To the ruins. To watch 

it. To gloat. I know men like him. They can’t resist the moment 

of victory. I’ll go there and finish this.” 

Arthur said no. He had been saying no in various forms for 

three months every time Evelyn proposed putting herself in 

danger, and she had been listening, and this was the moment she 

stopped. 

“Four agents died protecting this hotel because of what I 

built,” she said. Her voice had the flatness of someone stating a 

fact they have been carrying for a long time. “Because of the 
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Brotherhood I helped sustain for decades. Let me make it right. 

Let me end it.” 

“You’ll get yourself killed.” 

“I’m already dead,” she said. “Have been since Katerina shot 

me in that park. Everything since has been extra time, and I know 

exactly what I want to do with it.” 

She pulled out the gun she had carried for forty years and 

never used. 

Val looked at Rupert. Rupert looked at Evelyn briefly, like 

a man who has spent fifteen years running operations and knows 

when the operational calculus has moved beyond his ability to 

redirect it. 

He stepped aside. 

The Imperial in the evening light was the specific sight of 

a building in the process of becoming something else. The facades 

largely intact, because the blast had been in the basement and 

the walls had absorbed it upward, but the east wing open to the 

sky and the lobby visible from the street through the gap where 

the glass had been. Still smoldering in places. Still settling. 

Ashford stood before it with his bodyguards and looked at it 

like a man looking at something he has wanted for a very long 

time and has finally been given permission to have. He said 

something to himself. Evelyn, watching from the shadow of the 

building behind him, was too far away to hear it and did not need 

to. 

“Not if I can help it,” she said. 
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He turned. The bodyguards reacted, hands moving. She raised 

the gun and told him to have them lower their weapons or she 

would shoot him right now, and she said it with the quality of 

someone who means exactly what they say and has no further 

position to negotiate from. 

Ashford looked at her. He was sixty-eight and had spent 

decades being the most powerful person in every room he entered, 

and he studied her now with the evaluative intelligence of 

someone assessing a threat they have not previously categorized. 

He told the bodyguards to lower their weapons. 

She told him she wanted a confession. On camera—she had been 

recording since she approached. Everything: the Brotherhood, the 

funding, the murders. All of it. 

He laughed. He said: you think I’ll confess to you? 

She said: yes. Because if you don’t, I’ll kill you. Right 

here. And I’ll die too. But you won’t win. 

He said: you’re bluffing. 

She pulled back the hammer. Her hand was steady in a way 

that surprised her. 

Then the sirens. From three directions simultaneously. 

Police vehicles and MI6 units that Rupert had deployed the moment 

she left the safe house, because Rupert was the kind of person 

who deploys units the moment he steps aside rather than after. 

Rupert on the megaphone telling her she didn’t have to do 

this. She called back: yes she did, he’ll escape again, he always 

escapes. 
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Rupert said: not this time. Offshore accounts in your name, 

Ashford. Millions in Brotherhood funds, frozen an hour ago. 

Witnesses flipping. All of them. 

Ashford’s face did something that Evelyn had been waiting, 

across forty years of working in the shadow of people like him, 

to see: it showed that he understood something was finished. 

“Confess,” she said. “Life in prison instead of this. That’s 

the deal.” 

He thought. He was, to the end, calculating. 

Then: “Alright. I am The Banker. I funded the Brotherhood. 

For decades. I’m guilty of everything.” 

The police moved in. The cuffs went on. Ashford was led to a 

police car for the second time in two days, and this time the 

lawyers waiting at the station would not be able to override the 

offshore accounts and the flipped witnesses and the recording of 

the confession. 

Evelyn lowered the gun and handed it to Rupert, who had 

arrived at her shoulder. He looked at her. 

“You could have died,” he said. 

“Would have been worth it,” she said. 

Arthur and Diana and Val came running from the cordon where 

they had been held back and arrived at about the same moment, and 

what followed was not a particularly dignified scene but was the 

right scene: Diana crying and holding Evelyn, Arthur with his 

arms around both of them, Val keeping watch because that was what 

Val did. 

“You did it,” Diana said. “You actually did it.” 
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“We did it,” Evelyn said. “All of us. Every step.” 

Rupert confirmed the operational picture: Ashford in custody 

with ironclad evidence for the first time. The Brotherhood’s 

financial infrastructure frozen. The Trinity defeated. The 

original architect of forty years of organized crime, cornered in 

front of the ruins of the building he had tried to own, by a 

woman with a forty-year-old gun and something to prove. 

Arthur looked at what remained of the Imperial behind him. 

The facade holding. The east wing open. The chandelier gone for 

the third time. 

“We’ll rebuild,” he said. 

Lockwood, arm in sling, standing beside him: “And this time 

we’ll make it stronger.” 

“Better,” Arthur said. “Unbreakable.” 

They stood together in front of the ruins of the thing they 

had built and fought for and rebuilt twice and were now going to 

rebuild a third time, battered in ways that would take longer 

than the marble floors to repair, and none of them was entirely 

certain it was the right thing and all of them knew it was the 

thing they were going to do. 

Six months later, the hotel opened again. 

The lobby was its finest iteration: the marble, the 

chandelier, the art deco fixtures, the flowers, the specific gold 

of the light at evening. A plaque on the wall near the concierge 

desk, bronze, formal: In Memory of Those Who Fell Defending the 

Imperial. They Gave Everything. We Remember. Four names. Arthur 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 181 

 

had written them himself, in the quiet of a Sunday morning, and 

had not been able to see clearly by the time he finished. 

The team greeted the first guests of the new opening 

together. Arthur and Diana. Lockwood, arm healed. Val, scanning 

entrances. Evelyn, who had exchanged witness protection for a 

small flat in Battersea and a part-time consultancy role that 

Rupert had quietly arranged and that nobody asked questions 

about. 

Sir Malcolm Ashford had been sentenced to life imprisonment. 

The Brotherhood’s financial networks had been dismantled across 

eleven jurisdictions. The Trinity was defeated. The Banker was 

gone. 

The Imperial endured. 

In a maximum security visiting room, some weeks after 

sentencing, Ashford sat across a table from a visitor whose face 

was not visible to the security cameras because the visitor had 

chosen their position carefully. The conversation was brief. The 

visitor said: you failed. Completely. Ashford said he had given 

years of service. The visitor said: you got caught. That’s 

unforgivable. Goodbye, Malcolm. 

The visitor stood and left. As they crossed the threshold of 

the visiting room, their hand was briefly visible to a camera 

positioned near the exit. An expensive ring. A crest. Different 

from Ashford’s. 

Ashford sat alone in the visiting room and understood, in 

the way that understanding arrives when it is too late to be 

useful, that the person who had just left him was not an ally. 
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The Brotherhood was not over. 

It was reorganizing, as it always had, under new leadership. 

Under a name no one had yet connected to it. 

And somewhere in London, in a hotel that had survived 

everything the previous year had sent against it, the lights were 

on and the guests were arriving and the chandelier was casting 

its gold across people who had no reason to know what had 

happened in that room and every reason to enjoy it. 

The Imperial endured. 

For now. 

 

 

PART THREE: THE ENDGAME 

Chapter Fifteen 

 

One year was enough time to win awards. 

The Imperial had been named Luxury Hotel of the Year in July 

1966, which was the kind of recognition that arrives with a 

plaque and a ceremony and a great deal of champagne and which 

Arthur received with the gracious smile of a man who has spent 

two years fighting for the right to have a hotel to win awards 

with and is not entirely certain the fighting is finished. The 

Michelin announcement followed two weeks later. Bookings for the 

next quarter were at ninety-seven percent. Revenue was triple the 

previous year. 

Margaret, walking alongside him as he crossed the lobby that 

morning, told him all of this in the tone of someone delivering 
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good news to a person she is not entirely sure knows how to 

receive it. 

“You don’t sound excited,” she said. “We’ve won every award. 

Revenue is triple last year. This is everything we worked for.” 

“Is it though?” Arthur watched a celebrity couple cross 

toward the lifts with the ease of people for whom luxury hotels 

are a natural habitat. “Or are we just waiting for the next 

attack? The next bomb? The next Trinity?” 

“There is no next Trinity. Ashford is in prison. The 

Brotherhood is finished.” 

“That’s what we thought after Hassan. And after Mueller. And 

they kept coming back.” 

She said he needed a break, which was what people said when 

they did not know how else to address the quality of exhaustion 

he was carrying. Lockwood said the BBC was waiting in the 

restaurant. Arthur said: another interview. Fine. 

The BBC interviewer asked the question they always asked: 

how do you keep going, after everything that has been done to 

this hotel and to you? Arthur gave the answer he always gave: 

because giving up means they win. 

Then she asked: would you ever consider selling? Walking 

away? 

He paused for long enough that she leaned forward. 

“Every day,” he said. “I consider it every day.” 

Diana’s book had sold two hundred thousand copies in its 

first month. Her publisher called it a phenomenon, which was the 

word publishers used when something had exceeded their 
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projections in a way that required a different vocabulary. Film 

rights inquiries. Interview requests. A profile in The New 

Yorker. She received all of it with the ambivalence of someone 

who wrote the book to honour the people who died and has found 

that the market has decided to make it a success, and is not 

entirely certain these are the same thing. 

The publisher wanted a sequel. She told him the story was 

over. He said publishers were approaching other Brotherhood 

survivors. She said she needed to think. He said don’t wait too 

long, and she hung up and sat with that for a while. 

Val came in with coffee at eleven, which was something he 

did most mornings now in the flat they had been sharing for six 

months, not because he was a person who brought people coffee on 

principle but because he had learned when the coffee was needed 

and this was when it was needed. 

“What do I do when there’s no enemy?” she said. “I’ve been 

fighting for two years. I don’t know how to live when there’s 

nothing to fight.” 

“You live,” he said. “We live. Together. Without looking 

over our shoulders.” 

He put his coffee down and pulled out a small box and opened 

it. 

She looked at the ring briefly. Then at him. He said: marry 

me. Build a life. Away from hotels and terrorism and danger. Just 

us. 
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She was crying before she answered, which happened sometimes 

when things were uncomplicated enough to arrive without warning. 

“Yes,” she said. “Of course yes. Always yes.” 

They kissed. It was the kind of moment that is complete in 

itself, that requires nothing after it except more of the same, 

and for about forty seconds that was what it was. 

She looked at him briefly. Then the hotel telephone rang. 

“We need to go,” she said. 

The offer was extraordinary: twelve million pounds, cash, 

immediate transfer, no contingencies, buyer represented by 

Kensington Legal, one of the most reputable corporate law firms 

in London. The buying entity was described as a hotel consortium 

seeking to expand its luxury portfolio. The actual buyer was 

requesting anonymity until the sale was finalized, which was not 

unusual for transactions of this size. 

Arthur had been looking at it for two hours when Rupert 

arrived and told him not to sign anything. 

“MI6 traced the buyer through seven layers of shell 

companies,” Rupert said. “At the bottom: Volkov Holdings. 

Katerina Volkov’s family business. Brotherhood money, laundered 

through offshore structures and presented as legitimate 

investment.” 

Arthur sat back. “She’s in prison. She can’t buy anything.” 

“She can’t. But her organization can. This is a hostile 

takeover. They’re trying to acquire the Imperial legally, through 

proxies, and return it to Brotherhood control without firing a 

single shot.” 
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Lockwood said: can they do that? While she’s in prison? 

Rupert said: if Arthur signs, yes. Once the sale is final, they 

control the building and there is nothing anyone can do about it. 

It would be completely legal. 

The room absorbed this. Diana said: so the offer is bait. 

Again. 

“Yes. But this time there are no bombs. No gunmen. Just 

paper and money and lawyers. Welcome to the new Brotherhood.” 

Rupert looked around the room. “They’ve evolved. This is 

corporate warfare.” 

Evelyn, who had been listening from the doorway like someone 

who has seen this particular evolution before, said: “The Volkovs 

are the public face. Someone more powerful is behind them. I’m 

going to find out who.” 

Arthur looked at his team: older than they had been, 

carrying more, but still here. Still together. He said: we’re not 

selling. We’re fighting. Again. 

No one seemed surprised. 

The woman looking out over London that evening from a 

minimalist penthouse apartment had the kind of face that had been 

described as aristocratic since birth, which was accurate both 

because her family had been aristocratic since before any living 

person could remember and because the word captured something 

specifically about the quality of her attention: the sense of 

someone surveying terrain they already consider theirs. 

Lady Catherine Montrose was forty-five. She had been 

connected, in ways that no investigator had yet traced to her 
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satisfaction, to the Brotherhood since she was thirty—first as a 

financial intermediary, then as a strategist, then, after 

Ashford’s arrest, as the person who had stepped into the vacancy 

because she was the only one in the organization who understood 

how it needed to change. 

She had a photograph of herself with Sir Malcolm Ashford 

from years ago. They were smiling. She had never liked him 

particularly, but she had understood his usefulness, and when he 

became a liability she had sent a visitor to his prison with the 

ring that was different from his and delivered the message that 

he was no longer useful. 

The Brotherhood under her was not the Brotherhood under 

Ashford. It had no bombs, no trinities, no hired muscle in 

maintenance uniforms. It had lawyers and accountants and 

journalists and shell companies and patience. It had public 

opinion, which was the most powerful weapon she had found in 

forty-five years of watching powerful people fight. 

It had a hotel consortium with twelve million pounds. 

And if that failed, it had Phase Two. 

The lawsuits arrived within a week of Arthur refusing the 

offer. Three of them, filed simultaneously through different 

firms: workplace safety violations, building code irregularities 

during the reconstruction, and—the one Arthur’s lawyer called 

creative—a trademark claim asserting that Volkov Holdings had 

registered the name Imperial in 1958 and that Arthur had been 

using their intellectual property without license for two years. 
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“The hotel has been called the Imperial since 1875,” Arthur 

said. 

“In court, probably not a winnable claim,” his lawyer said. 

“But that’s not the point. They don’t need to win. They need to 

make it expensive. Legal fees for all three cases, 

conservatively, over two years? Two to three million pounds. 

Minimum.” 

Arthur looked at the number and said nothing. 

The article in The Times appeared the following morning. 

BABYLON JOURNALIST PROFITED FROM TRAGEDY: Did Diana Hargreaves 

Exploit Victims for Book Deal? Anonymous sources. Claims that she 

had exaggerated the Brotherhood threat, inflated her own heroism, 

written the book as a commercial enterprise on the backs of 

people who had died. It was, Arthur read carefully, character 

assassination: precise, sourced to people whose names were not 

given, impossible to directly refute. 

Lockwood said the reporter’s name was Eleanor Walsh, society 

correspondent, this story entirely outside her usual beat. 

“Which means someone gave it to her,” Arthur said. “Someone 

paid her, or fed her the story, or both.” 

Rupert, arriving with documents, said: “We found the 

internal leak first. Margaret Ross.” 

The word that went around the room when Rupert said 

Margaret’s name had the quality of the word that follows a name 

you trusted. Lockwood said it was impossible. Arthur looked at 

the evidence: bank deposits, fifty thousand pounds across six 

months from a Cayman Islands account traced to Volkov Holdings. 
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Financial records, guest lists, security protocols, schedule 

information. Everything. 

Margaret, when they came to her office, looked up from her 

files and saw their faces and knew immediately. She stood. She 

sat back down. 

She had a gambling problem twenty years ago, she said. Had 

borrowed money from people she should not have borrowed from and 

done favors she was not proud of to pay it back, nothing illegal, 

but career-ending if it came out. They had found this. They had 

approached her six months ago. 

“I tried to give them harmless things,” she said. “Old 

menus. Public records. But they kept asking for more.” 

She was crying. Arthur sat beside her, which surprised the 

room. 

“You could have told us,” Rupert said. “We would have 

protected you.” 

“Would you? After the Trinity? The Banker? Why would you 

trust someone with a criminal past?” 

“Because everyone deserves a second chance,” Arthur said. He 

said it with the quiet certainty of someone who has been given 

second chances and knows what they are worth. “That’s what the 

Imperial is.” 

She would not resign. She would stay, and work, and feed 

them false information—reports of Arthur panicking, of meetings 

with other buyers, of the hotel’s defences crumbling. She would 

be a double agent, because the alternative was for the 
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information she had already given to be the last useful thing she 

did. 

Rupert said he wanted everything monitored. Arthur said: one 

wrong move. Margaret said: I know. And thank you. 

Eleanor Walsh, reading the responses to her Times article at 

her desk two days later, received a note by courier: Well done. 

Phase One complete. Bonus payment incoming. Keep up the 

pressure.—L.M. She burned it in the ashtray with the speed of 

someone destroying something they do not want to have seen. Her 

hands were shaking slightly when she set the receiver down. 

She had known, from the first conversation with the woman 

who had called herself a concerned friend of the victims, that 

the story was a gift of the kind that requires something in 

return. The documents had been too complete, the sources too 

organized, the angles too precisely calibrated against Diana 

Hargreaves’s specific vulnerabilities. But the story had been 

sensational and she had published it and the engagement numbers 

had been the largest of her career, and these facts had proven 

stronger than her misgivings. 

Lady Montrose, meanwhile, gave an on-record interview to The 

Guardian. She was gracious, concerned, citing transparency as a 

personal value. She provided the journalist with a folder of 

forged documents: bank records, letters, meeting notes, all 

designed to suggest that Arthur Hargreaves had known about the 

Brotherhood’s operations in his hotel and had profited from them. 

The journalist took the folder. Left with it. Montrose 

smiled. 
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“She’s going to destroy us,” Arthur said, when Rupert 

briefed the emergency meeting that evening. “Legally. In the 

press. Without a single act of violence.” 

“Without direct violence,” Rupert said. “The lawsuits. The 

media campaign. The forged documents. It’s all designed to do the 

same thing the bombs were designed to do: make you unable to 

operate. The method is different. The objective is identical.” 

“Control the story, control public opinion, control 

reality,” Evelyn said. “I’ve seen it before. The Brotherhood used 

it constantly whenever direct methods became too costly.” 

Arthur’s lawyer said they could not stop the Guardian piece 

without prior restraint, which UK courts rarely granted. They 

could not prove the documents were forged before publication. 

They had, in operational terms, about twenty-four hours before 

the narrative shifted permanently against them. 

“Then we shift it ourselves,” Diana said. 

She had been engaged for three days and had spent two of 

them writing. Val brought her tea at eleven and again at two in 

the morning and said nothing both times about sleep, because he 

had understood by now that saying things about sleep when she was 

in this particular mode was a form of conversation she was not 

currently in a position to have. 

The piece ran to four thousand words and was published on 

Substack at three forty-seven in the morning because that was 

when it was finished. THE REAL STORY: How a Billionaire Is 

Weaponizing Media to Steal a Hotel. Her name on it. No editor, no 

legal review, no permissions sought. 
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She named Lady Catherine Montrose. She named Eleanor Walsh 

and the methodology of the story she had published. She named 

Volkov Holdings and traced it, with the documentation Rupert had 

provided and her own research, back to the Brotherhood’s 

financial infrastructure. She provided the evidence that the 

Times sources were anonymous because they did not exist, and that 

the Guardian documents were forged, and that the person 

conducting a media campaign against her family was not a 

whistleblower but the current head of the organization that had 

bombed her father’s hotel three times in two years. 

She knew it would make her a target. She had been a target 

before. 

The piece had seventeen thousand shares within two hours. 

Montrose’s name was trending. The Times issued a cautious 

statement about their sourcing standards. The Guardian paused 

publication of the planned piece for additional fact-checking. 

In her penthouse, Catherine Montrose read Diana’s article 

and threw the newspaper and called her lawyer and said: Phase 

Three. Now. Completely. I don’t care how. 

Her lawyer mentioned restraining orders and ethical 

concerns. Montrose said there were no ethics in war, only winners 

and losers, and hung up and looked out at London. 

The Imperial was visible from her window. Still standing. 

Still lit. Still defiant. 

She had not expected the journalist to be this fast, this 

precise, this willing to move without institutional cover. She 
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had been underestimating Diana Hargreaves, she realized. That was 

a mistake she would not make twice. 

It did not change what was coming. It changed only the 

timeline. 

 

 

Chapter Sixteen 

 

The ballroom had been used for many purposes across the 

Imperial’s hundred and fifty years and had accumulated a kind of 

institutional patience from all of them. It held the shareholder 

meeting with the same atmosphere it had held gala dinners and 

press conferences and, on one occasion two years ago, an armed 

firefight: a room that has seen enough of human behavior to have 

stopped being surprised by it. 

Arthur stood at the podium with the financial charts behind 

him and delivered the numbers, which were genuinely good numbers. 

Revenue up two hundred and forty percent. Occupancy at ninety-

four percent. Every award the industry gave. He was halfway 

through the first slide when Lady Catherine Montrose stood up. 

She was in the front row and she had dressed for this with 

the precision of someone who understands that a room full of 

shareholders is a room full of people who respond to credibility 

signals. “How can shareholders trust a CEO whose hotel has been 

the site of three terrorist attacks in two years?” 

Arthur gave the answer he had been preparing: the attacks 

were perpetrated by criminals, the hotel was a victim, they had 
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cooperated fully with authorities. Montrose said: were you a 

victim, or were you complicit? The Brotherhood operated from your 

hotel for forty years. Arthur said the Brotherhood predated his 

ownership by decades. Montrose said: you knew the hotel’s history 

and bought it anyway. That suggests either incompetence or 

complicity. 

The room murmured. Arthur felt the quality of a room in the 

process of being moved. 

She moved for a no-confidence vote. It was out of order but 

she had the procedural knowledge to make it available. Two 

shareholders seconded immediately—plants, positioned and waiting. 

The vote came: forty-five percent in favor of hearing the motion. 

Fifty percent against. The motion failed. 

Montrose sat down, smiling with the satisfaction of someone 

who has achieved the objective they actually came for, which was 

not winning but demonstrating that the margin existed. 

Diana stood up from the back of the room. 

She introduced herself to people who already knew who she 

was, which was the correct rhetorical move: it made her a person 

speaking rather than a name being invoked. She said Lady Montrose 

had spent months attacking her family. Spreading lies. Forging 

documents. All to steal this hotel. 

Montrose said: that’s slander. 

Diana held up documents. Bank records, traced to Montrose’s 

accounts, showing twenty-five thousand pounds paid to Eleanor 

Walsh on the same day the Times article was published. She said: 

that’s not consulting. That’s a bribe. 
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Montrose said: prove it. 

“Play the recording,” Diana said, to Margaret at the tech 

station. 

The audio filled the ballroom. Montrose’s voice and her 

lawyer’s, discussing the lawsuits, the media campaign, the three 

journalists ready to publish similar pieces. Hargreavess are 

liars and profiteers. The room went very quiet in the way of 

rooms absorbing something irrefutable. 

Montrose said the recording was illegal, obtained without 

consent. Rupert showed his MI6 identification and said court-

authorized surveillance, everything by the book. Montrose said it 

was fabricated. Diana said there was more: documents connecting 

her to Volkov Holdings, the shell company that had tried to buy 

the hotel. 

Then Evelyn spoke from her wheelchair at the back. 

She said: I remember you, Catherine. From forty years ago. 

You were Malcolm Ashford’s protégé. His partner. You helped him 

build the Brotherhood’s financial network. You’ve been planning 

this for years. 

Montrose said: you’re a convicted criminal, your testimony 

is worthless. 

Evelyn said: maybe. But my memory is excellent. And I 

remember everything. Including the bodies. 

Montrose looked around the room and understood that she had 

lost, and attempted the final pivot of someone losing in public: 

she said they were all criminals, they were using MI6 to 
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intimidate legitimate business interests, the shareholders should 

see through it. 

Hartley moved to expel her from the meeting. The vote was 

overwhelming. Val led the security escort. As she was removed, 

she looked back at Arthur with the expression of a woman who has 

been temporarily defeated and is already planning what comes 

next. 

“This isn’t over,” she said. “I have resources you can’t 

imagine.” 

“I doubt that very much,” Arthur said. 

The doors closed behind her. The remaining shareholders 

applauded. Arthur nodded and returned his attention to the 

financial charts, because the meeting was not over, and because 

the applause was for one battle in a war that was not won. 

The east wing fire started that same evening, which told 

them everything they needed to know about who had ordered it and 

suggested that Montrose had given the instruction before 

attending the shareholder meeting, which was either admirable 

forward planning or evidence that she had expected to lose and 

had arranged the retaliation in advance. 

All guests accounted for. All staff safe. The fire captain 

confirmed accelerant at multiple locations. Arthur gave a 

statement to the assembled press outside and said we’ll repair, 

we’ll reopen, we always do, and walked away from the cameras with 

Diana beside him. 
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“Maybe she’s right,” he said. He said it quietly, to Diana 

only, in the space between the cordon and the car. “Maybe I am a 

liability. Maybe people would be safer if I just sold.” 

“Don’t say that.” 

“What if winning means losing myself? My health? My sanity? 

What’s the point?” 

She took his arm. “The point is the Imperial matters. It’s 

history. It’s a symbol. And you’re the only person stubborn 

enough to protect it.” 

A small smile. “Stubborn. That’s one word for it.” 

“I prefer resilient. But stubborn works.” 

Later that night, in her car listening to the late bulletin 

on the wireless, Montrose received a call from a number the 

switchboard could not trace. The voice was male and distorted and 

said: the fire wasn’t authorized. You were supposed to wait. Let 

the legal process work. 

She said she had improvised. 

The voice said she had drawn attention, MI6 attention, which 

was unacceptable. She said she was running this operation. The 

voice said: no. You’re an asset. A useful face. Not the 

architect. And if you can’t follow orders, you’ll be replaced. 

The line went dead. Montrose sat with the receiver in her 

hand and understood, for the first time, the precise shape of the 

situation she was in. 

She was not at the top. 

She had never been at the top. 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 198 

 

The envelope arrived the following morning, addressed to 

Arthur in a hand he did not recognize, containing a single 

photograph and a single card. 

He recognized himself immediately: thirty years old, in 

front of a London hotel that no longer existed in anything like 

that form, standing beside a man he had not thought about in 

years and had not stopped thinking about entirely. Richard 

Drummond, forty-odd, confident in the way of someone who believed 

his future was arranged in his favor. 

The card read: Remember Richard. Remember what you did. 

Remember what you owe.—The Founder. 

Diana found him still holding it. 

He told her about Richard Drummond, in the careful way of 

someone presenting facts they have been carrying for a long time 

and have not chosen to examine in company. His business partner 

from the late eighties. Co-owners of the Grand Olympus Hotel, 

fifty-fifty. Arthur had wanted to sell. Richard had not. They had 

argued for months. Arthur had bought him out—forced the sale, 

legally, without ambiguity. Richard had called him a traitor. Six 

months later Richard was dead: car accident on the M1, police 

ruling accidental, family ruling otherwise. 

“His family blamed me,” Arthur said. “His daughter 

specifically. She was maybe twenty at the time. Wouldn’t speak to 

me at the funeral. Said the stress of losing the hotel had killed 

him.” 

“Was she right?” 
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“No. He made his own choices. But she’s not wrong that I 

contributed to his unhappiness. And I never got to make it 

right.” 

Diana looked at the photograph briefly. Then: “What was his 

daughter’s name?” 

“Victoria.” 

“Dad. What if Victoria is The Founder? Twenty years of 

building resources, building connections, waiting for the right 

time to come for you. That’s not insane. That’s a plan.” 

He looked at the photograph of young Richard Drummond, 

confident and smiling, with no knowledge of what the next six 

months contained. Something moved across Arthur’s face that Diana 

recognized as the expression of a man who has been trying to 

outrun a specific guilt for two decades and has just had it turn 

and face him. 

Rupert came in before the conversation could go further. 

Lockwood had collapsed. He was in hospital. 

Lockwood was pale in the hospital bed and furious about it 

in the way of someone who considers physical vulnerability a 

personal affront. His heart, the doctor said: the stress of the 

shooting, the fire, the accumulated weight of two years of 

emergencies on a sixty-three-year-old man who had already been 

carrying the weight of the building long before Arthur bought it. 

“Six months,” the doctor said. “Complete rest. No work. No 

stress.” 

Lockwood said the hotel needed him. Arthur said the hotel 

needed him alive and that Margaret would manage his duties. 
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Lockwood said Margaret? Arthur said she’d proven herself. 

Lockwood accepted this reluctantly and then said: only six 

months, and Arthur said: we’ll see. 

In the corridor Rupert gave him the MI6 results on Victoria 

Drummond. 

Cambridge, Harvard MBA, corporate law specialist, partner at 

Kensington Legal since 1955—the same firm that had represented 

the Volkov Holdings offer. Married to Lord Edmund Blackwood, 

British aristocracy, wealthy, connected. And Blackwood had been 

photographed with Ashford at charity events and business 

conferences. His shipping company’s routes overlapped with the 

Brotherhood’s known smuggling corridors. 

“She married into it,” Arthur said. “Or she found it. Either 

way, she’s been inside the network for years.” 

“She has motive, means, and twenty years of patience,” 

Rupert said. “But we still need evidence directly connecting her 

to The Founder’s communications. Right now it’s circumstantial.” 

“Then I publish the circumstantial case,” Diana said, and 

opened her files. 

THE FOUNDER UNMASKED? Victoria Drummond and the Ghost of 

1928. Diana published it at noon, framed as investigation rather 

than accusation, raising questions rather than making claims, 

every sentence technically defensible while collectively pointing 

in one direction with unmistakable force. 

Victoria read it in her office at Kensington Legal with the 

focused attention of someone reading a document that concerns 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 201 

 

them and looking for the specific error that undoes it. She found 

no specific error. She called Montrose. 

Montrose was panicking. Victoria told her to stop. “She has 

no proof. Only speculation. We stay quiet. Let it die.” 

“But what if —” 

“Catherine. Panic leads to mistakes. Mistakes lead to 

prison. Do you want to end up like Ashford?” 

She hung up. Looked at her hand. It was shaking slightly. 

She was not as calm as she had sounded. The article was 

closer than any of the previous ones. And the crowdsourced 

investigation Diana had catalyzed—thousands of people connecting 

dots, finding connections the original piece had not included—was 

moving faster than she had anticipated. 

She needed to accelerate. 

Margaret had worked at Kensington Legal as a paralegal 

twenty years ago, before the Imperial, before the gambling debt, 

before all of it. She still knew people there: specifically, she 

knew Sarah, who ran records management and who had never been 

good at keeping her concerns to herself when those concerns were 

sufficiently alarming. 

They met in the lobby with the ease of people who genuinely 

liked each other and had lost touch in the way that people lose 

touch when life arranges itself inconveniently. Sarah said the 

place had changed since Victoria Drummond made partner. She said 

Victoria ran it like a dictator. She said, in the empty 

conference room where they had retreated for privacy: I’ve seen 
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her files. She keeps leverage on everyone. Partners, associates, 

clients. A safe behind the painting in her office. 

“My name was on one of the files,” Margaret said. 

“A thick one. Years of material. Like she’s been watching 

you since you left.” 

Margaret told Sarah the shape of what Victoria was and what 

she was doing and watched Sarah process it with the quality of 

someone for whom a disturbing thing has just become less 

surprising. “She’s obsessed with Arthur Hargreaves,” Sarah said. 

“Talks about the Imperial constantly. Has clippings. Photos. It’s 

not normal.” 

“Can you get me into her office? The safe?” 

Sarah thought about it. “You owe me,” she said, which was 

yes. 

They went that night. Sarah’s keycard. The painting moved. 

The MI6 lock-picking device running combinations in the dark. Two 

minutes of silence and then the soft click of the mechanism 

yielding. 

Inside: files. Dozens. Margaret photographed them with the 

systematic efficiency of someone who has been told exactly what 

to look for. She found the file labeled THEODORE RACKSOLE—

OPERATION BABYLON and opened it and found inside what she had not 

expected: a letter, handwritten, addressed to no one, a private 

accounting in Victoria Drummond’s own hand of why she was doing 

this and what she intended and what her father had meant to her 

and what Arthur Hargreaves had taken from them both. 

She photographed it. Multiple times. 



Gael / The Mayfair Conspiracy / 203 

 

Then: footsteps in the corridor. 

They pressed themselves behind the desk as the door opened. 

Victoria came in and went to her telephone without turning on the 

lights, moving through the dark with the ease of someone who 

knows exactly where everything is. 

She called someone. Said: the article has caused 

complications. Move to final phase. Tomorrow. 

The voice on the other end said they were not ready. 

Victoria said she didn’t care. “Arthur needs to be 

eliminated. Permanently. Along with his daughter. Make it look 

accidental. But make it definitive.” 

Margaret, behind the desk, controlled her breathing with 

everything she had. 

Victoria said: no more games. No more legal battles. Just 

end them. Tomorrow night. 

She hung up. Stood at the window briefly, looking at the 

city, at the lights, at whatever it was she saw when she looked 

at London at night after giving an order like that. Then she 

said, quietly, to the room she believed was empty: “I’m sorry, 

Father. But they took you from me. Now I take everything from 

them.” 

She left. The door closed. 

Margaret and Sarah emerged from behind the desk. Margaret’s 

tape recorder had captured every word. She looked at it and said: 

this is the evidence we need. This is everything. 

They fled into the night. 
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The emergency meeting convened in Arthur’s office at 

midnight. Margaret played the recording. Victoria’s voice was 

clear: Arthur needs to be eliminated. Permanently. Along with his 

daughter. 

Rupert was on the telephone before the recording finished, 

arranging protection, armed guards, round-the-clock coverage. Val 

had already moved to the window and was assessing angles with the 

instinct that Diana had long since stopped finding alarming 

because it was simply how he processed a room. 

“She’s going to try tomorrow,” Arthur said. 

“Which means we set a trap,” Rupert said. “Let her make her 

move. Be ready. Catch her in the act.” 

“And if the trap fails?” Diana said. 

Rupert said it wouldn’t. 

Arthur looked at his daughter. At Val beside her, the 

engagement ring on her finger. At Evelyn, who had survived being 

shot and a coma and forty years of wrong choices and was still 

here, still watching, still trying to help. At the photograph of 

Richard Drummond that was still on his desk because he had not 

yet decided where to put it. 

“No,” he said. 

Everyone looked at him. 

“I’m not using anyone as bait. I’m not putting anyone else 

in danger. Victoria wants me. She can have me. I’ll go to her. 

Face to face. Alone.” 

“Dad—” Diana said. 
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“Her father’s death was connected to something I did. Maybe 

she’s right that I owe her a conversation. Maybe the conversation 

ends this without anyone else getting hurt.” 

“Or it ends with you dead,” Rupert said. 

“Then I’ll take that chance. I’m tired of fighting, Rupert. 

Tired of rebuilding. Tired of watching people die protecting a 

building. If one conversation can end this—I have to try.” 

Diana was crying. He could see her deciding whether to 

argue, calculating the angles of the argument, and arriving at 

the conclusion he had arrived at: when he had decided something, 

there was no changing it. She had inherited that from him. 

“Not entirely alone,” she said finally. “Rupert knows where 

you are. Val is close. One signal and they come in.” 

He nodded. That was the compromise. 

He picked up the photograph of Richard Drummond from his 

desk and looked at it briefly. A young man who had trusted him, 

whom he had let down, who had died before he had a chance to make 

it right. Who had a daughter who had spent twenty years deciding 

what to do about it. 

He put the photograph in his jacket pocket. 

He would bring it to the conversation. 

 

 

Chapter Seventeen 
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He wrote the letter at dawn, alone in his office, which he 

had always found the right place for things that needed to be 

said without interruption. 

My dearest daughter. If you’re reading this, it means I 

didn’t come back from my meeting with Victoria Drummond. I want 

you to know: everything I did was to protect you. The hotel, the 

fights, all of it. I’m sorry I couldn’t finish the job. But 

you’re strong enough to finish it yourself. I love you. Always.—

Dad. 

He sealed it and left it on the desk and turned to find 

Diana standing in the doorway. 

She had been there long enough to know what the envelope 

was. 

“You’re not going alone,” she said. 

“Diana—” 

“I’m your daughter. This affects me as much as you. I have a 

right to face her.” 

Val appeared behind her. “We’re both coming. Non-

negotiable.” 

Arthur wanted to argue. He looked at their faces and found 

that the argument was not available to him. “Fine. But Rupert 

coordinates everything. And if things go wrong—you run. Both of 

you. Promise me.” 

They nodded. He did not see their fingers behind their 

backs. 

The Grand Olympus had been closed for twenty-two years. It 

had the quality of a place that was once grand and has not yet 
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decided what it is now, the bones of its former self still 

visible beneath the decay: a marble floor buried under grime, 

chandelier mounts empty on the ceiling, a reception desk that had 

received thousands of guests and now received only silence. 

Victoria arrived alone. Elegant even here, in the way of 

someone who has decided that the physical environment is 

irrelevant to who she is. She stopped when she saw Diana beside 

Arthur. 

“I said come alone.” 

“And I said no.” 

She walked slowly around them with the air of someone who 

has been rehearsing this conversation for a very long time. 

“Twenty years,” she said. “Do you know what that feels like? 

Carrying rage that long?” 

“I can imagine.” 

“Can you? You, who took everything from my father? His 

business. His pride. His life?” 

The conversation moved where he had known it would move, 

through the territory of her grief and his responsibility and the 

specific legal and moral borderland between a business decision 

and its human consequences. He said what was true: he had bought 

out a failing business. He had not killed Richard Drummond. She 

said what was also true: he had driven Richard to desperation, 

and the desperation had killed him. 

“I was wrong,” Arthur said. “Morally wrong. Legally within 

my rights, but morally bankrupt. I made choices I’m not proud of. 

I became someone I don’t recognize when I look back.” 
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She had not expected that. Her face moved. 

Then she pulled the gun. 

Val, from the doorway, said: “Diana.” She moved toward her 

father. 

The lights Rupert had deployed showed their red markers on 

Victoria’s chest. She looked at them and looked at Arthur and 

then said, with the strange calm of someone who has just 

understood something: “You think you’ve won. But you haven’t. 

Even if you stop me—others won’t stop. The network is bigger than 

me. Lord Blackwood. My husband. He’s the real architect. He used 

my grief. Pointed me at you like a weapon.” 

“Blackwood manipulated you?” 

“He married me,” she said. Her voice had changed again—from 

cold to something more like a woman in a room she had not 

expected to end up in. “I thought it was love. It was strategy. 

He needed someone with a grudge against you. Someone he could 

mold. Shape.” 

Rupert’s voice over the hidden speaker: Victoria Drummond! 

Drop the weapon! MI6! You’re surrounded! 

She looked at the lasers on her chest. She looked at Arthur. 

She lowered the gun. 

The building shook. 

Blackwood’s charges, placed in the walls and the floors, 

detonated in sequence with the logic of someone who had decided 

that if Victoria failed, the building would eliminate everyone 

inside. The ceiling cracked. A beam came down and caught Val’s 

leg and he went down hard. 
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Arthur and Victoria lifted the beam together, which was not 

a thing either of them had planned to do, and Val pulled free 

with a broken leg and the particular expression of a man who is 

in considerable pain and is managing it. 

Then the gunfire from outside: a cleanup crew, here to 

ensure no witnesses. A bullet caught Victoria in the shoulder and 

she fell, and Arthur caught her without deciding to, because she 

was falling and he was there. 

“Why?” she said, weakly, blood on her jacket. 

“Because you’re Richard’s daughter,” Arthur said. “And I 

owed him that much.” 

He visited her in the hospital the following morning, 

against Rupert’s advice. 

She was handcuffed to the railing, which was the correct 

precaution, and she woke when he sat beside her and looked at him 

like someone who has been trying to feel something for twenty 

years and has arrived at a place that is not what they expected. 

“You came,” she said. 

“I said I would. I keep my word.” 

She told him about Blackwood: the marriage, the strategy, 

the twenty years of calculated cultivation of her grief. She said 

she had been so stupid, so blind, she had thought she was getting 

justice for her father and she had been a weapon in someone 

else’s hand. 

“I destroyed my career,” she said. “My reputation. 

Everything.” 
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“Then build something new. After prison. After paying for 

what you did. Start over.” 

“You’re remarkably forgiving for someone I tried to murder.” 

“I’m tired of hatred,” Arthur said. “Of revenge. Of cycles 

of violence. Someone has to break the pattern.” 

He told her he would visit during her trial. Testify to the 

manipulation, to Blackwood’s role, to the grief that had been 

weaponized against her. She looked at him like someone who has 

built an entire architecture of hatred and has just had someone 

walk through the wall she thought was solid. 

“Why would you do that?” 

“Because your father was my friend. Once. Before business 

ruined it. Maybe I can honour that friendship now. Even if it’s 

too late.” 

The 1928 photograph gave up its secret in stages, the way 

old photographs give up secrets: reluctantly, imperfectly, with 

gaps that required filling from other sources. 

The photo technician could sharpen the background figure 

enough to establish: young, male, hotel uniform, watching Arthur 

and Richard Drummond with an expression that the enhanced 

resolution still could not quite name. Arthur looked at the face 

and did not recognize it, which was the more disturbing answer. 

Diana went to the public records office. The archivist 

produced three boxes of employment records from the Grand 

Olympus, 1928 to 1933. Diana went through them and found the pink 

slips—eighty-seven of them, all dated the same day, the day after 

Arthur’s sale completed. Twenty-two-year employees with two 
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weeks’ severance. Names. Ages. Years of service. All dismissed 

because of a contract Arthur had negotiated that minimized 

severance requirements and saved the buyers millions. 

One name in a separate file: Robert Hartley, forty-five, 

twenty-two years of service, unable to find new work after the 

dismissal. Lost his house. Lost custody of his son. Suicide, 

three months later. 

His son Edmund, age twenty-two in 1928, also employed at the 

Grand Olympus as a bellhop. Also dismissed. Standing in the 

background of a photograph of the men who had taken his 

livelihood, watching with an expression that required no caption. 

Lockwood told Arthur over lunch, with the directness of a 

man who has decided that thirty-five years of knowing someone 

earns the right to say a difficult thing plainly. “Did you want 

to know? Or did you just take your profit and move on?” 

“The latter,” Arthur said, after a long pause. “I didn’t 

ask. Didn’t care. I was building an empire. Casualties were 

acceptable.” 

The word casualties hung in the air between them. 

Edmund Hartley had changed his name in 1935. Had married 

into aristocracy. Had built a shipping empire. Had become Lord 

Blackwood. Had spent twenty years positioned and patient and 

prepared, waiting for the moment when Arthur Hargreaves had 

enough to lose. 

The text arrived that afternoon: You remember now, don’t 

you? My father. Robert Hartley. The man you killed. 
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Arthur typed back: I didn’t kill your father. The economy. 

Depression. Bad luck. Those killed him. 

The response came immediately: You fired him at forty-five 

years old. After twenty-two years of service. With two weeks’ 

severance. He never recovered. Tonight. The Grand Olympus. 

Midnight. Come alone or I start with Evelyn. 

Diana called fifteen minutes later from Evelyn’s flat, where 

the furniture was overturned and there was blood on the floor and 

a note on the desk: She’s alive. For now. Arthur knows where to 

find me. Midnight. Alone. Or she dies. 

Rupert said: safe house, armed protection, don’t be an 

idiot. Arthur said: if I don’t go, Evelyn dies. Rupert said: if 

you go alone, you die. Arthur said: this started with me. With a 

ruthless business deal forty years ago. With not caring who I 

hurt. It ends with me taking responsibility. 

Diana said it was suicide. 

“Maybe,” Arthur said. “Or maybe it’s penance. Either way, 

it’s necessary.” 

He hung up and finished packing and left, and she met him at 

the bottom of the stairs with her jacket on. 

The building looked the same at midnight as it had in 

daylight: a place waiting to be something else. Arthur entered 

through the front door. His flashlight found the lobby. 

“Blackwood! I’m here as requested!” 

Lights came on. Evelyn was tied to a chair, gagged, bruised 

but conscious, her eyes finding Arthur immediately with the 
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quality of someone who has been in danger before and is assessing 

the current situation with whatever faculties she has available. 

Standing behind her: Lord Edmund Blackwood. Gun to her head. 

Sixty-five years old, distinguished, with the cold calm of 

someone who has been patient for a very long time and has arrived 

at the moment he has been moving toward. 

“Arthur Hargreaves. Finally. Face to face. After forty 

years.” 

“Edmund. Let her go. This is between us. She’s not part of 

it.” 

“She’s your friend. That makes her part of it. Everyone you 

care about is part of it.” 

Arthur moved toward him slowly, the way you move when 

someone has a gun and there is nothing useful in hurry. “What do 

you want? Tell me. I’ll give you whatever you need. Just let her 

go.” 

Blackwood said: he wanted Arthur to suffer the way his 

father had suffered. Losing everything. Piece by piece. 

“I’m sorry,” Arthur said. “About your father. About the 

layoffs. About what I did in 1928. The contract I negotiated. The 

people I threw away.” 

“SORRY?” The word came out with forty years of force behind 

it. “You destroyed him! Twenty-two years! And you threw him away 

like garbage! Two weeks’ severance!” 

“It was business. I didn’t know —” 
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“You didn’t want to know! That’s worse! You could have 

protected the staff! Could have negotiated better terms! But you 

cared more about profit than people!” 

Arthur stopped arguing. 

“You’re right,” he said. The quiet in his voice was the 

quiet of a man who has arrived at something he has been circling 

for years. “I was wrong. Morally wrong. Legally within my rights, 

but morally bankrupt. I was young and ambitious and ruthless and 

I made choices I’m not proud of. I became someone I don’t 

recognize when I look back at him. And I’m sorry. Truly. Deeply. 

Sorry.” 

Blackwood’s gun lowered slightly. His expression changed. 

“You admit it?” 

“Yes. And I can’t undo it. I can’t give you your father 

back, or the years he lost, or the morning you found him. All I 

can do is acknowledge the harm. Accept the responsibility. And 

ask you—not for forgiveness, because I haven’t earned that—but 

for a chance to make it right. Tell me how. I’ll do anything.” 

“I WANT MY FATHER BACK!” 

“I know. I know you do. But I can’t give you that.” Arthur 

reached into his jacket and brought out the photograph: the two 

of them young in front of this building, Richard Drummond 

confident and smiling, the blurry figure of a twenty-two-year-old 

bellhop watching from the background. “What I can give you is the 

one thing I built on the graves of people like your father. The 

Imperial Mayfair. It’s yours. I’ll transfer ownership tonight. 

Everything. As payment. As penance. Take it.” 
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Blackwood stared at him. “You’d give up your hotel?” 

Diana stepped out of the shadows. Blackwood whirled. Raised 

the gun. 

“His daughter,” she said. “Diana. I heard everything. Take 

the hotel. Take everything. Just let Evelyn go. Let us go. End 

this.” 

Blackwood stood with the gun between them, forty years of 

rage confronted with genuine contrition, and the rage found 

nothing to push against. 

Then Evelyn spoke through her gag. Insistent. Arthur removed 

it. 

“Shoot me,” she said. 

“What?” 

“I’m dying anyway. Cancer. Terminal. Six months if I’m 

lucky. So shoot me. Get your revenge. Then surrender. Don’t die 

for this.” She looked at Blackwood with the clear eyes of someone 

for whom the calculation has already been made. “Your father’s 

death was tragic. Arthur’s role was unconscionable. But there are 

no more bodies in this room worth taking. Your father would know 

that. Any father would.” 

MI6 tactical teams burst in at that moment, as they always 

arrived: precisely when the gun had already been lowered by 

something other than force. 

Blackwood collapsed rather than dropped the gun. He went to 

his knees among the dust of the Grand Olympus Hotel and wept in 

the way of someone who has been holding a very heavy thing for a 

very long time and has just put it down. He was cuffed gently, 
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because Rupert had told his team this man was broken, not evil, 

and the distinction mattered. 

Arthur untied Evelyn. She said: you really meant it? The 

hotel? 

He said: yes. I’m done. This fight has cost too much. 

They walked out of the Grand Olympus for the last time. The 

building stood behind them, still standing as it always had, 

patient and indifferent, holding the shapes of everything that 

had happened in it. 

The FOR SALE sign went up a month later. The hotel remained 

full and thriving through the last weeks of his ownership, which 

seemed right: it had never needed his ownership to be what it 

was, only his protection, and the protection was now arranged for 

someone else to provide. 

Lockwood, recovered enough to use only a cane and to refuse 

any suggestion that he was not recovered, gave the speech at the 

farewell party with the gravity and warmth of a man speaking 

about something he has loved for a very long time. He said Arthur 

had rebuilt the hotel three times. He said he had defended it 

against terrorism, crime, and corruption. He said that what a man 

chooses to walk away from can be as defining as what he chooses 

to fight for. 

Arthur took the podium. He said: the hardest three years of 

my life. The most meaningful. We faced darkness together and 

survived together. That’s all any of us can hope for. 

Around the room as he spoke: Diana and Val at the edge of 

the dance floor, her hand in his, the engagement ring catching 
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the chandelier light. Lockwood discussing the renovation plans 

for the east wing with the new owners’ representative, the cane 

hooked on the table, his face animated in the way of someone 

talking about something they love. Evelyn, in a chair rather than 

the wheelchair she had recently graduated from, looking at the 

room like someone who has made a kind of peace with specific 

kinds of things. Rupert at the bar, actually off duty, the 

professional vigilance set aside for one evening, which was its 

own kind of achievement. 

Margaret, standing near the door with Sarah from Kensington 

Legal, the friendship forged in a dark office during an evidence-

gathering mission that had almost gone very wrong. 

Val found Arthur in the quiet period after the speeches and 

said: sir, I have a question. 

“You already proposed. She already said yes.” 

“I know. But tradition matters. And you matter. I want you 

to know I’ll protect her. Always. The way you have.” 

Arthur put his hand on Val’s shoulder. “I know you will. You 

have my blessing. And my gratitude. For loving her. For being the 

partner she deserves.” 

They shook hands. Man to man. Diana, watching from across 

the room, let herself cry, which she had been resisting for 

several hours. 

Rupert arrived with news: Lord Blackwood had been spotted in 

Monaco attempting to board a yacht and had been detained. 

Extradition proceedings were beginning. Victoria’s trial was 

scheduled. The lawsuits had been voided as fraudulently filed. 
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The Brotherhood’s financial networks, dismantled across eleven 

jurisdictions, were not coming back. 

“Is it really over?” Arthur said. It was the same question 

he had asked before, at the end of every season of this. 

“The Brotherhood? Broken. The Trinity? Defeated. The Banker? 

Imprisoned. Victoria? Arrested. Blackwood? Detained.” Rupert 

looked at him steadily. “Yes. It’s over.” 

Arthur looked at the hotel around him. The chandelier he had 

replaced three times. The marble floors he had restored twice. 

The plaque near the concierge desk with four names on it. 

Everything that had happened in these walls and everything the 

walls had held anyway, patient and expensive and indifferent to 

any of it. 

The buyer’s representative arrived at midnight to shake his 

hand. A reputable consortium, historic properties, preservation 

and legacy. The Imperial would shine, she said. Arthur said: 

that’s all I ask. 

He stepped outside onto the front steps and looked up at the 

building one final time. 

Then he turned away. 

“Let’s go home,” he said, to the people gathered behind him: 

Diana, Val on his crutches, Lockwood with his cane, Evelyn in her 

coat, Margaret with her new friend, Rupert already looking toward 

the nearest telephone because Rupert would never entirely stop 

being Rupert. 

They walked away together. The Imperial stood behind them, 

still lit, still beautiful, still enduring. 
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But no longer theirs. 

And that was all right. 

 

 

Chapter Eighteen 

 

The signature took about three seconds. Arthur had been 

rehearsing the feeling of it for weeks and had been unable to 

predict what it would actually be, and what it actually was, when 

the pen left the page, was: lighter. 

The lawyer from Cornerstone Hospitality Group gathered the 

documents with the quiet efficiency of someone for whom this was 

a significant transaction among other significant transactions, 

and said: all current staff retained, no layoffs, no 

restructuring for at least two years. Per the contract. 

“That was the deal-breaker,” Arthur said. “No sale unless 

they kept everyone.” 

“It’s unusual. Most buyers want a clean slate.” 

“I learned from past mistakes. I won’t repeat them.” 

Diana was in the doorway when he looked up. She had been 

watching. She knew what the signed documents meant the moment she 

saw them. 

“It’s done?” 

“It’s done. The hotel is theirs. We’re free.” 

She hugged him. He held on briefly longer than strictly 

necessary, which was the right amount of time. 
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He visited Victoria in prison two weeks after the 

sentencing, which was what he had promised and therefore what he 

did. 

She was surprised to see him. He had testified at her 

sentencing, and his testimony had been the testimony of a man who 

had considered what he wanted to say and had said it: the 

manipulation, the grief weaponized across twenty years, the human 

being beneath the plan. It had helped. Could have been life 

without parole. Fifteen years was the outcome. 

She said: fifteen years feels like life. I’ll be fifty-five 

when I get out. My career is over. My reputation destroyed. 

“You can rebuild,” he said. “After. People do.” 

“Do they? Do people really come back from this?” 

“Some do. If they want to. If they’re willing to change.” He 

looked at her with the evaluative regard he had been developing 

across three years of meeting people in exactly the position she 

was now in: damaged, assessing, not yet certain of anything. “Are 

you?” 

She said she had spent so long hating him, planning, 

scheming, that without the hatred she did not know who she was. 

He said: then figure it out. She said Blackwood was in the same 

prison, different wing, and she saw him sometimes in the yard. He 

didn’t look at her. Blamed her for his capture. She said she 

blamed him every day for manipulating her, and also herself for 

letting him, which Arthur recognized as the quality of thinking 

that precedes the possibility of change. 
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“Why are you being kind to me?” she said. “I tried to kill 

you. Kill Diana.” 

“Because hatred doesn’t end until someone chooses to end it. 

And I’m choosing.” He met her eyes. “I forgive you.” 

Victoria Drummond, who had spent twenty years being certain 

of exactly what she felt about Arthur Hargreaves, started crying. 

“I don’t deserve that.” 

“Nobody deserves forgiveness,” he said. “That’s what makes 

it powerful.” 

The lobby farewell was on a Thursday evening in the last 

week of his ownership, and it had the quality of all good 

endings: both final and complete, both sad and right. 

Lockwood gave the speech from the small podium they had set 

up near the plaque—the four names, bronze, formal—using his cane 

and his eighty percent recovered health and the specific 

authority of someone who has loved a building for the entirety of 

his adult life. He said Arthur had rebuilt the hotel three times, 

had defended it against terrorism, crime, and corruption, and had 

now chosen the hardest thing a stubborn man can choose, which is 

to let go. The applause was sustained and genuine. 

Arthur spoke briefly. He said: the hardest three years of my 

life, and the most meaningful. We faced darkness together and 

survived together. That’s all any of us can hope for. He said the 

new owners were good people who would take care of the building 

and everyone in it, and he believed this was true because he had 

negotiated the contract that made it obligatory. 
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The room held the people who had been through it with him. 

Diana and Val at the edge of the dance floor, her hand in his, 

the ring he had helped choose catching the chandelier light. 

Evelyn in her wheelchair like someone who has made a kind of 

peace with specific kinds of things, the cancer progressing and 

the peace genuine rather than performed. Rupert at the bar, off 

duty in a way he almost never was, the professional vigilance set 

aside for an evening, which Diana had noted and which he had 

denied and which was visibly true. Margaret with Sarah from 

Kensington Legal, the friendship forged in a dark office over an 

open safe now apparently solid and permanent. Every member of 

staff retained, by contract, moving through the room with the 

ease of people who know their employment is secure. 

Val found Arthur during a quiet moment and asked the 

question he had already answered and was asking again because he 

was the kind of man for whom tradition was not formality but 

meaning. 

“You already proposed. She already said yes.” 

“I know. But I want you to know I’ll protect her. Always. 

The way you have.” 

Arthur put his hand on Val’s shoulder and felt, with the 

clarity that arrives sometimes at the end of things, the full 

weight of what this man had been: the person who had stayed when 

things were dangerous, who had driven Diana to the hospital 

without being asked, who had put himself in front of a gun and 

taken a beam on his leg and healed from it without complaint. 
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“You have my blessing. And my gratitude. For loving her the way 

she deserves to be loved.” 

They shook hands. Diana, watching from twenty feet away, let 

herself cry. 

The Cornerstone CEO came to his office while he was packing, 

which he had been doing for three hours, deciding what the 

previous three years had produced that was worth carrying 

forward. Not the awards. Not the press coverage. The photographs: 

the team, taken at various points, in various states of disaster 

and relief. 

She said her company was naming the presidential suite after 

him. The Hargreaves Suite. In honour of everything he had done. 

He sat with this briefly. Three years ago he had stood in 

this lobby on an impulse and written a cheque and held a set of 

brass keys and looked at a Latin motto carved in marble: Manet 

immota fides. The faith remains unmoved. He had not known then 

what the faith would be asked to sustain. 

“You’ve earned it,” she said. “This hotel wouldn’t exist 

without you.” 

He thanked her and returned to his photographs. After she 

left he sat for a while in the office where he had done 

everything he had done, and looked at the room, and said goodbye 

to it in the way that you say goodbye to rooms that have 

contained a significant portion of your life. 

His telephone rang from an unidentified caller at five in 

the afternoon. He answered with the wariness he had developed 

across three years of unidentified callers containing bad news. 
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The voice was elderly and British and said: we’ve never met, 

but I know you very well. 

“Who is this?” 

“Someone who’s been watching you. For forty years. Since the 

Grand Olympus sale.” 

Arthur sat down. 

The voice said: Daniel Carver. Head of maintenance. Fifty-

eight years old. Fired in the mass layoff with two weeks’ 

severance. Lost his pension, his savings, everything. His son 

Michael, thirty years old, who swore revenge and changed his name 

and built a new life and never forgot. 

“You’re Michael Carver.” 

“I was. I built resources. Positioned myself. And when the 

Brotherhood started operating from the Imperial—I encouraged 

them. Fed them information. Made sure they knew the hotel’s 

secrets. Its vulnerabilities. I nudged. I planted seeds. I 

arranged for certain people to find each other who might not have 

found each other otherwise. Victoria’s grief and Blackwood’s 

resources. The Trinity’s operational capacity and certain gaps in 

your security that I helped identify. Small interventions. 

Patient ones.” 

Arthur said nothing. Forty years. All of it traceable, in 

the end, to one morning in 1928 when he had signed a contract and 

moved on without asking who it cost. 

“I’m dying,” the voice said. “Cancer. Weeks. And I want you 

to know—the hatred I carried for forty years destroyed me more 

than it ever hurt you. I wasted my life on revenge. And gained 
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nothing. My father is still dead. The years he lost are still 

lost. And I am an old man dying alone with nothing to show for 

forty years except a long list of things I made worse.” 

“Michael. I’m sorry. About your father. About—” 

“Don’t apologize. It won’t change anything.” A pause. “I 

just wanted you to know—you won. Not because you’re stronger. But 

because you let go of who you were. And I never could. You have 

time. Use it better than I did.” 

The line went dead. 

Arthur sat in the silence of his almost-emptied office and 

let the full weight of forty years settle and then lift. All of 

it connected. All of it traceable to one ruthless business 

decision by a young man who had not asked what it cost and had 

spent three years learning, in the most expensive possible way, 

what the answer was. The Brotherhood. The Trinity. The Banker. 

Victoria. Blackwood. Michael Carver: forty years of orchestrated 

chaos, motivated by a pink slip and two weeks’ severance and a 

father who had not recovered. 

But it was over. The last ghost had called to close the 

loop. 

He told Diana when she came in. She said: another one? How 

many people did you hurt back then? 

“Too many,” he said. “But it’s done. He’s dying. Called to 

confess, not to threaten. He said the hatred destroyed him more 

than it ever hurt me. I believe him.” 

“Do you believe it’s really over?” 
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He thought about it with genuine care. “Yes. Because we’re 

leaving. Walking away. Whatever else might be out there—it’s not 

our fight anymore. We’ve done what we could do. Now we live.” 

They gathered outside at dusk: Arthur, Diana, Val, Lockwood, 

Evelyn, Margaret, Rupert. The hotel behind them, lit from within, 

every window gold against the evening sky. 

Rupert said MI6 was officially closing the Imperial file. No 

more investigations. No more surveillance. 

“Thank you,” Arthur said. “For keeping us alive. All those 

times.” 

“Chaotic,” Rupert said. “Dangerous. And oddly meaningful. 

I’ll miss it.” He shook Arthur’s hand with the gravity of someone 

completing something. 

Lockwood looked at the hotel with the expression he had been 

wearing in front of it, at one point or another, for sixty years. 

He said nothing. Some things had been said and some things were 

just felt. 

Evelyn looked at Arthur from her wheelchair with the clear 

eyes she had been developing across two years of putting things 

in order. “I’m proud of you,” she said. “For choosing peace over 

pride.” 

“I learned from the best,” he said. 

She smiled. She did not have long, and she knew it, and she 

had made the kind of peace with that knowledge that is not 

resignation but arrival. 

Arthur looked at his daughter, engaged, standing in the 

amber London evening with her whole life arranged ahead of her, 
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and felt the quality of a man who has done what he came to do. 

Then he turned away from the hotel. 

“Let’s go home,” he said. 

They walked away. The Imperial stood behind them, glowing 

and magnificent and indifferent, as it had always been, as it 

would continue to be. It had housed criminals and heroes and 

ordinary people spending extraordinary nights, and it would house 

them long after any of the people walking away from it were 

remembered. That was what buildings were for. 

But no longer theirs. 

And that was all right. 

The memoir took eight months to write. Arthur sat with it 

every morning in a modest flat in Islington that had too many 

books and not enough furniture and was, in every measurable way, 

better than the presidential suite of a five-star hotel. He 

called it The Imperial: A Memoir and wrote it in the careful 

truthful way of someone who has decided that the only reason to 

tell a story is to tell it honestly. 

It became a bestseller, which surprised him and did not 

surprise Diana. 

The wedding was six months after the sale. Small, intimate, 

a registry office in Notting Hill followed by dinner at a 

restaurant that Arthur had chosen because it had no security 

cameras and no Brotherhood connections and excellent risotto. He 

walked her down the aisle, which was a narrow corridor between 

chairs, and stood beside her while she married Val Rousseau and 
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felt the specific happiness of a man who has gotten something 

exactly right. 

Lockwood retired to a house in Norfolk with a studio in the 

garden and painted until his hands remembered every colour and 

his body forgot most of its complaints. He wrote poetry too, 

eventually, small dense things that Diana read aloud at Christmas 

and that made everyone in the room feel that language was doing 

something it rarely got credit for. 

Evelyn died in January 1967. She had been given six months 

from the Grand Olympus confrontation and had taken eleven, which 

was consistent with her general approach to being told what she 

could not do. She died in her flat in Battersea, in her sleep, 

with a photograph of her daughter on the bedside table. Her 

funeral was attended by more people than she had expected and 

fewer people than she had deserved, which is roughly the ratio 

for people who have lived complicated lives and ended them well. 

Arthur spoke. He did not prepare remarks. He talked about the 

person she had become in the last two years of her life, which 

was the only version he had known well, and said it was enough. 

Margaret Ross managed the Briarwood Hotel in Edinburgh for 

several years, promoted twice, and spent her Thursday evenings 

mentoring young staff members who reminded her of who she had 

been before she made certain choices, helping them see the 

choices coming from further away. 

Rupert Fenwick remained with MI6 until 1975, which was 

longer than he had planned and shorter than the institution 

wanted, and attended every Hargreaves gathering for the rest of 
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his life with the pleasure of someone who has been professionally 

obligated to think about worst cases for twenty-five years and 

has been given permission to stop. 

Val opened his security consulting firm in 1968 and never 

stopped, in any room he entered, noting the exits. 

Two years after the sale, on a Tuesday morning in autumn, 

Diana arrived at Arthur’s flat with a toddler on her hip who had 

Diana’s eyes and Val’s patience and a name they had chosen 

because it was the right name: Evelyn. Evie, at home. 

Arthur took her from Diana’s arms with the ease of someone 

who has been practicing and felt the specific lightness that 

small children introduce to rooms where adults have been sitting 

with complicated feelings. 

Diana asked about the second book. He said: fiction, this 

time. Less painful than memoir. A hotel. No terrorism. Just love 

and redemption and second chances. 

“Sounds perfect,” she said. 

They sat at the kitchen table with coffee and biscuits and 

the ordinary morning light of London coming through the window. 

Evie investigated the bookshelves with the systematic focus of 

someone conducting a serious audit. Diana was pregnant again, not 

showing yet, the second child four months away. 

Through the window, if you knew where to look: London, 

enormous and indifferent and beautiful, and in the distance, just 

visible above the roofline, the upper floors of the Imperial 

Mayfair. Still there. Still lit. Still standing. New owners, new 
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management, new guests who had no reason to know what had 

happened in those rooms and every reason to enjoy them. 

Arthur looked at his daughter across the kitchen table and 

at his granddaughter pulling a collected edition of Dickens from 

the lowest shelf and at the city in the window and felt what he 

had not expected to feel so completely: peace. The specific peace 

of a man who has finished something and is now living in the time 

after. 

In 1980, on a warm evening in late June, an elderly couple 

checked into the Hargreaves Suite at the Imperial Mayfair. They 

had spent their honeymoon here, they told the desk clerk—in 1930, 

in a hotel that was under different ownership and had recently 

survived something significant. They wanted to return. Fifty 

years of marriage. 

The suite was magnificent: the same dimensions, the same 

view over the city, the same gold light that the chandelier had 

been casting across this space, in various chandeliers, for a 

hundred and sixty-five years. On the wall near the door, a 

plaque. 

The Hargreaves Suite. In Memory of Arthur Hargreaves, 1906–

1978, who loved this hotel, and taught us that peace is worth 

more than victory. 

The couple read it. The woman touched the letters with the 

tips of her fingers, which was the gesture of someone making 

contact with a thing that matters. 

Outside the window, London had arranged itself into its 

evening configuration: the Thames catching the last light, the 
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bridges, the towers, the specific density of a city that has been 

building itself for two thousand years and has not finished. And 

somewhere in that city, in various flats and houses and corners 

of it, Arthur’s grandchildren were growing up and learning 

languages and having opinions and making the small and large 

decisions that accumulate into a life. They did not know, most of 

them, what the Imperial Mayfair had cost or what it had meant. 

They knew their grandfather had been kind, and funny, and had 

told good stories, and had named one of them after an old woman 

he had loved, and had written two books, the second of which was 

a novel about a hotel where nothing terrible happened and 

everyone eventually found what they were looking for. 

The hotel endured. The faith remained unmoved. And the 

people who had loved it—who had rebuilt it and defended it and 

finally, freely, let it go—had gone on to live the kind of lives 

that leave traces not in buildings but in people: in a 

granddaughter named Evelyn pulling books from shelves, in a 

journalist whose work changed things, in a security consultant 

who still noted the exits, in a friendship between a former hotel 

manager and a woman she had met breaking into a safe, in a 

retired spy who attended family gatherings and ate too much and 

was almost certainly still filing mental risk assessments on 

every guest. 

The Imperial endured. 

But more importantly, so did they. 
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