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prologue


When he knocked, Kathie Lake was cleaning, one eye on Coronation Street, the other on the ornaments she was dusting. She ought to have looked through the window to identify her visitor, and if she’d been concentrating she would have, but she wasn’t. She opened the door and there he was, huddled in a winter coat. As she stood in front of him she wondered why someone would dress like that in the middle of May. Then, as he lifted his head she saw his face and the loathing in his eyes and she knew. No one had ever looked at her like that except him.


Instinctively, she flung herself at him to push him away, but it was no contest and he flicked her aside like a spent match. He stepped inside and allowed the door to swing shut behind him. She backed along the hall and into the lounge. He stalked her, each step paced and deliberate. When they reached the room her way was blocked by the vacuum cleaner. As she manoeuvred round it her foot caught in the cable and she lost her balance to fall sideways over the arm of the easy chair.


The first blows came without warning – to her face and her head – not with an open hand but with his fist, closed and hard. She’d tried to protect herself. Her arms thrashed about as she attempted to parry each punch, but they were coming from all directions and as each caught her, she found herself slipping to the floor. Desperately she turned over to scrabble away from him, but he was there, hitting and kicking so that her only protection was to curl herself into a ball.


She’d felt her cheekbone go first and then her ribs – she wasn’t sure about her skull. Blood poured from a wound on her head, the skin round her eye tightened and the lid swelled into a bulbous mass; hot flames seemed to be licking at her insides. She prayed for it to end. Yet ironically, before she floated into unconsciousness, everything, his movements, her movements, had shifted into slow motion and she remembered having time to think that it if she lived at all she would need an operation to fix her face.


But he hadn’t killed her; he’d stopped short of that. This had been no more than a warning, a warning to forget everything. It was over, he whispered in her ear, it didn’t matter anymore; did she understand?


As best she could Kathie nodded; she understood.


She didn’t know how long she’d been out of it, but as she came round she felt the pile of the carpet scuff against the bare skin of her arms and her legs and at the first cautious movement the room swirled and specks of light shimmered in front of her eyes. Initially the picture was blurred, but as her vision cleared she took in the damage he had done – ornaments broken, cupboards and drawers standing open, their contents strewn about the floor and James Bond, a drink in his hand, mocked her from the television.


The pain was excruciating as she dragged herself to the phone and dialled Emma Crossley’s number. Her cheek stung as she mouthed the words in hoarse tones, her voice so indistinct that Emma had to ask her to repeat them. She’d been attacked, she croaked. Someone had broken in to the house and attacked her. She didn’t say who.


‘My God, Kathie, have you rung the police?’


‘No police,’ Kathie insisted. ‘I don’t want the police.’




chapter one


Karl Metcalfe lurked in the shadows of the multi-storey car park. It was late, going on eleven. The chimes from the city hall clock had struck the three quarters but not yet the hour. He’d do one more car and then he’d go. It wouldn’t be long before those theatre-goers from the Alhambra who had left their vehicles here would be coming for them. There was no point asking for trouble, but he’d had his eye on the Hyundai that had come in while he’d been relieving the Fiesta of its stereo and he wanted to do that one.


He peered into the haze of the third level. A few of the ceiling lights were broken, the rest masked with grime and the illumination was poor, good enough to see by but not good enough for clarity. That’s why he’d chosen this floor. If anyone noticed him he’d be no more than an indistinct outline, no possibility of a description or of the security cameras picking him up, even if there were films in them, which Karl doubted. Who cared anyway? It was nobody else’s fault but the owners of the cars if their stuff got nicked. They should have been warned they were fair game by the notice which said the management took no responsibility for the vehicles or their contents.


He screwed up his eyes and focused on the middle distance. He couldn’t distinguish much except the vague silhouettes of cars so he crept up to the passenger door of the Hyundai and shielding his eyes peered in. It was possible to make out a dark shape on the back seat. A briefcase he thought. Looking round, he prised his screwdriver beneath the handle. The sharp crack as the lock mechanism was released bounced between the concrete pillars. He pulled the door open and stretched over the back of the seat. Got it. But it wasn’t a briefcase. This time he’d struck lucky; it was a laptop. He’d get a better price for this.


Karl shoved it under his fleece and glanced round. The area was still deserted. He made a dash for the door to the stairs and pulled it open. From below he heard the sound of singing. Two voices, perhaps three, and the owners were coming towards him. Should he carry on and walk past them? He decided not, for in spite of the poor lighting they might remember him and if the driver of the Hyundai had come to pick them up after their night out it could be their car he’d nicked the laptop from. You had to consider every possibility in this job. He stepped back inside. There were two vehicles close enough to hide behind, a Citroën one bay from where he was standing and another, a Landrover, across the aisle a couple of bays further on. He scampered towards the Citroën and melted into the darkness of its shadow as he crouched down.


The door on to the floor opened and three people, two women and one man, boogied through and along the aisle. He held his breath hoping this wasn’t their car. They passed it by.


‘You’re the one that I want,’ the man sang and grabbed hold of the girl to swing her round.


Karl lowered his head. For fuck’s sake, stop messing about and go. He stretched up to watch them as they danced past, towards the four-by-four. If it was theirs he might stand a chance of getting away without being seen. He edged forwards and as he did so his stomach lurched. There was a man in the driver’s seat of the Citroën. He hadn’t noticed him before and even now it was too dark to see who he was, but he was sitting forward, peering across the aisle. Karl ducked down. What the hell was he going to do now? He couldn’t move out and he couldn’t stay. The driver remained rigid, seemingly more interested in the man and the two women. Karl followed his gaze.


The older woman was giggling. ‘Maurice, for goodness’ sake, put Rebecca down and let’s go home. I knew Grease was a bad idea; you’ve only got to hear the music and you get frisky.’


Maurice released the young woman and slipped his arm round the waist of the one who had just spoken. He began to sing to her, ‘Hopelessly devoted to you.’ She gave him a playful push and he kissed her on the lips before stepping to one side.


‘Fish and chips,’ he said, as his bulky frame sashayed towards the driver’s door. ‘How about fish and chips to round off the evening?’


‘Fine, but if we don’t go now, the shop will be closed.’


Maurice felt in his pocket and pulled out his keys.


Rebecca made a grab for them, ‘Oh no you don’t, Dad. I’ll drive; you’ll be over the limit. Do you know you’ve drunk three double brandies tonight – one during the interval and two at the pub?’


Her father put his arm round her shoulder. ‘So I drank three double brandies. It’s a special occasion and I wanted to celebrate.’ He turned unsteadily to the older woman. ‘Help me out here, Dianne. Tell her it isn’t every day she’s twenty-five.’


She turned to him. ‘True, and you don’t want to round it off by being picked up because you’re over the limit. Give Rebecca the keys.’


Karl was becoming stiff. He squirmed, trying to make himself more comfortable. The man in the car remained focused. For God’s sake Maurice, give her the bloody keys and go.


With a sigh Maurice lobbed them over to his daughter. ‘Go on then, they’re all yours.’


The driver of the Citroën switched on his engine. It purred quietly and the car gently inched out from its parking space.


‘Shit,’ Karl muttered. Sweat prickled between his shoulder blades. He was more visible now, but if he side-stepped carefully to the left as it moved off, he might make the pillar. That should give him some shelter.


He waited until the car was a full length beyond him, then began to slide towards safety. And he would have made it too had the older woman not suddenly turned and peered in his direction. He froze. She must have heard him or seen him or something, and now she was watching him. Or perhaps not; perhaps it wasn’t him she was looking at, perhaps it was the car, perhaps she’d recognised the man inside it. Karl didn’t know, but what he did know was that he had to get out of here – and quickly. One, two, three and he would make a run for it. He had counted only two when the car came to a sudden halt and the driver dropped his window.


Fuck. He must have been watching him as well. Probably a copper, the creepy bastard. He’d been sitting there, pretending to be interested in the three across the aisle, when all along he’d been biding his time so that he could nick him when he knew he would have no chance of getting rid of the stuff.


Opposite, father and daughter were changing places. Maurice crossed in front of his wife, while the daughter slid round the back of her. As they did so, the man’s arm appeared over the lowered window.


Karl saw the barrel of the gun a few seconds before it happened. It was so quick, over almost before he had time to work out what was occurring. The flashes, the explosions, the woman slumping to the ground, the screaming and the screech of tyres as the car sped away, took only seconds.


The laptop fell to the ground with a dull thud.


His hands over his ears, which were reverberating from the noise of the gunshot, Karl stood up. He stared at the four-by-four, trying desperately to make sense of what he’d just witnessed. The driver of the car he’d been hiding behind had shot her – three, possibly four times. Just put his arm out of the window and shot her! As easy as that. Images and sounds tumbled about in his head. The flash, the explosion, the outline of the man. The police would be here soon. He began to shake. He had to get away. Doesn’t matter if anyone sees me, just get out. But he couldn’t move. His head was telling him what to do but his body wasn’t obeying. He watched, transfixed, as Maurice and Rebecca ran, crouched, to the woman, screaming ‘Dianne’ and ‘Mum’ in unison. They fell down beside her and her husband lifted her head on to his lap and rocked her.


Without warning, Karl’s legs moved him forwards towards them. It was stupid. He should have gone, kept out of it; it was nothing to do with him. But he couldn’t. He looked down at her. Blood was staining her blouse and she was moaning. Until now, Karl had thought himself hard. But he couldn’t stand this. She was in pain, pain so intense that all she could do was moan. The sound, the smell. He’d never been so close to this kind of violence before. A few fights, the odd kicking, but nothing like this.


Still rocking her, Maurice searched in his shirt pocket. He pulled out a mobile phone and threw it to Karl. ‘Ring for an ambulance,’ he yelled. ‘Tell them to hurry, tell them my wife’s been shot.’


If there was one thing Detective Inspector John Handford hated about his job it was disturbed sleep. It was said more people die at night than at any other time in the twenty-four hours but as far as he was concerned criminal acts came a close second. He left his car at Central Police Station and walked to the multi-storey. Police tape cordoned off the streets leading to the car park, and a couple of police cars and the scene-of-crime vans were placed across the entrance and along the roadside. He rubbed his eyes to banish the tiredness threatening to take over, then ran his hand over his chin and felt the roughness of the bristles. There hadn’t been time for a shave before he’d left although he’d managed a quick shower in the hope it might bring him round, but it hadn’t worked because his brain seemed to have coagulated into a mass of glutinous sludge. He wished he hadn’t spent so long the previous night working with his daughter on her maths revision. Close to her GCSE examinations, Nicola was beginning to panic. He’d told her she had nothing to worry about, her understanding of mathematics was fine, but she’d insisted she wanted to make sure she completely understood calculus and if she couldn’t ask her father, a maths graduate, who could she ask? He’d had no answer to that, and anyway she had always been able to twist him round her little finger, so they’d worked until late when he pushed her off to bed. If she wasn’t tired, he’d said, he was.


He gave his name and rank to the officer stationed at the entrance to the stairwell, stifling a yawn as he entered, then cast his mind back to the phone call. He had been given very little except that a woman had been shot on the third floor of the multi-storey car park and there was a witness. At least that was a start. Handford hadn’t had much experience of investigating gun crimes for they were usually handed to a more senior officer, but this victim wasn’t dead – so for the moment no doubt, an inspector would be senior enough. What he did know was that it was likely the weapon would never be found. According to the duty inspector, Jane Charles, it hadn’t been discovered at the scene and was probably, she commented acerbically, already on its way back to the dealer in Manchester or Liverpool from whom it had been rented. Five hundred to a thousand pounds, the gunman would have paid, depending on whether it had been fired or not when it was returned.


By the time Handford had climbed the urine-scented staircase and arrived on the third level, Inspector Charles had everything under control: the identified scene of the attack had been cordoned off with barrier tape, and a wider cordon isolated the whole of the third floor. Constables were positioned to log in essential personnel and to prevent any member of the public who had managed to get in from going further; lights illuminated the immediate area and the photographers and the scene-of-crime officers were well into their stride. In spite of the activity, there was an eerie silence about the place. The garish brightness of the lamps illuminated a patch roughly ten metres square, but waned in the gloom of the corners of the distant bays, adding to the unnatural atmosphere. It wouldn’t be difficult to secrete yourself in the shadows while you waited for your victim, Handford thought.


He met Jane Charles, a small wiry woman with short curly dark hair, at the door to the stairs. She was arguing with an irate gentleman demanding access to his vehicle.


‘I’m sorry, sir,’ she said, ‘but for the moment you cannot have your van. As I’ve already explained, this is a crime scene; it has to be preserved – that means it stays as it is – nothing comes in and nothing leaves. Wasn’t this explained to you?’


He mumbled that he had a right to get to his own property and that he needed his van for work. But Jane was having none of it.


‘I’m sorry, sir, your vehicle stays where it is until the area has been thoroughly searched. Give your name, address and telephone number to the officer over there and we’ll let you know as soon as you can retrieve it.’


As the man walked away muttering something about bossy women and a police state, she turned to Handford. ‘Bloody man,’ she said. ‘Pushes his way in here regardless and blames me when I won’t let him drive his van over the scene. I ought to have arrested him for obstructing the police, but I’m too damned busy to do all the paperwork.’


Handford wasn’t about to argue with her. ‘What was he doing here at this time of night?’


‘Been to the casino apparently.’


‘Better than being woken up at two o’clock in the morning.’


‘Believe you me, John, I’d rather this wasn’t happening as well. I’ve got a scene on a main road that’s hundreds of metres square, not to mention five floors tall, and I’m supposed to make it secure with three officers down, two more out on a rape allegation, and one on an aggravated burglary. And before you say anything, yes, it is the wrong time of the month.’


Handford held up his hands in mock surrender. ‘The thought never entered my head, Inspector,’ he said, then tentatively, ‘The shooting?’


With a grin her annoyance abated and she led him to the four-by-four. The vehicle was parked, its engine close to the wall. ‘We’ve recovered four cartridges, so for the moment we’re assuming four shots. One bullet we know hit the victim, a Mrs Dianne Ingleby, one hit the back door of their vehicle …’ She pointed out the fissures webbing the paintwork from the puncture hole where the bullet penetrated the metal. ‘Two more hit the wall of the car park, down there, see. Scene of crime have no idea of gun type, except they haven’t recognised it as one we would expect to see on the streets at the moment.’ That meant it was not a Browning, the weapon currently favoured by the Bradford gangs, and the shooting was unlikely to be part of any gang warfare. ‘Mrs Ingleby was badly injured though alive, and has been taken to the Royal. The paramedics weren’t hopeful,’ she added, then turned towards Karl Metcalfe who was perched half out and half in the back of a police car, his head resting on his knees. A blanket was draped round his shoulders and in one hand he held a Styrofoam beaker, which was dripping liquid onto the concrete as it listed sideways.


‘There’s your witness,’ the inspector said. ‘As you can see he’s very shaken. That’s the third cup of tea we’ve brought him from the hotel next door, and he’s spilt more than he’s drunk. If it wasn’t Karl Metcalfe you could almost feel sorry for him.’ Before Handford could ask the obvious, she added, ‘And yes, he was involved in theft from vehicles. Had quite a good night by all accounts. It seems a pity to have to arrest him for it, given what he’s gone through. He ought to go down, the number of times we’ve had him in court, but perhaps this once we’ll let him off with a caution. Poor lad; it’s one thing for him to dodge security cameras, quite another to dodge bullets.’


A PC in uniform approached her. ‘Ma’am …?’


‘I’ll leave you to it, John,’ she said and turned to speak to the officer.


Handford nodded his thanks and walked towards the young boy, who lifted his head to look at him. Jane Charles had been right; Karl Metcalfe had lost his usual cockiness. His features were ashen and instead of arrogance there was a look of terror in his eyes. What he had witnessed was real crime – not the stuff he was used to.


Handford said, ‘Hello Karl.’


‘Mr Handford.’ They were old adversaries.


‘Come on, hitch up so that I can sit down.’


Karl pulled his feet inside the car and slid across the seat; Handford made himself comfortable beside him. ‘You’ve had a nasty experience, how are you feeling?’


‘All right, except me ears hurt.’


‘When we’ve had a word I’ll get someone to run you to the hospital. You ought to have them checked out.’


Karl nodded.


‘Can you tell me what happened?’


Karl recounted the events. Some were hazy, others clearer. But he was sure about the car – cars were his speciality. It was a Citroën, a ZX, dark, green he thought, although he couldn’t be absolutely sure. He’d been too scared to think about getting the registration, but he knew they only made them between 1991 and 1997.


Handford was impressed. ‘You know a lot about cars.’


‘It’s me job to know.’


‘Why were you hiding?’


Karl Metcalfe gave him a pitying look. ‘I didn’t want to be seen.’


‘By whom?’


‘By the people coming into the car park. I didn’t know whether it was their car I’d done or not. So I hid.’


‘What about the man in the Citroën? Can you describe him?’


Karl shrugged. ‘It was dark.’


‘Was he white?’


‘I couldn’t tell. He wasn’t black, but he could have been Asian. I don’t know.’ Karl was becoming distressed. ‘It was dark. I come up on to this floor because the light’s bad, so that if anyone sees me breaking into a car, they can’t describe me properly, so I can’t describe him either. Honest to God, Mr Handford, I’d tell you if I could.’ The boy screwed up his face. ‘I think he was thin – at least he didn’t look fat. And when he put his arm out of the car that was thin. I tell you something though; he was waiting for them three. He’d got the right car and he shot at them. It were no random shooting,’ he ended proudly, obviously pleased with his choice of words.


Handford smiled at him and wondered if he’d learned the language from his frequent visits to the police station or from something he’d seen on television. But this wasn’t a scene from an American cop show, this was real life and Karl knew it. He was frightened at what he had witnessed and probably about his position now it was all over. He frowned as his tongue slid over his lips.


‘Are you going to do me for nicking from cars? I could have taken me stuff and gone you know,’ he continued guardedly. ‘It was nothing to do with me; I could ’ave just left, said nothing; then you’d know nothing.’ He looked wistfully at the laptop on the floor, then up at the detective.


Handford considered. Like a lot of petty criminals, Karl was okay. Deep down he had a streak of morality that had forced him to stay on scene to help. He put him out of his misery, ‘I can’t make promises, but since you stayed to assist Mr Ingleby and then waited for us I think it’s unlikely – a caution at the most, particularly if you return the stereo and the laptop, plus anything else you’ve picked up tonight.’


Karl licked his finger and rubbed at a mark on the back of the driver’s seat in the police car. Handford watched him. He wondered how long it would take the boy to get over this. After a moment Karl stopped rubbing and returned his gaze.


‘Why, Mr Handford?’ he said softly. ‘Why did he shoot that lady? They’d been out enjoying themselves and they were singing and having fun. The man didn’t have much of a voice, but they weren’t doing anyone any harm. Why would he shoot her?’


Why indeed? He placed his hand on the boy’s shoulder. ‘I don’t know, Karl. But I’ll do my best to find out.’


It was almost one o’clock when Handford entered the Royal’s Accident and Emergency department. He grimaced as he always did when he walked in. Whoever had designed it had tried hard to make it feel both welcoming and efficient, but they hadn’t been able to rid it of the oppressive atmosphere which closed in on him.


Despite the early hour and the armed police on the door, the main waiting area was busy: medical and administrative personnel rushed from patient to patient, cubicle to cubicle, never seeming to push back the tide of men, women and children who topped up the red plastic seats and benches as they became vacant. A child was screaming in one of the cubicles. A harassed nurse opened the curtains and summoned a porter. ‘He’ll need to go up to the ward,’ she said, ‘although God knows how you’ll get him on the trolley. He’s got the strength of a dozen.’ The staff coming to the end of their shift cast a weary eye over the people still waiting, some blood-soaked, others the worse for drink. The illuminated sign above reception read ‘waiting time three hours’. Many of them would still be here when the night duty had left.


Mr Ingleby and his daughter were not in evidence, probably in the relatives’ room and Handford was about to go to the receptionist to ask where they were when he spied the constable who had accompanied them in the ambulance.


‘What’s happening?’ he asked.


‘She’s gone up to theatre, sir, been gone a while.’


Handford looked round. ‘Has Sergeant Ali arrived yet?’


‘Yes sir,’ he nodded towards the cubicles. ‘He’s over there talking to the sister.’


He saw Khalid Ali, half hidden by a curtain. A young man in his mid-thirties he was slightly taller than Handford, considerably slimmer – and smarter. Typical of him that he had found time to dress in a suit, rather than the nearest casual trousers and shirt Handford had pulled on. He looked as tired as Handford felt. A deep frown creased his forehead and his demeanour suggested he was carrying all the cares of the universe on his shoulders. Perhaps he was. Ten days ago they had discovered a lump in his wife’s breast and a couple of days ago she had had a biopsy. Now they were living in limbo as they waited for the result. Ali could have taken some leave to be with her, but Amina wouldn’t hear of it and probably, at the moment, work was the best thing for him.


Ali spotted his boss, thanked the sister with a smile, closed his notebook and walked over to the inspector. ‘Mrs Ingleby’s still in theatre, sir. She’s been there quite a while; it doesn’t look good. She was hit the once. According to the sister there’s an entry wound to the chest, but no exit wound, which means the bullet’s still in there. That should give us something.’


‘Where are her husband and daughter?’


‘Upstairs in a room close to the operating theatre.’


‘Have you spoken to them?’


‘No, not yet. They’re both in shock; I thought I’d leave them for a while.’


Handford sat on one of the chairs and indicated Ali should join him. ‘Metcalfe was insistent the gunman was waiting for them to come back to their car,’ he said, ‘and when they got there, he pulled out from his parking space, stopped for a moment and shot four times. One bullet hit her, the other three missed. If the lad is to be believed, and for once I can’t see any reason why he shouldn’t be, it was quick and it was planned. Do we know anything about Dianne Ingleby?’


‘Nothing much. Married, one daughter. Her husband’s Maurice Ingleby. He owns a building firm.’


‘Yes, I think I may have met him once or twice – at some meeting or other. Isn’t he vocal in crime prevention – mainly us preventing his business premises being targeted by local burglars?’ It was an attempt to lessen the tension in Ali, but the sergeant wasn’t having it.


‘Probably,’ he said. ‘But while he plays the big business man, Mrs Ingleby remains in the background. She helps him out in the office a couple of days a week, but most of her time is spent doing voluntary work – here at the hospital, takes library books to the wards and serves tea in the café, that sort of thing – and as a volunteer with Victim Support. Hardly a person I would expect to be the target of a planned shooting.’


‘No,’ Handford said pensively. ‘Nor would I.’


‘You don’t think Metcalfe’s exaggerating what he saw? Talking himself out of what he was doing up there?’


Handford shook his head. ‘Not this time, Khalid. He was in quite a state when I questioned him and he didn’t deny why he was there.’ He thought for a moment and then said, ‘Find out who Mrs Ingleby was working with for Victim Support. That might give us a lead.’


‘Some kind of intimidation?’


‘Why not, if she’d been supporting the victim of a serious crime?’ Handford pushed himself off the seat. ‘In shock or not, we need to have a word with the husband and daughter.’


They found Maurice and Rebecca Ingleby in a small office next to the theatre. It was not really a room, more a space where the staff wrote up their notes following each operation or drank coffee while resting. It gave nothing away to those who waited in there. Everything about it was neutral: its furniture, its decoration, its ambience. To the onlooker it lacked soul, for no matter what traumas were being played out close by, the relatives worried alone and without help. The door to the theatre where they were attempting to save Dianne Ingleby’s life was guarded by two more armed officers.


At first sight, the Inglebys appeared as zombies. Pale and in shock, and staring at, but probably not seeing, the linoleum flooring. They looked up expectantly as Handford and Ali walked in.


Quietly, the DI introduced them both. ‘I’m sorry, I don’t want to intrude, but I wonder if you would mind answering some questions.’


‘Didn’t that young lad tell you what happened?’ Maurice had aged more than his fifty-two years in the last few hours. He was haggard, his eyes sunken and red as though he’d been crying – but not now, not in front of the police. Rebecca, on the other hand made no attempt to stem the tears.


‘He did, but we need you to tell us.’


Ingleby pulled himself from the settee and walked over to the inspector. He stood close. In build the two were similar – large framed and well made, but Handford felt himself overpowered by the man. His nearness was intimidating and Handford wasn’t sure whether that was deliberate or not.


‘Can’t it wait until my wife is out of surgery?’ Ingleby whispered. ‘Look what it’s doing to my daughter; she’s in pieces.’


Handford gave him the benefit of the doubt. He took a step backwards. ‘I do understand, sir,’ he said. ‘But I need something to go on, so if you could bear with me for a while I’d be grateful, and then I’ll leave you.’ He paused as Ingleby returned to sit next to his daughter. He put his arm round her and pulled her towards him.


‘Go on,’ he said.


Handford perched on a chair opposite them and leaned forward. ‘Perhaps you can tell me what you saw.’


‘Nothing. We were coming back to the car, fooling around a bit. Rebecca wouldn’t let me drive because she thought I was over the limit. I gave her the keys and she went towards the driver’s side, while I went to the passenger’s.’


‘Where was your wife at that moment?’


‘I don’t know.’


‘Please, sir, try and remember.’


Ingleby frowned. ‘She was at the back of the car. I crossed in front of her, and my daughter walked behind her.’


‘Which way was she facing?’


‘Us, I think.’


‘Towards your vehicle, not away from it?’


Ingleby nodded. ‘I think so.’ He looked towards Rebecca.


‘Yes, Inspector, she must have been because she’d follow us to get into the car herself.’


‘And you didn’t see her turn back towards the aisle?’


She shook her head. ‘No.’


‘What happened then?’


‘I vaguely remember hearing the car opposite pull out, then the shots. It all happened so quickly. I couldn’t see Dianne and think I screamed out to her and ran to where she’d been. She was lying on the ground and there was blood seeping through her blouse. Then the young lad appeared – I don’t know where he came from. I threw him my mobile and shouted at him to ring for an ambulance.’


Ingleby was trembling. He bent his head forward and Rebecca grasped his hands to hold them in hers. For a moment the silence was interrupted only by their deep breathing as they attempted to calm themselves.


Eventually Handford said, ‘As far as we can tell there were four shots, the one which hit your wife and three others; would you have any idea whether the gunman was still firing after your wife was hit?’


All energy spent reliving the event, Ingleby remained motionless. When he spoke his voice was drained of feeling. ‘As I said it happened so quickly – he may have been.’ He shook his head. ‘I honestly can’t say. Is it important?’


‘I don’t know; maybe.’ Handford wasn’t prepared to qualify his answer. ‘Can you tell me who knew you were going to the theatre tonight?’


Ingleby took a deep breath. ‘Lots of people; it wasn’t a secret. It’s my daughter’s twenty-fifth birthday. We always celebrate her birthday at the theatre.’


Handford sympathised. Whatever the outcome of the operation, Rebecca’s birthday would never be the same. It would always be linked with terror.


‘Perhaps as soon as you are able you can let me have a list.’


Too tired to argue, Ingleby nodded.


‘I’m sorry to have to ask you this, but do you know of anyone with a grudge against your wife, anyone who would want to harm her in this way?’


‘No, of course not.’ Ingleby’s tone was filled with revulsion. ‘I don’t know how you can suggest that.’


‘I’m not trying to hurt you or your daughter, sir,’ Handford said as compassionately as he could, ‘but tonight someone waited for you to return to your car and shot her, and there has to be a reason for it.’ It was harsh and cold and he knew it, but they needed something to go on.


Ingleby made no reply.


Handford nodded to Ali to take over. A new voice might help.


‘I understand your wife’s a volunteer for Victim Support, sir. Have you any idea who she’s supporting at the moment?’


Mr Ingleby looked towards him. ‘Her work there is confidential; she never speaks to me about it.’


Ali turned to Rebecca. ‘Has she spoken to you, Miss Ingleby?’


Rebecca pulled at the tissue she was holding. ‘No,’ she said, ‘Like my father said, her work is confidential; she will never break that kind of confidence.’


Ingleby drew in a deep breath. ‘Haven’t you got enough yet? Can’t it wait? Please.’


Handford stood up. ‘I think so, sir. We’ll leave you in peace. We will need to speak to you again, but not now.’


He was about to move off, but as he did so the door opened. A man in blue theatre scrubs came in. His expression was serious. Maurice Ingleby and his daughter slowly pulled themselves from the chairs.


‘I’m sorry, Mr Ingleby, Miss Ingleby. We did our best, but your wife was very badly injured and the trauma to the aorta caused an aneurism which ruptured. I’m afraid we couldn’t save her. She died in theatre.’




chapter two


Detective Sergeant Khalid Ali left the hospital and returned home. In the kitchen Amina was preparing breakfast before waking Bushra and Hasan to get them ready for school. She was humming to herself.


Everything was so normal. How could she just carry on like this?


She turned at the sound of his footsteps. ‘Khalid! What are you doing home? I didn’t expect you until late tonight.’


The hospital had unnerved him and he put his arms round her. ‘I needed to make sure you were all right,’ he said. ‘Are you?’


She pushed him away and picked up a box of cornflakes. ‘Of course I’m all right,’ she responded angrily. ‘At least I would be if you stopped asking me that. Please don’t fuss.’


He didn’t want to keep his distance; he wanted to comfort her, support her, support himself. He moved back and stretched out his hands to her. ‘Please Amina, don’t reject me.’


Her arms flailed. The box of cereal fell to the floor spilling its contents. ‘Now look what you’ve made me do!’ she screamed at him and dropped to her knees frantically scraping the flakes towards her.


Ali crouched beside her and pulled her towards him. At first she tried to rebuff him, hitting out at him, refusing his advances, tears coursing down her cheeks. For a few moments he wrestled with her anger. Eventually it subsided and she stopped fighting and clung to him, sobbing into his shoulder. He held her until she was calmer, kissing her hair, stroking her as though she was a child, then gently raised her to her feet.


‘Come and sit down,’ he said as he manoeuvred her to the nearest chair. He turned, rinsed out a glass and filled it with water. ‘Here drink this.’


Amina looked up at him as she took it, her face stained, her eyelashes wet with her tears, and he watched as she sipped. He couldn’t believe it was happening to her. She was so beautiful; someone so beautiful could not have something so ugly inside her. Her long black hair was tied back accentuating her slender face, but a tendril had escaped and she tucked it into the clip, her fingers trembling. Every movement was graceful, her trim figure flowed like that of a ballet dancer and she was so colourful, so vibrant and so happy – at least she had been until this. As he looked at her the sound of Maurice Ingleby’s words surged into his memory. ‘Why? What has my wife done to deserve this?’ Ali had asked himself the same thing over and over again. What had Amina done to deserve anything as cruel as this?


And it was his fault; he had felt it first when they had been making love. A small lump in her right breast. Fear had sparked through him like an electric current and he had snatched his hand away. She’d wanted to know what the matter was and to begin with he’d lied and said ‘nothing’, afraid of what the truth might mean, but she had insisted, entreating him to tell her if for some reason she repelled him. Repelled him? His beautiful wife whom his parents had chosen so carefully. That was the last thing she should be allowed to think. So he had told her.


She had more strength than him; he’d said to forget it, it was probably nothing, but she had made an appointment with the doctor the next morning. He had referred her immediately to the consultant at the hospital who had organised a biopsy. Now they were waiting for the result – it would be another four or five days before they knew anything for sure. How could anything as important as this take so long?


Amina handed him back the glass. She was calm now. ‘Please go back to work, Khalid,’ she said. ‘It must have been serious for you to be called out in the middle of the night …’


‘A woman was shot. She died during the operation to remove the bullet.’


‘Then I’m sure her family would want you trying to find out who did this to her rather than being here with me.’


Ali made to argue but she stopped him.


‘I can deal with it much better on my own.’ She stood up and walked over to him. Stretching up her arm she stroked his cheek, ‘Please, Khalid.’ She took a step back from him, then turned and went over to the cupboard. She pulled out a small brush and pan and began sweeping up the cornflakes. ‘I push it to the back of my mind and keep busy; it’s your fussing I can’t cope with.’


‘I’m sorry, but I can’t pretend it’s not there; it’s with me all the time. I couldn’t bear it if anything happened to you.’


Amina threw the dirty cereal into the waste bin and replaced the brush and pan. ‘We don’t know if anything is going to happen. If the lump is benign, then the worst is that it will be removed; if it’s malignant … then they’ll do whatever they have to do.’ She turned to face him. ‘Now please Khalid, for my sake, go to work.’


He made one final attempt ‘I don’t have to; John would understand.’


‘Then let him understand if and when there is something to understand.’ She paused for a moment, her eyes fixing on his. He couldn’t hold her gaze. ‘You’ve told him, haven’t you?’ A hint of disappointment crept into her voice. ‘You promised me you wouldn’t.’


Ali embraced her. ‘I had to Amina; he’s my line manager. The test results will be through soon and I can’t let you go to the hospital alone. I have to give him a reason why I’m going to want the time off. “Personal” won’t be enough particularly now at the start of a homicide inquiry.’ Gently, he stretched out, holding her at arm’s length and looked into her eyes. ‘I wish you would tell someone – my mother, your mother.’


Amina kissed him lightly on the lips. ‘No. I understand why you’ve had to tell John, but you know well enough that both your mother and my mother would fuss even more than you do, and John or no John, murder enquiry or no murder enquiry, they will expect you to stay at home with me even though for the moment there’s no reason to.’ She paused and then said firmly, ‘You can’t give them the opportunity to criticise you for putting your job first and your family second.’


Ali fought against his feelings. This was nothing to do with job versus family; this was to do with him loving his wife and not wanting her to go through this alone. But what she said was true. His parents had never totally forgiven him for joining the police service; they would much rather he had become a lawyer or a barrister and because of that they forced him constantly to wrestle with the question of where his true loyalties lay. It was a problem many police officers had; the difference was that within his community commitment to the family overrode everything else.


He persisted. ‘Now John knows, why not ring Gill Handford, she’ll understand.’


‘No Khalid, Gill is a busy woman with a career and a family. It’s close to exam time and she must be up to her eyes in nervous students, not to mention her own nervous daughters who require her to be there to support them. With one coming up to school exams and the other to GCSEs, she has enough to cope with.’ She took a step backwards. ‘Please, Khalid, I don’t want anyone else to know until we’re sure there’s something to worry about. ’


His feet resting on the open drawer of his desk, Handford angled his body backwards in his chair, clasped his hands behind his head and stared up at the irregular-shaped water stain on the ceiling. It had been his focus since the heavy rains one winter when the water had found its way through the flat roof of the building into the top storey and eventually through the lower floors to his office leaving its profile behind. It cleared his mind and helped him think.


Dianne Ingleby’s death was now a murder enquiry and when he had rung him, Detective Chief Inspector Stephen Russell had told him – much to his surprise – to stay with it. He’d managed to get home to shower, shave and change and Gill had insisted he have some breakfast. He’d complied with a piece of toast and a coffee – in matters like that he found it better not to argue with his wife.


He contemplated the watermark again. Dark around the edges, lighter in the middle. Maurice and Rebecca Ingleby must be feeling something like it at this very moment – a blackness surrounding a state of emptiness. Handford tried not to be affected by the distress displayed by relatives, even in a situation in which the husband and the daughter had seen their loved one gunned down. Ninety per cent of murders were carried out by or involved a close family member or friend and there was nothing to say Maurice Ingleby – or even his daughter – hadn’t organised Dianne’s demise; but equally there was nothing as yet to say they had. Certainly their pain and bewilderment had seemed real enough. After the surgeon had left, Maurice Ingleby had looked up at Handford. ‘Why?’ he’d pleaded. ‘What has my wife done to deserve this?’ It had been a question he couldn’t answer, just as he hadn’t been able to when Karl Metcalfe had asked. Perhaps eventually he would, but for the moment all he could give them was a promise to do his utmost to find both the reason and the person responsible. Small consolation, but it was the best he could offer.


A tap on the door broke into his thoughts and Detective Chief Inspector Stephen Russell popped his head into the room. ‘You are here,’ he said as he entered. ‘I thought perhaps you might have gone back home, managed a bit more sleep.’


Handford grimaced. ‘Not worth it,’ he said.


Russell indicated the chair at the side of the desk. ‘May I?’


Handford nodded his agreement then pulled his feet off the drawer and sat up. He watched as his boss settled himself. Russell was a good few inches smaller than him and eight years his junior, but he carried an air of self-assurance that spanned the inches and the age gap. Educated at public school and then Cambridge from where he’d graduated with a double first, Russell was on the fast track upwards. At least he had been until a year ago when a photograph of him as a student had been found in the purse of a dead girl. By default Handford had become embroiled in the case and much against his better judgement had been forced to investigate Russell’s background. Eventually he had proven that his boss was not involved but in the process had learned that Russell senior had been both promiscuous and a bully and that Russell himself had fathered an illegitimate daughter. Apart from passing the information on to the senior members of the investigating team at the time, Handford had kept his boss’s secret, telling no one – nor would he.


‘It’s been on the local news,’ Russell said as he made himself comfortable. ‘Just that there’s been a shooting, nothing more, although the press have been clamouring; they’re demanding a name.’


Handford shrugged. ‘She’s been formally identified – last night before her body was moved to Sheffield for the post mortem – so providing Mr Ingleby agrees there’s no real reason why her name can’t be released.’


‘I spoke to him earlier. He said he’s already notified those who need to be notified and as far as everyone else is concerned, he’ll let the press do it for him. I suggested he might like more time, but he said no; it has to happen eventually. I promised we’d keep journalists away from him until he is ready to speak to them – if at all. He’s no fool; he understands the way the media works as well as we do and I doubt we’re going to be able to keep it under wraps for too long anyway; better coming from us than from the likes of Karl Metcalfe.’


‘I’ll have him done for theft from cars if he does,’ Handford growled.


The DCI smiled. ‘Well he won’t get the opportunity; I’ve promised to hold a press conference at ten o’clock this morning. In the meantime the press officer is fielding all enquiries.’


‘Right.’


‘And to give you all the bad news at once, I’ve agreed to a trainee detective joining CID, although I’m not sure you’re going to be happy with him, but I promise you I had little choice.’


Handford studied his boss’s profile as he tried to tune into what he was saying. ‘What do you mean, you had little choice? Who is this new trainee, Stephen?’


‘Parvez Miah.’


‘Iqbal Ahmed’s son?’ Handford understood why choice hadn’t entered into it. Iqbal Ahmed was an important member of the Muslim community who, when he wasn’t criticising the police for their methods in handling the Asian youth, gave himself the right to interfere in other areas of police business. It came as no surprise he had been allowed to be involved in Russell’s decision to accept Parvez into CID as a trainee, for even now, when relations between the communities were not as strained, keeping peace with Ahmed meant being his friend not his enemy. And it would suit the man to have his son out of uniform. What was more amazing was that he had allowed him to join the service in the first place.


‘Wonderful,’ Handford said with feeling.


Russell smiled. ‘I thought that might be your reaction. Hand him over to Sergeant Ali; Ahmed can’t complain at that.’


Handford wasn’t sure he agreed; Ahmed had shown in the past that he could, and did, complain about anything and everything. He let his eyes rest on Russell. He hadn’t noticed before, but although still only in his thirties there was a dusting of grey in his dark brown hair and the frown lines along his forehead were becoming more marked. The job was obviously getting to him; it must be hard having to be all things to all people.


‘There are a couple more things I need to discuss with you before everyone arrives,’ Russell said after a moment of hesitation. ‘First of all you ought to be aware that I know the Inglebys – not well, more as acquaintances than friends. Natasha and I have been invited to one or two of their dinner parties and my wife’s PR firm has acted for Maurice from time to time. He tends to mix a lot with people he thinks can be of use to him.’


‘In what way?’


‘In any way he sees fit. He expects me to use my influence in keeping his business premises safe; he seems to think I’m his own personal police service and security firm rolled into one. But I promise you, John, I’m not and never would be.’ Russell paused. The frown creased his forehead even more and for a moment he was lost in thoughts he didn’t seem to want to share.


Handford’s interest stirred. It would be unprofessional to jump to conclusions, but the insistence that Russell would not pander to the business man’s expectations coupled with the uneasy silence suggested he had more information on Ingleby than he was divulging. Hesitation usually meant something and with someone like the DCI it was probably something that could rebound on him in one way or another. As always there were two avenues open to Handford: he could force the issue now and get it over with or he could give Russell the chance to disclose the rest when he was ready. He decided on the latter, but with the option of using a modicum of persuasion should the opportunity arise.


Suddenly, Russell pulled himself back into chief inspector mode and asked, ‘Where are we with it?’


Handford shook his head. ‘Nowhere yet. There were four shots only one of which hit the victim, the others went wide. We haven’t found the weapon, so we don’t know the make of gun. The harvested bullets and the cartridges have gone to ballistics, so it shouldn’t be long before we have some information. Apart from Maurice and Rebecca Ingleby our only witness is Karl Metcalfe, and if he is to be believed, and I think he is, it wasn’t a random killing. The gunman was waiting for the family to return from the theatre.’


Again Russell was silent. Eventually he said, ‘And you’re sure she was the target?’


‘At the moment I have no reason to believe otherwise.’ Handford looked at him quizzically. ‘You think she wasn’t; that it might have been a case of mistaken identity?’


Russell sat back in the chair. He rested his elbow on the arm and placed two fingers across his lips. They were slim, the nails finely manicured. His gaze settled on the edge of the desk as though he was choosing his words carefully, then he took a deep breath. ‘A mistake certainly,’ he said, ‘although not necessarily of identity, rather poor aim. Guns are not easy to control, especially in the hands of an amateur. No, I wonder if the bullet was meant for the husband.’


The early morning sun was still low enough in the sky to cast shafts of light into the room and Russell put his hand to his eyes as if to shield them from the glare. He leaned forward placing himself in shadow. ‘Maurice Ingleby has made a good few enemies over the years. He doesn’t suffer fools gladly and he hates shoddy workmanship. Dismisses anyone, his own staff or contractors, who doesn’t work to his standards and doesn’t easily forgive suppliers who try to fob him off with poor materials. Rumour has it that he’s been instrumental in closing down at least one business, forced the owner into bankruptcy.’


‘Who, do you know?’


‘A builder’s merchant called Ray Braddock.’


‘And there was nothing else to it?


‘I have no idea, that’s for you to find out. As I said, John, it’s only rumour.’ An answer, but not good enough. There was more to this, Handford was sure. It was time for persuasion. ‘You don’t like Maurice Ingleby do you Stephen?’ he said.


At first Russell offered no comment, but allowed a smile to travel along his lips. ‘Is it that obvious?’


Handford waited.


‘All right, John; I don’t like him. As well as everything else, he’s a womaniser. He’s had several affairs and made more than one pass at Natasha.’


It didn’t surprise Handford; Natasha Russell was a beautiful woman. ‘Don’t get me wrong,’ Russell continued. ‘In his own way he was devoted to his wife. It’s just that some women turn him on – particularly the beautiful or the successful ones, and if they’re vulnerable at all he has the charisma, the money and the power to snare them. He never stays with them long, drops them after a few weeks, months if they’re lucky, and if there are signs of retribution from the women or the husbands he covers his own back by attempting to destroy them. Sometimes he succeeds, sometimes he doesn’t.’


‘Nasty.’ Handford contemplated his fingers. ‘Stephen …’ he began.


Russell pre-empted him. ‘I know what you’re thinking, John, in fact you’ve been leading up to it for the last few minutes. I’ll save you the embarrassment of asking the question by giving you the answer. No, even though she has been vulnerable since she lost the baby, Natasha wasn’t one of these women and I’m not one of the husbands.’


Sadness clouded his eyes. She wasn’t the only one who was still vulnerable. A year ago, Natasha Russell had been rushed into hospital with an ectopic pregnancy. The fallopian tube affected had been removed and the other was found to be diseased. Handford knew how hard this still was for them. He nodded his thanks. ‘Do you know who is?’


‘Again no one I can be sure of. Maurice Ingleby’s life is a constant source of rumour. All I can say is that like his business dealings, this aspect of his character is worth pursuing.’ He paused seeming to weigh up his words. ‘But there is something else much more worrying. If it’s true and the papers get hold of it, it could rebound on a lot of people – particularly those from whom Ingleby has asked and been given favours.’


Including Russell. This was why he had been so insistent that he wasn’t in any way involved with Ingleby – it was a covering your back exercise.


Handford waited.


Russell took a deep breath. ‘Maurice Ingleby is widely suspected of being the money behind the local branch of the BNP …’


Great, first Iqbal Ahmed’s son on the team and now the husband of the murdered woman could be a member of the BNP and might have been the intended victim. The morning was just getting better and better.


‘He’s adamant he has no link at all with them,’ Russell went on, ‘but there are those who don’t believe him and a while ago he received several death threats unless he pulled out.’


Handford frowned as he trawled his memory. ‘I can’t recall us being told about this; it’s not something we have investigated.’


‘No.’ It was Russell’s turn to contemplate his fingers.


‘No we weren’t told, or no we didn’t investigate?’


‘Maurice came to me with the letters and they were investigated, but not by us. They were passed on to Keighley division since he lives on their patch; they came up with several suspects, but little in the way of evidence. They must have warned off the people involved however, because the letters stopped.’


‘They probably went underground and Dianne Ingleby’s death is the result,’ Handford said bitterly.


Russell shifted his position. ‘You may well be right, John, but you must understand, there were political ramifications. At the time the BNP were gaining in popularity, but there was also considerable opposition. We didn’t want it to get out of hand. It wouldn’t have been a good idea for anyone to suspect that senior police officers in Bradford were involved. The BNP would have made political capital out of it and those who were opposed would have seen it as the police backing the party.’


‘I don’t suppose suggesting that the police are non-political or that making death threats is a serious crime would have done any good?’


‘Not in this case, no.’


‘Are you going to give me the names of the suspects?’


Russell took a folded paper out of the inside pocket of his jacket and slid it over the desk. ‘I’m passing these names on because they may have a bearing on the murder. But, and I want this clearly understood, we don’t want you to go back over old ground unless it becomes necessary. We’re too near the local elections and there are a good few BNP candidates standing. Should the question of death threats to Maurice Ingleby hit the press then they will start to speculate and with journalists like Peter Redmayne around it won’t take long for them to discover his alleged link with the party.’


Handford had to agree; he had clashed a few times with Peter Redmayne and knew that once on to a story he hung on like a ferret until he had all the answers.


‘If that happens then I repeat,’ Russell continued, ‘it’s likely both the BNP and their opponents will make political capital out of it and God only knows how that will end.’


Handford sighed; there was little more to be said. He knew the situation could be explosive, but sometimes it seemed that he had to investigate crimes – even murder – with his hands tied behind his back. He made a few notes then put down his pen. ‘You said you had two things to discuss.’


Russell relaxed as a smile creased his face. ‘It’s not general knowledge yet and you’re to keep it to yourself, but I’m taking over from Superintendent Slater when he retires next month. My promotion will be made official in a day or two.’


There had been talk around CID for some time as to who would replace Slater, but as far as Handford was concerned it had been a foregone conclusion. Russell was the right man for the job; he was much more a manager than a jobbing police officer. Paperwork suited him.


Handford stood up and walked round the desk, his hand outstretched. ‘Congratulations, Stephen, I’m pleased for you.’


They unclasped hands and Russell looked up at him. ‘I shall need a good DCI and you’re good. You’ve just proven that. I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye …’ Now there was an understatement if ever there was one … ‘But I think you’re that man.’


Handford pulled a chair from the wall and placed it opposite Stephen Russell. ‘I appreciate it, Stephen, don’t think I don’t, but if I’m honest as things are it would be second best. If I’m to be promoted I’d rather it was into HMET.’


HMET – the Homicide and Major Enquiry Team – was a new unit currently being set up in West Yorkshire. It was to consist of eight discrete teams working from different locations, dealing only with cases of homicide and serious crime, and Handford wanted to be part of it; he didn’t want to end his career in a CID which dealt only with petty criminals and paperwork.


‘And I’d rather you were with me,’ Russell insisted. ‘We know DC Clarke and DC Warrender are joining HMET and there’s a strong likelihood that Sergeant Ali will be accepted on to the team. I can’t afford to lose you too.’


Handford wasn’t sure whether he should feel flattered or furious. ‘Are you saying you won’t back a transfer?’
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