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 ‘If you are neutral in situations of injustice, you have chosen the side of the oppressor. If an elephant has its foot on the tail of a mouse, and you say that you are neutral, the mouse will not appreciate your neutrality.’


Archbishop Desmond Tutu


 


 


 


‘There is no crueller tyranny than that which is perpetuated under the shield of law and in the name of justice.’


Charles de Montesquieu










Prologue


 


August bank holiday, last year


 


She’s blonde, near enough. Hair the colour of an old wedding gown. Skin like stripped twigs. Wolfcub eyes behind misted glass.


Flushed pink, she is. Pink and white and pink and white, like a mosaic of seashells. Like a plate of posh biscuits. Like a porcelain doll.


Sticky arms and a sweaty neck, spilling out of a neat white dress: sausagemeat forced through a veil.


Twenty-something. A plump fly in a web of tangled trees and knotted weeds, swinging her legs, toddler-like, over the entrance to a warm, dark hole in the earth.


Leaves in her hair and ladybirds on her skin. Ladybirds everywhere, gobbling up the last of the summer aphids: something from a fairy tale until you look close and see the green slime on their sharp little teeth . . .


Hannah looks at the ladybirds crawling over her knees. She’s stopped being amazed by their number. The collective noun for a group of ladybirds is a loveliness. That’s what he told her and she had been so delighted with it, and with him, that she has not sought confirmation. Everybody else is referring to the colourful creatures as a plague. Hannah cannot imagine being cross about ladybirds. Cannot imagine anything more wonderful. She likes to imagine that they are tiny faeries, flitting and bustling and delighting in the late summer sun.


She shifts her weight on the hard ground. Watches the thick black shadow of the tree bisect her bare thigh, and apologises to the loveliness of ladybirds that takes off, pouting and petulant, as their world goes dark.


He’ll be here soon. Here to make it better. To make everything right.


Hannah looks at the sports bag at her feet. Wishes she had made the two-mile walk here in her trainers. She quite likes the new summer dress she bought especially for him and has been surprised at the simple pleasure of walking with her skin touching fresh air. But the new Doc Marten boots have rubbed her ankles raw. She should have worn socks, but he didn’t ask for socks. Hadn’t ever hinted at a fondness for them. And she wants to please. She wants to please him so badly that she sometimes feels like she is transforming into another person entirely. She has felt desire before, of course. She’s a young woman with the same wants and needs as anybody else. But she feels something for him that goes beyond the physical. She wants to be consumed by him. To be enveloped. She wants him to be her chrysalis; to bind and contain her as she disintegrates and reforms. Wants him to be the first thing she sees when she emerges and flaps her beautiful wings . . .


She wishes the ladder weren’t here. Wishes, too, that the shadows of the tall trees didn’t look so much like prison bars. She wants it to be pretty. To be perfect. Things are going to be better soon. Better for both of them.


The ladybirds land afresh on Hannah’s bare skin. She looks up and frowns again at the ladder. Half hidden among the trees, it leads up to a rectangular wooden construction surrounded by chicken wire. He told her it was a ‘hide’ – a place to conceal oneself to observe the animals. It doesn’t look very inviting. To Hannah it looks like the steps to the gallows and she does not want that thought to enter the man’s mind when he arrives. She wants him to feel nothing but freedom. To feel relief. And then to kiss her. God, how she wants that. They have talked their way through physical acts but he has never done more than push her hair behind her ear or tuck the label back in her sweatshirt. The time hasn’t been right. There have been too many obstacles. He can’t give himself to her when he belongs to so many others. She’s heard every excuse and wept at each of them, without ever really believing him.


But fate smiles on heroes. The gods intercede on behalf of those with goodness in their heart. That’s what she tells herself. It’s what he told her too, before she started to piss him off with her texts and letters and her hints and gentle threats. But how else can he see it? This is their chance. The opportunity he needs to get away. And she wants to hold his hand as he runs. She knows he’s cross at her. She feels bad about that. Wishes she hadn’t had to push quite so hard. But it will be worth it. She knows she can make him happy. Knows how their future will be.


The sound of a car engine from the nearby road causes her to stiffen where she sits. But the driver doesn’t even pause. He’s not here yet. Might be a little while. She doesn’t mind waiting. It’s nice here, among the trees. The little church where they first met is almost visible over the brow of the hill. She can hear the trickle of the tiny river. Can hear the birds among the nettles. Fancies she can even hear the badgers snoring in the sett beneath her feet. She likes to think of the animals asleep down there. Can picture them in her mind’s eye, snuggled up on crocheted blankets in front of their warm, open fire. Amends the mental picture, in deference to the warmth of the day. Lets out a nervous giggle at the thought of badgers in bikinis, lounging in deckchairs and sipping fancy drinks with long straws . . .


Hannah daydreams for a while. Feels the sweat trickle down the back of her thighs. Crosses and uncrosses her legs. She hopes he appreciates this. She’s done it all for him. She’s always been such a clean girl. Always brushed her teeth twice a day and showered in the morning. She’s shaved her armpits twice a week since adolescence. For him, for them, she has allowed herself to become some kind of cavewoman. She scratches at her armpits. Shudders at the sensation of curly hair. Sniffs her fingers and recoils. Onion skins and unwashed tights. She’d have been bullied for this, at school. Bullied at work, too. And at home. They love her, the bullies. Seem to look at her the way ladybirds look at aphids.


She turns her thoughts back to him. To what she’s done. It’s a strange way to win a man. But she would be the first to admit she does not have much experience of the opposite sex. Has had to do her reading.


Give him what he wants. That seems to be the advice on the glossier websites. Give him what he wants then take it away again. She hadn’t liked that. Wouldn’t like it done to her. She’d had to dig further. Had to get down deep into the nature of desire. Of ownership. Has learned some interesting new words.


‘We’re all Palaeolithic, under a varnish of sophistication. We’re cavemen in socks. Take away the iPods and the SodaStreams and we’re just cavemen and it’s all still about lust and meat, territory and revenge.’


He’d said that to her the very first day. Had blown her mind with new ways of thinking, even if she’d had no idea what a SodaStream was.


Hannah wonders if he will always want it like this or whether some years from now he will have altered his peculiarities sufficiently for her to be allowed to shave, both above and below.


With a start, she realises she has not done as instructed. She reaches into her bag and pulls out her mobile phone. She is under instruction to destroy it: to take out the battery and bury the parts in separate graves. She stuffs her fingernails into the crack at the back of the expensive mobile, and pauses. She needs to see it again. Needs to see what he did for her, what brought them here.


Deftly, naughtily, Hannah finds the video clip. It looks strange, sitting there among the footage of her friend’s birthday party and photographs of horses. It doesn’t look like it belongs.


She presses play. Watches again with grim satisfaction as the man in the video spits up teeth and begs to be allowed to live. His face is half in shadow and half caked in blood. He’s barely human. His cheekbone is sort of caved in and one eye is so puffy that it looks like the cleft in a shapely arse. The thought pleases her. Makes her giggle, as if she has just done something mischievous. The bleeding man’s voice is full of snot and tears. It sounds thick and gloopy and puts her in mind of fresh batter mixture being stirred with a wooden spoon. He struggles to get his words out. He looks like he’s in more pain than he can endure. It’s still not enough for Hannah. But he does get his words out, in the end. It’s an apology, of sorts. An acceptance of what he has done and a request for forgiveness. Hannah had given it, but enjoyed making him wait. Had liked knowing she could give the man his life, or signal his death.


Her man had given her that power.


He had taken away her bad dreams. Hannah has never been a brave kind of girl. She’s always met friends outside the pub rather than walk in on her own. Would turn to liquid if she found herself on a country footpath and saw a man coming the other way. After him, that had gone away. She knew she had a protector. Knows, here and now, that she can kill anybody she likes. All she has to do is make up a story. She won’t, of course. She’s a good girl. But it’s nice to know she can.


She could have left things simple, of course. Should have, really – that was the deal. Could have said thank you and moved on. But he had given her a glimpse of something she wanted to possess. And what she wanted, above all things, was him.


He was kind in his rejections. Told her about the obstacles in their path and not to think too highly of him. He was no good for her. Too old. Too full of bitterness and anger and a blackness that would only swallow her up if she came too close. He said he had simply done what needed to be done but he could not give himself to her. Would not even try. So she had pushed. Pushed hard.


Hannah pulls her hair back from her face. She wants to tie it up but he has told her he likes it down. She wants to be perfect for him. Wants to be a vision so stunning and sexy that he’ll know, on sight, that he has made the right decision. That he doesn’t need the others. And then he’ll tear at her clothes and bury his face in her scents and she’ll spill her blood on the forest floor and he’ll move inside her so deeply that it will feel as though they are breathing through the same lungs and pumping blood through the same heart and reaching their climax through one body, here, among the ladybirds and the shadows and the pretty white flowers . . .


The sound of a branch snapping causes Hannah to spin where she sits. The figure is lost in the shade of the tall trees and the glare of the sun as it bleeds through the leaves and the ears of corn that sway in the field beyond the path.


Hannah half stands, wishing she had heard him coming; wishing she’d had the time to compose herself; to lie seductively on the ground and expose the changes she has made to her body just to please him.


She starts to speak. Gives a half-giggle and shakes her head as a ladybird lands upon her lip.


The figure moves forward and Hannah’s smile drops from her face like sunlight behind cloud.


‘I’m sorry . . . I didn’t . . . Where? . . . Look . . .’


And then she sees the knife.


Instinct takes over. Hannah turns to flee. She lunges forward, slipping on her bag, and her dress catches on a gnarled stub of tree root. A long branch whips at her hair and face. Her foot goes into the opening to the badger sett and she feels her ankle twist so violently she half wonders if she has been captured by a snare. It feels for a moment as if she is being pulled into the ground. She cannot find her feet. They slip inside her uncomfortable boots and she feels a toenail tear. She yelps as she tries to stand, and then her face is being pushed into the nettles and the briars, the dead leaves and the earth, and she is shouting for help, for mercy, for forgiveness; one hand suddenly coming free as she twists herself onto her back, revealing the matted hair in the hollow under her arms and the rivulets of sweat that run through the dirt on her skin onto her bra-less chest.


At first she thinks she has been punched. She feels a hard thrust to her bottom rib. She shouts in pain but finds she has no voice. And there is wetness upon her skin. It feels like she has spilled wine on her clothes. She can feel leaves and bracken sticking to her skin. And now there is a weight on her wrists. She is being pinned down, even as the strength pumps out of her onto the forest floor, so that when the sharp, precise pain shoots through her underarms and into her every nerve-ending, she has no way to express it. She just lies on her back, staring through the trees at the distant sun, watching the world fragment into lines and swirls and ladybirds and feeling the figure above her stick a long sharp blade into her guts again, again, again . . .










PART ONE










Chapter 1


 


Monday, 2 May, this year


 


The kiss is sticky. Inelegant. A sensation not unlike biting into a ripe peach.


He feels her hands on his back, her cold fingers applying gentle pressure on each of his vertebrae as if his spine were a clarinet.


Small, neat teeth clamp playfully on his lower lip.


She moves as shadow, insinuating herself into the gap between his broad left arm and the sleeping child he holds so protectively in the crook of his right.


‘Let it go, Aector. Just for a moment. Please.’


Detective Sergeant Aector McAvoy pulls his wife close. Feels her settle in his grasp with the same spirit of contentment as the little girl who snoozes against his chest. He strokes the soft skin of her taut, tanned belly and feels her shudder and laugh as he finds her ticklish places.


Her giggling gives their embrace an oddly teenage air; turns this coming together of experienced and familiar mouths into something inarticulate and clumsy. Lips overspill. Take in chin and neck. He feels the blast of air from her nostrils as she exhales, hungrily, into his open face; snorts his breath in a grunt of wanting; tongue like a spoon scraping a yoghurt pot . . . and then she is pulling away, rising like smoke, leaving a fading ghost of scent in the warm air around his flushed cheeks. He breathes deep. Catches the scent of suncream and citrus, of outdoor food and wine. Her skin lotion and cigarettes. He wants her, as he always wants her. Wants to wash himself, lose himself, in her movements, her affection . . .


And then he feels her. Hannah. The missing girl. Reaching upwards, through the bones and the splinters and the deep dark earth. Her fingers grabbing at his trouser legs. He feels suddenly cold in his chest and hot in his belly. Makes fists around his wife’s hair and ignores her gasp of pain and surprise. Pushes her head back and buries his face in her neck; making a cave for the thudding din of his thoughts.


She’s here. Here, beneath your feet. Here, waiting for you . . .


‘I’m sorry,’ he says, and his refined Scottish accent is dry as ancient bone.


‘I like it,’ says Roisin, placing a kiss on her daughter’s forehead, and then stretching to plant a similar smooch on McAvoy’s nose. ‘I can handle a bit of the rough stuff. But let her go for a little while, eh, my love? Just try.’


It is bank holiday Monday, just after 4 p.m. A bright spring day. Nap time for Lilah. Above them, the bluest of skies and a round, orange sun. Viewed as a photograph, the image would suggest darting swallows, fat bluebottles. In truth, this valley with its muddy, root-twisted footpath, its gorse bushes and cow parsley, its dandelions and wild garlic, channels a wind that cuts like steel. Even McAvoy, inured to the harshest of elements during a childhood battling hail and snow on his father’s Highland croft, suppresses a shiver as the wind tugs at his sweat-dampened fringe. Shivering, they retreat into the shadow of the small, squat church that stands to their rear to find comfort among the headstones and the lichen-covered memorials. Enjoy the distant haze of bluebells, curling around the trunks of adolescent trees like tendrils of cerulean smoke.


The trio hold one another in silence as a chilly gust, unimpeded in its rush from the North Sea, tumbles down the valley. It shakes loose a maelstrom of apple blossom from the overhanging branches. Petals cascade like snow, landing in Roisin’s jet-black hair and tickling her skin.


‘It’s pretty here,’ says Roisin. ‘I’ve always thought that if people are going to go missing or get murdered, they should do so in pretty places. It makes it much nicer for me and the bairns.’


‘Don’t,’ says McAvoy, shutting his eyes tight, like a child turning his face away from a spoonful of something unpleasant. ‘What if she’s here, Roisin? Under our feet, right now. What if we’ve already stepped on her face?’


Roisin shakes her head and reaches down to pick a daisy. He loves her ability to do something so simple and innocent. Loves that she indulges him his obsession. Has made space in their relationship for the missing girl.


‘There are worse places to be left alone,’ she says, and starts plucking petals from the flower. ‘He loves me, he loves the dead lass, he loves me, he loves the dead lass . . .’


McAvoy isn’t sure whether to chide her for insensitivity or kiss her for being so adorable. It is a dilemma he faces most days. Were he not a policeman he doubts he would care much either way. But McAvoy was a policeman in his soul long before he put on the uniform and even today, as acting senior officer on call, he cannot forget that at any moment his phone could ring and inform him of another horrible thing done in the name of passion, revenge or desire. He carries his job with him at all times. Feels the burden within him, and without, like a rucksack full of bricks whose weight only diminishes when he takes his wife and child into his embrace.


Beneath his grey woollen coat, McAvoy has squeezed his considerable bulk into a dark blue suit, complete with yellow shirt and old school tie. His suits are specially made, bought off the internet from a supplier specialising in men of stature. McAvoy has stature to spare. He is a conservative 6 foot 5 inches. He has a rugby-player physique and a handsome, scarred face topped with unruly ginger hair. Grey hairs have begun to speckle his beard and the darkness beneath his eyes betrays the things he has seen. He would look like a nightclub bouncer were it not for the gentleness around his cow-eyes and the freckles that spray across his pink-and-white cheeks.


Roisin, ten years his junior and made all the more elfin by her proximity to her towering husband, wears tight black jeans and a designer sweatshirt beneath the burgundy leather jacket she opened with such excitement on Christmas morning two years ago and has barely taken off since. McAvoy knows that despite the cold, Roisin would be wearing something more revealing were it not for her self-consciousness over the scarring on her legs. She used to love showing off her skin every time the sun pushed its face through the clouds. But an accident two years ago ripped holes in her shins. Left her perfect legs looking like somebody had carved their initials to the bone.


McAvoy looks around him. Marvels at the absence of company. He had not really expected to find an army of Japanese tourists in the grounds of St Ethelburga’s church but imagined there would be at least a couple of ramblers and a picnicker or two. Instead, he and his family have Great Givendale to themselves. It has a timeless quality, this place, in this moment. He fancies that he and Roisin could be plucked from their own time, transplanted to a different century and the view would remain unchanged. Reckons they would be unaware they had tumbled through the ages until the locals turned up and started jabbing him with pitchforks and suggesting that both the witch and the giant be burned without delay. In truth, the little church to McAvoy’s rear was only built in 1849 and in times gone by, the geese that are busy having a noisy argument down by the tear-shaped pond would be surrounded by onions and sitting in a pot.


‘I don’t mind,’ says Roisin, softly, as she settles back against the wooden bench and nods at his shirt pocket. ‘You can tell me again. I won’t snore. And if you argue, I’m hitting you.’


McAvoy considers protesting but his left bicep is already sore from the repeated punches she gave him while driving here, and he doesn’t think he can take another of her ‘love-taps’ without making a girlish noise. Roisin does not know her own strength.


McAvoy unfolds the rectangle of paper and waves it at a butterfly that seems to have taken a liking to Lilah’s brightly coloured summer dress. He looks again at the tangle of lines and smudges of forest that make up his satellite map of the area around Pocklington, on the road from Hull to York, where East Yorkshire becomes North Yorkshire and the house prices start to rise.


Lets himself think of her. Hannah. The missing girl. The young lassie who was just beginning to live . . .


The Serious and Organised Crime Unit of Humberside Police has been searching for Hannah Kelly since August of last year. Since that time, McAvoy has got to know this rural landscape pretty well. Has snagged his clothes on just about every briar and branch. He knows she’s here somewhere. He just doesn’t know where to dig. Doesn’t know whether it’s wrong to bring his family here for picnics. He shivers at the thought that he missed something while lost in a daydream about walking through these woods with his wife and children.


‘Make a nest,’ says Roisin, nodding at the damp grass.


McAvoy obliges, shrugging off his coat and laying it down. He folds Lilah into its soft, grey arms. He kisses her cheek; his nose touching the tiny plastic device that helps her hear her parents’ words and which she has grown adept at blaming for her occasional acts of disobedience.


‘Go on,’ says Roisin, putting her legs across McAvoy’s as he sits down on the bench. ‘You’ll feel better.’


McAvoy doesn’t need his notes. Knows the whole sequence of events off by heart.


‘At just after one p.m. on Sunday the twenty-ninth of August, Hannah phoned for a taxi. It picked her up from the back of the Bowman’s Tavern in Howden twelve minutes later. Hannah shared a house around three hundred metres away, on Bridgegate, with three friends. She had been invited with them to see a movie at the leisure park at Castleford but had declined, saying she had a migraine. When she ordered the cab, she told the operator she was heading to a village on the road to York but couldn’t remember the name. When he picked her up, she said it was Millington.’


‘That’s the place we had the ice cream, yes?’ asks Roisin. ‘Pretty little village. Top of the hill?’


McAvoy nods. ‘She told him to take her to the Gait Inn. We had a drink and a meal there just before Christmas, remember? Lilah drew on the table with her fork and you called the landlord a fecking eejit?’


Roisin grins at the memory. Encourages him to continue.


‘She talked a lot on the journey. Sat in the front and gabbled. Told the driver about her work.’


‘What did she do?’


‘Press Association in Howden. TV listings for the Radio Times. She did two years of an English degree at the University of Hull but didn’t finish it and took a job there on a recommendation from a friend. She was pretty good, apparently, though I’m not sure what qualifies as “good”. Anyhow, the driver asked her why she was heading out to the middle of nowhere. She said something about meeting an old school friend who was staying at the temple up the road.’


‘That’s the big place? Looks like Downton Abbey?’


‘The Madhyamaka Kadampa Meditation Centre, yes,’ says McAvoy, stroking his wife’s leg and remembering the gales of laughter that his boss and friend, Trish Pharaoh, had thrown his way when he first read out the name – begging him to repeat it again and again. She makes him do the same with the word ‘purple’ when she’s bored. Apparently the Scots can’t say it, though that came as news to him.


‘Sounds exotic,’ says Roisin. ‘A good place to hide who you are.’


McAvoy shakes his head. ‘We’ve checked several times and none of the guests, staff or residents at the temple had any knowledge of her.’


McAvoy tails off. Scans the treeline. Spots his son, still happily beating a sycamore to death with a branch as he fights dragons and defends fair maidens in his mind’s eye. He reminds himself to teach the boy the Latin name for the tree when he comes back, sweating and excited and demanding to know where the next sandwich is coming from.


McAvoy looks at his wife, and tries to keep it light as he proceeds.


‘So we presume that it was a cover story. The driver said she had a sports bag with her and was wearing jeans, a sweatshirt and trainers. He dropped her at the pub. There were a dozen drinkers outside, enjoying the sunshine and hating the ladybirds.’


‘A loveliness of ladybirds,’ whispers Roisin to her sleeping child, and looks at her husband proudly. He grins back.


‘Aye, the plague of last summer. Couldn’t pick up a glass of lemonade without finding a hundred ladybirds using it as a bubble-bath. But the ramblers outside the Gait were willing to put up with it. They saw her get out of the cab and go inside. She gave them this little wave. And not long after she came out again, dressed in a little white tennis dress and Doc Marten boots.’


‘Bit of a transformation,’ says Roisin, sneering slightly at the very idea of such a combination.


‘Not her usual sort of outfit either, according to her friends. Prudish. That was the word they used. Not much skin on show. They couldn’t even imagine her wearing something like that.’


‘Was her hair up or down?’ asks Roisin, chewing on her lip.


McAvoy has to fight the urge to grin. Detective Superintendent Trish Pharaoh had asked the same question.


‘Down,’ he says. ‘The drinkers outside said she looked a million dollars. At first they wouldn’t have recognised her as the same girl. Heavy eye make-up too. She gave them a smile. Same little wave. Hoisted her bag. Set off up the road.’


McAvoy turns his head in the direction of the road in question, Grimthorpe Hill. Fastest way from the middle of nowhere to the back of beyond.


‘Three different motorists have come forward to say they spotted her walking this way from Millington. The last of them was about a quarter of a mile from here. She was looking at her phone as she walked. Looked a little warm but not unhappy. Certainly not running from anything or anyone.’


‘And then?’


McAvoy rubs his face with his large, rough palm. ‘Her mobile phone disappeared from the network. There’s quite a good service up here, surprisingly. They could pinpoint pretty damn close to where the signal went dead. And that doesn’t mean switched off, Roisin. That means somebody taking the battery out. The tech wizards can still pinpoint a dead phone.’


Roisin nods. She knows.


‘Her friends didn’t report her missing until the next day, and even then it wasn’t to the police. She didn’t turn up for work and her boss asked one of her housemates where she was. She was as surprised as the boss that Hannah hadn’t shown up. Started ringing her and got no response, then realised her bed hadn’t been slept in. That night one of them spoke to their parents and they suggested calling the police. So they went to the local station. Got a PC who told them she was a grown woman and probably just with a bloke. It didn’t come to CID for four days.’


‘What was she like?’ asks Roisin, as she nibbles on a piece of hawthorn leaf she picked in the woods and which she said reminded her of being a kid. Why she wants to remember that time is beyond McAvoy, but he doesn’t like to make a fuss.


‘CID got in to her Facebook account and her emails,’ says McAvoy, looking away. ‘She had a blog. Nothing much to get excited about for months – it was all favourite films and why she liked cats and whether Toy Story was an analogy for life. Just the thoughts of a young girl. She was a romantic. Like a child, really. Used to buy wedding magazines even though she was single. Saw life like a Disney princess.’


McAvoy nods his head in the direction of the cornfield that runs parallel to the woods.


‘The screensaver on her computer was a photograph taken in those woods,’ he says, looking down at his feet. ‘And on her work computer she’d searched Google Maps for the route from Millington to Great Givendale. We haven’t found her laptop. She hasn’t taken any money from her bank account since she vanished but she made no major withdrawals before her disappearance.’


‘Did she have much to withdraw?’


‘Not a lot, but a few hundred quid comes in handy when you’re planning a new life.’


‘And there was no sign of a man?’


McAvoy pushes his hair back from his face. ‘Yes and no. She had a boyfriend at university but it wasn’t really serious. And the lads she’d been out for drinks with at work were all adamant that she was an innocent.’


‘An innocent?’ asks Roisin, and enjoys McAvoy’s blush.


‘She’d still wear white at her wedding, is what I mean,’ says McAvoy. ‘And not all young men think that’s a virtue. I’ve spoken to a lot of her friends. They were pretty clear that for a long time she was a lot of hassle for not much reward. She was a good girl, Roisin, whatever that might mean. Then things changed.’


‘Changed how?’


‘I just get the sense that she found somebody. Little things. Her friends said she was acting a different kind of giddy. She was always giggly and happy but she had that little swagger in her step. And the entries on her blog seemed a bit more worldly.’


‘You think she lost her virginity,’ says Roisin, and this time, she doesn’t make fun.


‘I think she was preparing to. And she visited peculiar websites on the work computer. Nothing dirty, just interesting essays on different kinds of arousal. And spells, too.’


Roisin gives in to a grin. ‘I like this bit. You always go red.’


McAvoy obliges. ‘She visited a site about love potions. Ways to get a man to fall in love with you. How to trap them and keep them.’


‘Did she never consider good cooking and lots of baby oil?’ asks Roisin.


‘This was dark stuff. All about scents and using your bodily fluids to create a potion. There was one that talked about getting somebody to drink a coffee laced with your, erm, monthlies . . .’


Roisin pulls a face. ‘Not my idea of a Bloody Mary,’ she says. ‘There are definitely better ways to get a man’s attention.’


‘She had her eye on somebody. Her phone records don’t show much in the way of unusual activity but she did receive a lengthy video message about a month before her disappearance from an unregistered mobile phone. We traced the phone from the distributor. It was sold through a market stall in Goole. The owner kept good records. Remembered the lad who bought it because he was always coming back to complain and whine. He contacted uniform the second the kid came back. It was David Hogg.’


‘Who?’ asks Roisin.


‘The hit and run, a mile down the road from here,’ says McAvoy. ‘Teenage girl out with her horse on a country lane and a fool in a stolen sports car comes around the corner at ninety mph and takes out horse and rider. Leaves them to die. The girl won’t walk again. The horse had to be destroyed at the scene. A nearby farmer heard it screaming. Said the sound will never leave him.’


‘Oh yes. Bastard,’ says Roisin, remembering the story. McAvoy knows her pity is shared equally between human and horse.


‘CID have no doubt the driver was David Hogg. Lives in Market Weighton. His uncle’s a hard case and tidied things up. By the time David was arrested the car had been scrapped and there was nothing to link him to the accident. He laughed his way through the interviews. Even answered a few of the questions with neighs and whinnies. Got away with it.’


‘And Hannah knew him?’


‘We don’t know; he wouldn’t talk to us. We’ve found no link between them. Just the video, and we’ve no way of viewing that. Hogg’s phone can’t be traced and he mumbles “no comment” no matter how hard you lean on him.’


Roisin smiles, remembering the first time McAvoy told her this story. ‘Jaw wired shut?’


‘He’ll be having his food mashed for years to come. His ankles and wrists were smashed and his face pummelled. Looked like he’d been kicked by a horse, then run over. His uncle had the cheek to demand what we were going to do about it. He put the word around that whoever did it was a dead man. We’ve had no leads. We’ve had no indications that the uncle’s made any progress either.’


‘So what’s the connection?’ asks Roisin, giving a little yawn.


‘I don’t know yet. Too many coincidences. Too many unanswered questions. I just can’t seem to get past it. I want to hear that she’s alive. I don’t believe that she is. I can feel her, Roisin. You know I’m not like that. I don’t hear voices or believe in clairvoyants. I’ve never read my horoscope. It’s not like that. It’s just . . .’


‘An obsession?’


He looks at his feet, chastened and ashamed.


Roisin changes her position and snuggles into his chest, poking a finger through the buttons of his shirt to tickle his hair. ‘She might be having the time of her life somewhere,’ she says. ‘You don’t have to think the worst.’


He reaches down and kisses the top of her head. Wishes he could convince himself that Hannah is just a missing girl and not a murder victim. It feels like when he was eleven – still trying to persuade himself of the existence of Father Christmas, the Tooth Fairy and God.


They sit in silence for a while, only rousing themselves when Lilah wakes and uses Daddy’s leg to right herself and starts bumbling off down the slope to where her brother is running towards them, holding a branch as long as himself. From this distance, he’s a kilted Highlander, charging through the heather and the thistles with a claymore in his hand: a miniature of his father.


McAvoy is about to stand up and charge towards the boy, pretending to be an English invader dead set on having his innards sliced open by the noble Scotsman’s blade. He knows Fin will like that. Wishes only that the boy wasn’t spoiling the overall effect by wearing a Ross County football shirt and a pair of Bermuda shorts.


‘Your phone,’ says Roisin, nodding at his pocket as she hears it ring. ‘The work one.’


He answers with his name, rank and unit, briefly recalling the days when a call from work would set his heart racing with excitement. Here, now, he simply knows that something bad has happened and it is about to interrupt his day.


He nods into the phone. His eyes darken. The colour seems to leach from his skin. He looks up at the sky, at the blue overhead, and the grey to the east.


He takes his keys from his pocket and starts walking up the hill to the car.


Towards Hull.


And an appointment with another dead girl.










Chapter 2


 


The two men sit in the front seat of the unremarkable Ford Focus and stare at the convertible parked in the drive at the far end of this quiet, nondescript cul-de-sac on the outskirts of Grimsby.


Inside the sports car, a teenage girl and a curvy middle-aged woman are screaming at one another. The younger one looks like she is ready to do bloody violence. The older one looks tired. Like she’s been through a washing machine at too high a temperature. Wrung out, and sad.


Inside the Ford, the two men do not speak. They have exhausted their conversational resources and have learned to feel comfortable in one another’s silence. They could be father and son.


The older man smiles as the teenager and the old tart go at it like dogs fighting over a chicken leg. He hopes there will be hair-pulling. Perhaps a top ripped open and an exposed breast. They’ve had little to entertain them since they pulled up. They listened to the radio for a while but could only get local stations. They don’t give a damn about what’s happening locally. They’re a good way from home. Couldn’t care less if the whole east coast fell into the sea.


The teenage girl is getting out of the car now. Her face is flushed and there are tears on her cheeks. She looks like she slept in her clothes and her hair is a mess, but both men have fucked worse. They’ve fucked younger, too. This one’s maybe fifteen. A good deal older than the Eastern European girls that their boss keeps in the back room at his casino and whom they get to enjoy when they are being kept waiting and have read all the magazines in the foyer.


‘Nice to see,’ says the one called Teddy, as he sips from a bottle of Lucozade. ‘You’d have thought a copper’s kid would be less highly strung. Gives me hope. No better than the rest of us when you strip it all away.’


He passes the Lucozade across to the man called Foley, who shakes his head without taking his eyes off the scene before him. In his lap sits a wooden figurine. It’s carved from cherry wood and exquisitely beautiful. It is no more than the height of a chess piece but breathtaking in its detail. He picks it up and compares it with the older woman from the convertible. The similarity is obvious, though the figurine shows a sultriness that the reality does not currently live up to. The figurine is also unclothed, while the old strumpet in the sports car looks like she got dressed in the dark. Foley holds it up for closer examination and rubs the pendulous breasts. He’s pleased he took the box. He hadn’t been able to resist. It had been left on the doorstep by a good-looking man with designer stubble and a flat cap. There was no note. No name. Foley had wanted it. Foley had taken it. And now it belongs to Foley.


‘Copper kids are probably more fucked up than the rest of us,’ he says, moodily. ‘Can’t be easy, knowing what the people in authority are like when they’re at home. Must be terrifying. You grow up watching your mam or your dad fall over putting their socks on or reading a map the wrong way or picking up the ketchup by the top and spilling it all over the floor. You get to see them as a person – y’know, a real, crap specimen, like the rest of us. How are you supposed to believe they turn into a superhero when they leave the house? Must give you a few issues. Must make you almost want to rebel to see how they respond.’


Teddy considers his companion. He’s a skinny thing but there are muscles on him like a condom full of billiard balls. He’s maybe thirty. Younger than Teddy by a good twenty years but the pair have grown close since they were introduced to one another in the recreation room of Wormwood Scrubs and saw something in each other that they admired. Their relationship was a physical one, on the inside. Pragmatic, if not exactly tender. Since they’ve been out they have not spoken of what they did for comfort in the confines of the cell they shared. What happens in the Scrubs stays in the Scrubs. And besides, they have fucked enough girls between them, and together, to know in their hearts they aren’t gay.


‘You’re a philosopher,’ says Teddy, warmly. ‘Good head on your shoulders, when you’re not being a moaning little twat.’


Foley shrugs. He’s a moody soul. He muttered and grumbled about the heat in the car all through the drive up from London but has yet to remove his padded coat, hooded jumper or the jeans with elasticated ankles that he has forced into a pair of boots.


Teddy does not dress to impress. He doesn’t give a damn about style, or looking like a gangster. In his experience, it’s best to blend in. Teddy does this very well. He’s a bulky man, but with his receding hairline, double chin and unremarkable clothes, he rarely attracts attention. He’s wearing a pale shirt with market jeans and a pair of service-station sunglasses. He urged Foley to do the same, but the younger man had been convinced that the weather up north would be intolerable, and dressed for an Arctic winter.


‘Take the picture,’ says Foley, as the front door of the house slams and the older one with the dark hair starts punching the steering wheel. ‘Let him know we’re here.’


‘Will do,’ says Teddy, and snaps a couple of images with his mobile phone. He checks his messages. ‘Nothing new. We’re still to hang on until we hear more.’


Foley shakes his head, pissed off and bored. ‘Can’t we just do it now? We’re here. She’s just sitting there. And that lass had a decent rack on her. So does the mum. A scare, he said. Why wait?’


Teddy shrugs. He’s seen it all before. Has more patience than his young companion. Knows he’s on to a good thing. He puts ‘debt collector’ down on forms when he’s forced to explain his occupation. It’s a title that covers a multitude of sins.


‘He’s going to call her himself,’ says Teddy. ‘Explain things, and then we’ll see. She’s an important woman. Near enough to being the boss of CID. This has to be done right. Finesse, my young friend – that’s what we need here.’


Foley broods. Teddy knows he doesn’t like finesse. He likes hitting people over the head with a golf club and stamping on their faces until he can see the pavement through their eye sockets. But he’s getting paid well to employ restraint.


Foley lifts the Lucozade and takes a swig. Belches loudly. In response to Teddy’s pained look, he opens his window a crack.


‘You done a copper before?’ Foley asks, staring at a wasp crawling up the windscreen. He leans over and flicks on the wipers, cursing as the wasp flies away before it can be pulped.


‘Years ago,’ says Teddy, nostalgically. ‘Undercover he was. Can’t remember which prison it was in. May have been Durham. He was trying to get some pervert to open up to him and tell him where he’d left this kid’s body. Me and a lad called Fleetwood didn’t know he was a copper. We bunged the guards a fifty to let us have half an hour with one of the nonces. This poor bastard was the one who drew the short straw. He fought like a fucking tiger. Didn’t help him though. Not in the end.’


Foley nods appreciatively. Scratches at his groin, then slips his hand inside his jogging pants.


‘He get the other nonce to confess?’


‘Dunno, son,’ says Teddy. ‘He never came back from the hospital wing. I think he got a disability pension. Couldn’t be a copper after that. Say what you will about coppers, but one thing they all need is teeth.’


Foley considers this. He nods at the woman getting out of the convertible and leers at her ample backside – enjoying the spectacle even more as she seems to change her mind and artfully lowers herself back inside.


‘This poor bitch had better start looking for a new career, then.’


Teddy smiles affectionately at his partner. Looks at his phone and lets the anticipation build.


‘Oh yes,’ he says. ‘Oh yes indeed.’


 


Fat bitch, fat bitch, fat bitch . . .


It had almost been lost, under the slam of the door and the tinny sound of shit music bleeding from her headphones, but there had been no mistaking the mumbled insult as Sophia grabbed her bag (condoms, cigarettes, tampons, a bra and the perfectly sensible knickers she’d been wearing when she left) and stomped towards the front door of the unremarkable semi-detached house on the Scartho estate in Grimsby.


Detective Superintendent Trish Pharaoh sits for a moment in the driver’s seat of her sports car. Feels hot tears pricking at her eyes. She can’t decide whether she wants to run after her eldest daughter and slap her until she’s purple, or go and gorge herself on medicinal red wine and Maltesers.


Pharaoh sniffs. Sucks at her cheeks for a moment. Flips down the rear-view mirror and winces.


Fat bitch, fat bitch, fat bitch . . .


She’s forty-six. Dark-haired and curvy. 5 foot 4 inches when she takes her biker boots off. The darkness under her eyes looks like bruising and there is a fine spray of burst capillaries across her cheeks. She’s tried to tie her hair back but wispy strands have escaped from the ponytail and are curling up like tiny snakes around a forehead that looks like it has been grooved using a pizza-cutter. There is red in the cracks in her lips. Her eyebrows need plucking. She smells of tobacco and roll-on deodorant, of the clothes she slept in and which she has no intention of taking off today.


Pharaoh hates her reflection so intensely that she’s tempted to rip the mirror off and smash it. She resists. Can’t afford to have it repaired.


Slowly, she steps out of the vehicle and into the warm spring evening. There’s a twinge in the back of her left leg and the base of her spine. She turns to look at the car as she closes the door and sees herself staring back in the darkened glass. Sees the full effect. She wishes she’d put a bra on, that she were wearing something slimming, instead of the jogging pants and man’s shirt that she woke up in. Wishes she’d brushed her teeth or eaten a mint before she turned up at the big house near the airport and grabbed her eldest daughter by the hair. Trish could have played the thing a little more deftly. Could have been the cool mum she used to be, giving her little girl a wink as she waited for her to pack her things and disentangle herself from the sleeping bags and beer cans and pizza boxes. Could have told her she’d known all along that she wasn’t staying at her friend’s house and had in fact gone to a party with older boys. But she didn’t. She went in all guns blazing, stinking of last night’s booze, demanding to know if any of the slumbering lads had put their hands on her child. She might even have flashed her warrant card. She made damn sure she stepped on the bare thigh of some tattooed halfwit who dared to look up from the floor and tell her to chill. More than anything, she could have waited until she got into the car before screaming at Sophia that she was a dirty little scrubber who was going to be Aids tested as soon as the surgery opened in the morning.


Pharaoh closes her eyes. Shakes her head and wonders just how much her daughter hates her right now. She isn’t even cross any more. She did worse when she was young. As she considers this she wonders if, in fact, it is true. Was she a bad girl? She was a big sister herself. Spent her teenage years making packed lunches and cooking teas and walking her younger siblings to and from school. She did her homework, most of the time, and always cleaned up if she threw up in her bedroom. She had been entitled to the odd grope behind the Spar in Mexborough, hadn’t she? Did that make her a tart? She didn’t think so at the time; isn’t sure now. She’s been told she dresses like a whore but she’s been called most names at one time or another and has never been one to give much of a shit. But Sophia? What the hell is she rebelling against? Is she still a virgin? Oh God, please let her still be a virgin.


Pharaoh remembers her own first time. Andy, he was called. Curly hair and breath that smelled of smoky bacon crisps. He pawed at the fastenings of her bra as if he were wearing oven-gloves. He’d done her from behind in an abandoned council house three streets from the police station where she would one day work. Didn’t even take his trainers off. It hadn’t lasted long but he’d said she was good at it. Told his friends too, and they told everybody else. She didn’t mind too much. It was nice to have a talent, and anybody who used the word ‘slag’ within earshot quickly discovered that she was even better with her fists than she was at moving her hips. She never gave it away cheaply. Soon learned that having a large chest and pretty eyes and a vaguely exotic look were damn good assets when coupled with a brain as sharp as piano wire. And reputation didn’t really matter. She’d never had to lie to her parents because there was nobody to tell her off for the truth. Her mum was too busy trying to keep a roof over their heads. Her granddad seemed to go straight from bright-as-a-button to full-on demented the moment he took early retirement. Life was bloody hard. She’d been bright enough to go to whichever university she chose, but Pharaoh turned down the offers. Hadn’t had the money or the inclination. She became a copper, like her granddad, who spent twenty-three years as a community policeman in the days when an ASBO came in the form of a clip around the ear or a good hiding behind the bins. Police Constable Patricia Pharaoh; good in the sack and hard as nails. That seemed enough, once. It hasn’t been in a long time.


Pharaoh tries to put a grin on her face. Spots the gap in her smile and feels her stomach heave. Christ, she forgot to put her tooth in. She’s been screaming at teenagers with her hair wild and a hole in her smile. Fuck! She left it in the glass of water by her bed. The permanent implant simply won’t stay in. She’s okay with the falsie but does have a tendency to click it with her tongue when she’s thinking. The three younger kids think it’s kind of cool. They can tell their friends that their top-cop mum had her tooth knocked out by a gangster in a gunfight at Flamborough Head. They’re proud of their mum, even now. They like that their male friends go coy around her and won’t trust themselves to wear jogging pants if she’s wearing a top that offers a view of her cleavage. She needs her girls right now. Needs the people who matter to tell her that she’s ace, and pretty, and not the incompetent tart that the newspapers are labelling her as, as they revel in Humberside Police’s biggest fuck-up for years.


Not so long ago, Pharaoh was their blue-eyed girl. Her department’s clean-up rate was being lauded at Association of Chief Police Officers get-togethers and the techniques they used to bring down a criminal gang were being exhibited as examples of best practice to other police forces. The Grimsby Telegraph even ran a profile on her and she was approached by a documentary team keen on profiling strong women in male-orientated environments. Pharaoh told them to piss off. She had no desire to be a poster girl for feminism. She’s never seen herself as that kind of woman, never seen herself as much more than a copper really. She’s experienced misogyny, but she’s never met a sexist bastard who couldn’t be made to change their opinions when you have one hand on their bollocks and the other around their throat. Pharaoh got where she is by catching villains. Got her team to respect her by scaring the pants off some and putting her motherly arms around others. One of the newspapers said that if she were the England football manager, the country would have a couple more World Cups under its belt and Gazza would never have turned to drink. She liked that. Didn’t agree, but liked it nevertheless.


Pharaoh flattens her hair down. Tries to act like everything’s okay. It is, really. She still has her job. The shitstorm will blow over eventually. The Chief Constable is defending her in public, even if she’s in no doubt that he’s calling her a silly cow behind her back. She’s still in charge of the Serious and Organised team and has managed to get rid of the two bad apples who threatened to scupper the unit before it got off the ground. Shaz Archer is head of the Drugs Squad now. And Detective Chief Inspector Colin Ray is probably drinking himself to death under a bridge. It’s months since he last sent Shaz a postcard from his beach house in Turkey, containing badly spelt instructions that she pass on his best regards to half a dozen of the good old boys, and to tell Pharaoh and McAvoy to go fuck themselves. Her unit is doing its job well. She can’t beat organised crime but since the apparent demise of the Headhunters organisation and its boss, she has at least managed to contain it. She can’t think of the crime outfit without wrinkling her nose. They were utterly merciless; a group of professionals who moved in on existing crime families and demanded payment in exchange for access to their skills. They left bodies everywhere. Turned her stomach with their creativity. But Pharaoh and her team brought them down. There have been no nailgun attacks in nearly two years and the drugs trade seems to be back in the hands of morons and muscle. Does the Reuben Hollow case matter? Is it worth getting in a state over? She needs to drink less. Smoke less. To start taking care of herself and her girls . . .


There is a shout from inside the house and the thud of a slamming door. Pharaoh realises that Sophia has taken her frustrations out on one of her younger sisters. Olivia, probably. Her youngest is a tenacious little sod who isn’t remotely scared of her big sister’s hormones and temper tantrums. They spend half their lives pulling one another’s hair out while the middle two eat crisps and drink pop and place bets on the outcome. She knows she should go in and break it up. Wonders if the riot squad owe her any favours.


It wasn’t always like this. There was a time when she and the four girls lived in a big house on the outskirts of Grimsby. Her husband made good money and he doted on his daughters. He was a charmer. The love of her life. Handy with his fists but a decent dad and damn good at giving her goosepimples whenever he sniffed her neck or slapped her rump as she bent to load the dishwasher. He liked that she was a strong woman, and that she hit him back. He took her to balls and posh restaurants, gallery openings and his private box at the dog track. She didn’t know he was financing his business with dodgy loans and that he owed the taxman more money than their house was worth. Didn’t find out until he suffered a colossal aneurysm that left him unable to speak or move much below the waist. Trish had got them this place. Trish took care of the court cases and the bankruptcy action and managed to drag herself and the girls through all the unpleasantness without it taking their spirit away. Trish got the garage converted into a bedroom for her husband, where he spends most of his time lying on his crisp sheets, staring at the flickering TV screen and looking like a giant sausage roll. He doesn’t even try to speak now. Just turns his head away when the girls come in. Only seems to get excited when his nurse visits. Silly bastard probably still thinks he’s a catch, probably has fantasies about them running off together, though his motorised wheelchair only has a top speed of 12 mph and he would need to recharge the batteries before they got anywhere near their love nest.


Pharaoh used to chide herself for thinking harshly of her husband. She knew what he was when she married him and he ran up his debts while trying to give her the life he thought she wanted. It wasn’t his fault his brain burst under the pressure. She just wishes the bastard would either get better or die. It’s a horrible thought but it’s one that she and the girls have almost constantly. She’s not a widow. The girls aren’t orphans. But she doesn’t have a husband and they don’t have a father. They have a salami, hooked up to drips and colostomy bags, dribbling into his pyjamas and grunting chat-up lines to the woman who changes the dressings on his bed sores. Each of the epileptic fits that he has suffered since the aneurysm could be his last. But the bastard’s hanging on. And he can’t do a damn thing to help Trish pay off the one creditor who really isn’t troubled by the fact that the courts have written off the family’s debts. Her husband borrowed money from somebody who wants it back. The letters have been civil and straightforward, sent to her solicitor from a law firm in London. They speak of a client who loaned her husband a considerable sum some years before. They mention the bankruptcy and the debtor’s limited means, and ask that Trish, as his representative, make a sensible offer of restitution. Trish has made an offer but it was not accepted. The creditor was not interested in either a Mars bar or the opportunity to go fuck themselves.


She pushes open the front door and proceeds through to the lounge. It’s not a bad house. The walls could do with a lick of paint and there is an assortment of stains on the pink carpet but the furniture came with them from their old house and is worth a damn sight more than Pharaoh put down on the forms when she listed the family’s assets. She certainly didn’t mention the fact that the painting of the tall man in the bowler hat, which hangs above the fireplace, is an original by the Beverley artist Fred Elwell, and worth more than she earns in a year. The rest of the wall space is taken up with family photos and various certificates of achievement. Olivia’s diploma from last summer’s drama school almost covers the huge red spray on the wall by the door, wine flung by Pharaoh at her disappearing daughter as the stroppy cow stormed out of the house a few weeks before.


The middle two girls are on the sofa, staring wide-eyed at the laptop, mesmerised by a succession of teenagers falling off trampolines or bouncing over hedges. ‘All good?’ Pharaoh asks them, warily. ‘I’m not going to find any intestines in the bread bin, am I? And please tell me that Olivia isn’t trying to make a mace again. I’ve told you before, a tin of beans in a sock is dangerous. And besides, chopped tomatoes are cheaper.’


Pharaoh gets the grin she hoped for, and a grunt about everything being fine now. Olivia is making herself a drink in the kitchen and there is no sign of Sophia, or blood, so Pharaoh treats herself to a sigh of relief and plonks herself down in the armchair. Picks up the remote control and switches on something mindless.


Oh fuck.


Him.


He’s sitting on the comfy chair that the BBC wheels out whenever somebody famous or particularly interesting agrees to appear on Look North.


His name is Reuben Hollow, and he’s the reason why Trish Pharaoh’s life has recently turned to shit.


Pharaoh has to admit he looks good. Prison must agree with him. He was never exactly portly but during his time inside he has slimmed down even further and now he has the sort of cheekbones that most teenage girls would sell their parents for. He’s still got the stubble that he kept running his hand through during their interview sessions. Still got the gold earring too, though he’s taken off the flat cap that Pharaoh had presumed was stapled to his head. He’s wearing a collarless shirt and tweedy waistcoat and there is a pendant of some kind peeking through his dark chest hair. His eyes haven’t lost their fire. They’re still an almost unnatural blue; glinting like Arctic water as it captures the sun. Christ, he’s a handsome bastard, thinks Pharaoh.


And then to herself, don’t you bloody dare.


The interviewer is doing his best to keep the camera focused on himself but he’s fighting a losing battle. Reuben Hollow is more than photogenic. Pharaoh can almost hear the drool oozing from the interviewer’s earpiece as the directors order the camera to stay fixed on the man who was freed last Thursday when his murder conviction was quashed by the Court of Appeal.


‘You must be feeling very relieved,’ says the interviewer, as the camera pans back to let him have his moment. He’s a weaselly-looking thing. Skinny, with a head too big for his body and hair that looks like it was stuck on at a factory.


Reuben half smiles. Nods. Closes his eyes, as though thinking of the lyrics to a song.


‘It’s been difficult,’ he says softly, in that gentle northern accent that had almost put Pharaoh to sleep in the interview room.


He pauses for breath before continuing his whispered confession.


‘I’d never spent more than a night away from my daughter and the next moment I was looking at a whole life in prison. I expected to be punished, but murder was simply the wrong charge. Thankfully, the Court of Appeal has vindicated that. I just want to get back to spending time with my girl and trying to live our lives. We never asked for any of this. I don’t like the limelight – I live in the middle of nowhere. I don’t like the noise and the chaos of London; even Hull’s too loud for me. I like the sound of the birds and my daughter playing her piano. I didn’t want to hurt anybody. I just didn’t have a choice.’
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