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            Prologue

          

          TWO YEARS AGO

        

      

    

    
      Nathan follows his partner DI Katie Rhodes under the police tape and through the front door of the long-abandoned school. Ahead of them is a damp corridor, paint peeling from walls that would once have been covered in posters and artwork, adding colour, life. It’s an old comprehensive, nothing like the expensive college Nathan’s mother’s multi-million selling novels paid for him to attend, but something about the place does seem familiar. Might he have been here before? No. He would remember. Along with his imagination, his memory is key to who he is and what he does. No matter how often he might have wanted it to, his memory has never failed him.

      ‘Careful,’ says Katie quietly as they reach a doorway that leads through to a large room. ‘I hear it’s pretty bad.’ Nathan stops and looks at his partner; she’s never showed such concern before.

      ‘Steven Fish,’ she says. ‘His body was discovered early this morning by kids who rang in and didn’t want to leave their names.’ Nathan can see why when he tentatively peers into the assembly hall and sees several smashed windows and a wealth of graffiti. He takes careful steps towards the crime scene in his paper suit and paper shoe covers, but his balance is slightly off and he bashes his shoulder against the door frame as he enters the next room. Again, Katie looks at him with concern.

      ‘Do you want to take a few minutes?’ she says, stepping across and blocking his view of the area where he knows the body will be.

      ‘I’m fine,’ he says defiantly, sidestepping her to give himself a clear view.

      The body of Steven Fish has been strung from the climbing bars on the wall, his arms outstretched, fingers wrapped around the uprights. You’d think he was alive and mid-ascent, were it not for the two fingers that have been snapped back, and for the cut where a knife has been dragged up from his ankle to his neck. And then there’s the head that’s been hacked from his shoulders, sitting propped upright on the floor, the eyes – still open – staring straight at Nathan from an enormous pool of blood. Nathan can feel his own blood thumping violently in his throat and chest. He crouches down, feeling increasingly unsteady, and sees that, running across the badly scratched floor of the hall, are lines of a different liquid.

      ‘Water,’ says Katie, following his stare. ‘They think he was part-drowned in the toilets, over there, before being dragged across.’

      Nathan rises and takes a step closer to the body. He pushes out a long breath, then draws it slowly back in, working through the tried and tested process that allows him to detach from the reality and consider what might have been going through the killer’s mind as they worked. Normally he waits for Katie to share all the evidence she’s so carefully gathered, but he seems unable to wait on this occasion; he needs to be there straight away, to dive into the details and use his imagination to re-enact the killing in his mind.

      The connection is instant. He feels a powerful wave of emotion taking him over. On previous occasions, there’s always been some part of him still fighting for control, but that defence isn’t there; this time there is no resistance. It’s as if a drug has entered his system and there’s nothing he can do. Not that he wants to do anything. In fact, there’s nothing in the world he wants more than to go with this ride, wherever it might take him.

      He feels a jolt. With his eyes closed and his mind as open as it’s ever been, it takes him a moment to realise what’s happening. A hand has grabbed his arm and is dragging him away from the body and out of the thoughts and feelings that he was starting to love. He wants to shout out, to tell whoever it is to leave him alone, but the move is so sudden and so violent that there’s nothing he can do until he’s outside the school, in the bright sunshine, staring into Katie’s eyes.

      He plays back the events leading up to this swift departure and realises that he had been smiling broadly as he stood over the headless body of Steven Fish. This wouldn’t have been obvious to most people in the room, not beneath the face mask he’d been wearing, but the fear and disgust on Katie’s face tell him that he’s not fooling her.

      ‘It’s over,’ he says, peeling off his paper mask.

      ‘What is?’ asks Katie.

      ‘All of this.’ He gestures back towards the crime scene, but the sweep of his arm takes her in, too. And it’s this realisation that almost drops him to his knees. Their partnership is finished. ‘I need to go away,’ he says, with greater urgency, already taking a step towards where they’ve parked the car.

      ‘Where?’

      Nathan considers this and realises that for now, there is only one essential requirement. ‘Where nobody else is.’
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          ONE MONTH AGO

        

      

    

    
      
        
        BLOG: Seeing Red

        The anonymous, unfiltered truth about crime and the criminal justice system

      

      

      I know it’s almost six months since the inquest in the Cartoonist murders finished, but much like the press, I keep coming back to the case. I want to get it straight in my mind, but there’s just too much that’s happened, too many unanswered questions. I’ve tried to break it down to the most basic facts, to see if that’s helped. I’m not sure it has, but perhaps it’ll trigger something for you:

      

      
        	Nathan Radley. The best criminal psychologist the police have ever had. Incredible memory. Remarkable imagination. Nobody gets inside a murderer’s head like he does. But at what cost to his mental health?

      

      

      
        	Christian Radley. Nathan’s twin. The Cartoonist. The one mind Nathan couldn’t get inside until several people had already been killed. How could Nathan not have known?

      

      

      
        	Steven Fish. One of Christian’s first victims, and the case that sent Nathan into hiding almost two years ago. He told the inquest it was simply a breakdown, but what was the real reason he ran? Did he see his brother’s work in that crime? Or did he see his own potential to do the same?

      

      

      
        	DI Katie Rhodes. Nathan’s long-time police partner. I’ll leave it to the tabloids to speculate on how much more they might be to each other. She’s the woman who brought him back from hiding and helped him track his brother down. She’s brilliant. Flawed. And now, thanks to Christian’s final act, she has scars down her once-beautiful face. Will she ever recover from what she’s been through?

      

      

      
        	The journal. Nathan’s darkest fantasies, written as a deeply troubled teenager. Traces of his mother’s literary skills. Traces of his brother’s murderous desires. Its being leaked to the world just after the inquest is the most likely reason that Nathan and Katie felt the need to run off and hide again.

      

      

      
        	The missing journal pages. Perhaps the thing that intrigues me most. Who took the four pages out of the journal? Was it Christian? Was it Nathan? Nathan says he can’t remember what was on them. Is he lying? What secrets might those pages hide?

      

      

      
        	The future. Where are Katie and Nathan? How can the press not have tracked them down already? Are they ever coming back?

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Two

          

          ONE MONTH AGO

        

      

    

    
      ‘They might have forgotten,’ says Katie, pressing her face up against the window, staring out at the hillside behind their stone cottage.

      ‘They’ll never forget,’ replies Nathan, seated at the kitchen table, his hand wrapped round a glass of white wine.

      ‘Plenty more will have happened in the world since we left.’ She takes a large swig from her glass and moves over to the sideboard where the radio had once been. The day they’d moved in it had gone the same way as the television and the phone, ripped out by them and broken beyond repair so they couldn’t change their mind about shutting themselves off from everything.

      ‘I prefer not knowing,’ Nathan says quietly.

      ‘What’s happened to that famous imagination of yours?’ says Katie. ‘Have you managed to shut it down completely?’ He turns to look at her, still surprised whenever she snaps at him like this, even though it’s becoming more and more frequent of late.

      ‘If you want to go back to London, then we can. I’ll just deal with what happens. Or you can go back on your own. It’s not your journal they’ve read. Not your thoughts.’

      ‘We’re in this together now,’ says Katie. ‘Forever.’

      Nathan feels the warmth of her words at last, and can’t help but smile a little. ‘And we’ll find a way to work it out.’

      ‘You’re right,’ says Katie, matching his smile. ‘Sorry, I’m just having a bad day.’

      ‘Anything I can do to make it better?’

      ‘You could find me something more exciting for dinner than pasta,’ she says. ‘I don’t think my stomach can take any more.’

      ‘I know what you mean,’ says Nathan, with a sigh. ‘Maybe we can risk a delivery. We could ask them to leave it up at the end of the drive. I’ll hide behind the wall and wait till they’ve gone.’

      Katie laughs. ‘Ordered how? And paid for with what?’

      ‘We’ve got some cash.’

      ‘But no phone. And no internet. Maybe I could walk half a mile up the hill and wait for the shepherd to pass on his quad bike, and when he gets close I could throw fifty quid and a shopping list over, tell him I’ve got some sort of psychiatric condition that means I don’t like being seen.’ As she says this she lifts a finger to one of the scars on her cheek, and Nathan remembers the flash of the cameras on the steps outside the courtroom at the inquest, how she’d buried her face into his side to hide them.

      ‘You make our situation sound ridiculous,’ he says.

      ‘It is ridiculous.’

      ‘It’s necessary. The first time anyone recognises us, it’s over. The world and his wife will be on our doorstep in under an hour.’

      ‘Do you really think we are that significant anymore?’ asks Katie, before adding quietly, ‘I certainly don’t feel significant.’

      ‘It won’t be forever,’ says Nathan. ‘When things have calmed down, and we’re better, then maybe—’

      ‘What do you mean, better?’ she asks, cutting him off. ‘I’m fine.’

      ‘Yes, but…’ Nathan doesn’t go on. Mentioning his concerns over her recent mood swings will only make them worse.

      ‘Even if we’ve both gone a bit crazy,’ says Katie, ‘how on earth would we even know? Who do we have to compare ourselves with?’

      Nathan shrugs to acknowledge her point. ‘Just try and remember who you were before.’

      He watches as Katie’s hand moves down to her stomach, not the point on the side where the knife went in, but the centre, which she softly strokes. ‘I’ll never be that person again.’

      Katie is pacing backwards and forwards in front of the window, reminding Nathan of a caged tiger he saw once with his family when he was a boy. A sad zoo. And a very sad memory. Then suddenly she stops, a grimace on her face.

      ‘Are you okay?’ he asks, rising from his chair.

      ‘No,’ says Katie, doubling over and falling sideways against the wall, her hand now pressed firmly into her stomach. ‘I’m not sure I am.’

      

      ‘I have to go!’ Nathan says, crouching down next to where she is curled up on the bathroom floor. She’s been like this for more than an hour, vomiting, gasping and groaning, pleading with him to stay, telling him it’s all right, that she’s all right. She’s holding her stomach in the exact place where his brother Christian had plunged a knife eight months before. There had been a lot of blood that day, but this is almost worse, not knowing what’s going on inside her, no way of knowing how bad it is, how long she might have.

      He stands up and slaps his trouser pockets for the hundredth time, cursing their decision to get rid of their phones. If only they’d thought to keep a mobile for emergencies. ‘I’ll run to town,’ he says, grabbing his trainers, still covered in mud from the two hours he spent running up and down the hill at the back of their cottage earlier that morning. His legs are tired, but he’ll have no problem covering the five miles to town, and if he gets lucky he might spot a car and be able to flag it down. He bends over and places a hand on her forehead, pushing back the strands of sweaty hair and feeling the heat. ‘I won’t be long.’

      ‘Wait!’ she cries, through gritted teeth. ‘If you have to…’ She groans again, and curls into an even tighter ball. ‘There’s a house. This side of town. A yellow front, a blue Saab in the drive. He’s a doctor. He can keep a secret.’

      Nathan hardly has time to wonder what secret she’s been keeping from him in this place where they know no one. ‘I love you,’ he says, then heads for the door with one last glance back, trying not to think it might be the last time he sees her alive.

      He arrives at the yellow house in half an hour, his legs almost giving under him the moment he starts to slow. He thumps a sweaty fist against the front door, relieved to see the Saab is there and desperately hoping that its owner is, too. It takes what seems like forever before the door is opened and a slightly stooped, balding man who looks to be well into his seventies hurries forward at the sight of Nathan about to collapse through his doorway.

      ‘Are you okay?’ he says.

      Nathan is so short of breath he can barely answer, but he forces the words out with a rasp. ‘You have to come with me. Please.’ He expects to be asked more questions, for more time to be wasted, but the old man simply nods and reaches for a set of car keys.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      ‘Food poisoning, most likely,’ says the man Nathan now knows to be Dr Richard Evans, rising slowly from where Katie is curled on the floor of the bathroom.

      ‘More likely a rejection to eating the same food over and over,’ she groans.

      ‘So it’s nothing to do with…?’ Nathan nods towards the obvious scar on Katie’s side. The doctor had said nothing when he’d prized away her hands and lifted her top, gently pressing his fingers against her skin.

      ‘I think not,’ he says. ‘What she needs is rest and plenty of fluids. If you want a second opinion, then I can drive you to the hospital. It’s only—’

      ‘No.’ Nathan cuts him off sharply before covering his tone with a smile. ‘I mean, no thank you, doctor. And thank you for coming out here. You must know why we don’t want too much attention.’ He turns his face away from the doctor, although he’s certain he must already have been recognised.

      ‘You’d be amazed at what I don’t know,’ says Richard, matching his smile. ‘And what I don’t want to know. All that’s important to me is that your friend here,’ he gestures towards Katie, ‘is okay. So if you don’t mind, I’d like to pop back for another look tomorrow. I’m guessing you don’t have much in the way of medicines?’ He glances briefly back at the nearly bare rooms he’d rushed through to get to the bathroom. ‘I’ll bring you a few things.’
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          ONE WEEK AGO

        

      

    

    
      Katie laughs so hard a small wave of the wine in her glass sloshes over the edge and drops to the decking. Looking down at the stain, she gasps, as she’s reminded of the last time she saw a pool of red on the floor like that, and her hand moves automatically to her stomach. When she looks up, she sees that Nathan and the doctor have also stopped laughing and are staring with concern.

      ‘Are you all right?’ asks Nathan.

      ‘Why shouldn’t I be?’ asks Katie, more sharply than she’d intended.

      ‘Sorry, it’s just, after…’

      She follows his eyes down to her stomach and pulls her hand away. ‘I’d forgotten about the poisoning,’ she says, although that’s not what she’d been thinking of.

      Nathan looks down at the wrist where a watch would once have been. ‘I guess it must have been a good month ago now.’

      ‘A very good month,’ says Katie, ‘thanks to Richard.’ She raises her glass and takes a large enough swig that there’s little chance of her spilling any more. ‘You saved me.’

      ‘I didn’t do anything,’ says the old doctor, sipping his own wine. ‘It was just something you ate.’

      Katie reaches out and scoops up a wedge of rich cheese. ‘And thanks to you, I’ve been eating far better ever since.’

      ‘We both have,’ says Nathan, through a mouth half-filled with delicious cold meats, delivered by Richard that morning.

      ‘It’s been nice to have the company,’ says Richard. ‘I was getting a little lonely in my yellow house. People forget about us oldies.’

      The smile on Katie’s face slips again as she thinks back to the fleeting conversations she had with her dad in the care home before he died. His Alzheimer’s had robbed him of the ability to understand what she was saying when she visited, and all she had really wanted to let him know was how sorry she was that they didn’t talk more when they’d had the chance; sorry for having been so wrapped up in her police career.

      ‘They’re fools,’ says Katie. ‘To miss out on all that life experience.’

      ‘They’re lucky,’ it’s Richard’s turn to look uncomfortable, ‘not to have lived it.’

      Katie sees the sadness in the old man that only occasionally breaks to the surface of his kind, wrinkled face. ‘Maybe it’s our turn to try and help you. If you’re ready to share?’

      ‘After all, we’ve already shared our story,’ says Nathan. ‘Or rather, the papers have.’

      ‘Actually, I wasn’t joking when I said I didn’t read the papers,’ says Richard. ‘And I barely watch the television. I read fiction, mostly, and of late I also talk to you.’

      ‘So you genuinely don’t know who we are?’ asks Katie.

      ‘I know exactly who you are from our conversations. And okay, yes.’ He sighs. ‘The outside world is almost impossible to avoid, no matter how hard I try, and so once or twice I might have heard mention of people who sound very much like you when the news comes on the radio.’

      ‘And you’re not scared?’ says Nathan. ‘You don’t believe what they’ve said about me, about what I must be capable of, because of my twin brother’s crimes?’

      ‘No,’ says the doctor. ‘Working in London hospitals for so many years I learned not to make judgements about people. I just accepted them as they were and did what I could to help.’

      ‘And is that all we are?’ asks Katie, setting her wine glass down heavily on the table, hearing the snap in her voice return. ‘More patients for you to try and heal?’

      ‘Of course not,’ says Richard, his old face tightening as he looks away. ‘You’re friends. My only friends.’ He swallows hard and starts to knead his hands together. ‘My story is nowhere near as dramatic as yours, but the ending…’ He gestures towards the empty landscape outside the window. ‘You’re not the only people who have run away, you know. I’ve seen a lot of terrible things. I still see them, sometimes, at night.’

      ‘I know what you mean,’ says Nathan, nodding.

      ‘PTSD,’ Richard says. ‘That’s what I had. Self-diagnosed and self-healed, in part, by coming here and shutting myself away.’

      Nathan nods again. ‘How long did it take?’

      He looks down at his pale, wrinkled hands. ‘Far too long. Please don’t make the same mistake as me. There’s so much good out there. So many wonderful people to meet. I mean, if you hadn’t been ill, I’d never have met you two.’

      ‘You’re going back?’ asks Katie.

      ‘Oh no,’ says Richard, looking to the window again. ‘This is it for me now. I have all I need right here in Wales.’

      ‘I think we do, too,’ says Nathan, looking across at Katie, who finds she cannot match his smile. ‘I can’t think of anything that could drag us away.’
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          TWO DAYS AGO

        

      

    

    
      
        
        BLOG: Seeing Red

        The anonymous, unfiltered truth about crime and the criminal justice system

      

      

      

      OMFG. You will never believe what just dropped into my inbox. I’m not sure I believe it. I know, I know, I’m obsessed with this case, have been writing about it ever since it became news, but you never really expect to be involved. It could be a prank, of course – you’ll have to judge for yourself – but from the brief investigations I’ve just done it seems real enough.

      I’m probably not making any sense. Hardly surprising, given the amount I’ve had to drink. I know it’s morning, but I had no choice. I needed something to calm me down. I just can’t get my head around what’s happened. I believe I’ve just received a scanned copy of one of the missing pages from Nathan’s leaked journal. It’s one of his fantasies, one of the crimes he lived out in his head then put to paper. I keep thinking I should go to the police, but you, my loyal readers, are the only people I trust. And so, I’m trusting you with this:

      

      
        
        It’s like art. Although not nearly as boring as the classes at school. And the knife doesn’t feel clumsy, like a paintbrush, it feels like it’s meant to be there, like it’s an extension of me, of my true self. I twist it under the light, enjoying the brilliance of the surface I’ve polished for hours in anticipation. Back then I’d imagined this moment over and over, but this is the real thing, the chance to finally make my mark. Ha, I quite like that. I might share it with my victim when he wakes from the blow to the side of the head I gave him.

        He’ll struggle, but there’s not much point with the ropes around his wrists and ankles, but he’ll figure it out for himself soon enough. And I need him to use up some of his strength before I push his head down in the bath.

        He’d better wake up soon, the water is getting cold. I want it at 37 degrees, the temperature of blood. He’s close. I can tell, because his breathing is quite ragged. I hope I didn’t get carried away too early on. I couldn’t resist peeling some skin off his back in advance, just to see what it felt like. I wonder what it will feel like for him? He’ll tell me anything, of course, even though there’s nothing I want to hear. He’ll think there’s a reason. He’ll think that I’m sane.

        I’m not going to hurt him for too long. That’s not why I’m doing it. It’s really all about the ending. And what an ending! How clearly I can picture that last long, single stroke, along the ankle then up the back of the leg, over the buttocks and back and across the now skinless shoulder to the neck. I’d like it to be smooth, but my hand keeps shaking with all the excitement. I can’t wait for all that blood. There might even be a scream, to match the one I’m already hearing in my head.

        He’s not coming round. I am. The fantasy is leaving me, along with the urge. But there’s still enough to convince me that I cannot stop what is going to happen. It might be months, it might be years, but this will be more than just words.

        

      

      

      More than just words. I reckon it’s one of the crimes Nathan fantasised about, and it certainly sounds like it was written back when he was in his late teens, but I can’t help thinking about the similarities between this and the Steven Fish murder. I mentioned Fish in my last post: he was one of the cases that Katie failed to solve when Nathan had run away to Scotland. He was the reason Nathan ran away to Scotland, because, as he revealed at the inquest, he couldn’t cope with the evil of that crime.

      Steven Fish was part-drowned. He had skin peeled from his back. That very piece of skin was discovered at the scene of one of Christian Radley’s murders, which is why everyone thought Nathan’s twin must have committed that crime too. But now… Why didn’t Nathan mention the similarities? Why was this page removed? What was the real reason for his running away to Scotland? Was it the horror at what someone else had done? Or was it guilt at what he had finally done? I really don’t want to be asking these questions, because I like Nathan and I’ve always trusted that he never gave in to his urges, but this blog is all about honesty, about confronting the truth, and now I’m even more anxious to hear what he has to say about this latest leak. Jesus, might this be from Nathan himself? Might he have sent me the page by way of a confession?

      I need another drink.
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          PRESENT DAY

        

      

    

    
      Nathan is lying on the sofa trying to sleep off his hangover when the doorbell rings. It comes as such a shock that he convinces himself he’s imagined the sound; he doesn’t even know for sure that the cottage they’re living in has a bell. Dr Richard Evans, their only visitor in almost four months, has always marked his arrival with a gentle knock. Nathan sits up on the edge of the sofa and reassures himself that he is still in Wales, that he is safe.

      He doesn’t need to look around him to fill in the details of the room; they are instantly imprinted on his mind, just as with every crime scene he’s ever walked into. It’s a gift that has helped him understand many killers and solve many cases, but sometimes he’d give anything to be able to forget.

      The doorbell rings again and Nathan is up on his feet, twisting his head back towards the patio doors as he heads in the other direction. He spots that Katie is still a long way down the garden, carefully tending to the roses. At the end of the hallway Nathan tries to peer out from behind the curtain in the toilet to see who might be disturbing them. It’s a long walk to reach the end of the dirt track leading down to the cottage, so it’s unlikely anybody would have come here by accident. It’s only when he sees a familiar flash of grey hair that he breathes a sigh of relief, heading for the door and opening it.

      ‘Sorry,’ says Richard, with a pained expression on his face.

      ‘For this hangover?’ says Nathan, with a laugh. ‘I think I bear some of the responsibility for that.’ When he sees the doctor isn’t smiling back, he leans to one side to get a better view of the track behind, to make sure he has come alone. ‘Is everything okay?’

      Richard pauses and looks down at his shoes, the tip of a polished brogue twisting in the dirt. ‘I need to talk to you, please. Both of you.’

      Nathan leads the way back through the living room to the kitchen, opening the patio doors and calling for Katie to come in. Removing her gardening gloves, she spots the old doctor standing next to Nathan and beams broadly, but when the two men offer no smile in return her face changes.

      ‘What’s wrong?’ she says, kicking off her muddy boots and dropping the gloves and secateurs on the side.

      ‘Shall we have a seat?’ asks Richard, moving back towards the living room.

      ‘We can talk here,’ says Nathan, nervously.

      ‘It’s about your friend, Mike Peters.’

      Katie opens her mouth to speak, then closes it again. Then she breathes out slowly and lowers her shoulders. ‘It’s okay, doc,’ she says. ‘Tell Mike that if he needs the place for Ben, then of course he can have it back.’

      ‘Who is Ben?’ asks Nathan, trying to piece things together. ‘Is this how you knew where Richard lived?’ After she’d recovered, Katie had dodged his questions about how she knew about the doctor, and he’s all but given up asking.

      ‘It’s not Ben,’ says the doctor. ‘It’s—’

      ‘Retirement?’ says Katie, cutting him off. ‘Of course, it must be time! And he wants to move out here, too? Well, why didn’t he come and tell us himself?’

      Nathan reaches out and places a hand lightly on her arm to settle her, but she pulls away, not wanting to accept the truth written in the sadness on Richard’s face. She picks at the dirt under her fingernails until she finally finds the words. ‘Mike’s dead, isn’t he?’

      ‘I’m truly sorry,’ is all Richard can say.

      Nathan feels Katie’s full weight against his arm, the words knocking her sideways like a physical blow.

      ‘I told him he needed to take more care of himself,’ says Katie. ‘When did it happen?’

      ‘Yesterday, I think.’

      Katie nods, then lifts her head, her eyes searching, her detective’s mind taking back control. ‘How did you find out? Did Ben ring you?’

      ‘I heard a headline on the radio. Just a headline, then I came straight here.’

      ‘Mike’s death made the news?’ says Nathan, his concern suddenly peaking. DS Mike Peters had been one of the few people on the police force to engage with Nathan as if he were a true member of the team, and not some freak that brought them remarkable results; but the relationship he’d had with Katie had been far more like father and daughter. He was her mentor, especially when her real father’s Alzheimer’s had caused him to slip away. He’d offered his cottage to them when he knew they needed to disappear to survive. They owed him a lot. ‘It wasn’t natural causes?’

      ‘I’m afraid not.’

      ‘Oh, Jesus,’ Katie says, reaching for the trainers she had worn on their run that morning. ‘We need to go back.’ Her hands are trembling, struggling to loosen the laces. ‘Do they know who did it?’ she asks, looking up at the doctor.

      ‘I’m not sure.’ He offers a look of concern. ‘But the police want to speak to you.’

      ‘How do you know that?’ asks Katie, with a tilt of her head. ‘You said you only heard a headline.’

      ‘Because we are the headline,’ says Nathan, with a grimace. ‘And they think I’m somehow to blame.’

      ‘I can quickly set them right about that,’ says Richard, looking across at the empty bottles of wine on the side, evidence that they had all been together. ‘I can also drive you back to London, whenever you’re ready.’

      ‘Let’s go,’ says Katie, already on her way to the door.
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      ‘We should never have left London,’ says Katie, shaking her head as they race through the countryside.

      ‘We needed time to recover,’ says Nathan, from the back seat of the car. She can see he’s holding on tight as they’re thrown around bends by Richard’s driving. She prefers to take the impact, her shoulder crashing into the door.

      ‘We were innocent, and we ran away like cowards after we gave our testimony. We should have stayed, and fought for our lives back. We shouldn’t have left the police department. It was the only place both of us knew what we needed to do, and how. It was the only environment where we could both cope with who we were.’

      ‘You think I was coping?’ asks Nathan.

      ‘You were succeeding,’ says Katie. ‘Not just surviving. We had a purpose.’

      ‘So the work is our only purpose?’ asks Nathan, weakly.

      They sit in silence for several minutes, Katie sensing that she is dangerously close to spilling her secret. Perhaps it is finally time.

      ‘I should have been there for Mike,’ she says.

      ‘You can’t blame yourself.’

      ‘I don’t.’ She stares down at her stomach. ‘That’s the second time your weakness has cost me.’

      ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ asks Nathan, and she can hear the hurt in his voice.

      ‘It means…’ She draws in a deep breath to confess, but nothing comes. ‘Let’s just focus on the work.’ She loosens her seat belt and reaches forward to fiddle with the radio, trying to find a station that might give her more information about Mike’s death, but the car is old and the radio offers nothing but static. She asks Richard to repeat the headline he heard.

      ‘The police are looking for Nathan Radley and Katie Rhodes in connection with the death of Detective Sergeant Mike Peters, whose body was pulled from the Thames yesterday evening.’

      Katie thumps the door, making her fist throb. She focuses on the pain, thinking of the pain she’s going to inflict on whoever is responsible.

      ‘I don’t understand why we can’t stop at a payphone and ring the station,’ says Nathan. ‘They’ll tell us what we need to know.’

      ‘You know they won’t,’ says Katie. ‘Weren’t you listening? You’re a suspect. You’re the one they’ll want to talk to.’

      ‘Weren’t you listening?’ says Nathan, his voice hardening in a way she hasn’t heard in all the time they’ve been away in Wales. ‘We are both suspects.’

      ‘There’s no way they believe I killed my friend.’

      ‘Whereas the brother of a serial killer…’ A quick glimpse in the side mirror shows her that Nathan has sunk back into his seat, his head in his hands, muffling his final words. ‘I thought you, of all people, believed in me.’

      Katie feels her own frustration building. ‘This has nothing to do with what I believe. This is police work, profiling. This is common bloody sense. Of course you’re a suspect. And of course they want to speak to me too. We’re connected – we disappeared together.’

      ‘And yet now it seems we’re going back apart,’ mutters Nathan.

      ‘Maybe we should,’ says Katie, pressing her knuckles against the pain that’s growing in her stomach and ignoring the sickening sense that she is destroying something precious with her words.

      Richard has been uncharacteristically quiet since they left the cottage, driving fast, silent beside them as they’ve bickered, but now Katie can see him shifting uneasily in his seat.

      ‘Can you drop me off as soon as we get to the outskirts of London,’ she says to the doctor. ‘I’ll make my way from there.’

      ‘But why not let me take you straight to the station?’ he asks, eyes still fixed on the road ahead as he weaves to overtake an articulated lorry.

      ‘Because I’m not going to the station.’

      ‘Yes, you are,’ says Nathan, leaning forward again, his fingers gripping the seat just behind her right shoulder. ‘We are going to the station. We have to trust in the law. And each other.’

      Katie sees flashes of red behind her eyes that pulse in time with her racing heartbeat. In the last few months this anger has come frequently, and from nowhere, but there can be no doubt that it’s justified now.

      ‘Stop. I’m sick of you controlling me!’

      ‘The problem is, I’m not sure you can control yourself,’ says Nathan, softly. ‘Richard and I have been concerned about you for a while. You’ve been trying to hide it from us. Maybe you’ve been more successful at hiding it from yourself, but this is not you, this is not—’

      ‘Natural?’ Before she knows it, she’s turned in her seat and popped off her seat belt. The car is too old to have an alarm, but it’s like she can hear it, screaming inside her skull. It’s telling her to sit back and calm down, to save her energy for the investigation, but the hot rage is still drowning everything else out. ‘My dad is dead, and I didn’t even go to his funeral. Now my oldest friend is on a slab because I wasn’t there for him. My face and my stomach have been sliced open because I grew too close to you. And you…’ She pauses. This has been a long time coming, a pressure slowly building inside that she’s finally about to release. She glances up at the mirror in front of her, seeing the scars and feeling the charge. ‘You allowed your brother to take away my looks. But worse than that, so much worse, you allowed him to take away any chance of my ever being a mother.’

      With the words spoken at last, she falls back into her seat. It’s the first time she’s said it out loud since the doctors broke the news to her in the hospital. She and Nathan had never discussed having kids, but the news that she no longer had a choice hurt her in a way she never imagined possible. Every time she and Nathan had enjoyed a moment together in Wales, when they’d laughed, when they’d shared a lingering look, when she’d accidentally allowed herself to imagine a future for them, she’d felt the pain of this truth twist inside her as keenly as the knife that had caused it.

      She pushes out a long breath, wondering if she’s ever going to draw one back in again. Her eyes are fixed on the window, fixedly avoiding the passenger side mirror in case she should see the damage she has done to Nathan with her revelation. She notices, through her tears, that the car has slowed considerably and that they’re pulling in to the side of the road.

      The doctor is the one to break the silence. ‘You might not realise,’ he says, tentatively, running one finger across a bushy eyebrow. ‘You might not care… but this last month has been incredibly important for me. It’s been more than ten years since I retired from my work,’ he turns to look at Katie, blinking back tears, ‘work that I stuck with at the expense of everything else. I’ve spent those years without any company, without any friends, trying to deal with what my job was doing to me, how it made me look so much to the welfare of others and yet seemingly not give a damn about my own.’

      He coughs to clear his throat before continuing. ‘Before I met you two, I’d given up. I had nothing to look forward to, other than…’ He doesn’t say the word. He doesn’t need to.

      Katie knows only too well what it’s like to wait for death. She had sat for months with her dad in the care home, cursing herself whenever she found she was hoping that the end would come.

      ‘Perhaps I was only welcomed into your home because you wanted to make sure I wasn’t talking to anybody else, to check I was keeping your secret. Whatever the reason, I’ve loved every minute we’ve spent together. And I’ve loved seeing the way you two are with each other. I haven’t been with someone like that in such a long time.’ He stops and swallows hard, turning towards the driver’s side window, where vehicles flash by. ‘I lost my partner in a car crash nearly forty years ago.’

      He places a hand on the steering wheel and squeezes hard, meeting Kate’s gaze again, tears on his cheeks. ‘I dedicated my life to doing what they weren’t able to do for my Maggie. But age,’ he lifts fingers badly bent by arthritis, ‘took that away from me. What fight I have left in me now will be used to help you two. I’ll drive you to the station. I’ll drive you wherever you want to go. I’ll keep your secret. I’ll keep quiet about whatever you want me to. But I will not sit here and watch in silence while you hurt each other like this.’

      Through her own tears, Katie wants to reach out and touch the old man’s hand, to reassure him that she’s okay, that this is just a momentary blip and she will be herself again soon. But the fist in her lap will not budge. Nor will her conviction that she is right.

      ‘All I care about,’ she says, her mouth barely opening, ‘is finding justice for Mike.’

      ‘Then why are we sitting here?’ says Nathan from the back. ‘Let’s go to the station. Find out the facts. Do what makes us right. Or, if it’s too late for that, if we can’t function anymore, even when working, then you go off and do your own thing. Hell, maybe you’ll have to. Like you said, I’m the suspect. I’m the one they’ll be locking up.’

      She can hear Richard sigh, and feel her shoulders sink, but with the professional focus she’d always been famed for tingling beneath her skin, she nods at the road ahead and waits for them to start moving again.
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      Nathan and Katie are sitting in an interview suite at their old station. It’s a room they’re both very familiar with, although nothing really feels the same to Nathan anymore, not after what Katie has just told him. He’s reliving every word over and over in his head, the pain and heartbreak more acute each time. He’d never dared to dream of having children before, the fear that they might turn out like him too strong.

      But now he knows it will never happen; that although there are no two people more equipped to guide an innocent child away from darkness than he and Katie, two people who have seen it all and survived, they will never be parents. Nathan feels his body start to tremble as he considers what he would have done to protect his own, how much he would have sacrificed for a daughter or son. He finds himself starting to drift into a daydream, seeing himself in a parallel life, picturing the details and starting to believe, when the door to his left is flung open and he is startled back into the present.

      ‘What the hell are they doing in the same room?’ Nathan looks up to see a man with slicked-back black hair filling the doorway. DCI Ken Stocks, head of a different crime team to the one he and Katie were part of, is glaring at the low-ranking officer that has escorted them here following their arrival at the reception desk. Alongside Stocks and offering a similar glare is Katie and Nathan’s former boss, Superintendent Taylor.

      ‘Easy, Ken,’ says Katie from a chair to one side of the table in the centre of the room. ‘Nathan and I have been together for the past six months. Every single day. If we needed a story, we’ve had plenty of time to prepare one.’

      ‘That’s Detective Chief Inspector Stocks to you, Detective Inspector Rhodes. They haven’t thrown you out of the force yet.’

      ‘Glad to hear it, sir,’ says Katie. ‘Because if you’re stupid enough to think that Nathan had anything to do with Mike’s death, then you’re definitely going to need my help.’

      ‘This is the end of our conversation,’ says the big man, his face flushing, ‘until we’ve made this official.’

      ‘You mean, you’re going to charge him?’ says Katie, failing to hide her disbelief.

      ‘We have the evidence to do just that.’

      ‘Like what?’

      ‘Are you going to pretend you don’t know?’

      ‘I’m going to reassure you that we don’t. Mike is dead, and you want to speak to us about it. That’s everything we have.’

      ‘Seriously?’ Ken scoffs. ‘The whole world has heard this story. Have you been living in a cave?’

      ‘More like up a mountain. No television, no phone. No car to get back to London.’

      Ken runs a hand across a stubbled chin. ‘So how did you get back here?’

      ‘The same way we heard what little we know. I got ill a while back and we needed a doctor. He became a friend, someone we could trust. He heard the headline on the radio and came to get us.’

      ‘Where is he now?’ asks the DCI, peering down the corridor.

      ‘He was worn out by the journey, so I told him to go and find a hotel.’

      Ken looks back into the room, eyes narrowing. ‘Which hotel?’

      She shrugs. ‘Whichever one he’s been able to find in the middle of the night.’

      ‘Do you have a mobile number for him?’

      ‘No mobile. But he’ll be over in the morning to confirm he was with us when Mike was killed.’

      ‘How do you know when Mike was killed?’

      Nathan opens his mouth to answer, then realises, with a look across at Katie, who has just come to the same realisation, that they only know Mike was pulled out of the river yesterday evening. He could have been there for days.






OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/the-goodnight-song-final-high-res-jpg.jpg
THE
GOODNIGHT

SONG

NICK HOLLIN

rime Thriller

5 =y

- : i
‘An absolutély heart-stopping and gripping thriller. .






OEBPS/images/logo-ebook-conversions.jpg
bookguture





