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  A police procedural inspired by CSI.


  Meet Superintendent Brian Tyson, based at Scotland Yard. Aided by a group of forensic experts and the police of three different counties, he is charged with catching a serial rapist.


  Having already attacked once in South London, the target is travelling north, and Brian is in hot pursuit. With a second attack in the Midlands—this time on a young Afro-Caribbean teenager—the hunt intensifies, with Brian getting ever closer to his prey.


  Can he catch the rapist before he strikes again?


  ***


  This novel is a work of fiction and the characters and events in it exist only in its pages and in the author’s imagination. While it includes reference to real locations, these are fictional representations, which may or may not be factually correct.


  Acknowledgements


  I would like to thank the following people:


  Debbie McGowan for her patience


  Tony Higginson for his advice


  Bob Stone for letting me browse his bookshop


  Darren Houghton for being a mate when I needed one


  Terry Williams for being there and helping me when I most needed it


  Chapter One

  Shots Fired


  Week One:

  Monday, Evening Rush Hour

  Central London


  A shell ricocheted off the metal railings of a park fence, missing a young girl by mere inches. Her eyes widened in fear as she flattened herself to the pavement, hardly daring to move. Another two loud pops sounded. One man was hit between the eyes. A second was hit in the back, just below the shoulders. Both died almost instantly.


  One week ago, newly appointed Superintendent Brian Tyson had been assigned to the case. It was a steep learning curve, but Brian was a fast learner and quickly adapted to the situation.


  “Bronze, I need an observation post immediately.”


  Looking through his binoculars, Brian scanned the immediate area. No sooner had he turned his back when a fourth bullet shattered a car windscreen, splintering it into a thousand pieces. The driver slumped forward, and with no means of control, the car crashed into a wall, causing an immediate pile-up as other drivers reacted, braking hard or stamping on their accelerators, trying to avoid the crashed vehicle.


  “Bronze, this is Silver. I need an observation post set up and immediate assistance here to clear the road.”


  “Silver, this is Bronze. We think we have a good spot for your OB—the Eon Building just to your left. As far as we can tell, the fourth floor is empty. There’s a service elevator, so you can enter without being seen.”


  Brian looked around and saw that the panic of a few minutes ago was subsiding. “Control, this is Silver. Is the SOCO team here yet?”


  “Silver, the team you asked for is two minutes away, along with ten uniforms. That should calm things down a bit, Sir.”


  Walking towards the car, Brian pulled on a pair of latex gloves and took out his torch. He examined the inside of the car and found a neat hole, about half an inch across, at the base of the driver’s neck. The bullet appeared to have severed both the wind pipe and the lower cervical vertebrae, causing paralysis and then death in a matter of seconds.


  Ten minutes later, the ballistics team arrived.


  “I want that roof swept. There should be GSR on the ledges. Anything else you can find—even the obvious—we’ll run it through the lab.”


  He’s playing mind games, thought Brian, deliberately causing fear at the busiest time of the day.


  “Silver, the OB is active,” a voice said over the police radio.


  Brian started towards the office building. “Message received. ETA five minutes.”


  ***


  On the roof, a lone figure prepared to move on. In his army camouflage, he was hard to distinguish from the earthy colours and shadows. Picking up a pair of powerful binoculars, he scanned the vicinity to make sure he wasn’t being watched, changed into his overalls, dismantled his rifle and collected the bullet casings. With everything safely stashed in a foam-lined rucksack, he climbed into the contractor’s cradle and descended from the place where he had been lying for the past two days. A slow smile crossed his face. The first round goes to me, I think.


  ***


  From the rooftop, Brian watched the empty contractor’s cradle reach the ground floor of the building. His officers were still too far away to give chase.


  “Damn it.” He activated his radio. “Keep the patrols active. I want to know if anything unusual happens in the next fifteen minutes.”


  “Copy, Silver.”


  Brian tapped his radio against his teeth. “You may have won this round, but to win the battle will take patience, and I’m a patient hunter.”


  ***


  Brian observed the fortuitously dark and overcast sky above the Eon Building. He located the SOCO and went over. “Good evening.”


  “Good evening, Sir.”


  “Can you give me an angle of trajectory yet?”


  “It’s about twenty-eight degrees, Sir. That puts the height at roughly thirty metres or thirteen storeys up.”


  The SOCO indicated the ballistics dummy already positioned where the victim had been found. He angled the laser stack, to simulate the trajectory of the shot, and activated it. The red light sliced through the gloom to a nearby block of flats.


  “What can you tell me about the victim?” Brian asked.


  “She was in her mid-to-late twenties, about five foot five and unmarried. He seems to be picking his victims purely at random, Sir.”


  Brian frowned, a thought returning to him from his time in the services: there are two types of sniper: those who choose targets, and those who choose places. It’s places and times. “I don’t think it’s the people. When was the first attack?”


  “Around eight-thirty, yesterday morning, Sir, and today’s attack was between five-thirty and six p.m.”


  “Morning and evening rush hour,” Brian thought aloud. “The two times when there are most people about.”


  Scotland Yard


  Brian had just arrived at his office and sat at his desk when a familiar call sign came over the police radio.


  “Silver, this is Charlie Three. Three shots fired at the corner of Upton Street. Request paramedics, and SOCO.”


  “Thank you, Charlie Three. All received.” Brian picked up the phone and dialled the control room at Scotland Yard. “Control, I need a driver to take me to Upton Street.”


  “I’ll have someone at the front entrance in ten minutes, Sir.”


  Round two: this is where my patience starts to pay off.


  Tuesday, 13:51

  Scotland Yard


  “He’s killed four people in two days, and he’s not done yet. I need a map of London showing all the parks with blocks of flats nearby—in particular, any blocks with empty floors or half floors that could provide a nest for the killer. I also need a profile, ASAP. All right, people, we’ll reconvene tomorrow at ten-thirty.”


  Once he’d dismissed his team, Brian took a drink of black coffee and started to go through the files on his desk. He’d been working for no more than forty-five minutes when his phone rang.


  “Is that Brian Tyson?”


  “Yes. What can I do for you?”


  “I’m Mark Jones, secretary to the Justice Minister, Sir. The minister would like an update on the sniper case, Sir. He will be free in about an hour. Oh, and I should warn you. He doesn’t appreciate tardiness.”


  ***


  Walking into the new minister’s office, Brian observed the modern desk and glass picture frames. He’s a family man.


  The minister rose to his feet and offered a congenial smile. “Superintendent Tyson. Sit down, sit down. From what I hear, you’re doing a great job with a very sensitive case.”


  “Thank you, Minister. This one likes to play God, by deciding who lives and who dies. I took an oath to serve and protect, and it still holds.”


  “A good answer, Superintendent, although I promote on merit, not on hype. Your file says that you were in the Special Forces.”


  Brian’s answer was guarded. “Yes, Minister. I saw some action.”


  “Where exactly was that?”


  “That’s classified, Minister.”


  The minister pointed to a couch in the corner of the room, and the two men adjourned.


  “I’m afraid I have little else to tell you, Minister,” Brian said.


  “Please, call me Keith.”


  Brian acknowledged the request with a nod.


  The minister continued, “I appreciate your candour, Superintendent, but I didn’t call you in to discuss the sniper case. I’m creating a new unit, along the lines of the FBI Behavioural Science Unit. It will be a radical departure from your normal way of working. The people under you will be a mix of police officers, scientists, profilers and civilians, although as time goes by, there will be more police than civilians.”


  “What’s the timeline on this?”


  “About six months to set it up. In the meantime, here are a couple of numbers to help you.”


  Brian took the cards from the minister: Professor Anthony Terrence, MD, and Doctor William Fordham, ‘Master of Logic’, PhD.


  “Thanks for this, Keith,” he said. “What help can you give me forensically? I hear the new head of the London Evidence Centre is top notch.”


  “Indeed.” The minister passed across a third card. “This is the number for the unit. Tom Donald’s on extension three.”


  Brian suppressed a smile. He and Tom were old friends, having first met ten years ago, when Brian was a newly promoted detective inspector and Tom took charge of his first team. Tom’s probing mind had impressed Brian; although he was not a warrior in the physical sense, Tom fought for truth while Brian fought for justice. They were a match for each other—two sides of the same coin brought together by this case.


  London Evidence Centre


  Tom Donald entered his office and looked at the case files that were still pending. Sitting down heavily, he switched on his computer and checked his emails, trying to ignore the full in-tray on his desk. If there was one thing he hated, it was paperwork.


  The list of killers he’d caught using DNA fingerprinting read like a Who’s Who of the underworld, and he was in hot demand. Paperwork was an unnecessary obstacle to his work.


  He was on the tenth file when the phone rang.


  “Doctor Donald? I’ve got Superintendent Tyson on three.”


  “Put him through.” He’d been expecting this call.


  Chapter Two

  Changes


  “Superintendent Tyson. How can I be of assistance?”


  “Good evening, Tom. How are you?”


  “Overworked, underpaid…”


  “Same as ever, then?” Brian chuckled. “The reason I’m calling…hold on, I’m putting us on speaker phone.” Brian paused briefly before continuing. “The new justice minister’s trying to make his mark.”


  “So I heard,” Tom said dryly, having already talked his team through the second new directive initiated in the past month.


  Brian continued, “He’s tasked me with setting up a behavioural analysis unit. I was wondering if you would consider being a part of the team.”


  “For the serial shooter case?”


  “That’s the first item on the agenda,” Brian confirmed. “But there will be other cases.”


  Tom considered for a moment, his eyes drawn to the tower of files on his desk, everyday cases that rarely tested him. “Count me in,” he said. “I can also give you the number of a colleague of mine—Doctor William Fordham, at Queens College, Oxford. He’s a forensic psychologist.”


  Before Brian had time to respond, Tom had picked up his tablet and forwarded Will Fordham’s details. At the other end of the line, he heard Brian’s email beep to signal incoming mail.


  Wednesday

  Queens College, Oxford


  It was no mere coincidence that both the minister and Tom Donald had recommended the same man; Brian decided to combine business with pleasure, by holidaying in Oxford and making a few enquiries in the various colleges.


  Things were moving quickly now, and the call to the lab had been interesting. Tom’s personnel file was thick, but not in the usual sense. No, what stood out was a private person with traditional values, backed up by a keen mind that loved puzzles, which was why Brian had hit it off with Tom from the very first case they’d worked together: an aggravated assault—a walk in the park compared to the case unfolding now.


  For his trip to Oxford, Brian had dressed smart but casual, hoping to blend in. Nonetheless, as he entered Queens Quad, a porter approached him.


  “Can I help you, sir?”


  “Good morning,” Brian replied. “I’m looking for Doctor Fordham.”


  “The doctor is giving a lecture at the moment.” The porter pointed across the quad. “If you turn left at the gate, the theatre is on your left.”


  “Many thanks.”


  Following the porter’s instructions, Brian quickly located the lecture theatre and quietly slipped into a seat at the back, glancing down over the rows of undergraduate students, to the lecturer at his lectern: Doctor Will Fordham.


  “Who can tell me about Neman’s probability theory?”


  A flurry of hands went up, and Fordham prompted a few responses, gleaning a more or less correct definition of the theory positing that in the toss of a coin, everything was impossible and possible at the same time.


  Satisfied with his students’ responses, he prepared to move on to his next point. But before he could say anything further, Brian put his hand up.


  “There’s an inherent flaw in Neman’s theory, Doctor.”


  Fordham met Brian’s gaze and raised an eyebrow. “What’s that?” he asked coolly.


  “Free will. Most people choose not to intentionally hurt others, and they exercise free will to prevent it, which shifts the equality of outcome.”


  “Very good,” Fordham praised. “However, one must also factor in chaos theory.”


  “If a bird flaps its wings in America, a typhoon hits Indonesia,” Brian responded wryly.


  Will Fordham folded his arms and studied the superintendent. With a swift tilt of the head, he said, “Class dismissed.” His students hurriedly packed up their notepads and books and left the room in a murmuring rabble. Only when the door closed behind the last student did Fordham speak again. “I can see we’re going to have some interesting discussions. Although…perhaps you should be taking a philosophy class.”


  “I don’t have time for that right now.”


  “Oh? And why is that?”


  “I’m catching criminals most days. Either that or sitting on committees.”


  Will picked up his papers and strolled towards the door. “I’ve heard rumours of a new Met unit, similar to the one at Quantico.”


  “The rumours are accurate, but our timescale is tighter than that of the FBI.”


  Will stopped, pondered a moment, and nodded. “Should I presume that this visit is an interview?”


  “Yes,” Brian confirmed.


  “I’ll think about it,” Fordham said and left Brian standing alone the lecture theatre.


  ***


  Two weeks later, Brian was in his office when a call came through.


  “Superintendent? I’ve got Doctor William Fordham for you.”


  “Put him through, please.” There was a slight pause as the receptionist routed the call. “Doctor Fordham, how can I help you?”


  “It’s the Trinity term break, and I’ve nothing scheduled for the next three weeks. How does two o’clock sound?”


  “I’ll see you then.”


  Week Three: Monday

  Scotland Yard


  Will Fordham walked out of the lift, into the atrium of Brian Tyson’s office, and looked around. The walls were a light cream colour, with a glass desk set in front of a large window. To the left, and on the wall behind a leather swivel chair, a katana caught Will’s attention.


  He sees himself as a warrior, someone setting the world to rights, with a strict ethical code. He expects loyalty from those under him and is fiercely loyal in return.


  “Sit down, Doctor. Would you like a drink?” Brian spun his chair around to face Will and indicated the couch.


  “Just a coffee, thanks. I see you practise the martial arts. May I ask which one?”


  Turning his head so he could look at the katana, Brian said, “Why do you ask?”


  “There are flourishing kendo and jujitsu classes at the college.”


  “Kendo and also some judo,” Brian confirmed. “I received the katana from an inspector in Japan last year. He said it should go to a warrior.”


  A warrior amassing an army. “Tell me, Superintendent, or should I say General…”


  “Just Brian. I’m not in this for the glory.”


  “Oh, come now, Brian. Every man who pursues a high-ranking position is to a greater or lesser extent driven by glory and acclaim.”


  “Please, save your analysis for our serial shooter, Doctor.”


  Will conceded with a slight nod of the head. “As you wish, Superintendent.” He sipped his coffee and relaxed back into the sofa, legs crossed. “Tell me what you need from me.”


  Monday, 15:05

  The Kahn Residence, Notting Hill, London


  Melinda Kahn came round slowly. She could see blood on the bedspread, and not just a drop; there was a large stain the size of a dinner plate, along with blood on the inside of her legs. A piercing scream forced its way out of her body.


  “Maan…” The word was laced with fear and shock. Trembling, she fell into her mother’s arms and kept repeating, “Don’t leave me, please don’t leave me…”


  “Never, my darling, never,” her mother promised. Jamila was a practical person, and she knew that a number of different things needed to be done at once. She took out her mobile, first of all, and phoned 999.


  “Which service do you require?”


  “Ambulance and police. My daughter’s been raped.”


  She locked the door to her daughter’s room and waited for the emergency services to arrive. When the ambulance came, she went with her daughter, clasping the girl’s hand to her chest and willing calm into her mind.


  “When will we get to the hospital?” she asked the paramedic.


  “In about five minutes, ma’am. Everything is set up for Melinda.”


  Monday, 15:45

  Scotland Yard


  The shrill of the desk phone interrupted Brian and Will’s meeting. “Tyson here…” He listened to the brief details already seeing the pattern. “OK. I’ll be there in thirty minutes.” When he turned back to Will, his eyes were hard, and his voice clipped. “Can you see yourself out?”


  “Of course,” Will replied.


  With his office to himself once more, Brian called the London Evidence Centre. “Tom, can you send one of your team out to Notting Hill? There’s been a rape, and it’s got all the signs of a serial offender. The victim is on her way to the Royal London Hospital.”


  “I’ll go myself,” Tom said.


  The Kahn Residence, Notting Hill


  Tom parked a little way down the road from the crime scene and studied the house. For all that he loathed the tedium of his usual caseload, it did not evoke these kinds of feelings—rage, powerlessness at going in after the fact. There were three types of criminals he hated more than all the others—drug dealers, child molesters and rapists—and all for the same reason: they irreparably destroyed lives. Tipping the balance of power away from them meant doing his job with a cool and level head.


  Returning his focus to the task, Tom collected his kit from the boot of his car and walked towards the house. A uniformed officer was standing by the door, his eyes constantly scanning the immediate area.


  “Afternoon, Officer. Has anyone entered the house at all?


  “Not while I’ve been here, Sir.”


  No time to waste, Tom went straight upstairs and entered the bedroom, noting the metallic tang in the air and the blood-soaked bedspread. Swabbing carefully, he took samples of everything and bagged up the evidence, including the bedding, sealed and initialled every bag, and moved on to the rest of the house.


  Queens College, Oxford


  Will Fordham returned to his lodgings and sat down with the paper he’d picked up on the train from London but had been too caught up in his other reading material to look at. As soon as he unfolded the battered copy of the Evening Standard, the front page jumped out at him: ‘Rape in London a Hate Crime?’


  “Has Brian got a mole?” he thought aloud, already picking up his phone.


  “Superintendent Tyson, please. It’s Doctor William Fordham. I have something that he needs to see.”


  “He’s out of the office at the moment, sir. Can I help you?”


  “Let him know I called, will you?”


  “Certainly, sir.”


  Will hung up and tried again, this time calling Brian’s mobile phone number. It went to voicemail. “Brian? Will here. You need to do a sweep of your office. Someone knows as much about this case as you do.”


  Monday, 16:00

  The Royal London Hospital


  “Mrs. Kahn? We’ve given your daughter a sedative to help her sleep. After that, the best thing for her is to be among people who love her.” The doctor led Jamila into the room and pulled back the curtain surrounding the bed.


  Jamila sat at her daughter’s side and smoothed her fingers over the soft, pale cheek. She looked so peaceful, all signs of distress held at bay for the time being.


  Monday, 16:15

  The Kahn Residence, Notting Hill


  Brian arrived at the scene and was met by Tom Donald at the front door.


  Tom handed his kit to an assistant, removed his booties and placed them in an evidence bag. “Call the centre and tell them it’s all hands on deck.”


  “OK, boss.” The technician pulled out their phone as they left.


  “How is it, Tom?” Brian asked.


  “Bad. This one likes to instil fear as well as physical damage.”


  Brian noted a slight change in his friend’s voice. The next time he spoke, his eyes were crystal clear.


  “Do me a favour, Brian?”


  “Anything.”


  “I want this animal hunted down and put away…forgive me. This doesn’t normally happen.” He paused for a minute or so to gather his wits. “Well, Mrs. Kahn did us a favour, by locking her daughter’s bedroom. It’s kept most of the evidence fresh, including blood and fibres. I’ve put a seal on the door so it stays intact. This is big, Brian. I’ll phone you from the lab.”


  ***


  No one saw the figure melt into the shadows cast by the trees. He’d had his fun, and now it was time to leave. Sean Smith smiled to himself; by the time they had solid proof, he would be fifty miles away.


  London Evidence Centre


  Back at the lab, Tom processed the fingerprints he had taken from the scene. Most were from Melinda and Jamila Kahn, but one was not. It looked as if it had been placed deliberately, but it was smudged to the point that only a few ridges were readable.


  He scanned the print and left the search running, using the time to plough through some of his paperwork backlog. He’d finished the paperwork and was on his second cup of coffee when the system alerted him that there was no match on the partial fingerprint. He skimmed through the information on the screen and called an emergency meeting with his colleagues.


  “Superintendent Tyson believes we’re looking at a serial offender.”


  “Who’s going to be the primary on this case?” asked a field officer.


  Tom shrugged. “All I can tell you is I’m not, however much I’d like to be. The Yard is assigning most of the Rape Squad to cover this case. I know you all want to be in on it, but it’s better that the lab acts as a piece of the jigsaw.


  “Kahn’s rapist actions intentionally left evidence for us to collect, knowing all of it would be useless, suggesting he’s highly intelligent with a vicious streak. We need to pull out all the stops on this one—I need those blood samples done ASAP.”


  Two hours later, the technician returned with the preliminary results.


  “Boss, there’s traces of premenstrual blood in the sample, and I can tell you the victim is no older than fourteen.”


  Tom closed his eyes, trying to block out the thoughts; his eldest daughter was the same age as Melinda Kahn. A shudder ran through him at the sheer cruelty.


  Scotland Yard


  Brian dialled the Cambridge number he’d been given. He’d hoped for a little more time to pull his profiling team together, but this perpetrator was too quick.


  “Can I speak to Professor Terrence, please?”


  The phone was answered almost immediately. “Tony Terrence here, how can I help you?”


  “Hello, Tony. It’s Brian Tyson. Sorry to head straight into this. You remember that email I sent you about the new team? We urgently need a profile. He’s raped a teenager and left her for dead. I don’t suppose there’s any chance you can read his mind?”


  Terrence let the angry sarcasm pass. He’d intended to respond to Brian Tyson’s encrypted email, but he hadn’t realised the urgency. Such was his life as a professor, and he had read the case with little more than academic intrigue.


  “First of all, Brian, I appreciate you’re under stress, but you have to remain calm—now more than ever. This one enjoys the control, both physically and mentally. He’s excited by the struggle of his victims. Their fear acts as a stimulant, giving him a feeling of power.”


  “I understand,” Brian said.


  “Good. Can you give me a brief description of the crime scene? Did you notice anything unusual about it? Symbols, for instance?”


  Brian cast his eyes over Tom Donald’s and the A&E admission reports, giving Terrence what he had: a fourteen-year-old Muslim girl, raped, with the use of weapons, which caused severe and potentially irreversible internal injuries. “How do we counter that?”


  “By fighting fire with fire. I hear Will Fordham is offering his help.”


  “He seems willing enough, but the man isn’t much of a team player, from what I’ve seen.”


  “Accept his offer, Brian. He and I will work the profile together. He’s arrogant, but he’s one of the best. I’ll make sure he pulls his weight.”


  “Thanks, Tony. I owe you a pint.”


  “A double, at least,” Terrence replied.


  Brian hung up and immediately phoned Queens College.


  “Will Fordham, please?”


  “Fordham here.”


  “You’re on the team, Doctor, and Professor Terrence has agreed to work with us, too. The call I received that cut our meeting short was about the rape of a young Muslim girl. I need a profile of the perpetrator as soon as you can get one together.”


  “I need to talk to Terrence. If we can map his moods, then we can profile him. And we’ll need access to the crime scene—to see if he’s taken any trophies or left a calling card.”


  “I’ll make the necessary arrangements,” Brian confirmed.


  Wednesday, Early Morning

  The Kahn Residence, Notting Hill


  Returning to the crime scene, Tom ducked under the tape and inspected the seal that he had placed there two days before. The victim was still in the hospital, and her mother was staying in a hotel, paid for by the police, which meant the girl’s bedroom could be left as it had been found. Taking out a sharp knife, Tom cut the seal and opened the bedroom door; the smell of pear drops met him almost at once. Ketoacidosis. There was also the smell of surface cleaner. “He’s wiped the area down,” Tom thought aloud. “Interesting.” He switched on his mobile and called Brian. “Brian? I think the rapist is diabetic. And he’s forensically literate. I’m on my way to you now.”


  Scotland Yard


  At Scotland Yard, Tom was shown into one of the smaller conference rooms. Brian was sitting at the table, along with Professor Anthony Terrence and Doctor William Fordham. There were computers set up, along with a digital projector. Tom shook hands with the other men and went to the computer.


  “You asked me a rather interesting question the other day, Brian, about things left or taken as trophies.” He fed a disc into the computer. The other three turned towards him. Bringing up the picture on the screen, Tom walked them through the crime scene, from the door to the lamp stand on the far side of the bed.


  “There was a lot of blood, even for a teenager. In fact, the air smelled of copper and surface cleaner. I’m pretty used to the smell of blood, but I had to go outside for a breather once or twice.”


  Terrence looked thoughtful. “Do we know when his previous attack was?”


  Brian said, “There was a report from the RSPCA three months ago, of a dog being attacked in North London. At the time, it was recorded as a minor incident—the owner claimed he acted in self-defence when his dog turned on him.”


  “What makes you think the two cases are related?” Tom asked.


  “Similar weapons, similar injuries, and use of a surface cleaner.” Brian opened a file and extracted photographs of Melinda Kahn’s injuries and the wounds caused to the animal.


  The other men studied the images in silence, each face registering compassion. Will Fordham coughed into his handkerchief. He saw the behaviour pattern all too clearly but left it to Anthony Terrence to explain.


  “If it’s the same man, he’s evolved rapidly from animals to people, which means one of two things. Either he’s no longer got access to animals—”


  “He was banned from owning dogs,” Brian interjected.


  “That may be it, then. Alternatively, he’s not getting the rush he used to. I think it’s the latter, because the scene indicates frenzy. This may be the first of any number of mistakes, and if he has a target range, it will be mid-to-late teens, although that could change.”


  “He’s also mobile,” Brian said. “I sent officers to Sean Smith’s last known address. He moved out a month ago.”


  “At least we have a suspect on file,” Tom pointed out. “He only needs to slip up once and we’ve got him.”


  “He’s too clever for that,” Terrence said. “Unless he gets complacent… This case is going to be media-sensitive, Brian. The more we can keep out of the papers and TV, the better.”


  Will nodded in agreement. “There’s a leak here—one of the local papers has already printed this.”


  He took the newspaper from his bag and passed it to Brian. Big black letters formed a headline that it would be impossible for anyone to miss, including the attacker.


  Brian picked up the phone. “Olivia, can you get me the head of Internal Affairs, please?”


  Someone is going to lose their job. Brian took a deep breath to calm himself. Getting angry wouldn’t achieve anything.


  Coventry Bus Station


  As the bus pulled into the station, Smith got ready to disembark. He was looking out for a hardware store so he could purchase the tools of his trade. Down a side street, he saw the signage: John’s Hardware.


  “How can I help you, sir?” the shop assistant asked.


  Smith offered a genial smile. “I’m planning to do some DIY on my house. I need a large screwdriver, surface cleaner, and some duct tape.”


  Five minutes later, Smith dropped the change into his pocket, left John’s Hardware and set off into the city centre, stopping at the first phone box en route. He picked up a free paper and went to the section listing hotels and B&Bs. Finding one that wasn’t too expensive, he dialled the number.


  “Hello. This is the Avon Quest Motel,” an elderly voice answered.


  “I'd like a single room for a couple of nights, please,” Smith said in his most charming voice.


  “Would that be a single or double bed?”


  “Single,” Smith repeated patiently, already confident the owner would not readily be able to pick him out of a line-up and in any case would be an unreliable witness for the prosecution.


  “How long do you need it for, sir?”


  “Two nights,” Smith confirmed.


  It wasn’t far to the B&B, where a woman in her sixties let him in and led him over to the reception desk. Signing in with a false name, Smith took twenty pounds out of his wallet and paid for two nights.


  He took the offered key and followed the directions the woman gave him, up to his room. As he closed the door, he felt the adrenaline surge through his body and sat on the bed, taking a moment to calm down before he looked again at the newspaper he’d bought on the way there.


  “Stupid cops, you’ll never catch me.”


  Scotland Yard


  After a successful preliminary meeting with his new profiling team, Brian was back in his office and about to start going through his urgent files, when the telephone rang: West Midlands police had spotted a person fitting Sean Smith’s description getting off a coach at Coventry bus station.


  “Exactly how long ago was this?”


  “About two and a half hours, Sir.”


  Brian’s mind was running quickly, evaluating data as fast as it was delivered.


  “Tell Coventry if there are any more sightings, I want to know immediately.”


  Brian put down the phone and made a quick calculation.
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