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Prelude


      
      TUESDAY, 18 MARCH 2003, 20.13

      
      He slowed in the darkness, the breath rasping in his lungs, trying to think of a thousand reasons not to draw the obvious
         conclusion. The car looked like a Vauxhall, maybe a Cavalier. The two shapes bent to the driver’s door had the edgy slightness
         of kids. And the music through the open car window, as if this were some movie, was perfect: gangster rap with a heavy bass
         line that pulsed away into the night, drowning the nearby murmur of the sea.
      

      
      He finally came to a halt, annoyed at losing the rhythm of his nightly run, aware of the chill kiss of the wind as it cooled
         the sweat on his body. Seven hard miles had drained the strength in his legs but already little knots of adrenalin were swamping
         his exhaustion. After the endless months of paperwork – of audit trails and expenditure profiles, of asset calculations and
         restraint preparations – it had come to this: the sordid little drama played out across dozens of cities, hundreds of estates,
         thousands of similar patches of urban wasteland. The Cavalier, he thought grimly, had replaced the ice-cream van. Stop me
         and buy one. Same time tomorrow night. And the night after that. And the night after that. Until your new friend in the beaten-up
         Vauxhall had you phoning him every four hours, pleading for your life.
      

      
      He began to circle the car on the driver’s blind side, still fifty metres out, moving slowly, balls of his feet, stepping
         lightly through the tangle of scrub and marram grass. In these situations, anyone with half a brain would be thinking risk
         assessment. How would he take the guy behind the wheel? How would he contain him afterwards? What were the dangers of the kids getting hurt? These were important
         questions. He needed a plan, and a fallback, but there was something about this little tableau – how blatant, how fucking
         insulting – that had cut him loose. All of a sudden, he had the chance to make a difference. Not much of a difference but a difference
         nonetheless.
      

      
      He was ahead of the car now, aware of the line of street lights half a mile away. Silhouetted against the orange glow, every
         move he made betrayed him. He began to backtrack, hunting for cover, meaning to close on the car from the passenger side,
         then he froze as the driver stirred the engine into life. The music, abruptly, had gone. In its place, the throaty bark of
         a dog and a yelp of laughter from one of the kids. The child was barely an adolescent. His voice had yet to break. What kind
         of animal sold gear to thirteen-year-olds?
      

      
      He began to run, suddenly oblivious of the need for cover. Anything to get between the Cavalier and the distant street lights,
         between the driver and the next sale. One of the kids had seen him, yelling a warning to his mate. Two shapes melted away
         into the darkness as the car began to move. Abreast of it now, he drove himself forward, legs pumping hard. He reached for
         the passenger door and wrenched it open. There was someone else in the car, slumped back against the headrest, the seat half
         reclined. The thin figure jackknifed forwards. A hand lunged at him, a fist in his windpipe, a choking pain that blurred his
         vision. Abruptly he lost his footing, fell head first, felt cinders tearing at his face, heard a squeal of brakes and the
         dog again, barking fit to bust. The car was ahead of him, metres away, briefly motionless. The passenger door was still open.
         A face appeared, contorted by a grin. Then a voice, thick accent, Scouse.
      

      
      ‘Run the fucker over.’

      
      The engine was revving. Then the brake lights dimmed and for the briefest moment, as he tried to will his body to move, he had a perfect view of the Cavalier reversing towards him and the zigzag pattern of the tyre tread, inches away.
         Moments later, a wheel crushed his ankle and he screamed as it happened again – another wheel, his lower leg – and for a second
         or two he must have lost consciousness because the next thing was a moment of surreal terror as the blaze of the headlights
         and the roar of the engine bore down on him. This time, somehow, he was able to reach out, trying to fend it off, flailing
         at the oncoming monster with his bare hands, flesh against metal, then he was aware of his body arching backwards, a gesture
         of defeat, before the pain thickened and the darkness returned, unfathomable, beyond comprehension.
      

   
      
One



      
      WEDNESDAY, 19 MARCH 2003, 01.19

      
      The aircraft appeared well after midnight. It approached high from the west, droning over the sprawl of suburbs around Gosport
         then sideslipping down in the gusty onshore wind as the black mass of Portsmouth Harbour disappeared beneath the nose.
      

      
      Beyond the harbour and the gaunt shadows of the naval dockyard lay the city itself, the shape of the island necklaced with
         street lights. Away to the south, there was a queue of cabs for the fares spilling out of the late-night clubs by South Parade
         pier; further inland, the cold, blue wink of an ambulance picking its way through the maze of terraced streets.
      

      
      At 1000 feet, the aircraft levelled off then dipped a wing and began to fly in wide, lazy circles, taking its time, each new
         circuit overlapping invisibly with the last. Households in its path stirred, dreams broken by the steady, pulsing beat of
         the engines overhead. Even half asleep, groping towards consciousness, this was a noise you’d recognise at once, familiar
         city-wide. Boxer One. Pride of the Hantspol ASU. The Air Support Unit’s all-seeing eye in the sky.
      

      
      The aircraft remained over the city for the best part of an hour. After a while, the circuits tightened and on two occasions
         the pilot took it low enough for startled insomniacs in Fratton to report the rush of air over the wings. Then, abruptly,
         the beat of the engines changed pitch, and the aircraft lifted and climbed away towards the west, returning the city to silence.
      

      Awake in the stillness of the Bargemaster’s House, Faraday had heard it too. And began to wonder.

      
      It fell to DC Paul Winter to put the obvious into words.

      
      ‘There’s sod all here. We blew it.’

      
      ‘The Stanley blades? That bit of clothes line? Blood on the lino down in the corner there? More blood on the sofa? Is it your
         age, Paul? Doesn’t violence excite you any more?’
      

      
      ‘I thought this was supposed to be a drugs bust?’

      
      ‘It was. Is. And a tenner says we’ll get a good hit on the DNA.’

      
      ‘Taking us where? Some scroat they tied up and put in a Tarantino movie? What’s he going to tell us we didn’t know already?
         These blokes are off their heads, Cath, but we can’t do them for that.’
      

      
      Winter’s use of her Christian name drew a cautionary look from DI Cathy Lamb. The rest of the squad – three DCs and a dog
         handler – were still out of earshot, banging around in the chaos of the bedrooms upstairs, but even so Lamb was wary about
         letting Winter too close. The proactive CID team – the Portsmouth Crime Squad – was barely a week old. The last thing she
         needed just now were the kind of liberties detectives like Winter were only too happy to exploit.
      

      
      ‘We were unlucky,’ she said flatly. ‘We took every reasonable precaution but sometimes… it just doesn’t work out.’

      
      ‘Is that for my benefit, boss? Or are you rehearsing for tomorrow?’

      
      ‘Tomorrow?’

      
      ‘The post-mortem. Secretan’s going to love this. All that overtime. All that hype. And we come away with a couple of Stanley
         blades and a million pizza boxes.’ He poked at the litter of greasy cardboard with the toe of his shoe. ‘What is it with kids
         these days? Don’t they know about real food?’
      

      
      There was a thump overhead as someone tripped but  Lamb ignored it. She was looking again at the detailed target analysis supplied by the Air Support Unit, the result of a
         casual fly-by the previous weekend. The colour still, in perfect focus, showed a mid-terrace house in Pennington Road, one
         of the maze of streets in the heart of Fratton. Every relevant feature was helpfully labelled – the boarded-up first-floor
         windows, the TV aerial adrift from the chimney stack, the abandoned fridge in the tiny back yard. There was no rear access
         and only one front door. In theory, as she’d been reckless enough to claim at this evening’s pre-bust briefing, it should
         have been a breeze.
      

      
      Yet somehow the two bodies they’d come to nick had both legged it. An area car was still quartering the nearby streets but
         the ASU’s Islander – Boxer One – had thrown in the towel and flown home. The two white blobs on the thermal camera had split
         up as soon as the aircraft secured a fix. The ASU guys had tracked one of them as he scaled garden wall after garden wall
         before emerging at the end of the terrace. Sprinting the length of the neighbouring street, he’d ducked into the shelter of
         a garage. After that, in the dry commentary of Boxer One’s observer, no further contact.
      

      
      The area car had checked out the garage. A rusting Ford Escort with two flat tyres, half a lifetime’s collection of paint
         tins, and a plastic dustbin full of fishing gear. No sign of an eighteen-year-old drug dealer with a taste for extreme violence.
      

      
      The youngest of the DCs came limping down the stairs. His name was Jimmy Suttle. His suit was filthy and his face was smudged
         with dirt but his obvious glee brought the faintest smile to Lamb’s face. More hope than expectation.
      

      
      ‘Well?’

      
      ‘Cracked it, boss.’ He sounded out of breath. ‘There’s a hatch into the roof space. Little bastards had knocked through to
         next door. And then through again. Must have gone out via their back garden. I’m thinking number 34. That’s the empty one down the street.’ He paused, confused by Lamb’s reaction. ‘Boss?’
      

      
      ‘You’re telling me they had time for all that? We were in here in seconds. You know we were.’

      
      Winter nodded. The front door had surrendered to the House Entry Team without a fight. No way could the targets have legged
         it into the roof ahead of the cavalry.
      

      
      Suttle stuck to his story. Crawling across the intervening attic, he’d let himself down into number 34. Fully furnished, the
         place was either up for let or awaiting the return of the owners. It had fitted carpets, nice pictures, widescreen TV, the
         works.
      

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘They’d obviously been using it. Or someone had. The place is a shit heap. Beds slept in. Empty bottles. Telly on. Old food—’

      
      ‘Pizzas?’ Winter enquired drily. ‘

      
      Everywhere. Kitchen. Lounge. Pepperami, bits of onion, HP sauce. These blokes are animals.’

      
      ‘Yeah… like we didn’t know.’

      
      ‘Gear?’ It was Lamb again, almost plaintive. ‘’

      
      Fraid not, boss.’ The young detective was rubbing his knee. ‘Bit of charlie, bit of draw, but we’re talking personal, not
         supply. They must have taken it with them. Dunno.’ He frowned. ‘What I’m thinking, they probably kipped at number 34, used
         the place like a hotel. Bloody sight nicer than this khazi.’
      

      
      ‘So why didn’t we know?’ Lamb was looking at Winter. ‘About number 34?’

      
      ‘No idea.’ Winter looked round, pulling a face. ‘What’s that smell?’

      
      ‘Dog shit, mate.’ Suttle lifted his shoe, and then nodded up towards the bedrooms. ‘Knee deep, it is. Bloody everywhere.’

      
      The phone call came minutes later. Winter was first to the mobile, half hidden beneath a pile of unopened post. He picked it up in his handkerchief and then turned his back on the watching faces, grunting from time to time.

      
      ‘So who might you be?’ he queried at last.

      
      The conversation came to an abrupt end. Winter wrapped the mobile in the handkerchief, then laid it carefully on the plastic
         milk crate that served as an occasional table.
      

      
      Cathy Lamb raised an enquiring eyebrow. ‘

      
      Our absent friends.’ Winter grunted. ‘Definitely Scousers. They’ve got an address for us. Bystock Road. Number 93. They think
         we ought to pay a visit.’
      

      
      There was a brief silence. Cathy Lamb was looking ever more resigned. Some jobs left you feeling worse than useless and this
         was definitely one of them.
      

      
      ‘They’re taking the piss.’ She sighed. ‘Aren’t they?’

      
      Bystock Road was a three-minute drive away, another of the endless terraced streets that had turned this corner of the city
         into a playground for double-glazing salesmen, dodgy roofers, and enforcers from the less scrupulous credit companies.
      

      
      At Lamb’s insistence, Winter took Suttle and two of the other DCs with him. Turning into Bystock Road, he nearly collided
         with a patrol car. Winter got out and walked across. Number 93 was way down the other end of the street but already he could
         hear the music.
      

      
      ‘Neighbour complaint. Rang in a couple of minutes ago.’ The young PC at the wheel was Asian. ‘Bloke says he’s going to take
         a hammer to next door if something isn’t sorted.’
      

      
      ‘Address?’

      
      ‘91’.

      
      The two cars drove on, double-parking in the street outside 93. The upstairs window was wide open but the house was in darkness
         and there was no sign of a party. Winter’s knowledge of music didn’t extend much beyond Elton John but Suttle helped him out.
      

      
      ‘Dr Dre,’ he said briefly. ‘You’re lucky you’re so old.’

      The PC was already talking to the neighbour who’d rung the complaint in. He was a huge man in his forties, crop-haired with
         a two-day growth of beard, and Winter couldn’t take his eyes off the blur of tattoos beneath his string vest. He said he hadn’t
         a clue who lived next door, dossers always coming and going, but he meant it about the hammer.
      

      
      ‘What do you think, then?’ The Asian PC had turned to Winter.

      
      ‘Me?’ Winter was still eyeing the man next door. ‘I’d kick the door down and let him get on with it.’

      
      ‘You’re serious?’

      
      ‘Always. Except the paperwork would be a nightmare.’

      
      The PC offered Winter an uncertain grin. There were issues here – maybe drugs, maybe weapons – and the night-shift skipper
         was manic about playing it by the book. Maybe they ought to be thinking about a risk assessment.
      

      
      Winter walked across to the front door. Twice, he shouted up at the open window but his challenge was lost in the thump of
         the music. Finally, he rapped at the door. When a second knock had no effect, he took a step backwards and motioned to Suttle.
      

      
      ‘You’re uglier than me.’ He nodded at the door. ‘Open it.’

      
      The young DC needed no encouragement. His third kick splintered the wood around the lock and a shoulder charge took him inside.
         Winter followed, fumbling along the wall for a light switch. A gust of something stale and acrid made him catch his breath.
         When he finally found the switch, it didn’t work.
      

      
      ‘Here.’

      
      It was the man next door with a heavy-duty torch. Winter took the torch and told him to get back outside.

      
      ‘No fucking way.’

      
      Winter tracked the beam of the torch back along the narrow hall and into the neighbour’s face.

      
      ‘I said get outside.’

      The big man hesitated a moment, then shrugged and stepped back towards the pavement. Winter was already in the tiny lounge.
         The torch found a single mattress on the floor, one end surrounded with empty mugs, half-crushed milk cartons, and a small
         mountain of cigarette ends. There was a pool of vomit under the window and more vomit crusting in the fireplace. Two o’clock
         in the morning, thought Winter, and there have to be better things to do than this.
      

      
      The kitchen occupied the back of the house. A tap dripped in the darkness and there was a low whirring from what might have
         been a fridge. A single sweep from the torch revealed a table, two bicycles, and a catering-sized tin of Nescafé in the sink.
      

      
      It was obvious by now that the music came from upstairs, the entire house shuddering under the heavy bass. Another hour or
         two of this, and number 93 would explode.
      

      
      Winter climbed the stairs, Suttle behind him. There were three doors off the narrow landing at the top, two of them ajar.
         Winter checked quickly in both, then turned to the third. This room was at the front of the house.
      

      
      ‘Again?’ Suttle nodded at the door and mimed a kick. ‘

      
      No.’ Winter shook his head, then patted the young DC on his arm.

      
      The heavy torch at the ready, Winter turned the handle and felt the door give. The music came at him like a wave, a wall of
         noise. He stepped inside the room, aware at once of a panel of lights in the darkness. Snapping on the torch, he found himself
         looking at the hi-fi stack in the corner, an amplifier flanked by enormous speakers. He swung the beam towards the window,
         almost expecting someone to lunge out of the darkness, but saw nothing but an iron bedstead standing on the bare floorboards
         a couple of feet in from the open window. Lying on the springs of the bedstead was a woman, naked except for a pillowcase
         draped loosely over her head.
      

      Winter stepped towards the bedstead, then changed his mind and sorted out the hi-fi. A cable ran to a point on the skirting
         board. When he tore out the plug, the silence flooded in, an almost physical presence. From the street, the voice of the neighbour.
      

      
      ‘What’s happening?’

      
      Winter ignored him. The woman was alive, shivering in the draught from the open window. Winter could see the rise and fall
         of her chest, hear the faintest sound from inside the pillowcase. Both ankles were tied to the bed frame with cable ties,
         and more ties had chafed her wrists where she’d tried to struggle free. Winter stared down at her for a moment, trying to
         guess at an age. She was young, certainly, with the kind of body that deserved a better setting than this. Goose-pimpled white
         skin, big breasts, flat belly, and the faintest bikini marks from her last encounter with serious sunshine. Recent bruising
         had purpled her ribcage on the left-hand side but there was no sign of other injuries.
      

      
      Winter reached down, telling her that everything was going to be OK, that everything was going to be fine, and eased the pillowcase
         off her head. A pale, almond-shaped face. A slash of scarlet gag across her mouth. Eyes that began to swim with tears.
      

      
      Winter felt a jolt of recognition. For a second, the beam of the torch wavered. Impossible, he thought. Not here. Not like
         this.
      

      
      ‘Lost a bit of weight, love.’ He smiled in the darkness. ‘Suits you.’

   
      
Two


      
     
      WEDNESDAY, 19 MARCH 2003, 07.00

      
      Faraday’s second sweep with the Leica Red Spots revealed a flash of white amongst the scrub and gorse around the freshwater
         ponds a stone’s throw from the Bargemaster’s House. Racking the focus on the binoculars, he eased slowly left, convinced already
         that he’d spotted the season’s first wheatear. Seconds later, the little bird broke cover again, staying low, scurrying a
         few feet at a time, finally hopping up onto the back of one of the old wooden benches that ringed the pond.
      

      
      A couple of months back, this tiny creature would have been wintering south of the Sahara. Late January would have found it
         in Morocco. Days it devoted to finding food. Nights, often alone, it sped north again. Only now, in mid March, had it finally
         returned to its nesting ground, bringing with it the promise – the guarantee – of spring. Faraday made a second tiny adjustment
         to the focus. Carved into the bench below the spread of claw was another message that had survived the winter. Deano’s a wanker, it read. Welcome to Pompey.
      

      
      Faraday settled himself beside the pond, hoping for a glimpse of the bearded reedlings that were rumoured to be making their
         way south from the low smudge of Farlington Marshes. It was still barely seven o’clock, the air still, the sky cloudless,
         barely a ripple on the blue mirror of the nearby harbour. In a couple of hours, after a leisurely breakfast, he’d drive into
         work, where the clear-up on a recent high-profile murder awaited his attention.
      

      
      A psychopath in his mid forties had taken out a  lifetime’s frustration on a foreign language student, a Finnish blonde unlucky enough to cross his path. Stranger murders
         were never supposed to be easy, but the Major Crimes Team had blitzed the backstreets of Fareham where the girl’s severed
         head had been found in a Londis bag, and scored a result within seventy-two hours.
      

      
      Caged by the evidence, mainly DNA, the suspect had thrown in the towel after barely an hour’s interview. The transcript of
         what followed, while dark in the extreme, had put a smile of satisfaction on the face of Willard. This, he’d grunted, was
         a classic MCT investigation, conclusive proof of the linkage between resource, effort, dedication and justice. A couple of
         years back, they’d have been months trying to get a result. Now, thanks to a major reorganisation, they’d redrawn the time
         lines. Faraday, who had profound doubts about trophy-talk and management-speak, was just glad the bastard was locked up.
      

      
      The wheatear had gone. Faraday had begun to search the nearby scrub, wondering whether it was too early for a sedge warbler,
         when the peace of the morning was disturbed by the roar of an approaching aircraft. Faraday swung the binos in time to catch
         a blur of shadow as the military jet crested the distant swell of Portsdown Hill. Seconds later, it was almost on top of him,
         blasting south over the harbour, the noise so physically shattering he could feel it in his bones. Then the plane had gone,
         leaving clouds of black-headed gulls squawking madly, and several rafts of brent geese doing their best to get airborne. Any
         more stunts like that, thought Faraday, and the wheatear would be back in North Africa.
      

      
      Faraday’s mobile began to chirp. It was Eadie Sykes. The plane had got her up and she wanted to know what on earth was going
         on.
      

      
      ‘You think it’s started? You think the Iraqis are getting theirs in early?’

      Faraday found himself laughing. Eadie feigned outrage.

      
      ‘What’s so funny? You think we ought to get married? Before it’s too late?’

      
      ‘I think you ought to go back to bed.’

      
      ‘After that? Listen, you remember the Sixties, Cuba? What do you do with those last four minutes?’

      
      ‘I still think you ought to go back to bed.’

      
      ‘Yeah… but it’s more fun with two, eh? Ring me later.’

      
      The line went dead. Faraday slipped the mobile back in the pocket of his anorak, then began to search half-heartedly for the
         wheatear again. He’d been with Eadie last night, tucked up on the sofa with Newsnight and a bottle of Rioja. The past couple of months, they’d watched the government – Blair in particular – shepherding the nation
         to war. Bombing Iraq back to the Stone Age made absolutely no sense whatsoever, yet here they were, in lockstep with the Americans,
         hours away from releasing the first fusillade of cruise missiles.
      

      
      Eadie, behind the wry one-liners, was incandescent with rage. Bush was a retard. Blair was an arse-licking con man. The Brits
         should be ashamed of themselves. Only the fact that her own prime minister seemed as hell-bent on Armageddon as the rest of
         them had kept her from packing her bags and phoning Qantas for a ticket home.
      

      
      Back in February, at Eadie’s insistence, they’d taken the early train to Waterloo and joined a million and a half other people
         who felt less than convinced about killing Iraqi women and kids. The river of protesters stretched for miles, stopping traffic,
         filling bridges, swamping the Embankment, and Faraday, who’d never been this side of the barricades in his life, found it
         an oddly comforting experience. Students, mums, kids, pensioners, asylum seekers, nurses, civil servants – a huge slice of
         Middle England shuffling slowly towards Hyde Park under the watchful gaze of a couple of thousand policemen.
      

      To Faraday, that was the oddest experience of all. Not that he was himself under surveillance, a copper coppered, but that
         he found this single act of protest so natural, so long overdue. Ex-Labour Voters Against The War, read one placard. Too bloody right.
      

      
      He stirred at the sound of the mobile. Expecting Eadie again, instead he found himself listening to an all-too-familiar voice.
         Willard.
      

      
      ‘Joe? Something’s come up. Where are you?’

      
      Faraday glanced at his watch. 07.22.

      
      ‘Still at home, sir. I can be in by eight, maybe earlier.’

      
      ‘Don’t bother.’

      
      ‘Why not?’

      
      ‘I’m still waiting to talk to the medics at the QA. Ask for Critical Care.’

      
      The Queen Alexandra Hospital was on the lower slopes of Portsdown Hill, a 1300-bed goliath with views across the city towards
         the Isle of Wight. The Department for Critical Care was on the third floor, two open wards with side rooms for solo occupancy.
         In the corridor outside, Faraday spotted the tall, bulky figure of Willard deep in conversation with a young nurse.
      

      
      Faraday paused to peer into the nearest of the open wards. Most of the beds were occupied – propped-up, comatose shapes moored
         to life-support machines, monitoring equipment and an assortment of drips. At this range, it looked like an audition for the
         city’s undertakers. No one seemed familiar.
      

      
      ‘Nick Hayder.’ Faraday found Willard at his elbow. ‘Third bed on the left.’

      
      Faraday, astonished, took another look. Last time he’d seen Nick was a couple of days back. As fellow DIs on the Major Crimes
         Team they’d been obliged to attend a headquarters briefing on a recent change to CPS protocols. Afterwards, they’d gone down
         the road for a snatched pint at a Winchester pub. Now this.
      

      
      ‘What happened?’

      ‘Good question. You know that patch of scrub round Fort Cumberland? He was found there last night. Unconscious.’

      
      Faraday was still gazing at the bandaged figure Willard had pointed out. Fort Cumberland was an MOD site on the south-western
         tip of the island, acres of brambles and couch grass, as remote a spot as you could find in a city as densely packed as Portsmouth.
      

      
      ‘So what happened?’ Faraday repeated. ‘

      
      No one knows, not for sure. He was in running gear. It was dark.’

      
      ‘Any witnesses?’

      
      ‘One old boy, late sixties, walking his dog. Says he saw some kind of fracas but he was a fair distance away. He thinks there
         was a car involved but that’s about as far as we’ve got.’
      

      
      ‘Make? Colour?’

      
      ‘He can’t say. We’ll start on the CCTV this morning but don’t hold your breath. Nearest camera’s the far end of Henderson
         Road.’ Willard was watching a doctor in green scrubs who’d paused at Hayder’s bedside. ‘There must have been a car because
         they’re saying he’s been run over. He’s got compound fractures, both legs, a broken pelvis, ruptured spleen, and query brain
         damage. They took the spleen out in theatre but it’s the head injury that’s bothering them.’
      

      
      ‘How bad is it?’

      
      ‘They won’t say, but they’re talking a three on the coma scale.’

      
      ‘What’s normal?’

      
      ‘Fifteen.’

      
      ‘He’s unconscious?’

      
      ‘Very. He was brought in around nine-thirty last night. Still hasn’t surfaced. He—’

      
      Willard broke off. The nurse had returned and was indicating an open door down the corridor. The consultant, she said, would
         be in touch with him as soon as he was free. Willard looked pointedly at his watch, then led Faraday to a small, bare office. There was a poster advertising yachting holidays in the Peloponnese on the wall, and a list
         of names and bleep numbers on the wipe board. A plant on the window sill was fighting a losing battle against the central
         heating.
      

      
      Willard shut the door, eyeing Faraday for a moment before settling into the chair behind the desk. Three kids beamed out of
         a stand-up frame beside the PC.
      

      
      ‘Mates, weren’t you? You and Hayder?’

      
      Faraday nodded. ‘Mates’ wasn’t a term he’d applied to many men in his life but in Nick Hayder’s case he liked to think it
         was close to the truth.
      

      
      ‘Pretty much,’ he agreed. ‘

      
      Did he have any personal problems that you’d know of?’

      
      Faraday hesitated. Willard’s use of the past tense was beginning to irritate him. Critical Care was high tech. Critical Care
         was where they hauled you back from the brink. So why the rush to consign Hayder to the Recycle Bin?
      

      
      ‘Nick has a partner,’ he said carefully. ‘

      
      That wasn’t my question.’

      
      ‘I know, but that’s the situation. I can give you her number. Why don’t you—’

      
      ‘Don’t fuck around, Joe. I’m asking you about his love life. Someone tried to kill him. It may be they’ve done just that.
         Does the word “motive” ring any bells? Or do you think you’re doing him some kind of favour? All this buddy-buddy shit?’
      

      
      Faraday held Willard’s furious gaze. The Det-Supt was as armour-clad as any detective when it came to the flesh and blood
         consequences of serious violence, but this was family and family was different.
      

      
      ‘Nick’s been living alone for a bit,’ Faraday said at last. ‘Gutty little bedsit off Albert Road.’

      
      ‘Why was that?’

      
      ‘Problems between him and Maggie. They were trying to work it out… Are trying to work it out.’

      ‘Was he over the side?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Was she?’

      
      ‘Not that I know of.’

      
      ‘You’re sure about that?’

      
      It was a fair question and Faraday wondered how much further he should go. Monday’s lunchtime drink in Winchester had stretched
         to two pints and a coffee, chiefly because life in a Southsea bedsit was driving Nick Hayder nuts. Faraday had never met a
         fellow detective so self-contained, so centred, so sure of his own judgement. Yet here he was, totally lost.
      

      
      ‘There’s a problem with Maggie’s boy,’ he said. ‘Nick would be the first to tell you he hasn’t been handling it brilliantly.’

      
      ‘Let’s hope he gets the fucking chance.’ Willard was still angry. ‘What was the problem?’

      
      ‘Nick thought – thinks – the kid’s doing drugs. Nothing heavy but enough to get Nick going.’

      
      ‘Like what drugs?’

      
      ‘Cannabis mainly. Speed and ecstasy at the weekends.’

      
      ‘How old’s the boy?’

      
      ‘Fourteen.’

      
      ‘And his mum? What does she think?’

      
      ‘Maggie prefers to deal with it in her own way. She’s a teacher, one of the local comprehensives. This kind of stuff’s meat
         and drink in schools like hers. She thinks wading in’s the last thing you do.’
      

      
      ‘Which Hayder couldn’t handle?’

      
      ‘Exactly.’

      
      Willard nodded, saying nothing. He had no kids of his own, though his long-term partner, a Bristol psychologist, was rumoured
         to be contemplating IVF.
      

      
      ‘So no one else?’ Willard mused at last. ‘Not to my knowledge. I’ve been round to see her a couple of times. She’s a strong
         woman.’
      

      
      ‘Attractive?’

      
      ‘Nick thinks so.’

      ‘And he dwells on it? All those nights banged up by himself? No wonder he went running.’

      
      ‘He’s been doing it for years. He got the bug from Brian Imber and thank God he did. If you want my opinion, running was the
         best—’
      

      
      Faraday broke off, hearing a soft knock at the door. Brian Imber was the DS with the Force Intelligence Unit.

      
      The nurse at the door was full of apologies. The unit manager needed her office back. The nurse was about to suggest an alternative
         when Willard shook his head and got to his feet.
      

      
      ‘We’re through, love.’ He turned to Faraday and then glanced at his watch. ‘Back to base? Ten o’clock at Major Crimes?’

      
      The operational heart of the Portsmouth Basic Command Unit lay in a suite of offices on the first floor of Kingston Crescent
         police station, a stone’s throw from the Continental Ferry Port. These offices, stretching the length of the corridor, housed
         the Senior Management Team, including the uniformed Chief Superintendent who headed the BCU. To these men and women fell the
         everyday challenges of policing Portsmouth.
      

      
      For several years, Pompey’s top cop had been Chief Supt Dennis Hartigan, a diminutive martinet who’d made no secret of his
         determination to end his career in an ACPO job. In this respect, an Assistant Chief Constable’s vacancy with the Cleveland
         Constabulary had been the answer to his prayers, and he’d stepped briskly out of Portsmouth after a burst of valedictory e-mails
         and the most cheerless leaving party in living memory. Few regretted his promotion, and a couple of dozen survivors from Hartigan’s
         routine bollockings held an impromptu celebration in the top-floor bar the day after he’d gone. Lucky Middlesbrough, went
         the first toast.
      

      
      Hartigan’s successor was a quietly spoken West Country copper in his mid forties called Andy Secretan. Taller than Hartigan,
         with a bluff outdoors face and an obvious impatience with the dressier rituals of higher command, Secretan had quickly won respect across the BCU for his preparedness
         to put common sense ahead of New Labour performance-speak. Unlike his predecessor, there were no genuflections before the
         latest blizzard of Home Office diktats. Neither did he have the slightest interest in self-promotion or belittling his staff.
         As a result, morale on the first floor had been transformed. The Corridor of Death was no more than a memory.
      

      
      DI Cathy Lamb, summoned this morning from her desk in the same building, rather liked the new boss. After Hartigan’s mania
         for meticulously prepared risk assessments and the correct use of the apostrophe, it was refreshing to work under someone
         who treated all paperwork with profound mistrust and was prepared to throw the wider issues open to something approaching
         real debate. Not that Secretan didn’t have views of his own.
      

      
      ‘Barmy, wasn’t it? Not knowing about the house up the road?’

      
      Cathy had spent most of the night asking herself the same question. The newly established Portsmouth Crime Squad had been
         one of the first BCU initiatives to win Secretan’s backing. She had fought hard for the post of DI on the squad and last night’s
         operation should have been the first of her battle honours. Yet here she was, well and truly on the back foot.
      

      
      ‘My responsibility,’ she said at once. ‘And my fault.’

      
      ‘Very noble. Where did it go wrong?’

      
      ‘I haven’t a clue, sir. As soon as I find out, I’ll let you know.’

      
      ‘You were happy with the intelligence material? And the surveillance package?’

      
      ‘There wasn’t a problem.’

      
      ‘And the guys were all briefed properly?’

      
      ‘Of course.’

      
      ‘Then –’ Secretan held his hands wide ‘– what bloody happened?’

      Cathy glanced down at the single sheet of precaution-ary notes she’d brought with her. A bunch of young Scouse drug dealers
         had turned up after Christmas, bored with life in Bournemouth. Within weeks, they’d dropped a very large boulder into the
         peace and quiet of the Portsmouth drug scene. There were reports of rival street-level dealers – Pompey kids – being kidnapped
         and tortured. There was talk of Stanley knives and electric drills. The word on the estates, with just a hint of admiration,
         was ‘ultra-violence’.
      

      
      Secretan, alerted by one of his Drugs Intelligence Officers, had sensed this sudden rise in temperature and knew at once the
         probable consequences. The last thing he wanted was a full-scale turf war, a major nightmare in a city already plagued by
         drug-related crime. Hence the clarity of the task he’d handed to Cathy Lamb. Get these guys sorted, he’d told her. I want
         them locked up before it all gets out of hand.
      

      
      Cathy, well versed in the difficulties of getting any kind of result in court, had been painstaking in her preparation. The
         DIO had devoted countless man-hours to establishing supply patterns. The surveillance team had installed a camera in a property
         across the road and organised a round-the-clock watch. Yet not once had they sussed the house that the Scousers were using
         as an annexe. Hence last night’s disaster.
      

      
      In theory, by now DI Lamb should have had bodies in the Bridewell and a sizeable stash of Merseyside Class A narcotics – mainly
         heroin and cocaine – in the property lock-up. In practice, the moment the House Entry boys had done the business, the Scousers
         had abandoned the late movie two doors along and fled.
      

      
      Secretan wanted to know about the later incident at Bystock Road. Who owned the premises?

      
      ‘DC Winter was onto the housing benefit people first thing,’ Cathy said at once.

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘It belongs to a Dave Pullen.’

      ‘We know him?’

      
      ‘Very well. He’s just done two years for supply. Came out the back end of last year.’

      
      ‘He’s had the property a while?’

      
      ‘No, sir. Winter says he only signed the contract a couple of months ago. The place was a repo.’

      
      ‘So where did he get the money? You’re trying to tell me he stashed it away? Little nest egg for later?’

      
      ‘No, sir. Pullen’s big mates with Mackenzie.’

      
      ‘Meaning?’

      
      ‘Mackenzie staked him when they auctioned the place. Or at least persuaded him to act as nominee. Either way, it puts Pullen
         alongside Bazza.’
      

      
      ‘And our northern friends would have known that?’

      
      ‘Must have done.’

      
      ‘Because they wanted to get in Mackenzie’s face?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘Ah…’ Secretan reached for a sheet of paper and wrote himself a note. ‘Just what we didn’t need.’

      
      He paused a moment, staring down at the scribbled names. Then Cathy offered an apologetic cough.

      
      ‘I’m afraid it gets worse, sir.’

      
      ‘Really?’ Secretan glanced up. ‘How?’

      
      ‘The girl we found on the bed, the one that went to hospital. Her name’s Trudy Gallagher. According to Winter, she’s the daughter
         of a woman called Misty Gallagher.’
      

      
      ‘And Misty?’

      
      ‘Is Mackenzie’s shag. Or certainly used to be.’

      
      There was a long silence. Then Secretan, in a tiny spasm of anger that took Cathy by surprise, screwed up the sheet of paper
         and tossed it into the bin.
      

      
      ‘I warned you the Scouse kids were trouble,’ he said quietly. ‘Didn’t I?’

      
      Det-Supt Willard’s Major Crimes Team also operated from Kingston Crescent, a neighbourly arrangement that put the Basic Command
         Unit and the MCT closer than –in practice – they really were. While Secretan’s brief was getting on top of so-called ‘volume crime’, the small print of
         policing a challenging and frequently violent city, it fell to Willard’s squad to take on crimes that attracted a more generous
         helping of CID resources, unavailable to the likes of Secretan. The bulk of murders, stranger rapes, and complex conspiracies
         were thus referred to the MCT’s secured suite of offices, which occupied an entire floor in a newish block to the rear of
         the Kingston Crescent site. The largest of these offices, a south-facing room dominated by a long conference table, naturally
         belonged to Willard.
      

      
      Faraday found him in his shirtsleeves, his massive body bent over the phone. Mention of house-to-house parameters and a POLSA
         search suggested a sizeable operation already underway out at Fort Cumberland.
      

      
      Willard nodded towards the conference table and Faraday took a seat. Driving back from the hospital, he’d managed to raise
         Hayder’s partner on his mobile. Maggie had spent most of the night at the hospital, waiting in Critical Care for some returning
         flicker of consciousness, and now she was at home, excused classes until she felt able to face the real world again. The conversation
         had been brief, Faraday offering whatever help he could, but before Maggie had rung off she’d told him that what had happened
         had come as no surprise. ‘He’d been working up to it,’ she’d said. ‘Something had really got to him.’
      

      
      Quite how this squared with the facts of the case – some kind of confrontation, injuries consistent with being run over –
         wasn’t remotely clear, but Faraday understood at once what she’d meant. The times the two men had met over the last couple
         of weeks, Hayder had struck him as reticent to the point of preoccupation. He felt, he admitted at one point, ‘under siege’,
         a state of mind that seemed to have absolutely nothing to do with his domestic situation.
      

      
      Willard had finished on the phone. He left the office with out a word and returned minutes later with three mugs of coffee.

      
      Faraday nodded towards the phone.

      
      ‘How’s it going?’

      
      ‘It isn’t. Not yet. Scenes of Crime are talking multiple tyre tracks and we don’t even have a proper fix on where it might
         have happened. It’s a famous shagging spot. Half the city uses it.’
      

      
      Faraday was curious to know who was coordinating the inquiry.

      
      ‘Dave Michaels is sorting it out.’

      
      ‘SIO?’

      
      ‘Me.’

      
      Faraday nodded, not beginning to understand. Dave Michaels was a Detective Sergeant. Senior Investigating Officer on a case
         like this was a role for a DI. There were three DIs on the Major Crimes Team. With Hayder off the plot and the other DI flat
         out on a domestic in Waterlooville, that left Faraday. He had nothing pressing on his desk. He knew Nick Hayder well. So why
         wasn’t he out at Fort Cumberland, marshalling the troops?
      

      
      There was a tap at the door and Faraday glanced round to find Brian Imber stepping into the office. He must have driven over
         from the Intelligence Unit, Faraday thought. And he must have been expected.
      

      
      ‘Black? Half a sugar?’ Willard nodded at the third mug.

      
      Imber sat down, parking his briefcase beside the chair. A lean, combative fifty-four-year-old with a passion for long-distance
         running, he’d spent a couple of controversial years banging the drum for an aggressive new approach to the drugs issue, and
         for the first time Faraday had the smallest inkling of what might lie behind Willard’s early-morning call. There was a sub-plot
         here, something more complex than sorting out a serious assault.
      

      
      Willard had opened his file. He quickly scanned a page or two of notes, then told Imber to get on with it.

      Imber glanced across at Faraday.

      
      ‘You’ve seen Nick.’ It was a statement, not a question.

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘Not good, eh?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘OK, so here’s the problem we have.’ He reached down for his briefcase and produced a thick file of his own. ‘Nick has been
         putting a case together. I’m sure the boss will be going into the whys and wherefores in a minute but the point is this: Nick
         won’t be around for a while. Not the way we’ll need him.’
      

      
      ‘So?’

      
      ‘So the boss is after a replacement.’

      
      Willard’s finger was anchored on a page halfway through his file. He glanced up at Faraday.

      
      ‘We’re talking serious covert. You won’t have come across it and neither will anyone else, not if Hayder’s done his work properly.’
         Willard paused. ‘We’re calling it Operation Tumbril.’
      

      
      Faraday could only nod. He’d never heard of Tumbril in his life.
      

      
      ‘What is it?’

      
      ‘Number one, it’s long-term. A year now?’ Willard was looking at Imber.

      
      ‘Fourteen months, sir.’

      
      ‘Fourteen months. That’s a lot of resource, believe me, and there’s days I regret even dreaming we could run with something
         like this. Tumbril’s been like the bastard kid no one really wants. I can name you a dozen people in this organisation who wanted it strangled
         at birth and most of them are still putting the boot in. If you’re looking for serious grief –’ he tapped the file ‘– be my
         guest.’
      

      
      ‘So what is it?’ Faraday asked again. ‘This Tumbril?’
      

      
      Willard abandoned the file and sat back in his chair, briefly savouring this small moment of drama. Normally the most undemonstrative
         of men, he even allowed himself the beginnings of a smile.
      

      ‘It’s Bazza Mackenzie,’ he said softly.

      
      ‘He’s the target?’

      
      ‘Yes. The way we’ve played it, there are other names in the frame, names that’ll make your eyes water, but, fundamentally,
         yes, we’re talking Bazza.’
      

      
      ‘You finally decided to take him on?’

      
      ‘Had to. NCIS were talking full flag level three if we got the spadework under way. Even our lot couldn’t turn that down.’

      
      The National Criminal Intelligence Service was the body charged with ranking the UK’s major criminals. To Faraday’s knowledge
         there were only 147 full flag level threes in the country. With the extra funding that came with trying to tackle that kind
         of notoriety, Willard was right: a major investigation was irresistible.
      

      
      Faraday glanced at Imber, beginning to wonder how many other Tumbril files were in his briefcase.
      

      
      ‘But we’re a bit late, aren’t we? Mackenzie’s made his money, gone legit. These days he’s just another businessman… No?’

      
      ‘No way.’ Willard was emphatic. ‘That’s what we thought to begin with, but it’s not true. What no one ever takes into account
         is the nature of these blokes, the way they’re made. You’re right about the money. Mackenzie’s millions in, squillions in,
         but the truth is he can’t leave it alone. The guy’s programmed to break the law. That’s what he does. That’s what he’s best
         at. He’s a local boy, Pompey through and through. He’s done it his way, right from the off, and the bottom line is, he doesn’t
         care a toss. If it isn’t hard drugs, it’ll be something else. And that’s why we’re going to fucking have him.’
      

      
      This, from Willard, was a major speech. In terms of investigative style, the Det-Supt had the lowest blood pressure Faraday
         had ever come across, yet the mere mention of Bazza Mackenzie seemed to put a blush of colour in his face.
      

      
      Faraday was about to ask a question about last night, about some kind of linkage to Tumbril, but Willard had already handed the baton back to Imber. According to the DS, there was money-laundering legislation they could use. They’d
         employed a forensic accountant. They’d acquired truckloads of paperwork from various sources and spent months and months crawling
         over hundreds of transactions, trying to unpick the web of deals behind which Mackenzie had hidden his profits. None of this
         stuff was easy, and lots of it – to be frank – was a pain in the arse, but piece by piece the jigsaw was coming together,
         and that was what mattered.
      

      
      As Imber warmed to his theme, pausing over a page in his file to make a particular set of points, Faraday let the details
         wash over him. Soon enough there’d be time for a proper briefing. Just now, here in Willard’s office, he wanted to dwell a
         little on Mackenzie.
      

      
      Everyone in Pompey knew the name. Bazza was the man who’d first brought serious quantities of cocaine into the city. Bazza
         was the one-time football hooligan who’d turned kilos of 95 per cent Peruvian into café-bars and tanning salons, and countless
         other legitimate enterprises. Bazza was the guy at the wheel of the latest SUV, at the launch of the latest theme restaurant,
         in the best seats in the South Stand at Fratton Park. Bazza, in short, was living proof that crime – serious crime – paid.
      

      
      Faraday, unlike many other local detectives, had never had any first-hand dealings with the man, but his control of the city’s
         cocaine and ecstasy market had been so total, so carefully secured, that it sometimes seemed impossible to come across a drugs-related
         crime that didn’t, in the end, link back to Mackenzie. Over the years the man had become a legend. He gloried in his notoriety,
         in his reputation, and the more visibly successful he became, the more it seemed to some that the forces of law and order
         had simply given up. Bazza, as one DC had once remarked, was a bit like the weather. Always there.
      

      
      Watching Imber, Faraday was more heartened by this sudden development than he could possibly express. Like others in the force,
         he’d been bewildered by Mackenzie’s seeming immunity, failing to understand why he’d never been taken on. Slowly, this bewilderment had turned to frustration,
         then anger, then – to his own quiet shame – resignation. In contemporary policing, he’d finally concluded, certain battles
         simply weren’t worth fighting. Maybe it was a question of resources. Maybe it was the pressure of a million other things to
         do. Either way, Bazza seemed to have slipped effortlessly into a prosperous middle age, well connected, beyond reach, a role
         model for every little scroat in the city.
      

      
      Until, it seemed, now.

      
      Imber was talking about a recent trip to Gibraltar. Faraday touched him lightly on the arm, struck by a sudden thought.

      
      ‘How come Nick managed to keep the lid on this?’

      
      ‘I’m not with you.’

      
      ‘His office is next to mine. I know he’s always shutting the door but there are limits. Surely…?’

      
      Imber glanced at Willard. Willard hadn’t taken his eyes off Faraday. There was a long silence.

      
      ‘You’re telling me Tumbril’s run from somewhere else?’
      

      
      ‘That’s right.’

      
      ‘Another nick?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Why not?’ Faraday looked from one to the other. ‘You’re serious?’

   
      
      Three
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      Winter loathed hospitals. Ever since he’d been a kid, they’d represented authority. People who’d tell you what to do. People
         who’d strip you half naked and take the most amazing liberties. People who’d hurt you. A couple of years back, he’d lost his
         wife to the men in white coats. More recently, after a vehicle pursuit that had gone badly wrong, he’d spent a couple of painful
         days under NHS care, fantasising about Bell’s whisky and the possibility of a decently-cooked spud. Show Paul Winter a hospital,
         and he’d be looking for the door.
      

      
      The A & E Department, for a Wednesday morning, was already busy. Winter showed his warrant card to the woman manning the reception
         desk.
      

      
      ‘It’s about last night,’ he said. ‘Girl called Trudy Gallagher.’

      
      ‘What about her?’

      
      ‘She was brought in by ambulance. Three, half three, this morning something like that. Bit of an incident.’

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘I need to talk to her.’

      
      The woman tapped a command into her keyboard. The other side of the waiting area, Jimmy Suttle was sorting out small change
         for the coffee machine.
      

      
      ‘As far as I can tell, she went.’ It was the receptionist again, still gazing at the screen of her PC.

      
      ‘Went? We talking the same girl?’
      

      
      ‘Here.’ The woman turned the screen towards Winter. Trudy Gallagher had been booked in at 03.48. She’d complained of a headache
         and period pains, and the duty streaming nurse had marked her low priority. The pre-midnight rush had thinned, but with half a dozen patients ahead of her
         in the queue that still meant a wait of a couple of hours. At least.
      

      
      ‘She had bruising. Here and here.’ Winter touched his ribcage. ‘She’d been tied up half the night, terrified out of her head.
         She was in shock. You’re telling me she just walked out?’
      

      
      ‘We can only go on what we’re told. It’s her body, not ours.’

      
      ‘Yeah, but…’ Winter shook his head. Last night he’d known he should have ridden up to the QA with Trudy but, looking
         at her, he’d concluded there was no point. She was past talking, past saying anything remotely useful. They’d keep her in
         at the hospital, bound to. Next morning would be better. Then she’d have something to say.
      

      
      ‘Here…’ It was Suttle with the coffees. Winter ignored him.

      
      ‘So where did she go?’

      
      ‘No idea.’

      
      ‘She give you an address?’

      
      ‘Yes.’ The woman was peering at a box on the screen.

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘No chance.’ She gave Winter a withering look. ‘You blokes ever bother with data protection?’

      
      Winter obliged her with a smile.

      
      ‘Never,’ he said.

      
      He leaned across the counter, trying to check out the screen, but she turned it away. Finally, he gave up.

      
      ‘So that’s it?’ He pocketed his notebook. ‘She arrives in an ambulance? She sits here for an hour? Then legs it?’

      
      ‘That’s the way it looks.’

      
      ‘What about the people who dealt with her? The streaming nurse you mentioned. Where do I find her?’

      
      ‘At home, Mr Winter.’ The woman was already clearing her screen for the next patient. ‘Asleep.’

      *

      Winter phoned Cathy Lamb from the car park. Back from her head-to-head with Secretan, she’d sent him a text message. Secretan
         was looking for an action plan, some clue to where the inquiry might be headed next, and the DI wanted to know about Trudy
         Gallagher.
      

      
      ‘It’s fine, boss. Favour?’

      
      ‘What does “fine” mean?’

      
      ‘We’re setting up to take a statement. Could you do a CIS check for me? Dave Pullen?’

      
      ‘What about him?’

      
      ‘I need a current address.’

      
      ‘93 Bystock Road.’ There were limits to Cathy’s patience. ‘You were there last night.’

      
      ‘That’s his rental property. He lives somewhere else. Has to.’

      
      There was a pause while Lamb accessed the Criminal Intelligence System. Simple checks like these took less than a minute.

      
      ‘They’re giving 183 Ashburton Road, Southsea,’ she said at last. ‘Flat 11.’

      
      Driving back into the city, Winter couldn’t rid himself of the image of Trudy Gallagher crouched in the bare bedroom minutes
         after Suttle had taken his penknife to the plastic cable ties. Last time he’d seen her, a couple of years back, she’d been
         a dumpy little schoolgirl with a passion for Big Macs and anything featuring Leonardo di Caprio. Her mum, with more money
         than sense, had given her a big, fat allowance and let nature take its path.
      

      
      Now, a stone thinner, a couple of inches taller, young Trudy had stepped into womanhood in the dodgiest company imaginable.
         First, according to a trusted local source, had come a live-in relationship with a Farlington car dealer twice her age. Then,
         for reasons the source didn’t begin to understand, Trudy had picked up with Dave Pullen. Share a bed with that kind of arse-wipe,
         thought Winter, and you shouldn’t be surprised by the consequences.
      

      Last night in Bystock Road, the neighbour had come in with a couple of blankets while Trudy had huddled in the corner of the
         bedroom, white-faced, her whole body shuddering with cold. When Winter asked her what had happened, she said she didn’t want
         to talk about it. Nobody had hurt her. Nobody had sexually molested her. It had all been a joke and the last thing she needed
         was an examination by a police surgeon. In the end, once Suttle had found her clothes, she’d agreed to let the ambulancemen
         take her to hospital for a check-up, but what she really wanted was for everyone to go away and leave her alone.
      

      
      ‘You saw her, son. She was wrecked, wasn’t she?’

      
      ‘Yeah, right state.’ Suttle was at the wheel, nudging eighty on the long curve of motorway that fed traffic into the city.

      
      Winter was still brooding, still working out how he’d managed to abandon a key witness in favour of rescuing a couple of hours’
         kip.
      

      
      ‘Observation, at least. Isn’t that what we thought? Couple of days tucked up in some ward or other? Amazing.’ He shook his
         head, staring across the harbour at the pale spread of Portchester Castle. ‘Just goes to show, eh?’
      

      
      ‘You’re thinking she conned us?’

      
      ‘I’m thinking my arse is on the line.’ He reached for the packet of Werthers Originals on the dashboard. ‘Again.’

      
      Suttle grinned. As a young DC, barely twenty-four, he was new to Portsmouth. He’d grown up in the New Forest, one of a huge
         family of country kids, and to date his police service had taken him to postings in Andover and Alton, neither of which had
         prepared him for the likes of Paul Winter. Their month together, to his delight, had been the steepest of learning curves
         and he was still trying to disentangle truth from legend.
      

      
      ‘It was DI Lamb before, wasn’t it? When you totalled the Skoda?’

      
      ‘It was, yes.’

      ‘Good job you’ve got me to drive you round, then, eh?’

      
      Winter shot him a look. While it was true he’d lost his taste for driving, he’d still emerged from the Skoda incident with
         his licence intact. Better still, with Traffic finally choosing not to charge him with reckless driving, he’d even won reinstatement
         to CID. Two long months in uniform, waiting for their decision, had been the pits. Nothing, he’d recently told Suttle, could
         prepare a man for the excitements of the community foot patrol on a wet winter day in deepest Fratton. One more nicked bicycle,
         one more rogue pit bull, and he’d have been fit for the locked ward at St James.
      

      
      Suttle checked his mirror, easing into the middle lane to let a motorcyclist through.

      
      ‘What do you think, then?’ He glanced sideways at Winter. ‘About the girl?’

      
      ‘I think we find her.’

      
      ‘And then what?’ The grin again. ‘We tie her down?’

      
      Ashburton Road was one of a series of streets which led north from the commercial heart of Southsea. Back in the nineteenth
         century these imposing three-storey terraced properties would have housed naval families and wealthy businessmen, the social
         foundations of fashionable seaside living, but successive tides had washed over the city since, and the results were all too
         obvious. There wasn’t a house in this street that hadn’t been overwhelmed by multi-occupation. Properties spared by the Luftwaffe
         had surrendered to three generations of Pompey landlords.
      

      
      Dave Pullen lived at the top of a house towards the end of the street. When two attempts to raise him through the speakerphone
         failed, Winter sent Suttle up the fire escape at the back. Seconds later, he was leaning over the rusting balustrade.
      

      
      ‘There’s a note,’ he yelled. ‘He’ll be back in half an hour.’

      
      ‘Who’s it to?’

      
      ‘Doesn’t say.’

      They waited in the car, parked on a double yellow at the end of the road. As curious as ever, Suttle wanted to know about
         Pullen, and about Bazza Mackenzie.
      

      
      ‘Pullen’s a knobber,’ Winter said at once. ‘Complete waste of space. Could have made a decent footballer once but pissed it
         up against the wall.’
      

      
      ‘You’re into football?’ This was news to Suttle, who was a Saints fan.

      
      ‘God forbid, son, but it helps to pretend in this city. Those with a brain aren’t a problem but all the rest think about is
         bloody football. Sad but true.’
      

      
      ‘So how good was this bloke?’

      
      ‘Pullen? Half decent, certainly. Used to turn out for Waterlooville before they merged with Havant.’

      
      ‘That’s the Doc Martens League.’ Suttle was impressed. ‘What position?’

      
      ‘Come again?’

      
      ‘Where did he play? On the field?’

      
      ‘Ah…’ Winter frowned. ‘Up front, I suppose. I know he was forever scoring. That’s how he got his nickname. Or partly,
         anyway.’
      

      
      ‘Pull ’em?’

      
      ‘Exactly. On the field, he just blew up. Too many fags. Too many bevvies. Too much stuff up his nose. With women, though,
         it stuck. Dave Pullen. Screwing for England. Young Trudy should have known better.’
      

      
      ‘Maybe he talks a good shag.’

      
      ‘Doubt it. I don’t know about the rest of him but there’s fuck all between his ears. Not that Trude’s any intellectual, but
         then at eighteen you wouldn’t be, would you?’
      

      
      Suttle was watching a man of uncertain age weaving towards them along the pavement. He had a Londis bag in one hand and a
         can of Special Brew in the other. Scarlet-faced, glassy-eyed, he paused beside the car, raising the can in a peaceable salute
         when Suttle told him to fuck off.
      

      
      ‘About this Bazza, then.’ He’d closed the window.

      ‘Bazza…?’ Winter glanced across at him, then settled back in the passenger seat, a smile on his face, the pose of a
         man savouring the meal of his dreams. ‘Bazza Mackenzie is the business,’ he said softly. ‘Bazza Mackenzie is the closest this
         city gets to proper crime. It’s blokes like Bazza make getting up in the morning a real pleasure. How many people could you
         say that about? Hand on heart?’
      

      
      ‘He comes from round here?’

      
      ‘Home grown, through and through. The authentic Pompey mush.’

      
      ‘You ever nick him?’

      
      ‘Twice, in the early days.’ Winter nodded. ‘D and D both times, once on the seafront, broad daylight, necked too many lagers
         on the pier. The other time late at night, club in Palmerston Road, well shantied on Stella and bourbon. Bazza couldn’t see
         a fight without getting stuck in. If we were involved, so much the better.’
      

      
      ‘Lots of bottle, then?’

      
      ‘Lunatic. Complete lunatic. I knew the woman he married – pretty girl, bright too – and she couldn’t believe what she’d taken
         on. Total head case, she used to tell me. Knows absolutely no fear.’
      

      
      ‘Big guy? Physically?’

      
      ‘Small –’ Winter shook his head ‘– small and up for it. But that’s always the way, isn’t it? You ever notice that, looking
         at a crowd of them, itching to take you on? It’s always the small ones you have to watch. Maybe they’ve got more to prove.
         Christ knows.’
      

      
      Suttle had his eyes on the rear-view mirror. The drunk was rounding the corner, swaying gently as he debated whether to cross
         the road at the end.
      

      
      ‘And Pullen and this Bazza are big mates?’

      
      ‘Mates, certainly. They go back forever. But then that’s the way it works in the city. Same school, same pubs, same women.
         They ran with the 6.57, both of them. That was Bazza’s major career move, took him to the big time.’
      

      The 6.57 had been a bunch of hooligans, Pompey’s finest, taking the first train out every other Saturday and exporting a very
         special brand of football violence to rival grounds all over the country. According to Winter, it was the 6.57 who’d pioneered
         the major import of serious drugs into the city.
      

      
      ‘ ’89.’ He grinned. ‘Summer of love. These guys had been kicking the shit out of each other for Christ knows how long, then
         suddenly they’re blowing kisses and dancing together in the nightclubs and we’re wondering what the fuck’s going on.’
      

      
      ‘What was going on?’
      

      
      ‘Ecstasy. They were bringing it in by the truckload, scoring from the rival firms in London. Some of the raves they organised
         that summer were awesome. Thousands of kids, out of their skulls. Law and order-wise, we never had a prayer. Made you proud,
         though, just being there. The girl he married was right. Blokes like Bazza, completely fucking reckless, really put the city
         on the map.’
      

      
      ‘Nice.’

      
      ‘Yeah. Didn’t last, though. They took to cocaine after that and it all got ugly again.’

      
      ‘He stuck to cocaine? No smack?’

      
      ‘Cocaine and rave drugs, plus amphetamine if you fancied it. Bazza had the odd dabble with heroin but much less than we thought
         at the time. Wrong image. Smack’s for losers.’
      

      
      Suttle was still watching the mirror. He touched Winter lightly on the arm.

      
      ‘Tall bloke? Skinny?’

      
      Winter glanced over his shoulder, then nodded.

      
      ‘Let him get to the front door,’ he murmured, ‘then we’ll say hello.’

      
      But Pullen didn’t go to the front door. Instead, he walked straight past the car and began to climb the first flight of steps
         on the fire escape. Winter watched him for a moment or two, wondering about the limp, then got out of the car. By the time Pullen realised he was being followed, he was nearly at the top.
      

      
      ‘Dave. Long time.’ Winter was out of breath. ‘This is DC Suttle. We’d appreciate a word.’

      
      ‘Sure. Why not?’ Pullen tried to head down again. Winter blocked his way.

      
      ‘Upstairs,’ he said. ‘In your place.’

      
      ‘Why not here? Or down there?’

      
      ‘Because I’d prefer a bit of privacy. And because I’m bloody knackered.’

      
      Pullen looked suddenly haunted. He had a narrow, bony face, thinning hair that badly needed a trim, yellowing teeth. His sunken
         eyes were bloodshot and when he made a big show of checking his watch he had trouble keeping his hand steady. If this guy
         was an advert for the drugs biz, thought Suttle, then there must be better ways of earning a living. Give him a year or two,
         and a can of Special Brew, and he’d be just another item of street furniture.
      

      
      ‘Well, old son…?’ Winter was still playing the jovial cop.

      
      ‘No way.’ Pullen shook his head. ‘You ain’t got the right.’

      
      ‘No? You’d prefer I popped round the corner for a warrant? Left Jimmy here to keep an eye on you?’

      
      ‘You can’t do that.’

      
      ‘Try me.’

      
      ‘What do you want to know?’

      
      ‘I want to know about Trudy Gallagher. And about what happened last night. Dave, you know the score. Easiest says we get it
         over with.’ He nodded up towards Pullen’s peeling front door. ‘Half an hour max and we’re gone.’
      

      
      Pullen was doing his best to figure something out. A late night and untold helpings of unlawful substances clearly didn’t
         help. At length, another shake of the head. Winter reached forward, brushing the dandruff off the shoulders of his jacket. Humiliation always talked louder than threats.
      

      
      ‘Nice leather, Dave.’ He nodded towards the door again. ‘After you?’

      
      The flat was three rooms with a tiny kitchen jigsawed into the back of the lounge. In theory, the place had a lot of potential
         – south-facing, a hint of a view – but Dave Pullen clearly preferred living in the dark. Winter wanted to pull the curtains
         back and throw open the windows. He wanted to invest a bob or two in a nice air freshener and a bunch of flowers. Instead,
         he sank into the only armchair, wondering how many roll-ups it took to recreate the authentic stink of prison life. Maybe
         this flat was an exercise in nostalgia. Maybe Pullen couldn’t survive without the memory of B Wing.
      

      
      ‘So where is she? That nice Trudy?’

      
      ‘Ain’t got a clue.’

      
      ‘You’re lying, Dave. She was in that dosshouse of yours, well fucking kippered. You’d have known about that. They’d have told
         you.’
      

      
      ‘Who says?’

      
      ‘Me. These Scouse kids are in the wind-up business. They send little messages. That’s what she was, Dave: a message.’

      
      Avoiding Winter’s gaze, Pullen limped across to the kitchen and opened a drawer. Two fat tablets needed half a glass of water
         from the tap.
      

      
      ‘Headache?’

      
      ‘Migraine.’

      
      ‘Same thing.’ Winter paused while Pullen swallowed the tablets. ‘So tell me about the Scousers. They weren’t gentle, you know.
         Or has she told you that already?’
      

      
      Pullen didn’t answer. Suttle was over in the shadows, inspecting a headline Sellotaped to the wall. The back page had been
         ripped from The News, the city’s daily paper.
      

      
      ‘Super Blues?’ Suttle queried.

      Pullen turned on him, a spectral presence in the gloom.

      
      ‘You got a problem with that?’

      
      ‘Yeah.’

      
      ‘Like what?’

      
      ‘Like Pompey are shit. Half the fucking team are on a bus pass.’

      
      Watching from the armchair, Winter started to laugh. He loved this boy, loved him. There was a kind of madness in so much
         of what he did. Like Winter himself, he pushed and pushed until something snapped.
      

      
      ‘Shit?’ Pullen was outraged. ‘Top of the Nationwide? Top all fucking season? How does that work, then?’

      
      ‘You’ll find out, mate. If you ever get to the Premiership.’

      
      ‘So what are you, then?’

      
      ‘Saints.’

      
      ‘Scummer?’ Pullen started to laugh. ‘Well, fuck me. No wonder you end up in the Filth.’

      
      Winter struggled to his feet. There was a pile of twenty-four-can slabs of Stella wedged against the open door, doubtless
         trophies from a Cherbourg booze run. Stepping carefully round the tinnies, he disappeared for a moment or two. Seconds later,
         he was back with something black and boxy in his hand. When he switched on the overhead light, Suttle recognised it as a car
         radio.
      

      
      ‘State of the art, Dave.’ Winter examined the back. ‘And security marked.’

      
      ‘It’s legit.’

      
      ‘I’m sure it is. What about the rest?’ Winter caught Suttle’s eye and nodded towards the door. ‘Only we’ve been having this
         problem with vehicle breaks. Figures have gone through the roof. You wouldn’t believe the grief it’s giving our Performance
         Manager.’
      

      
      Suttle was back with a cardboard box. After the first five car radios, he gave up counting.

      
      ‘Worth a bit, eh Dave?’ It was Winter again. ‘No wonder you never invited us in.’

      
      ‘She hasn’t been here.’

      ‘I don’t believe you.’

      
      ‘It’s true. Not since a couple of days back.’

      
      ‘Then where is she?’

      
      ‘Fuck knows.’

      
      ‘You’ve got a mobile number?’

      
      ‘She never answers.’

      
      ‘You had a row or something? Bit of a tiff?’

      
      Silence.

      
      Winter consulted his watch, then settled back in the armchair, steepled his fingers over the swell of his belly, and closed
         his eyes.
      

      
      Pullen stirred.

      
      ‘Her fucking fault,’ he muttered. ‘Little slag.’

      
      ‘What did she do to you, Dave?’ Winter’s eyes were still closed. ‘Ask for a decent conversation?’

      
      ‘Bollocks to that,’ Pullen said hotly. ‘She can talk her fucking gob off when she wants to. Doesn’t take much. Couple of Smirnoffs
         in Forty Below and you can help your fucking self.’
      

      
      Forty Below was a café-bar and nightclub complex in Gunwharf Quays, immensely popular for chilling out.

      
      ‘Was that the way they did it?’

      
      ‘Who?’

      
      ‘Your Scouser friends? Tenner across the bar and a car ride when she’s up for it? Pop round to Dave’s place? Listen to some
         music? Is that what happened?’
      

      
      ‘Haven’t a clue.’

      
      ‘Not worried? Not the least concerned? They’re taking the piss, Dave. They’re telling you you’re not up to it any more. Whatever’s
         yours, they’re helping themselves. And if you think it begins and ends with young Trudy then you’re even more stupid than
         you look.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’

      
      ‘Bollocks you don’t. It’s not about fanny, you know it’s not. It’s business, Dave, and we’re not talking nicked fucking car
         radios. I don’t know how much charlie Bazza trusts you with these days but something tells me your dealing days might be over.
         Trudy was a redundancy notice, Dave. These kids are telling you you’re past it. You with me? Or am I going too fast?’
      

      
      ‘You’re off your head.’

      
      ‘Am I?’ Winter got to his feet again. He beckoned Pullen closer. ‘We paid these kids a visit last night, Dave. I won’t bore
         you with the details but we came away with more Stanley knives than you’d ever believe. You know all those rumours about local
         dealers getting slapped around? Kidnapped? Cut? All true, Dave.’
      

      
      Pullen retreated towards the kitchen. He didn’t want to hear any of this. Winter, warming up now, pinned him in a corner.

      
      ‘You’ve got a choice, Dave, you and your mates. My boss wants these kids out of the city. I dare say Bazza does, too. We can
         either go the official route, in which case you’ll be giving me a statement, telling me everything you know. Or you can sort
         something out on your own behalf. Either way, me and Jimmy here are having these.’ Winter picked up one of the radios. ‘We’ve
         got a whole squad on vehicle break-ins. Operation Cobra. You might have seen it in the paper. Shall I spread the good word? Tell my mates you’ve got the beers in?’
      

      
      Winter let the message register, then told Suttle to repack all the radios in the cardboard box. A visit to the tip that Pullen
         used as a bedroom produced more booty, enough to fill a pillowslip. On his way out of the flat, back in the sunshine at the
         top of the fire escape, Winter made Pullen write out Trudy Gallagher’s mobile number. He studied it a moment, then folded
         it into his pocket.
      

      
      ‘Best to Bazza, eh?’ He gave Pullen a little punch on the shoulder, picked up the pillowslip, and followed Suttle down towards
         the street.
      

      
      Mid morning, the conference with Willard over, Faraday followed Brian Imber’s Volvo estate out of the parking lot at the back
         of the Kingston Crescent police station. At the start of the motorway, Imber indicated left, leaving the roundabout for the
         Continental Ferry Port. North of the port complex lay a cluster of naval establishments known locally as Whale Island. At the far end of the causeway connecting
         the island to the mainland, Imber coasted to a halt at the red and white barrier. A squaddie approached both cars, an assault
         rifle slung from his neck.
      

      
      Faraday wound down his window. Imber had already given him a pass but Faraday had yet to open the envelope. When he did so,
         he found himself looking at a recent head and shoulders shot taken for an out-of-county inquiry. It showed a grizzled white
         male in his mid forties with a mop of greying curly hair. The expression on his face, at first glance, gave nothing away but
         the few people who knew him well would have wondered about the little creases around the eyes. This was a man trying to gauge
         exactly what awaited him next. Small wonder.
      

      
      The squaddie glanced at the pass, checked the image, and then waved Faraday through.

      
      Imber was in the nearby car park. Faraday brought the Mondeo to a halt beside him, pocketing the pass. Imber nodded towards
         a low, brick-built structure a couple of hundred metres away. Beyond lay the harbour and the naval dockyard.
      

      
      ‘Welcome to Tumbril.’ Imber was enjoying this. ‘It’s a bit cramped, I’m afraid, but we’ve done our best.’
      

      
      The building belonged to the Regulating School, the establishment charged with training the navy’s police force. A temporary
         arrangement with the Admiralty, financed from the Tumbril budget, paid for an open-plan office on the south side of the building which was normally used as a lecture theatre. Attached
         to this was a smaller interview room, which now housed the inquiry’s ever-growing archive. Carefully labelled files crowded
         a wall full of shelves. There were also three battered filing cabinets, all fitted with heavy-duty locks.
      

      
      Imber was explaining about the rest of the security arrangements. There were double locks on the main door, accessible by code and swipe card, plus the eight-foot barbed-wire fence that surrounded the entire site. At Nick Hayder’s
         insistence, the office was regularly swept for bugs, the cleaner had been security-checked, and every member of the five-strong
         team had signed a binding undertaking never to discuss the operation with anyone else. In terms of paranoia, thought Faraday,
         this operation was in a class of its own.
      

      
      ‘You think we’ve gone over the top?’ Imber was watching him carefully.

      
      ‘Just a bit.’

      
      ‘You saw Nick this morning? Unconscious? Legs a mess? Crushed pelvis?’

      
      ‘You’re telling me that was related?’

      
      ‘I’m telling you we took every conceivable precaution and someone still managed to switch his lights out. Whether that’s just
         coincidence, who can say? All we’ve tried to do is give ourselves a bit of privacy.’
      

      
      From the adjoining office came the sound of a door opening, and then the bustle of heavy footsteps. Moments later, Faraday
         found himself looking at a familiar figure: low-cut dress, huge bosoms, thick gloss lipstick, long purple nails flecked with
         glitter, and – beneath the mountainous body – a pair of shapely legs that had never failed to take him by surprise.
      

      
      ‘Joyce.’

      
      ‘Sheriff.’

      
      ‘You’re part of this?’ Faraday gestured round.

      ‘Too right I am. Archivist, doughnut supplier, hangover cures and light maintenance.
         Plus I deal with the ruder phone calls. Unless you’re nice to me, you get a spanking.’ She grinned at him. ‘Did I hear yes
         to coffee?’
      

      
      Without waiting for an answer, she stepped back into the office. Imber rolled his eyes.

      
      ‘You two know each other?’

      
      ‘Very well. Joyce took over at Highland Road a couple of years back when Vanessa got killed.’

      
      ‘And you survived?’

      ‘More than. Joyce was priceless. Has she still got the agency for Beanie Babies?’

      
      ‘I’m afraid so.’

      
      ‘And German porn?’

      
      ‘In spades, big Jiffy bag from Hamburg every fortnight. We get the trainee reggies queueing at the door. They think she’s
         something else.’
      

      
      ‘They’re right. She is.’

      
      Through the open door, Faraday could hear her singing as she sorted out mugs for the coffee. Peggy Lee had always been a favourite;
         regret stitched through with a silky courage.
      

      
      While Imber fielded a phone call, Faraday perched himself on the edge of a nearby desk. Joyce had disappeared from Highland
         Road after a cancer scare. Faraday had phoned her a couple of times, checking on the progress of the radiotherapy, but she’d
         always trivialised the whole thing the way you might dismiss a headache. Sure there was a little lump. Everyone got them.
         No big deal.
      

      
      Faraday had never been quite sure whether this optimism of hers was uniquely American or whether she was simply being brave,
         but either way – to his eternal shame – Joyce had dropped out of his life, forgotten beneath the daily torrent of volume crime
         that surged through Highland Road.
      

      
      ‘You made it then?’

      
      ‘Sure. Zapped the little bastards.’

      
      ‘Bastards? Plural?’

      
      ‘Breast, lymph nodes, couple in the neck.’ The purple nails traced the progress of the tumours. ‘Got real interesting when
         they started talking mastectomy.’
      

      
      Faraday stared at her. Her breasts looked real enough to him.

      
      ‘So what happened?’

      
      ‘I told them no way. They could try anything else, didn’t matter what, but we’d all go down together. Worked real good. Chemotherapy
         you wouldn’t believe. Couple of weeks of that shit and the little bastards came out with their hands up. Bang, bang, bang. Full military funeral
         but theirs not mine.’ She glanced up. ‘Still take sugar?’
      

      
      Faraday nodded. For the first time, he noticed the display of photos on the far wall. Imber was still deep in conversation.

      
      ‘Here.’ Joyce handed him a mug of coffee. ‘Let me give you the tour.’

      
      Faraday followed her across the office. The biggest of the photos was an aerial shot of a sizeable property, red-tiled roof,
         big double bays, tall sash windows. There was a Mercedes convertible and an SUV on the patterned brick drive in front of the
         double garage, and a newish-looking swimming pool occupied part of the garden at the front. Certain features – security cameras,
         intruder-resistant thorn bushes, remotely operated double gates – had been identified and labelled, and there was a circle
         around a small wooden hut tucked beside a child’s swing.
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