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Steve Fleming lay in the darkness listening, holding his breath. A noise from outside had punctured his dreams, kicking him back to consciousness. He waited for his senses to catch up, then turned his head, looking towards his wife, who was sound asleep beside him. Enisa was so quiet, so still, he had to place his fingertips against her bare shoulders to reassure himself. She registered his touch and mumbled something from the depths of her sleep.


The heat from her skin was startling. Since she had fallen pregnant strange things were happening to her metabolism. At night she became so warm the quilt was always pushed away from her, bunched up as now in the space between them, leaving her naked. Before the pregnancy – in London – they had slept wrapped around each other for nearly the whole night. Now, within minutes of falling asleep, she was so hot there was a slippery sheet of perspiration between them, and he had to roll away. He could not remember it being like this with Jana, their first child.


His ears strained into the night silence. He could hear nothing. Perhaps he had dreamed it. He allowed himself to breathe, but carefully, still alert. He slept so lightly these days that almost anything could wake him. They had been in this house for six months, but the place still felt unfamiliar to him, full of unexplained night-time movements. Partly it was the entombing silence from outside that unsettled him. He wasn’t used to living in the countryside. Every house he had lived in before had been near a busy road.


He tried to remember the sound. A car door gently closing? But he had heard no engine, and the nearest public road was nearly half a mile away. If a car had driven the distance to his driveway he would have heard the engine long before someone got out and closed the door.


He turned onto his side towards the open bedroom door and looked out along the short corridor towards the living room, listening for sounds from Jana’s room, halfway along. Jana was six years old and slept like a log. Normally she made no noise at all. He was sure it had not been her. He could see that the light in the living room was still on, as he had left it. Nothing different.


He sighed a little. Why was he so frightened? Enisa slept like her daughter; nothing woke her. But then she was used to the countryside – the silence, the space, the blackness of a clouded night sky without electric light, the absence of neighbours. She had grown up in this kind of environment. And West Yorkshire was her home; they had returned here for precisely that reason.


He had no such comforts. He too had grown up here, but he had spent most of his adult life trying to forget that. West Yorkshire only made him nervous.


Outside – from the direction of the tall pines flanking the drive – an owl screeched, disturbing him again. Had something scared it? His eyes found the alarm clock on the bedside table: 3.33 a.m. How many times did he look at a clock and see the numbers lined up like that: 11.11; 10.10; 14.14? It had happened at least ten times in the last two days. He heard the owl call again, further away now.


In his mind he replayed the sound that had woken him. It was definitely a car door, he decided. He even had an image to go with it, implanted into his dream: men getting out of a car parked just outside the house; balaclavas, gloves, weapons. Maybe he had heard the engine. Had there been an engine in his dream? He started to sweat. He had fears like this almost every night. Why had he allowed Enisa to bring them back here?


He had left West Yorkshire fifteen years ago, in 1986, just after his sixteenth birthday. The circumstances of his departure still made him deeply uncomfortable. In effect, he had run away – although he had told his parents where he was going – and went to stay with an aunt who lived in Brentford, a suburb of London. His parents had then come to some kind of arrangement with the aunt to keep him there. He had told no one the reason for his departure, but somehow they had all sensed that trouble was behind it, and that had been enough.


In London things had got better for him. The aunt had encouraged him to study, and taken an interest that was lacking in his parents. His father was an unemployed textile mill worker, and through most of Steve’s childhood he had seemed to be either drunk, asleep or ranting about ‘pakis’. His mother had worked all hours in a variety of menial jobs, trying to support them without State help. But she had shared his father’s reliance on booze and, in the end, it had unravelled her too. By the time Steve was a teenager they were both out of work and the atmosphere in the flat was a poisonous mixture of stale alcohol, racial bitterness and explosive, drunken rows. They had rarely been sober enough to control a teenage son.


The flat had been on a Bradford council estate, near Dudley Hill. Not a bad estate – at least, not as he remembered it – but certainly worlds away from where he was now. That he was living in a ‘detached’ house still made him want to snigger like a guilty kid getting away with something. As a child he had always had the smallest room in the flat – a space a little larger than the second toilet in this place. The flat had been in a five-storey sixties block with paper-thin walls, so he had grown accustomed to filtering out sounds. Now he was finding it difficult to sleep in the absence of noise. He had to remind himself that silence was no cause for fear. Isolation was a good thing. There was much less chance of anything happening out here than on a council estate.


Another noise, again from the front of the house.


His heart began to quicken. He sat up in bed, wide awake now, his brain running through the options. Had he heard someone whispering?


He placed his feet on the cold, rough floor. They had hired a machine for this weekend, to strip the boards. He stood up and turned towards Enisa, ready to tell her to be quiet if she woke, but all his senses focused on the silence now, on what he could detect from outside. He heard it again. Someone was whispering.


Enisa slept on. He walked quickly into the hall, past Jana’s closed door, then crept through the living room towards the front door. There was a small window to the left of it. If there was someone out there he would see them through that. Belatedly he realized he was naked and looked absurd, but there was nothing he could do about that now. He had to see what it was.


As he brought his eye to the dusty pane of glass, he began to think of innocent explanations. The farmhouse was situated in an area of woods and fields east of Leeds, between Aberford and Barwick. To burgle this far out of town meant a deliberate targeting. The thieves would have to get a car, plan the attack. But why would they do that? The place was in the process of being renovated – the entire first floor was gutted and unusable, with flooring and old plaster piled into a skip on the drive – so the house looked shabby from the outside and was even less impressive within. Maybe it was something else. For an instant he expected to see a police car, thinking it might be some work-related issue, but as his sight adjusted he realized he could see nothing. The driveway outside the house was empty. Had he imagined it?


A slight movement in the shadows at the edge of his vision. He twisted his head sharply, trying to peer through the pane at an angle, so he could see along the front of the house. At the same time, from behind him, he thought he heard the sound of someone stepping onto the gravel outside the bedroom window, to the rear of the house. He straightened up, heart thumping loudly.


He heard the sound again: a foot crunching the gravel. It was unmistakable. They had come round the back as he had moved to the front. The bedroom he had just left was at ground level, right beside the patio. They were there – where Enisa was.


He took two quick steps back, still thinking that it couldn’t be true, that he was imagining it, that this was the sort of thing that only happened in a nightmare, or a film. Then he heard the glass break.


He froze. The sound was not very loud, but it had come from the bedroom. A crack, like the pane going in (but broken carefully), then the rattle of pieces on the floor. He heard Enisa waking up, murmuring something. Desperately, he looked towards the kitchen. He was unarmed. He thought of the big bread knife, but immediately there was a louder noise – the patio door to the bedroom being kicked in.


He started to run as Enisa shouted out for him. He entered the bedroom flat out, his brain empty of everything except to get there quickly. As he came through the door he had time to see the flapping curtains, the broken glass and two shapes – huge, threatening, alien to his room and his house: one was in front of him blocking his view; the other was on the bed, actually on the bed, kneeling over Enisa, doing something to her. Then there was a noise like a firework going off. Something flashed in front of him, hitting his chest with an explosive force. He crashed backwards, striking the bedroom wall and sliding to the floor.


A black silence folded over him, cutting him off from everything. He slipped into a different world. He was aware of himself, floating within the silence, but for a moment could not feel, see or hear. The sense of urgency vanished.


Consciousness returned only slowly, in fits and starts, like a badly spliced film. He knew he was still in his house, but couldn’t work out where, or what was happening. The sensations coming at him were ragged; one second rushing and chaotic, saturated with a pain he couldn’t place, the next dead quiet, as if sinking through a deep liquid.


Time moved unevenly. He wasn’t sure if he was conscious, unconscious, or somewhere in-between. He tried to fix on sounds, smells, touches, to hold on to them, but everything slid past him. He tried to pull himself to his knees. He could hear a sound like air being let out of a tyre. Around his eyes there was an intense pressure, but he could see nothing. Was that Enisa, screaming at the top of her voice? He slumped over again, curling into a ball, unable to stand. From above him he heard blows, grunts, men shouting things.


Something was wrong with him. One of them had struck him with something, but he didn’t know what. He tried again to stand but couldn’t get his legs to move. He was gasping for breath. The hissing noise was coming from somewhere near his chest. He tried to hold himself still, to concentrate on being able to see something, to hear what was happening.


There were two male voices, shouting and arguing, but not with Enisa. They were shouting at each other.


‘No fucking violence! I told you no violence—’


‘He was coming at me. I did what I was told to do.’


‘We were told to burgle this place …’


Broad accents. One from Yorkshire, the other from Manchester. Behind them the sound of his wife, whimpering and sobbing, hysterically pleading with them. ‘Please. Please. You have to let me help him …’


They were shouting over her, infuriated with each other.


‘I should fucking kill you for this—’


‘Please. He has hurt no one. Please let me go to him …’


‘I had instructions from Kershaw—’


Kershaw. The name pricked at his memories.


‘You had instructions from me …’


The words faded from him, then returned, but sounding further away now.


‘… keep hold of her, she’s seen everything …’


‘Please. I have to help him. Please. I have a daughter …’


‘You fucking shot him. You idiot … you fucking idiot … Keep hold of her!’


‘Not this … I can’t. I can’t do it …’ Was the one with the Yorkshire accent crying? Something about his voice was familiar.


‘This is your fault. She saw everything, you fucking arsehole …’


Suddenly he couldn’t hear Enisa at all. He began to panic again. He had to move. He had to get them away from her. He reached out a hand in the darkness and found the bed, then turned his head and looked towards the smashed patio doors. His vision cleared slightly, but it felt as if one eye was closed. The room was empty. He could see no one. Outside, as if from very far away, he could hear them arguing still. They were in the garden. He began to pull himself towards the doors.


He managed to stand up, holding himself against the wardrobes, his legs shaking like jelly. He looked around the room, trying to keep focus. He remembered Jana. He couldn’t hear her or see her. Where was she? He tried to look behind him, back towards her room, but began to fall as soon as his head turned that far.


Something was seriously wrong with him. He caught himself and stood still. The bed in front of him was empty, the sheets in disarray. He could feel wetness all down the front of his body. He staggered to the patio doors and looked out. The tungsten light at the side of the house had come on, like a floodlight, showing him everything.


There were two of them there. One was holding Enisa, a hand in her hair, pulling her down to his feet, dipping towards her and swinging the other arm, hitting her. She was struggling, trying to get away. The other man was trying to drag him away from her, shouting at him. Steve began really to panic, chest heaving with fright. He had to stop them.


He stumbled forward, out of the doors and into the garden. On the gravel he fell flat on his face. The hissing noise in his chest was louder now, every time he gulped at the air he could hear it. For a moment he was paralysed. He became frantic with fear, his heart thundering. What were they doing to Enisa?


But time was racing, leaving him behind. Had he lost consciousness again? He managed to get a hand to his chest. There was blood running out of him. He began to crawl across the garden, trying to shout at the men, stupidly, trying to tell them to stop, that she was pregnant. But the men were already gone …


Had there been a blade in the hand of the one standing above her? He rolled onto his back, gasping for breath. He was suffocating. Above him he could see stars through a gap in the clouds. He shouted Enisa’s name, the voice rasping in his throat. The stars began to spin. He saw the man again, dipping towards her. His brain re-interpreted the image, filled in the blanks.


There had been a knife in the hand that was punching her. The man had been stabbing her.


He closed his eyes and turned over, gritting his teeth, crawling in the direction he imagined she must be. He shouted her name again. This time something bubbled into his throat, choking him. He waited until he could breathe then pushed himself to his knees. Something had happened to one of his eyes. He concentrated with the eye that could focus and picked out her shape, a few feet in front of him.


She was naked, lying in a little heap, curled up, covered in blood. He could see no movement at all. He forced himself towards her and reached out a hand to grip her leg. The skin was warm, but it felt different. She was too still, too heavy. He tried to find her ear, to whisper into it, but her hair was matted with blood, obscuring it.


His strength was leaving him. Pulling his arm around her, he could feel the holes in her stomach, where the baby was. A little boy; they had seen the images of him on the ultrasound scan machine.


He buried his face into the back of her neck and began to sob uncontrollably.
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Karen was in Leeds with Mairead when her mobile rang. It was a hot summer day – T-shirt and jeans weather – the sky above the town centre a cloudless, washed-out blue. In the streets there was enough heat and congestion to make the air smell of sweat and rubbish.


They were pushing through crowds of slow-moving shoppers on The Headrow, just coming up to Briggate. There was a shop somewhere near the Victoria Quarter Arcades that Mairead had been insisting they visit all morning, a designer ‘boutique’ where she was hoping to talk Karen into buying her an overpriced bikini.


Recently her daughter had been befriended by an older girl called Alexia. Karen had not met her, and knew only what Mairead had said about her. Alexia was from a wealthy family and older than Mairead by at least a couple of years. She had access to a private pool at someone’s house and there was a plan to have a pool party there. That was why Mairead wanted the new bikini.


Mairead swam well, so that didn’t worry Karen, but she wasn’t sure whether she was being given the whole truth about the proposed party. She instinctively didn’t like Mairead mixing with older kids, but there was little she could do about it. She would feel better if she actually met Alexia.


When the phone began to buzz Mairead was in the middle of telling her that Pete Bains – Karen’s partner, the man they lived with – had met Alexia several times already. If that was true he had said nothing to Karen. It was the kind of thing that, at the moment, provoked endless, petty arguments between them.


Karen kept walking and dug into the cloth bag hanging from her shoulder, looking for the mobile. She found it and paused at the top of Briggate, calling out to her daughter to wait. The crowd pushing out of the pedestrianized street parted clumsily around her. She watched the movement warily, individual people indistinct shapes in her vision. She hated being in crowds, hated the smell of them. Someone bumped into her and she stepped sideways, towards the building line. She kept her eyes on Mairead and pressed the phone to her ear, trying to hear above the sound of traffic and shoppers.


‘DC Sharpe?’ A male voice, not one she recognized. ‘Karen Sharpe?’


‘Yes?’ A few paces ahead of her, Mairead had walked over towards Borders bookshop.


‘DS Thorne. I don’t think we’ve met.’


‘No. I don’t think so.’ She had heard of him, but nothing worth remembering.


‘I’m sorry to call you when you’re off duty. I hope it isn’t a bad moment …’


‘It isn’t a good moment.’ She heard him pause, not liking that. ‘But go on. What do you want?’


When he spoke again she could tell he was already irritated with her. ‘I’m on Bulldog,’ he said. ‘I have instructions to call you in. Urgently.’


She felt her spirits sink. It had taken weeks to get this outing with Mairead organized. Not because her own diary was full – for the last year she had been working a straight five-day, nine-to-five shift at Halifax CID – but because Mairead, incredibly at the age of thirteen, never seemed to have a weekend free.


‘Can you get here within the hour?’ Thorne said, not really asking. ‘We work out of Killingbeck.’


She knew that already. She also knew all about Bulldog. News travelled fast from that kind of inquiry. In the last few days she had already picked up more detail about it than she needed or wanted from gossip, Divisional briefings and the press. She looked around her and sighed. ‘What’s it for?’


‘Family liaison. I’ll tell you more when you get here.’ He cut the line.


A rude fucker. He hadn’t even waited for her to say she would come. She looked past Mairead to where the crowd was congealing around a couple of buskers, who were about to start playing.


Family liaison. The words grew slowly in her mind, along with the implications. For the last year there had been an unspoken understanding – in Halifax, at least – that she wouldn’t be asked to do this kind of thing. She had to deal with victims all the time, of course, but family liaison usually meant the relatives of murder victims. At Halifax she had been sidelined into thefts and frauds. There were victims, but all they had lost was money or property. The cases were difficult, from an evidential point of view, but there wasn’t much emotion involved. Emotion was something she needed to avoid.


She knew there was a bereaved child on Bulldog, a six-year-old. When she had been on the CPT – the Child Protection Team – she had dealt with a lot of distressed children. But that was over four years ago. Eighteen months ago things had happened to her which she still couldn’t bring herself to think about. She couldn’t go back to spending all her waking hours with rape victims and damaged children. Not now.


She chewed her lip and thought about it, worried. She hadn’t told Thorne she would come in. Could she try saying she didn’t have the training for it? It was over five years since she had dealt with a murder victim’s relative, and even longer since she’d completed the family liaison course.


Looking beyond the two buskers in front of Borders she could see a news-stand selling the Yorkshire Evening Post. The headlines were the same as they had been every day that week. Tony Blair’s second-term election victory hadn’t even got a look in. At this distance, without putting on her glasses, she couldn’t read all the words, but she could just pick out ‘ENISA FLEMING’ and below that ‘RACIST FURY’ …


‘Mum? Are you OK?’


She looked down. Mairead was standing next to her.


‘Who was that on the phone?’ Mairead asked.


‘Someone who wants me in Killingbeck within an hour,’ she said. She heard the buskers begin to play. There was a girl with a fiddle and a man with a drum, playing Irish folk tunes.


‘Are you going? You promised you would come with me.’


‘We’ll still get your bikini. Don’t worry.’ She smiled at Mairead, but inside she was irritated with Thorne for ruining things. Matters were complicated enough between herself and her daughter, tainted by the peculiar history they shared. They rarely got on without friction, but so far today they had surprised each other. Nothing had gone wrong at all. They had enjoyed themselves. Even the wrangling about the bikini had been light-hearted. The plan had been to get the bikini then eat somewhere, a pizza, maybe. There wouldn’t be time for food now, and Mairead would have to make her way home alone.


‘I might not be able to eat with you afterwards,’ she said. ‘I’m sorry.’


She began to walk towards the buskers. They were playing something she recognized. She stood on the edge of the circle of people watching them, and tried to rationalize the worry seeping through her.


Enisa Fleming was a paediatrician who had been stabbed to death, along with her unborn child. Her husband Steve Fleming – a prosecutor from Leeds – had survived a gunshot wound; a ‘miracle’, the press was calling it. But that was eight days ago. Presumably they hadn’t waited this long to break the news to their six-year-old child. Someone else would have already been given that shitty task. But that didn’t mean they didn’t want her to talk to the girl. That was what she had done best when she was on the CPT – child witness interviews.


She felt Mairead’s fingers slip through her hand, gripping it, and looked down at her again. Not very far down. Mairead was only a few inches shorter than her. She didn’t look thirteen years old. Her unusual height made her proportions seem more adult than many of her friends, not just because she was tall, but also because the growth had stripped her of puppy fat. She had long, straight, dark hair falling to below her shoulders, fine, arched eyebrows (very carefully plucked, Karen noted), high cheekbones and a wide mouth. Of her facial features, only her eyes spoke of youth. She had bright, green eyes, still full of childish innocence. Or so Karen liked to think.


Mairead pushed up against her, slipping her other arm around her waist and squeezing gently. ‘You OK, Mum? You look worried.’ She didn’t have a thirteen-year-old mind, either. Already she had witnessed more horror than most people would encounter in their entire lives.


‘They want me to go on that murder inquiry,’ Karen said to her, not thinking. The buskers were playing a slow air she recognized from her childhood. The theme stirred an indistinct nostalgia in her.


‘Which one?’ Mairead asked.


‘The one with the stabbed woman. The pregnant Asian woman.’ She pointed to the news-stand.
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Two hours later, at Killingbeck, Karen took a deep breath and unfolded again the sheets of paper they had given her – copies of the two statements so far made by Steve Fleming. She was sitting alone in the office of David Riggs, the Senior Investigating Officer, waiting for Tim Thorne to appear.


She had already read Fleming’s statements once, but she made an effort to read them again, this time trying to think about what he had said, so she would remember. The first was made three days after the attack, when he was out of intensive care. The statement was written by a detective named Debbie Moor, a hard-headed and competent officer Karen knew from her days on the CPT.


The most harrowing part came after Fleming had been shot:


… I could see two men attacking my wife on the lawn about ten yards away from me. I could not hear anything they were saying. I could not get to them, though I tried and tried. I tried to get to Enisa and to shout at the men, to frighten them off. But I couldn’t shout and couldn’t walk. I couldn’t do anything. I was very desperate and frightened. I could see that one of the men was holding Enisa down, holding her by the hair, but I couldn’t get there to stop him. He was stabbing her, over and over again. I didn’t see the knife very well, but the blade was very long and thick, not like a kitchen knife. The men were white. I cannot say what height they were, or what they looked like. They spoke with Northern accents, but I cannot be sure of the exact area …


Even reading it for the second time she felt her heart reacting to the words. A year and a half ago she would have read it professionally. She would have looked for the details that were useful to the investigation. She would have considered everything rationally, without imagination. The images wouldn’t have touched her. But now the scene was running through her head as if she were there, watching it: a wounded man helplessly witnessing men knife his pregnant wife in the belly. Over and over again. They had told her at divisional briefings that there were thirty-four separate wounds to Enisa Fleming’s torso and that the knife was probably nine inches long.


The men who had inflicted those wounds had looked into Enisa Fleming’s terrified eyes when she was thirty-six weeks pregnant. She would have known where they were stabbing her. What had her eyes been like, looking up at them? Confused, vulnerable, stricken with fear, pleading and begging with them for her life? Could they really have looked into her eyes and felt nothing? Was that possible? She could feel Enisa’s fright and panic now; just imagining it brought a tight knot to her chest, constricting her breathing.


This was no good. She took her eyes away from the statement and looked at the calendar hanging on the wall by the SIO’s desk. She took a long, deep breath. Her pulse was so fast she could feel it beating in her neck. She forced herself to think about what she was looking at, to ignore the images behind her eyes. The picture on the calendar was of a river and a field, with trees and clouds in the background, painted, not photographed. She made herself hold it in the front of her consciousness, then describe it, mentally, finding words to match the pattern of shapes and colours. The more detail the better.


Long ago they had taught her how to do this. To get her mind focused and sharp, to get to a point where she could obsessively and dispassionately observe and enumerate, consciously picking out and memorizing one insignificant detail after another. Her brain was slow to get it now, but she persisted. After a few minutes her mind clicked into the groove, remembering how to do it. She filled her consciousness with the picture, the colours, the shapes. She began to describe them to herself, then memorize them. Her breathing settled, and the images from Steve Fleming’s garden lost their emotional force.


She turned back to the first statement and tried to consider it like that, keeping her mind on the detail; conscious, observant, detached. Her pulse was still racing, but she felt calmer. She memorized everything she could, then turned to the second statement. It was dated a day later. But Fleming had now decided he was uncertain about what had happened:


… In a previous statement I said I thought the men who attacked my wife were white. I have thought about this and can say now that I am not sure about it. For the reasons I have previously given, I was unable to see anything very clearly. I also said they had Northern accents. But their voices sound unclear in my memory. I do not know what accents they spoke with, or what they said. I do not want to confuse anybody, or say things that will lead to the wrong people being arrested. I have tried my best to remember things, but nothing about the night is clear for me …


‘Karen Sharpe?’


She looked up. Two men had entered the office. The first was her own height but powerfully and proportionately built. He was wearing a smart, charcoal-grey two-piece suit, a pale-blue shirt and a navy-blue tie. He looked about forty years old. If he was into a sport she guessed it would be rugby, but not in some brutish position. More like a winger, or fly-half – a role in which speed would be required as well as strength.


He had an immediately commanding presence. He stood in front of her with his hand extended, and she instinctively stood to greet him. She took his hand with the expectation that her own would be crushed. But his grip was careful, surprising. They shook hands, then she stepped back from him automatically, though he was no closer to her than the other man.


‘I’m Ronnie Shepherd,’ he said.


He had piercing blue eyes and a bald head that was so devoid of hair she could see the fluorescent lighting shining off it. He was staring at her.


‘I’m deputy SIO,’ he said. ‘Thanks for joining us.’ He spoke with a deep bass voice, words weighted with an accent she couldn’t place. His face was clean-shaven, with a strong jawline and a striking, aquiline nose. But his skin had the blotchy, worn look of someone coping with too many nights without rest. There were dark circles around his eyes and, beyond the intense stare, a weariness with which she was all too familiar. For a moment he held her gaze, as if trying to make a decision of some sort. She kept her position in front of him, her eyes on his.


The other man moved slightly. ‘Tim Thorne,’ he said. ‘We spoke earlier.’


She broke the eye-lock with Shepherd and looked at him. He was shorter and younger than his colleague, with thick brown hair and green eyes. There were old pockmarks around his chin, and his lips had a pinched look. He had a younger man’s aura of pent-up aggression. He was wearing a creased light-grey suit, which looked as if it might have come from M&S, and a white shirt with the top button undone, no tie.


‘Yes,’ she said. ‘We did.’ She forced her brain to relax.


She sat back down in one of two chairs in front of the SIO’s desk, expecting Shepherd to move behind it. Instead he sat in the chair next to her, leaving Thorne to walk behind the desk.


‘You come highly recommended,’ Shepherd said to her. He sat back in the chair, carefully avoiding her personal space, but still very close to her. ‘Thanks for coming in.’


‘Recommended? By whom? And for what?’


‘By Ricky Spencer,’ Shepherd said. ‘He used to be your boss in the CPT, right? He says you’re good with kids.’


She swallowed and stared at him. So it was going to be about the child. That meant she was going to have to tell this man something about her past. There was no other way to get out of it.


‘I’ll try to bring you up to speed,’ Shepherd said. ‘What do you know so far?’


Should she try to tell him now why she was wrong for this – before he gave her the info? For some reason Thorne’s presence was off-putting. Instinctively, she felt she might be able to talk to Shepherd without it getting too awkward. But not to Thorne. She would have to wait until he was gone.


‘I know what I’ve heard at divisional briefings, on the grapevine, and in the press,’ she said. ‘I’ve just been given copies of Steve Fleming’s statements …’


‘For three days we couldn’t get anything from Steve,’ Shepherd said. ‘Then he gave us what you’ve seen. He’s obviously shocked and confused. An officer called Debbie Moor has been assigned to him, but he doesn’t seem to have warmed to her.’


‘I rate her,’ Thorne said. ‘She’s a good officer and she’ll get there eventually. Fleming doesn’t know what planet he’s on right now.’


Shepherd didn’t look at him. ‘That may be, Tim,’ he said. ‘But at the moment Fleming doesn’t want us speaking to Jana, and that’s a problem we don’t have time for.’


‘There are ways we could work around it, to do it without his permission.’


‘But we’d rather not. Until today it wasn’t even possible to get medical permission to see her.’


‘Jana is Fleming’s daughter?’ Karen asked. She knew that already, but Thorne was making her uncomfortable. Shepherd seemed calm, rational, polite; Thorne was on edge.


‘Yes. Six and half years old,’ Thorne said. ‘She’s staying with her grandmother at the moment – Varisha Hussein – up in Alwoodley.’


‘Steve and Jana are the only witnesses,’ Shepherd started again. ‘Unless Steve regains more memories – or more clarity – then he isn’t going to be much use. So it’s down to Jana.’


‘She saw something?’ Karen asked.


‘We don’t know,’ Shepherd said. ‘We know she made the call to the emergency services. Her mother had taught her how to do it. When we got there she was out in the garden lying next to both of them, asleep. She had even taken a blanket from her room and wrapped it around her mum. At first we thought they were all dead …’ He paused to clear his throat noisily. ‘From the very beginning,’ he continued, ‘we’ve struggled to make sense of what happened. All of Enisa’s jewellery was taken, including some very valuable items. So burglary stood out as an obvious motive, but what burglar stabs a pregnant woman to death? Why do that? They were disturbed, certainly, so maybe one of them overreacted and Steve was shot. But why go on to stab Enisa thirty-four times?’ He looked at her as if he thought she might answer. ‘There are only two real possibilities. One: we’re dealing with a psychiatric case, a burglar with a screw loose. Two: they were professionals who killed her because she witnessed the shooting of Steve. They used a knife, instead of a gun, because she had escaped outside, where a gun might be heard.’ He held his hands up helplessly. ‘We need to know which it was. Steve has given us nothing. Jana may have seen something. More likely, she could have heard something, and might be able to tell us about it. That’s top priority right now. At the moment we’re getting nowhere with what we have. The SIO wants Jana spoken to before the end of today. That’s why you’re here.’
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Shepherd insisted on driving her to Leeds Royal Infirmary, where Steve Fleming was being treated. The haste put pressure on her, and they walked in silence to his car, which was parked in the back yard of the station. Outside the sky was still clear, promising further heat and pollution. She was expecting him to drive something big, a four-wheel drive, perhaps; they all seemed to have big black SUVs at that rank. But it was a navy-blue Porsche Carrera, soft-top. Not very practical for a deputy SIO. Not something you would want to take to every call.


The top was up and the space inside was restricted, intimate. She would only have to move her hand a few inches to touch him. She could smell a faint trace of aftershave on him, nothing too overpowering, but she didn’t recognize it.


‘Before we go anywhere I need to talk to you,’ she said.


He nodded and took his hand away from the ignition. ‘I thought so. I could see you were worried about something up there.’ He looked across to her. ‘Not enough preparation time?’


‘No. Not that.’


His expression didn’t change. ‘What, then?’ he asked. He sat twisted in the seat, hands on his knees, looking at her.


She decided to try the easy way first. ‘Do you know anything about me?’ she asked.


‘A little. Tim spoke to Ricky Spencer about you.’


‘I’m surprised Ricky recommended me for anything,’ she said.


Shepherd allowed himself a very subtle smile, the first she had seen since meeting him. ‘Command thinks you have the right skills,’ he said. Debbie Moor is good but hard. You’re more vulnerable. ‘Debbie doesn’t really care what happened here. That’s why she hasn’t clicked with the victim.’


How would he know whether she was vulnerable?


‘I got your personnel file out after I knew you were coming,’ he said. ‘You have commendations for undercover work down in London. But not for the Met. It doesn’t say who you were working for.’ He paused, waiting for her to say something. She looked blankly back at him.


‘That kind of work requires imagination,’ he said eventually. ‘Enough to be able to pretend to be someone else. People with imagination are always vulnerable. Most coppers have no imagination at all.’


‘That file doesn’t say much,’ she said. ‘I was suspended and investigated for two deaths about a year and a half ago. Did you know that?’


‘I was told about it. No evidence on one, self-defence on the other.’


She was surprised. Normally that would be enough to put them off. ‘You want that kind of risk on your inquiry?’


He shrugged. ‘If you end up in that kind of situation, things occur. It could happen to any of us.’


That kind of situation. He didn’t have a clue.


‘Not any of us,’ she said.


‘I was told you shot one of them.’


‘Shot at one of them. There was no evidence that bullet even hit him.’ She was choosing her words carefully.


He made a dismissive gesture, as if she were pointing out technical differences. ‘It happened to me,’ he said. ‘A long time ago, and not quite the same, but I was suspended and investigated. A man called Ernest Maxwell pulled a shotgun on me at a farm in Swaledale. His wife had put in an emergency call, saying he was attacking her with a knife. I was in the first car to get there. I was a uniformed constable at the time. He pointed the gun right at the car as I came through the farm gates.’ He pointed his fingers at her like a gun. ‘I drove into him. Didn’t even think about it. The gun went off, but wide. He smacked his head off the barn wall and died twelve hours later. He was depressed, apparently, about to kill himself. His wife was unharmed. She spent fourteen months trying to get a manslaughter charge going against me. Ring any bells?’


She shook her head.


‘Exactly. But at the time it was a cause célèbre of police brutality in North Yorkshire. Nobody has heard of Maxwell now. Nobody remembers. Except his wife, perhaps. And me. I think about him now and again.’ He looked only a little sad about it.


‘I wasn’t around here then,’ she said. It was worlds away from the sorts of things she had done. ‘I’m sure it was bad for you, but it’s not the same. The details against me could easily come out in court. You wouldn’t want that.’


‘I don’t care. All I want you to do is talk to a six-year-old kid that’s lost her mum, develop an empathy with her and try to find out, before the end of today …’ He paused, realizing how that sounded. ‘… if possible before the end of today, find out if she saw anything useful. Maybe she didn’t. But the SIO, Riggs, wants it doing. I don’t need you to give evidence about anything.’


She sighed. It wasn’t working. She was going to have to tell him more.


‘You have a child, right?’ he asked suddenly.


‘Yes. A thirteen-year-old. Why?’


‘Is that what’s bothering you?’


She was puzzled. ‘How? How would that make a difference?’


‘Ricky told Tim you were a single parent with one child …’


She scowled. She could just imagine what Ricky Spencer had said about that.


‘It wasn’t a criticism,’ he added quickly.


‘What has it got to do with this?’


‘I know what that’s like,’ he said, speaking softly, carefully. ‘I know it’s different if you have kids. That brings us – you and me – closer to Steve Fleming and his daughter. Fleming is in the same position as you now – he’s a single parent. If you speak to little Jana you will probably have to stop yourself getting upset. I understand why you’re like that. But it’s not something to be worried about. It’s normal. I’d be the same.’


‘You have a child?’ It was hardly a basis for his assumptions.


He grinned, a big open smile that disclosed his teeth. ‘She’s twenty-five now. But she’s my only one. And I brought her up alone.’


‘No wife?’


‘I had a wife. She walked off twenty-three years ago. We haven’t seen her since.’


That he was telling her this would have been clever if it were some kind of strategy to win her over, but he seemed genuine.


‘Haven’t missed her, either,’ he added.


‘You’re single?’


‘I am, as it happens.’ Another smile, more inscrutable this time. ‘And I was a single parent for a long time. But as I said, Laura is twenty-five now.’


She moved the pieces around in her head, trying to find the pattern that would fit him – single parent, rugby player, Porsche, expensive aftershave, killed a farmer, North Yorkshire, attractive voice, DI, very free with the self-revelations. It didn’t work.


‘Trust me, you’ll be good for this,’ he said. ‘Debbie Moor, Tim Thorne, half of the rest of them up there …’ he waved his arm. ‘… they don’t really give a shit what happens to Steve or Jana Fleming. They go home at night and sleep soundly.’


‘But not you?’


‘Doesn’t it show?’ He pulled down the sun visor and looked at his eyes in the mirror. ‘Look at the state of me. I look like something out of a freak show.’ He rubbed his face and scalp harshly, stared at himself. Then he looked momentarily embarrassed. Was that really his impression of his own appearance?


‘You’ve been very patient with me,’ she said. ‘I’m grateful. But it’s something else.’


‘What else?’


Tell him, she thought. Tell him now.


He turned from his own face in the mirror and looked at her, waiting.


‘It’s something more personal,’ she said at last, then she looked quickly away from him and bit her lip. Even the thought of talking about it made her feel emotional. It was stupid, but she couldn’t help it.


‘Something to do with what happened a year and a half ago?’


Another good guess. She didn’t answer. She couldn’t look at him now. She just had to sit there and control it, not say anything. If she spoke he would catch it in her voice.


‘If it’s something serious, Karen, then you don’t need to tell me. If it upsets you, I mean. You don’t have to say anything more.’


She knew now she wouldn’t be able to say anything more. She was shaking a little, and kept her head turned away from him, looking out of the window. She couldn’t tell him, which meant she would have to do what he wanted.


‘Maybe you’re right,’ she said after a while. ‘Maybe I will be OK.’
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‘Let’s get started, chaps. We haven’t got all day.’ David Riggs, the SIO, glanced around the table, waiting for them all to shut up. He didn’t have to wait long. The mood was subdued. Day eight without a suspect. They were well past the immediate detection window now.


Riggs was a short, compact man, with neat, soft, jet-black hair, sharp blue eyes, a delicately pointed nose and chin, and a quirky, pencil-line moustache. Tim Thorne guessed he would be about fifty-two years old – probably average for an SIO – and suspected that both the moustache and the hair were dyed. Riggs was wearing a garish dark-green suit – no doubt something very expensive and designer made; Tim didn’t have a clue how to judge these things – and, more prominently, a large, green, spotted bow-tie. That was his trademark – an endless series of bow-ties, each as loud as the other. Lord Riggs, they called him, behind his back, or His Lordship. He spoke with a very plummy, public-school accent, and Tim hated him.


‘This might be a big day,’ Riggs said. ‘Ronnie Shepherd can’t join us because the doctors have said that we can speak to Jana Fleming today, so Ronnie is trying to get Steve Fleming to consent. I’m very hopeful about that.’ He held his crossed fingers in the air, then placed a pair of half-rimmed spectacles on his nose and flicked through the pages of a policy log in front of him. ‘Meanwhile, I need full reports from each of you,’ he said. ‘Then I can decide how to progress matters. I’ll start with you, Simon.’ He turned towards Simon Parfitt, the DS tasked with managing forensics.


They were in the large meeting room at Killingbeck and there were seven present, all seated around a collection of desks that had been pulled together to make one big table with a large gap in the middle.


Parfitt scratched at his earlobe. He was about Riggs’s age, but taller, fatter and bearded. He was wearing a cardigan over weathered brown cords and a loose cotton shirt. It was Saturday, of course, but he was still a bit too casual for Tim. He looked more like an academic than a DS – and that was his manner, too. Right now he was studiously chewing a pencil.


‘Keep it quick, Simon,’ Riggs suggested. ‘We’ve a lot to get through.’


Parfitt took the pencil from his mouth. ‘There are, to date, eighty-five possible forensic traces from the immediate crime scene alone.’ He mumbled almost too quietly for Tim to hear him. ‘Eight days in, with everything expedited, I can say that nearly everything that will be of use is processed, with virtually all results back from the lab as of this morning. Many traces are multiples – that is, originating from the same subject – and many have been eliminated already, which was a lot of work and has taken us until today. Having taken out everyone who is either a friend or family of the victim, we are left with forensic questions over twelve individuals.’ He looked up momentarily, to emphasize the point. ‘Of these we have to date identified eight, two through matches to a database. We had in total five sets of trace groupings originating from the builders who were renovating the Fleming home at the time of the attack. One of them matches to the DNA database – a man called Ahmed Ibrahim. He has previous for robbery and theft, the last conviction being in nineteen ninety-five. But he has an alibi.’


Riggs took over. ‘Basically, it’s not the building crew. We knew that from the moment we started pulling them in. The profile for this crime points to very professional operators capable of ruthlessly silencing a witness. The builders just don’t fit. You said that, didn’t you, Tom?’ He looked over at Tom Joyce, who nodded dutifully.


‘That really would have been too simple,’ Joyce said. ‘And Fleming wouldn’t have it, either.’


‘No. Fleming won’t have anyone we suggest to him,’ Riggs said, with a hint of irritation. He didn’t seem to like Fleming. Maybe he had come across him as a lawyer. ‘What about the four non-idents?’ he asked.


‘One of those is the killer,’ Parfitt said. ‘Or most probably. As we know, the trace comes from blood beneath Enisa Fleming’s fingernails, right hand. The pathologist says she must have scratched her attacker noticeably – there’s bits of skin as well as blood. But there’s no database match from that, nor any match to other traces from the scene. So whoever killed Enisa Fleming left only that trace at the scene and has never been processed before – at least, not in this country; we’re still awaiting various foreign results.’


He let that sink in, glancing round the table to see if there were any questions.


‘Shall I list the other three unidentified traces?’ Parfitt said, when nobody asked anything.


Riggs nodded, writing in his policy log now. Parfitt counted them on his fingers, giving various details. They were a mixture of saliva, hair and fingerprint traces, corresponding to three unidentified individuals, found in various parts of the Fleming home, including one from glass coming from the broken bedroom doors.


‘Moving on to the eight we have identified,’ Parfitt continued. ‘You’ve signed off six already, sir.’ He looked to Riggs for confirmation.


Riggs smiled quickly at him. ‘I have,’ he said. ‘Provisionally.’


Tim hadn’t known about that.


‘With those six out,’ Parfitt said, ‘it means that in terms of follow-ups there are only two outstanding now – Ian Whitfield and Andrew Lavelle. Lavelle is the estate agent who sold the house to the Flemings. He’s not a high probability, but we need to track him down. He left the firm he worked for about two months ago and they think he is still in the area.’


‘And Whitfield?’


‘Whitfield – along with a man called Ashruff – left many fingerprints throughout the premises. Ashruff is a manager for the removal company that moved the Flemings here from London six months ago. We’ve had him in and he checks out OK. Whitfield comes back on both prints and DNA. He’s the second database match. He has previous for theft and fraud. Last conviction was in November nineteen ninety-nine. Until March this year he was employed by Ashruff. So though we need to speak to him, he also is not a priority. He had a legit reason to leave his marks. And he doesn’t match either of the profiles we’re working to.’


‘Don’t let that slip, though,’ Riggs instructed. ‘I want him found and spoken to. Do we have an address for him?’


‘Ashruff didn’t have one. That’s been the delay. We found out late yesterday that he lives with his girlfriend in Keighley. Someone is due to go there this afternoon.’


Riggs nodded. Parfitt then repeated material about the blood pattern analysis and the ballistics report. Confusion had arisen because, taken together, they had been unable to determine whether the same person had fired the gun and carried out the stabbing. The National Crime Faculty had supplied a profiler who had consequently only been able to provide a series of options, instead of a single clear profile. Of the options there were two strong possibilities: either someone involved in high-level organized crime; or someone with a psychiatric illness, or a very severe drug habit with psychiatric complications. Polar opposites, in other words.


Worse, two shots had been fired, one of which hit Fleming. But only one cartridge case had been recovered, leaving it possible that two separate guns had been used (the ballistics on the bullets themselves were inconclusive). The unique marks on the single spent cartridge case had not appeared on any UK or Northern Ireland database. They were still checking with Interpol for a foreign match.


‘We’re sure about the cartridges now?’ Riggs asked. He looked over to Josh Reynolds, who was running the team responsible for the crime scene and searches.


Josh took a breath. ‘One hundred per cent,’ he said.


‘You’re one hundred per cent certain there is no second cartridge case at the scene?’


‘That’s right. It must have been collected and removed.’


‘Interesting.’ Riggs stroked his chin, staring hard at Reynolds, as if sceptical of his abilities.


By now Tim was drifting. The mention of Ronnie Shepherd at the beginning of the meeting had made him think of Laura, Ronnie’s daughter. Until the beginning of the year something had been going on between them, and now it was hard to work with Ronnie without thinking about her. They even looked alike: the same facial structure, the same hand gestures when they spoke.


He and Laura had kept the relationship secret from Ronnie because Tim had insisted upon it. Ronnie still didn’t know. But that hadn’t kept him out of the relationship. With Laura, everything came back to her father. She was twenty-five years old but she was practically living with him. Tim found it oppressive. He had made the mistake of telling Laura that.


‘Detective Sergeant Hepworth?’ Riggs called out to Vee Hepworth, moving on to the team responsible for tracing and locating the goods stolen from the burglary. It was a characteristic of Riggs that he addressed women formally, but not men, unless he disliked them. So far, Tim had managed to avoid being addressed formally. Vee Hepworth began to run through a repeat of material she had already passed on at debrief the day before. Tim listened with half an ear. Basically, they were getting nowhere locating the stolen goods. She passed out a supposedly definitive list of the missing items.


Determining what – if anything – had been stolen from the Fleming house had been difficult. They were reliant on the impressions of the victim’s mother – Varisha Hussein, who had taken a look around the property – and a list of valuables (with possible locations) made by Steve Fleming from his hospital bed, which officers had then searched for. At the end of that process they had discovered that all Enisa Fleming’s jewellery had gone missing from the dresser in her bedroom. That single discovery was what had led to the present disposition of forces, with twenty-one detectives examining aspects of what was being called the ‘professional-burglary-gone-wrong’ theory, leaving only five detectives under Tim (now that Karen Sharpe had joined him) to work on the victim’s background and connections.


‘That is worrying,’ he heard Riggs saying, as if he were also sceptical of Hepworth’s abilities. ‘I can’t believe that items as valuable as this would have been stolen by professional local nominals and we would hear nothing about it.’


Unless the theft was a cover, Tim thought, or merely incidental to the main purpose. At the start of the inquiry he had tried, without success, to convince Riggs that the modus operandi was too brutal for the crime to be the work of local professional burglars. And the ‘psychiatric headcase’ theory had never worked for him because lunatics didn’t work in pairs. If Riggs was wrong about the burglary motive, then the key to the crime could only come from the victim’s background and past. Yet Riggs had given him merely a handful of detectives to examine that angle.
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Ronnie Shepherd sat next to Varisha Hussein on one of the fixed plastic seats in the corridor outside Steve Fleming’s hospital room. He had left Sharpe in there. He checked his watch. Past two already. At 3 p.m. he had a meeting with Virginia Mason, the DS co-ordinating the local intelligence effort. It would take him half an hour to get back to Killingbeck. He would give Sharpe another fifteen minutes then leave. Meanwhile he was incommunicado. His mobile had to be switched off within the hospital, not a state of affairs he could tolerate for too long.


Already he had seen it was working well. He had introduced Sharpe as a temporary replacement for Debbie Moor, then sat in the corner of the private room and watched her. But the victim’s mother had arrived shortly after that, keen to talk. So he suggested they come out into the corridor.


Varisha Hussein was behaving too normally for someone who had just lost her daughter in brutal circumstances. She had the black rings under her eyes, the wide-eyed expression (was she on sedatives or tranquillisers?), but he hadn’t seen her in tears yet. She could talk perfectly lucidly, ask questions about the inquiry, keep him updated on how Jana was doing. But the speed at which she talked was unsettling. He reckoned she was teetering on the edge of a massive crash. Sooner or later your brain had to face up to these things, with or without drugs.


About ten metres further along the corridor, Steve Fleming’s father was hanging unsteadily out of a window, smoking clumsily. He had first appeared at the hospital three days after the attack, so drunk and dirty that nobody had believed he could have anything to do with Fleming. The man was an objectionable shambles. Most days he could hardly stand straight, or utter a sentence without swearing. When he had first appeared Varisha had been persuaded to come and look at him, to see if he really was a relative. That had sparked an argument of unpleasant ferocity. Varisha was an educated, wealthy woman with a business of her own (a local travel agency chain). She dressed and acted the part. She was also a woman who had just lost her daughter. But within seconds of seeing her, Arthur Fleming had launched into a drunken, racist rant that led to his being ejected from the hospital. Had he not been a relative he would have been arrested.


Ronnie watched him smoking for a while, sensing Varisha’s discomfort beside him, though Fleming would not come near them while she was there.


‘I can’t believe that man is Steve’s father,’ she whispered to him.


‘No. They’re not alike.’


‘I can’t stand being this close to him. He is a drunken racist. I will have to go back into the room.’


He nodded, hopelessly. That probably meant Arthur Fleming would come over to talk to him.


He stood with her and looked through the glass door as she went back in. Sharpe was still sitting close to the bed, holding Steve Fleming’s hand, talking quietly to him. Very impressive. Debbie Moor wouldn’t have even thought about touching him. Not that it would have made much difference. Debbie could appear hard-nosed, but that wasn’t really what these things came down to. Male victims who had lost their partners were susceptible to attractive, sympathetic females. It wasn’t the sort of thing Laura, his daughter, would approve of, but that was life, nature. They needed mothering, preferably by someone they would like to sleep with, all other things being equal. Debbie Moor was a little on the large side, and too close to fifty. Sharpe, on the other hand, definitely had the right sort of magnetism.


He had watched her with total fascination all morning. Partly, he supposed, it was because he already knew interesting things about her. After Tim Thorne had spoken to Ricky Spencer, he had called Brian Taylor and asked him for more info. Taylor was in charge of the CID across the county. He had known things about Sharpe’s suspension eighteen months ago that Spencer had not. But he had also told him about an incident a few years earlier, which Ronnie had recalled as soon as he was given the details.


Sharpe had entered a house on the Thorpe Edge Estate and rescued a kidnapped nine-year-old girl, the daughter of a judge. There had been three kidnappers in the flat and none had got out alive. An inquiry had fully exonerated Sharpe (so much so that she had received a Certificate of Commendation from the Chief Constable). But there had been no doubt as to who had shot whom. On that occasion Sharpe, on her own admission, had shot all three men.


She didn’t look capable of it. The woman he was watching was noticeably taller than average (about his own height, in fact), slim, in proportion. She held herself with care – like someone not quite at ease with her physical capabilities and appearance (including her height). As he had shaken her hand that morning he had felt a wiry strength in her grip, but there was no obvious muscle bulk on her body, nothing to suggest she spent half her life in the gym, or obsessively watched what she ate. If he had not known the facts he would have guessed she was of average female strength – certainly not strong enough to hold and manipulate a firearm effectively for a prolonged length of time.


She was dressed in ordinary clothing – a pair of tightly fitting jeans, a black T-shirt and a short suede jacket – with dark hair gathered into a pony-tail that came down to her neck. She had long legs and wore flat leather shoes. No jewellery at all, and no perfume that he had detected.


Her face was interesting. At a distance the most notable feature – and the only thing that seemed to suggest a history – was her nose. But as soon as he stood in front of her – at close range – her eyes had completely thrown him. Piercing, intense, attentive, bright-green eyes that fixed him and held his gaze without flinching. He had found himself struggling to look directly at her. He guessed the nose had been broken some time ago because it was slightly off-line. Not so much as to make her look damaged, but enough to unbalance her features ever so slightly. The cheekbones, the lean facial structure and the thin lips were all slightly at variance with it. It didn’t fit. It was the one little imperfection in her appearance, but it didn’t put him off – quite the reverse. For him her attraction was really all about that slightly deviated nose.


He had realized at once – even before she had started speaking to him in the car – that she didn’t want to be on the squad. He should have just accepted that then and there, asked for a replacement. That would have made Tim Thorne happy. But he didn’t. And his keenness to keep her was only partly due to his judgement that Steve Fleming would go for her. That judgement was, in turn, entirely based on the fact that, given the chance, he would go for her himself. He definitely wanted to see more of Karen Sharpe, wanted to know more about her, and if she wasn’t on the squad he was unlikely to be given that chance. It wasn’t very professional, but then the likelihood of anything coming of his curiosity seemed non-existent. She had shown no interest in him. He could usually tell when women were attracted. There had been no such signs coming from Sharpe.


He had just sat down again when the door to the room opened. He looked back and saw Sharpe step out and signal to him. He got up and went over to her.


‘Any progress?’ he asked, speaking quietly and looking behind her through the door window. Varisha Hussein was putting on her coat.


‘Yes. But not with Steve. I don’t think he would agree to anything just yet. I spoke to Varisha instead. Legally, I would say she’s in loco parentis at the moment. And she’s more than happy for me to speak to Jana.’


He smiled broadly at her. ‘Good.’ It would do.


‘We’re going up to Alwoodley now,’ she said. ‘She looks out of it. I think she’s on some kind of tranquilliser, so I’ll drive her. My car’s at Killingbeck, so maybe you can take us there now? Then I’ll ring you when I’ve spoken to Jana. Have you a mobile number?’


He took a card out and gave it to her. She checked it, then slipped it into her pocket. She looked calm, functional. No sign of the earlier emotion.


‘Come and see me when you get back to Killingbeck,’ he said. ‘Maybe we can get a coffee or something. I appreciate this, Karen.’


‘Thanks. No coffee, though.’


‘Or a quick drink tonight?’


‘I’ve got to get back for my daughter.’


He shrugged. ‘Of course.’ Not interested at all. Exactly as he had guessed.


‘What about him?’ she asked, nodding towards Arthur Fleming, drunkenly edging towards them, trying to listen in.


‘I’m going to call Security and have him removed,’ he said.


Half an hour later, at Killingbeck, he sat in David Riggs’s office and listened to DS Virginia Mason’s assessment of the local intelligence. Virginia was a middle-aged mother of two with a knack for getting people to talk to her. She didn’t look or act like a typical police officer. She would probably have been his second choice to speak to Jana, if Sharpe had backed out. She and four other detectives had spent eight days working virtually every informant handler they had, making sure that if there was any word at ground level they were aware of it. It took her twenty minutes to talk him through the detail of their inquiries, but there was nothing to work with.


‘That’s it?’ he asked.


‘That’s it,’ she said.


‘So nothing at all?’


She held her empty palms wide for him to see. ‘Just about. I’ve told you everything significant. There’s nothing of interest that is also reliable. It’s very strange. We’ve been in direct or indirect contact with one hundred and fifteen registered informants and two hundred and five lower grade sources. You would think we would pick up something.’ She looked tired. ‘I don’t understand it at all.’


‘But if it was someone big?’ he suggested. ‘Too big to sing about.’


‘They don’t exist. If we are working to the idea of a high-value burglary perpetrated by a professional crew capable of deliberately killing the witnesses, then we are talking about six people in West Yorkshire who can run that kind of operation. It’s as simple as that. Big as those six are, we have our noses in their underwear. And someone will always say something. Someone who wants their fix so much they temporarily lose the fear. If we switch to the other profile – to the druggie, or lunatic who overreacts when things go wrong – then the chances of it coming out of the woodwork are even higher.’ She shrugged helplessly. ‘No one in West Yorkshire knows who did this. That’s how it looks.’


‘Which can only mean it wasn’t someone local.’ He sat back in the chair and ran his hand across his scalp.


‘From London, maybe,’ Mason said. ‘Someone from Fleming’s past down there.’
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‘This is Enisa when she was fifteen.’


Karen took the photo from Varisha Hussein and looked closely at it.


They were sitting on a long, hard, modern sofa in a spacious room. Floor-to-ceiling windows opened on to a view of a fastidiously landscaped lawn. In the distance – about a football pitch away – Karen could see a copse of cedar trees and a miniature lake. The room was cleanly and sparsely decorated, mainly filled with bookshelves, easy chairs, card tables and drinks cabinets. Three frames hung on the wall opposite the windows, forming a huge, connected triptych; some kind of modern, abstract collage of fabric and paint.


Varisha had called it ‘the drawing room’. There was no TV or sound system, but there was an old valve radio. To Karen’s eyes, there was nothing particularly Asian about any of it. The house was a large, detached thirties building, with security gates and walled, wooded perimeters. It was at the very edge of Alwoodley, an expensive suburb on the northern rim of Leeds, more widely known because several Premiership footballers had houses there.
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