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				When a brutal crime is committed . . .
But there’s no human explanation . . .
Who can the police turn to?

				[image: BLOODEAGLE_TTP.pdf]

				This secret MI5 division recruits gifted teenagers to be paranormal investigators. The elite CRYPT team, including star agent Jud Lester, cracks the cases no one else can.

				An ancient treasure trove off the coast of England.
A lone diver, searching for riches.
A horror unleashed.
Once disturbed, the treasure’s protectors are out to enact terrifying revenge . . .

				Have the CRYPT team got what it takes to silence the ghosts of the past?

			

		

	
		
			
				

				

				Andrew Hammond began his working life in a cheap suit, sitting in the bowels of York Magistrates’ Court, interviewing repeat offenders who always said they ‘didn’t do it’. After three years in the legal profession, Andrew re-trained as an English teacher. CRYPT is Andrew’s first fictional series but he has written over forty English textbooks for schools and he can spot the difference between an adjectival and adverbial phrase at fifty paces (if only someone would ask him to). He now works as a headmaster in Hampshire with his wife Andie and their four angels – Henry, Edward, Eleanor and Katherine – none of whom are old enough yet to read ‘Daddy’s scary books’. But one day . . .
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				Praise for Andrew Hammond

				‘I really enjoyed the mixture of action and horror’ Bookzone4Boys.com

				‘The creeps, gore and tension, build towards a cracking showdown’ BartsBookShelf.com

				‘Gripping and exciting. There is horror, gore, ghosts and lost of things that go bump in the night. I loved it’ Susankmann.com
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				Ghosts are the stuff of fiction, right?

				Wrong.

				The government just doesn’t want you to know about them .  .  .

				This is the top secret classified history of CRYPT.

				In 2007, American billionaire and IT guru Jason Goode bought himself an English castle; it’s what every rich man needs. He commissioned a new skyscraper too, to be built right in the heart of London. A futuristic cone-shaped building with thirty-eight floors and a revolving penthouse, it would be the new headquarters for his global enterprise, Goode Technology PLC.

				He and his wife Tara were looking forward to their first Christmas at the castle with Jamie, their thirteen-year-old son, home from boarding school. It all seemed so perfect.

				Six weeks later Goode returned home one night to find a horror scene: the castle lit up with blue flashing lights, police everywhere.

				His wife was dead. His staff were out for the night; his son was the only suspect.

				Jamie was taken into custody and eventually found guilty of killing his mother. They said he’d pushed her from the battlements during a heated argument. He was sent away to a young offenders’ institution.

				But throughout the trial, his claims about what really happened never changed:

				‘The ghosts did it, Dad.’

				His father had to believe him. From that day on, Jason Goode vowed to prove the existence of ghosts and clear his son’s name.

				They said Goode was mad – driven to obsession by the grief of losing his family. Plans for the new London headquarters were put on hold. He lost interest in work. People said he’d given up on life.

				But one man stood by him – lifelong friend and eminent scientist Professor Giles Bonati. Friends since their student days at Cambridge, Bonati knew Goode hadn’t lost his mind. They began researching the science of disembodied spirits.

				Not only did they prove scientifically how ghosts can access our world, they uncovered a startling truth too: that some teenagers have stronger connections to ghosts than any other age group. They have high extrasensory perception (ESP), which means they can see ghosts where others can’t.

				So was Jamie telling the truth after all?

				Goode and Bonati set up the Paranormal Investigation Team (PIT), based in the cellars of Goode’s private castle. It was a small experimental project at first, but it grew. Requests came in for its teenage agents to visit hauntings across the region.

				But fear of the paranormal was building thanks to the PIT. Hoax calls were coming in whenever people heard a creak in the attic. Amateur ghost hunters began to follow the teenagers and interfere with their work. But it didn’t stop there. Goode and Bonati quickly discovered a further truth – something which even they had not bargained for. As more and more people pitched up at hauntings to watch the agents in action, so the ghosts became stronger. It seemed as though the greater the panic and hysteria at a scene, the more powerful the paranormal activity became. There was no denying it: the ghosts fed off human fear.

				So where would this lead?

				To prevent the situation from escalating out of control, Goode was ordered to disband the PIT and stop frightening people. Reporters tried to expose the team as a fraud. People could rest easy in their beds – there was no such thing as ghosts. Goode had to face the awful truth that his son was a liar – and a murderer. The alternative was too frightening for the public to accept.

				So that’s what they were told.

				But in private, things were quite different. Goode had been approached by MI5.

				The British security services had been secretly investigating paranormal incidents for years. When crimes are reported without any rational human explanation, MI5 must explore all other possibilities, including the paranormal. But funding was tight and results were limited.

				Maybe teenagers were the answer.

				So they proposed a deal. Goode could continue his para-normal investigations, but to prevent more hoax calls and widespread panic, he had to do so under the cover and protection of MI5.

				They suggested the perfect venue for this joint operation – Goode’s London headquarters. The skyscraper was not yet finished. There was still time. A subterranean suite of hi-tech laboratories could be built in the foundations. A new, covert organisation could be established – bigger and better than before, a joint enterprise between Goode Technology and the British security services.

				But before Jason Goode agreed to the plan, he made a special request of his own. He would finish the building, convert the underground car park into a suite of laboratories and living accommodation, allow MI5 to control operations, help them recruit the best teenage investigators they could find and finance any future plans they had for the organisation – all in return for one thing.

				He wanted his son back.

				After weeks of intense secret negotiations, the security services finally managed to broker the deal: provided he was monitored closely by the Covert Policing Command at Scotland Yard, and, for his own protection, was given a new identity, Jamie could be released. For now.

				The deal was sealed. The Goode Tower was finished – a landmark piece of modern architecture, soaring above the Thames. And buried discreetly beneath its thirty-eight floors was the Covert Response Youth Paranormal Team.

				The CRYPT. Its motto: EXSPECTA INEXSPECTATA. Expect the unexpected.

				Jamie Goode was released from custody and is now the CRYPT’s most respected agent.

				And his new identity?

				Meet Jud Lester, paranormal investigator.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 1

				TUESDAY, 7.14 A.M.

				DUNWICH BEACH, SUFFOLK

				The dawn mist hung low over the icy waters of the North Sea as they ripped into the pebble beach. The pale stones tumbled helplessly towards the soapy froth. Another gust and the tide crept further still up the shifting sands, depositing its unwelcome gift of flotsam before retreating again beneath its foggy shroud.

				There was no horizon; the thick, white cloud extended forwards, upwards, all around.

				A lone gull swooped from nowhere to investigate a discarded, rusty Coke can left by the last riptide, flipped it eagerly with its sharp beak, then took off in disappointment, vanishing into the nothingness.

				Another gust of wind bit through the mist, sending swirls of cloud rolling across the rippling grey waves and allowing a small light to become visible about a mile out to sea. Just a faint yellow light, winking at no one, and the faint trace of a mast, rising and tumbling and swaying with every wave that rocked the little vessel.

				Dan Summers was not on his boat.

				But it remained anchored and it had, so far at least, resisted the lashing waves that had been crashing into its dirty hull since the small hours.

				Dan was several metres beneath the surface – just where he liked to be. Though he’d been diving for years, this was his first foray into these cold, eerie waters.

				The landlord of the little hotel had boasted to Dan how it was a common occurrence to see a skull wash up on the beach, or a thigh bone, or a foot. As a child (so he’d said), he would often find human bones whilst playing on the beach with his brothers and sister. There was, after all, a whole graveyard beneath the waves. And the sea doesn’t respect a dead man’s privacy, as he kept saying. ‘It’ll turn you into driftwood if it so wishes.’

				And now the sunken village of Dunwich, hidden beneath the waves for more than a century, was exceeding even Dan’s inflated expectations.

				Scrabbling around on the seabed among the debris of fallen buildings and walls and gravestones, he’d found more than some divers before him had found after years of diving here.

				There had been plenty of similar expeditions to this particular edge of Suffolk. They knew it wasn’t every day that a whole town was claimed by the ocean. And plenty of historians and authors too had written of the place that dwelled beneath the waves – ‘England’s own Atlantis,’ some called it. In its history, Dunwich had been a Roman fort, a thriving port – the envy of all coastal towns in the East – and even the capital city of a Saxon kingdom. At one stage, Dunwich had a population the size of half of London.

				But the ripping tides had shown no mercy over the years and now the only evidence you could find on land of this ghost city was the ruins of the Franciscan friary, still clinging to the cliffs. Everything else had slipped, like the pebbles on the beach, into the ravaging jaws of the North Sea. And though this deserted edge of Suffolk had seen more than its fair share of invaders from Europe over the centuries, no army was so destructive as nature itself.

				On quiet nights, when at last the wind abated in this wild stretch of coastline and the air was still, save for the gulls’ cries, locals said they heard the desperate peels from the bells of St Mary’s Church, from its own watery grave.

				The landlord said, if you wanted ‘a wild, remote, spooky adventure of a holiday, then come to Dunwich beach.’ But then, he would.

				As a diver, Dan was no stranger to adventure; in fact, it took much to impress him after the exploits he’d enjoyed over the years.

				But here, right now, beneath the freezing waters, he’d found something that had made the journey – and the expense, and the sleepless night on the rickety bed, and the almost impossible navigation to get here – worthwhile.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 2

				TUESDAY, 8.41 A.M.

				CRYPT, LONDON

				Jud Lester edged closer to the battlements. The wind was racing around the top of the tower, brushing his hair in every direction and battering his cold cheeks. He tiptoed on, closer and closer to the plunging descent into darkness. He imagined the feel of the hard, unforgiving tarmac at the bottom and felt a shudder inside.

				As he gazed over the edge into blackness, a tear fell from his cheek and landed on his boot. Then another.

				He wiped his eyes, sniffed and stiffened his body.

				‘Come on,’ he said aloud. ‘Think. Remember.’

				The roar of the wind rose again and there was a thunderclap that shook him, shook the very foundations of the building.

				He looked skywards and closed his eyes.

				‘Talk to me!’ he shouted out. ‘Say something. Anything!’

				‘Where the hell is Jud?’ Bex asked Luc as they passed in the corridor on Sector One.

				He shrugged. ‘Search me. Still in bed, I s’pose.’

				‘He’s not. That’s just the point. I’ve tried his room. He’s gone, Luc.’

				‘What do you mean, gone?’

				‘His bed’s not even been slept in. I’m telling you, he’s not here.’

				‘I’m sure he hasn’t vanished, Bex. Chill out. Look, I’m sorry I can’t help you,’ Luc replied. ‘I’ve got to get down to the briefing room. Vorzek’s demonstrating some equipment. In fact, I thought you were supposed to be there too.’

				‘I am!’ said Bex. ‘And so is Jud. That’s why I went to check he was up. I’ve been calling him on his mobile too. No answer. I’m worried, Luc. Something’s up. I can feel it.’ Bex found Luc’s laid-back attitude irritating. He was so cool, so unflappable – which was great in times of crisis, but frustrating at other moments when she found it difficult to prompt him into action. And if he told her to ‘chill out’ one more time, she’d go mad. Was she the only one in the CRYPT who cared about Jud Lester? Sometimes it felt like that.

				But irritation didn’t suit Bex. She too was cool and classy and at times just as bomb-proof as Luc. When it came to paranormal investigations, there were few agents in the whole enterprise with the same gutsy courage as Bex De Verre. Her auburn hair and huge dark eyes, combined with her pale complexion, made her stand out from the crowd and there were very few male agents in the place who didn’t hold a soft spot for Bex, albeit a secret one – there was no point in allowing their feelings to grow; everyone knew she only had eyes for one agent.

				And it was the self-same agent who, for some reason, possessed this uncanny knack of disappearing suddenly from view. He was slippery, elusive – like a fox but, unluckily for Bex, with the same alluring charm. How many hours had she spent searching the long corridors and empty labs ‘fox hunting’? And here she was, at it again. But Jud’s disappearance troubled her. Yes, he was brave, strong, scarily intelligent, but he was vulnerable too. Only Bex knew that. And he possessed a temper that was as volatile as mercury. She had to find him; he was a law unto himself sometimes.

				‘Look, I can’t miss this briefing,’ said Luc. ‘And neither should you, Bex. Jud’s probably in there by now, wondering where we are.’

				‘So why was his bed not slept in, huh?’

				‘I dunno. Don’t much care, either. Maybe he’s suddenly decided to start making it every morning, like a good boy,’ said Luc, smirking. His dark skin, his bright shining eyes and his beautiful white teeth made him no less alluring than Jud. And when he smiled, as he was doing now, his face lit up. But Bex was not in the mood to be charmed, at least not by Luc.

				She raised an eyebrow as if to say, You don’t believe that either, do you?

				‘Look, I’ve got to go, Bex. If he’s not with Vorzek, we’ll search later, OK? He can’t have gone far. He always tells me when he’s going out. Come on, let’s not be late or Vorzek will kill us.’

				She shook her head. ‘I’m going to see Bonati. I’m not convinced, Luc. Something’s up.’

				He shrugged. ‘OK. Whatever. I’ll help you later, if he really has gone – but I bet he hasn’t. You know what he’s like, Bex. You worry too much about that guy. Anyone would think . . .’ he raised his eyebrows cheekily and an endearing grin returned to his face as he trailed off and left her alone. He made off in the direction of the lifts.

				A few minutes later, Bex found the professor in his office, on the telephone. She waited patiently for him to end his call and look up in her direction. She watched his piercing eyes behind those rimless specs as they flickered across the computer screen to his left. He leaned back in his chair and ran a hand through his impressive shock of grey hair – ‘the silver fox,’ they sometimes called him, though Bex didn’t need another fox in the place. He was good looking in an intellectual way – like a dashing surgeon or the barrister in court whom the jurors always fall for. It always puzzled Bex why he’d never married – he must have had plenty of offers. But he was wedded to the CRYPT.

				He soon finished his phone call and looked up.

				‘Morning, Rebecca. Problem?’

				‘I can’t find Jud, sir. He’s meant to be attending Dr Vorzek’s meeting and I was hoping to catch him first to discuss a case we’re on. You know, the Old Bailey ghost? I wanted to run some theories past him before the briefing. We were supposed to be meeting for breakfast. But I can’t find him anywhere.’

				Bonati was as calm and measured as ever. He removed his glasses, rubbed his eyes – already tired from staring at a computer screen since the early hours – and took a sip from the lukewarm coffee on his desk.

				‘If I had a pound for every time that boy vanished . . . He won’t have gone far, Bex. Tried the SPA rooms?’

				‘Why? He’s not due a session today is he?’

				The professor laughed. ‘I wish I could restrict our Jud Lester to scheduled sessions only. You know how much he likes it in there. We’ve tried changing the access codes, but he always cracks them. It’s his playground. Probably been there all night.’

				They both knew that the CRYPT’s SPA rooms held an intoxicating allure for Jud Lester. The Simulated Paranormal Activity rooms were filled with the very latest technology, allowing agents to conjure up ‘real-life’ hauntings in which they could test their extrasensory perception (and their courage). But access to the SPA rooms was strictly limited to official training sessions only, arranged by Professor Bonati or Dr Vorzek.

				However, they both knew it was as difficult to keep Jud out of there as it is to prevent a rat from entering a chicken coop. He always found a way in.

				‘OK, thank you, sir. I’ll go and look.’

				‘Wait,’ said Bonati, rising from his desk. ‘I’ll come with you. If he has been down there all night then it’s high time I had a word with him. That boy needs sleep like everyone else does. He’s not as superhuman as he thinks, you know. Besides, those damn SPA simulations are a drain on resources. If he thinks it’s a playground, it’s a bloody expensive one.’ He made for the door and shut it quickly behind them. ‘Let’s go and surprise him, shall we? Then I want to catch some of Vorzek’s seminar too.’

				They moved swiftly to the lifts and descended to Sector Three. Bex was relieved to have convinced at least one person to join her on her hunt.

				SPA-1 was unoccupied. The doors slid open and the place was empty. SPA-2 was in use – they could see from the small screen to the left of the door that a training session was already underway. The agents’ names and the start and expected finish time were shown on the LED screen. It was possible that Jud had faked their names, but the professor remembered he had scheduled those agents to be in there, so there was no need to check.

				They moved on to SPA-3. The small screen read, ‘Occupied – routine operational maintenance.’

				‘Jud!’ they said, almost in unison.

				Bonati keyed in the pass code and the first electric door slid smoothly to the left before sweeping shut behind them again, enclosing them in the small space between doors. That was always when your adrenalin started to run. Agents rarely knew what was to be found on the other side of those internal doors. The technology inside the SPA rooms allowed for all manner of scenes to be conjured up. It was like walking inside an Xbox game, quite literally. With hi-tech projectors everywhere, booming sound systems, holographic images and sudden temperature drops, you never knew what to expect.

				Two seconds later, the internal doors slid open and they were inside.

				‘What the—’ said Bonati, stopping in his tracks.

				Bex stared in silent shock.

				It was like opening a door and finding a fifty-foot drop on the other side. Jud was at the opposite end of the room and between them there seemed to lie a great abyss – like the giant mouth of a stone well.

				The room was dimly lit, save for sporadic lightning flashes that illuminated the space, each one followed by deafening thunder rolls, resembling cannon fire. But they could see Jud through the gloom – and the strange platform he appeared to be standing on. He was at their level – he must have been – but it looked for all the world like he’d climbed to the top of some vast tower or stone keep – and was now standing perilously close to the edge.

				His face looked horror struck. As the lightning flashed again, they could see the whites of his eyes and the red rings around them, giving the distinct impression that he’d been crying.

				No, thought Bex. Jud – crying? It wasn’t possible; there was some other explanation.

				His legs and feet were hidden from view – obscured by what looked like crenulations, resembling the stone battlements you see at the top of a castle.

				And just what was he looking at?

				They followed his line of sight and gazed downwards, through the gloom.

				‘Look, Professor!’ shouted Bex. ‘Over there.’

				They peered at the floor – it had the impression it was many metres below them. There was definitely something visible at the bottom.

				Was it the outline of a body? It was possible.

				Ignoring the simulated drop, Bonati marched right across the floor, a furious expression on his face. He made for the computer panels in the corner of the room. Within seconds he’d keyed in the pass code, pressed ‘ABORT’ and the entire holographic scene had begun to fade. The dimensions of the room slowly returned – the white walls, the tiled floor.

				As the lights rose, Bex could see Jud was slumped on the floor, his back resting against the far wall. He didn’t even look up.

				‘Hey, Jud?’ said Bex.

				‘Out!’ the professor shouted.

				Bex didn’t move. He was shouting at Jud, surely.

				‘I said out, Rebecca. Now!’

				‘What, me? Why? But sir, I—’

				‘That’s an order! Leave us!’

				She frowned in disbelief, shrugged and then turned towards the exit. She pressed the silver button and the internal door slid to one side. She stepped into the foyer but was able to steal a quick glance behind her just before the door swung shut again. She saw Bonati grab a defeated-looking Jud, haul him to his feet, push him against the wall and begin jabbing his finger angrily into his chest.

				She’d never seen him that angry before.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 3

				TUESDAY, 9.11 A.M.

				CLIFF TOP, DUNWICH

				Jürgen Møller walked to the bench at the furthest end of the cliff-top path and sat down. He lit up a cigarette, closed his eyes and felt the bracing wind against his face.

				His shock of closely cropped, blond hair stood proud against the breeze. Though it was freezing, he didn’t feel especially cold in his thin shirt and jeans. He was used to conditions far worse than this. This was nothing. If anything, it made him feel more at home.

				He fished around inside his bag for the binoculars, then turned to face the sea and lifted them up to his eyes. A thin trail of smoke rose from the cigarette in his right hand, like a miniature chimney, swirling skywards before dispersing when the next gust took hold.

				A few seconds of focusing and Møller had the little boat in his sights. It was making for the coastline. Perfect timing, he thought.

				He watched it head inland; he was unable to make out the identity of the man at the helm from this distance, but then he didn’t need to. He’d studied the boat for some time and knew exactly who was on it.

				His hands were chapped and blistered from the cold air but his skin was so leathery he felt no pain. His pale face wore a thin beard of blond stubble and his teeth were stained yellow with nicotine.

				He took a last, long drag of the cigarette and hurled it to the floor before returning to the binoculars again. The little boat had nearly reached the jetty now.

				A few more minutes and it was moored. Møller watched the man leap from its deck and fasten the boat to the pontoon with red ropes.

				The man disappeared inside again but returned a moment later with a small knapsack slung over his shoulder. He checked the moorings were secure and then headed along the jetty towards the beach.

				Møller placed the binoculars back in his bag and took out his mobile phone. He dialled a number and waited.

				‘Lars?’

				‘Yes, Jürgen.’

				‘It’s here. Get going.’

				‘On my way.’

				Møller glanced at his watch. ‘I’ll be at the rendezvous at eleven o’clock. OK? Don’t be late.’

				He ended the call before Lars even had a chance to reply and then placed the phone into his bag, sat back against the damp bench and lit up another cigarette. The cold wind rattled through his shirt but failed to bring a chill to his steely bones. There wasn’t a goose bump on his body.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 4

				TUESDAY, 9.55 A.M.

				DUNWICH BEACH, SUFFOLK

				A pungent, salty smell of bacon filled the deserted café. Outside, the mist had subsided, giving way to a blanket of grey cloud. The windows in the restaurant rattled as the pitter-patter of silver globules grew stronger. Soon, rain was pelting against the steamy glass and Dan felt a shiver run through him. He held the warm mug as though it were a precious chalice and lowered his head over it, allowing the revitalising aroma of coffee to fill his nostrils.

				‘Bacon and egg sandwich, sir?’ the young chef shouted, putting the plate of food on the counter.

				Dan rose slowly and made his way across the room, which was furnished with plastic red chairs and small, metal tables, each one laid with cheap knives and forks, tarnished salt and pepper pots and plastic ketchup dispensers in the shape of giant tomatoes. His legs felt stiff from the cold that had been seeping into him since his early-morning dive. His mop of tousled blond hair was still matted from the driving rain but it framed his weather-beaten face well. He had freckles across his nose and piercing blue eyes. It rarely surprised people to learn that, when he wasn’t diving, Dan was a keen surfer – he had that kind of look: sun-bleached and adventurous. But he preferred warmer conditions than the frozen chill of the North Sea that morning.

				‘Thanks, mate,’ he said. ‘Just what I need.’

				He returned to his table, nodding to the only other customer in the place, a thin, middle-aged man with a worn, stubbly face, seated by a window in the far corner, bent over a steaming cup of hot tea. The man nodded politely back in Dan’s direction but showed no interest in starting a conversation.

				Licking his lips as he sat down, Dan lifted one slice of bread, picked up the red tomato, and squeezed hard. A giant dollop of ketchup plopped on to the runny egg and bacon. He closed the sandwich again and patted the bread down hard. Ketchup oozed slowly out of the sides of the sandwich, like blood from a wound, mixing with the yellow yoke and forming an orange goo on the plate.

				It tasted good and Dan polished it off in just a few gluttonous bites; indigestion would soon come calling but he didn’t care. He was ravenous and could have eaten another three of these little babies.

				As the last morsel of bread dislodged itself from his throat under a torrent of warm coffee, Dan glanced down at the package on the plastic chair next to him. He felt that surge of excitement again – the same feeling he’d experienced down on the murky seabed.

				He picked it up and slowly unwrapped it, as a child unwraps a longed-for present on Christmas morning.

				There were three different items inside, each one intriguing for its own reasons.

				The first was a coin – not easily identifiable as such, encrusted as it was with all manner of minerals and salts dredged up from the sand, but undeniably some kind of money. He picked it up and scratched the less worn side gently with his fingernail. He could see three words written on three separate lines, right across the middle of the coin: DOR – EST[image: Accent1.pdf]T – FIT. It meant nothing to him. He flipped it over. The reverse side was more decayed – presumably this side had been exposed, rather than buried and better preserved in the sea bottom. There was some kind of cross in the centre of the coin with perhaps more lettering around its edge, but the letters were worn and encrusted with debris so they were impossible to read. He twirled the coin between his fingertips, puzzled by its origin. Suddenly he caught sight of the young chef gazing in his direction, and quickly placed it back inside the tissue.

				He waited for the young man to busy himself in the kitchen again and then removed the second item from the crumpled tissue. It didn’t look much – just a piece of broken stone – but it was just as intriguing to Dan. Granite, perhaps? Small enough to fit in his palm, there was a jagged edge on one side, suggesting it had once formed part of a larger piece and, judging by its thickness, quite a large piece too.

				But it wasn’t so much its shape or texture that had excited Dan during his dive. It was the fact that there were letters – or symbols of some kind – running across it from left to right. They ended abruptly at the point where the stone had fractured. He’d not been able to make out any identifiable wording, but the letters or shapes were definitely there – etched into the stone with some kind of sharp knife or engraving tool, perhaps? He gazed at it, tracing the weird shapes with his finger. What language was this?

				And below the markings there was some kind of drawing visible – faint and barely traceable, but something was carved into the stone. The front part of a horse, perhaps? he thought. It seemed like there were too many legs for that – he could count four just at the front of the animal, suggesting it might have had as many as eight in total – but it certainly looked like the head of a horse. If this was part of a gravestone, it was unlike any he’d seen before.

				‘Finished, ’ave you, my darling?’ said a middle-aged woman, as she approached Dan from behind and made straight for his plate. The congealed egg and ketchup had now set in a strange whirling pattern.

				‘Oh, er . . . yes, thank you,’ he muttered, moving quickly to try and cover up his find. The other items were safely beneath the tissue.

				‘First time in Dunwich?’

				He nodded.

				‘Whatcha got there then, my lovely?’ The lady had been waiting for an excuse to talk to this welcome stranger. She’d noticed him the day before, when he’d come in. Although she was old enough to be his mother, she knew a good-looking lad when she saw one and couldn’t resist gazing at that handsome, weather-beaten face.

				‘What? Oh, nothing,’ said Dan, dismissively. ‘Just a few bits of rubbish, you know. I found them on the dive this morning. It’s nothing really.’

				‘Oh, so you’re a diver, are you? Well I never! You’ve come to the right place, my darlin’.’

				‘Yeah, it’s a decent spot. I’ve dived in Suffolk before, years ago, but further up, near Southwold.’

				‘Oh, no, you want Dunwich, my lovely. This is the best place anywhere. So you been out, ’ave you? You’re a brave one, so you are! It looked ’orrible out there this mornin’. You must be freezin’. All wet. You got some dry clothes, ’ave you, my love? You need warmin’ up, so you do!’

				‘No, I’m fine. Really. But thank you.’

				She looked inquisitively at his hand, now covering something.

				‘Piece of gravestone, is it, eh?’ she said, uninspired. She had eyes like a hawk and had already clocked it, well before he’d covered it up.

				‘Oh, erm, yes. Well, it may be.’

				‘There’s lots of graves beneath the ocean out there, my love – from all the churches and graveyards that slipped into the sea over the years. But I don’t need to tell you that, eh? I s’pose you knows all about the history round ’ere.’

				Dan nodded, as he placed the packages back into his rucksack on the chair. The third and most intriguing find of all would have to wait for now. Too risky to take it out here.

				‘Yes, it’s sad, isn’t it? All those bodies claimed by the sea. And their gravestones too. It’s a gloomy place.’

				‘Not always,’ said the woman. ‘But listen to you! Oh, you are a sad soul. Good lookin’ lad like you shouldn’t be worryin’ about sad things like dead people an’ all. Life’s too short, eh, my dear? You need to enjoy yourself! Got a girlfriend, ’ave you?’

				Dan raised an eyebrow. Strange question for a middle-aged woman like her to be asking, he thought. And no, I’m not enjoying myself with you, if that’s what you’re thinking, he wanted to say out loud – but he was too polite, and the bacon and egg sandwich had been so good. This woman was getting flirty, but it was comical really. The young man in the kitchen had now made himself scarce – probably embarrassed, thought Dan.

				She bent over and began wiping the table in front of him with a vigorous action that shook the salt and pepper pots in their little metal tray and made the plastic tomato wobble. ‘Best left be, those bodies, that’s what I say. They don’t need disturbin’ down there. Listen, can I top you up, love?’

				‘What?’

				‘Your coffee. Do you want a top up?’

				‘Oh, er . . . no, thanks. I’m great.’

				‘Oh, that you are!’

				‘What? Oh, erm . . . can I just have the bill, if you don’t mind?’ asked Dan, quickly. She was getting annoying now.

				‘OK,’ she replied sulkily, and trudged off towards the kitchen, her open-toed sandals flip-flopping on the linoleum floor, newly mopped that morning.

				Dan stared out of the steamy window and wiped a small area clear with his fingertips. The rain was still thrashing down on to the gravel car park, which looked desolate with only a couple of cars huddled close to the café and a Land Rover in the far corner, near the dunes, beyond which he could just make out the grey waves rising and falling.

				This was a desolate place and no mistake. Yet the café looked large enough to seat a great number of visitors. Given the size of the fat fryers and saucepans and the number of little metal tea pots and jugs stacked up by the cash till, Dan assumed they received vast numbers of tourists in the summer months.

				But this was mid-January and a very different place in winter. He’d been surprised to find the café open at all, in fact. He gazed around the walls, bedecked with cheap tea towels for sale and nautical pictures in pine frames. There were flags and buckets and spades and the usual plastic flowers on sticks that you hold up against the wind and watch their petals whirl around like spokes on a watermill.

				Dan’s hostess lived above the shop all year round – ‘So why should I close?’ she often said to her friends. She was the owner of the establishment, and mother to the young man in the kitchen who called himself chef. Life was better all round when they both found distraction in the café; the flat seemed too small now her son had grown up.

				She soon returned with a small strip of till roll on a plastic plate and another renewed smile for Dan. He quickly paid in cash.

				As he stood up, a flash of lightning penetrated into the room and caused the lights to buzz and flicker briefly, followed by the inevitable rumble of thunder outside.

				‘Goin’ to be another wild one,’ the woman warned, as Dan opened the door and let a gust of wind inside. ‘Mind ’ow you go, young man. Oh, keep that door shut, won’t you!’

				He smiled politely and left the building, nodding again to the customer in the corner who was still sipping his tea. Pulling the collar of his raincoat up to his neck, Dan walked back down the long path towards the dunes and the jetty beyond, to which his little boat was still desperately clinging.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 5

				TUESDAY, 10.39 A.M.

				DUNWICH BEACH, SUFFOLK

				‘He’s a brave one, eh?’ the woman shouted over to her first customer of the day.

				‘I’m sorry?’ he said from across the room.

				‘The young man who just left. I say, he’s a brave one to be diving in these conditions, don’t you think?’

				‘Oh, yes. Quite. Still, we all have our hobbies, I suppose.’ The man returned to his teacup, uninterested, and quickly drained it.

				The wind rose again to a tempestuous level, shaking the windows and clanking the metal roofs of the little winch sheds up on the beach.

				The weather was anything but the sort you’d want for a holiday.

				But this customer didn’t care.

				It felt good just to be away from the city for a short while. His doctor, and the few people he counted as friends, had all joined forces and told him to get away for a rest. They’d said he looked like he needed it.

				But then DCI Khan had never looked especially healthy. He survived, rather than thrived, in life. He lived for work, and worked in order to live, but even then only frugally. He had no extravagant tastes, no hobbies to speak of and no great social calendar. He liked it that way.

				He had sat late one evening, in his usual chair, with the usual glass of whisky in his hand and a road atlas on his lap, and stared blankly at the UK, wondering where on earth he was supposed to escape to in cold, wintery January? What did his friends suppose he should do for this so called ‘rest’?

				He’d resolved that nowhere could guarantee sunshine, or even just dry, cloudy conditions, so he’d decided to go for a different tactic altogether. Where did he remember holidaying as a child? Where did he last feel relaxed, regardless of the weather? Where would herald the most memories he could escape into again and bring the place to life, if only for a short while?

				And then the idea came. The Suffolk coast: big skies, deserted beaches, crumbling cliffs, acres of heathland. It’s where his parents took him every Easter – though no one really knew how or why such a tradition had grown. Maybe it was just because it was uncomplicated – it made no demands on you. He recalled a desolate wilderness that seemed so appealing now, away from the hubbub of London.

				And somehow the strong winds helped to blow the clutter and cobwebs away, for now. Let the Suffolk sky chuck everything it has at him, he thought, nothing could be as bad as delving into murder investigations in smog-filled London. And the sky was obliging. It was tempestuous out there right now – the wind was rattling around the thin windowpanes of the small café like a wild animal, intent on entering. Hailstones beat a regular rhythm on the roof and it was rapidly descending into the kind of weather that made you grip your mug of tea extra close to drive out the shivers.

				He gazed at the rain-soaked, steamy window and rubbed a small circle in the centre of it with the palm of his hand.

				Outside, the car park was deserted, save for a sturdy-looking Land Rover Defender seemingly abandoned at the far end, nearest the sand dunes, whose long grass was being battered around like hair in the wind.

				He let his eyes glaze, the way they do when you lose focus for a while and just think about nothing in particular.

				But after a few seconds of gawping something attracted his attention and brought him out of his gaze.

				There was a man walking over the dunes towards the car park, his head bent low against the wind and rain, with his collar pulled up to his neck. But Khan could see it wasn’t the same man who’d just left the café. He was long gone.

				He soon realised it was just the owner of the Land Rover – out for a walk, perhaps. But no dog, which seemed odd. And in weather like this?

				You can take a break from policing, but you can’t stop being a policeman, he thought to himself. He just couldn’t stop noticing odd situations when they arose. Why was this man here at this time, in this storm, if not for the obligatory exercising of a dog?

				But then here was Khan too, out on his own, enjoying the remoteness of it all. And with no dog. So, was that odd? Why shouldn’t others do the same?

				He watched the man walk closer to his car, his coat flapping in the wind. He heard a very faint beep and the car’s warning lights flashed simultaneously.

				Then Khan watched as, without warning, the figure fell to the ground – a sharp, sudden fall that looked painful, even from this distance, his head meeting brutal stones and squelchy mud.

				Had he tripped over? Surely it was too brutal a fall for that? Too forced.

				The man remained on the gravel, lying awkwardly. He wasn’t moving. There was a sinking feeling growing inside Khan’s stomach.

				He leaned closer to the window, his breath steaming the glass again and causing him to wipe it away with his hand once more.

				As the steam vanished, he saw the man still hadn’t got to his feet. But he was moving now. In fact, he was writhing around on the stones.

				Was this an epileptic fit? Khan thought.

				He stood up abruptly and ran towards the café door.

				‘Call for an ambulance!’ he shouted as he went past the open kitchen where the owner and her son were chatting.

				‘You what?’ a shout came back.

				‘An ambulance. Quick. There’s a man in difficulty outside. Just do it.’

				Khan opened the door and ran down the steps.

				He stopped and stared across the car park.

				‘What the hell—’

				He could hardly believe what he was seeing. There, at the other side of the car park, the man had now ceased writhing around. His body had fallen limp. But it looked for all the world like he was being dragged – literally – away from his car, towards the sand dunes.

				He wasn’t propelling himself along the ground. His legs and boots lay still and his arms were limp. But his shoulders seemed hunched together and his coat was gathered around his neck.

				Someone was dragging this man over the stony ground.

				But what startled Khan most, and caused an ache to throb in his stomach and a prickly shiver to shoot up his spine, was that he could see no one else there.

				No one at all.

				But the body of the man was still shifting, no mistake. It had moved a few feet now, and continued to slide along the ground.

				The café door behind him opened. ‘I’ve called for an ambulance. So what’s happened, then?’ said the café owner. ‘And who are you, anyway?’

				Khan spun round and faced her. ‘Back inside, quick.’

				‘What? Why? Eh, don’t you push me, love. This is my place.’

				‘Just get back inside, will you – please? Look, it’s OK. I’m a police officer. You must do what I say, please. Go and wait inside. You don’t need to come out. I’ll explain everything later. Now go!’

				Fortunately for Khan, she closed the door again. The last thing he needed was for her to see the sight he’d just witnessed. He knew only too well how quickly fear could spread among the public. There’d be crowds here watching this, if he wasn’t careful.

				He turned around. The body was just disappearing over the sand dunes at the far end of the car park. He took off after it.

				The stony ground was uneven. Puddles lay strewn across the entire space, hiding the giant potholes that lurked beneath some of them, like mantraps. You never knew which one was going to be firm or which one hid a crater in the ground.

				Within seconds, Khan’s left ankle sank unexpectedly and gave way. He toppled over and grimaced with pain.

				‘Shit!’

				He tried desperately to stagger to his feet but a sharp, stabbing pain deep inside his left ankle caused him to hit the deck again. It was agony. He couldn’t even support his own body weight. He looked up in the direction of the dunes. Now the figure had disappeared altogether – dragged out of sight, it seemed.

				‘Oh, great,’ he said sardonically, slapping his leg and rubbing his ankle in frustration. ‘Some holiday.’

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter 6

				TUESDAY, 10.49 A.M.

				DUNWICH BEACH, SUFFOLK

				Dan stood, surrounded by mess: a table overturned, windows smashed, books and charts ripped up, screwed up and strewn across the linoleum floor, glasses and crockery in pieces and the sofa bed slashed.

				It looked unpleasant – a violation even – but it hadn’t angered Dan half as much as what he’d found up at the helm. His diving suit was slashed; totally wrecked. He couldn’t believe it. His aqualungs were gone (thrown over the side, he presumed) and his entire collection of highly expensive search equipment had been smashed to pieces – the side scan sonar, the magnetometer, the video camera and the very latest metal detector he’d had for Christmas. All useless.

				‘Why?’ he shouted to no one in particular. ‘Why me?’

				His heart was racing as he ran up on to the deck and scanned the area like a hawk. He saw no one, heard nothing, save for the cries from the gulls high overhead and the crash of the waves breaking on the pebble beach. Suddenly this place seemed remote. He was exposed. A chill ran up his spine as he contemplated the thought that the perpetrator was still right here, on his boat, hiding somewhere. He didn’t move for a second or two; just stood there, taking deep breaths and letting the anger seep through him. He gathered himself together and reminded himself this was his boat – no one else’s. If someone had invaded his space, he’d bloody well find him and throw him overboard – whoever he was. He could take him on.

				He ran back down to the cabin and flung open every cupboard door, even to the spaces no one could possibly fit into. The place was empty – the burglar was long gone.

				He went to grab the boat’s radio system to call for help but soon slammed the hand piece down – destroyed along with everything else. He fished inside his pocket for his mobile phone. Useless – no signal in this God forsaken place.

				He wanted to shout and scream and punch something hard – preferably the person who did this – but there was nothing on which he could take his temper out. The place was already smashed up.

				He resolved to run back to the café and ask to use their phone to call the police. It was his only option.

				Stumbling over the mess on the floor, he returned to the little flight of wooden steps, grabbed his knapsack, vaulted the staircase and ran on to the deck. He jumped off and began running along the pontoon to the shore. The pebbles crunched under his boots as he set out towards the café once again. The biting winds blew right into his face, through his blond hair, and caused his ears to sting with the cold as he kept running.

				The beach was anything but a flat sandy stretch and was tedious to run over. His boots sank into the undulating mounds of stones that rose and dipped like dunes. As he approached the tufts of real sand dunes that provided a breakwater for the car park and café up ahead, he stopped in his tracks.

				What the hell was that on the floor?

				Was it a body? Or a collection of bags?

				He could see something was spread out over the pebbles about fifty yards up ahead. It looked more like a long trail of fishing nets than a single mass. And it looked like something – or someone – was caught inside them. He thought he could see flesh. Was this some kind of fisherman’s catch that had been abandoned on the beach? Why would anyone leave it here like that?

				He began walking slowly towards it, a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. This didn’t look right.

				As Dan kept walking and approached the mess on the ground, it dawned on him what he had been gazing on all along.

				He couldn’t help but scream – an agonising kind of cry, like he himself was in pain. He was a tough guy: never cried, never complained, despite all the physical stresses and strains diving and surfing often brought; he was a rock. But this – this was different. The sight had shocked him to his core, assaulted his senses. The pain in his stomach swelled; he stooped to cough and then promptly wretched. The regurgitated egg and bacon sandwich slopped on to the pebbles and ran into the cracks between them, as more gunk poured out of his dribbling mouth. Long globules of vomit and spit swung from his lip like pendulums. He wiped his face with a sleeve.

				‘Oh, Jesus!’ he cried. ‘What the hell . . . ?’

				He was staring at the mutilated body of a man, lying face down in the stones, his limbs twisted and contorted. His shirt had been ripped from his body and there was a gaping wound in the middle of his back, from which blood was still pouring – so much blood. The pebbles around him were solid red, like someone had dropped a giant tin of dark red paint. It looked so incongruous – a sharp, disturbing contrast to the pale, sandy-coloured stones.

				Dan could see through to the man’s spine – right through the fleshy walls of skin to the white bones. His ribs had been split open. Actually forced open, like railings attacked with a crowbar. And there, fanning across the man’s open back like wings on a bird, were his lungs. Soft, pulpy sacks, with long sinews and veins attached, like two pieces of raw liver stretched across hard bone.

				Dan wretched again. He’d never seen a dead body, let alone one that had been so savagely cut.

				The stretch of beach where he was standing was awash with blood, and it continued to ooze from the man’s gaping wound.

				Dan felt faint. He turned away from the corpse and tried to gulp in large breaths of sea air. Blood was draining from his face and the whole beach now began to spin. He lost his balance and was about to keel over when he felt a firm grip on his arm.

				‘It’s OK; I’ve got you.’

				He’d spent so much time stooped over, vomiting or stealing surreptitious glances at the ugly corpse, that he’d failed to notice the man hobbling over the dunes towards him.

				He told him to sit down and place his head between his knees.

				The inspector turned back to steal his own glance at the body, wincing at the pain still throbbing in his ankle. There was no doubt this was the same man he’d seen through the window of the café. Same trousers. Same hair. The same man he’d foolishly thought was having an epileptic fit.

				So many questions whizzed through Khan’s head. How the hell did he get here? Who on earth could have done this? And why?

				He’d seen many bodies in his career – some brutally dispatched – but rarely had he seen something so mutilated. This was macabre. And so quickly, too. How could anyone – anything – have done this in such a short time? He knew he’d stumbled in the car park and had not even been able to walk for the first few minutes, but he’d got up eventually and limped right over. So how could this have happened? There must have been a gang of them. But where were they now? He scanned the beach area, just as Dan had done on the boat, and saw no one. Not even in the distance. Foolishly, he looked out to sea – as if someone could have come from there! – and still saw no one.

				It couldn’t have been the terrified man sitting on the ground beside him who’d done it. There was no blood on his hands and, besides, Khan knew the scream must have come from him, not the victim. The man had not looked capable of screaming in the car park once his body had gone limp and the mysterious dragging had started. No, the scream was from this guy, who was now whimpering like a kid.

				‘You’ve just found him, yes?’ he asked.

				Dan nodded solemnly, his eyes still fixed firmly on the ground, trying desperately to resist the temptation to take another morbid peek at the dead flesh. He couldn’t stop the tears now. It was an assault on his senses and not even he could hold the emotion back.

				‘See anyone nearby?’

				He shook his head and sniffed hard.

				‘Hear anything?’

				‘No.’

				Khan placed a hand on his shoulder. ‘Look, I’m a police officer – Detective Chief Inspector Khan. I need to ask you these questions. And you are?’

				‘Dan Summers.’

				‘So what brings you here, Mr Summers? You were in the café just now, weren’t you?’

				Dan looked up, still keeping his gaze above the mess on the ground. ‘Yes. My boat is moored down on the jetty – you can see it over there. I’ve been diving off the coast here for a few days.’

				‘OK. But you saw no one who could have done this?’

				‘No. Honest to God. Nobody. There was no one around . . . just me.’ He realised what he was saying and his voice choked with emotion again. ‘Oh, Christ. Hang on; that doesn’t mean that—’

				‘Calm yourself,’ said Khan. ‘I saw this man collapse in the car park. You weren’t there. Quite how he got here, of course, who knows? But I don’t believe you could have done this to him in the time it took me to get from the car park to here.’ He saw Dan’s face ease slightly. ‘But don’t leave Dunwich just yet, Mr Summers. I’ll have many more questions for you in time.’

				‘Look, there’s something else, Inspector,’ said Dan, nervously. ‘I returned from the café to my boat just now and found it’s been, well . . . messed up. Everything’s wrecked. My diving equipment, the sonar, the radio system – everything. You can come and see it.’

				‘You mean someone’s been in and ransacked it?’

				Summers nodded.

				‘And this is the man who did it, huh?’ There was something in Khan’s tone that sounded ominously suspicious.

				‘What? Erm . . . I dunno. Could be. Wait a minute.’ There was panic in Dan’s voice and Khan detected it. ‘I didn’t come after him. I’ve already said I didn’t do this. Even if it was him who wrecked my boat, I wouldn’t do this. I mean I couldn’t—’

				‘And was it?’

				‘What?’ Dan was getting confused.

				‘You said, “even if it was him,” just then. So, was it?’

				‘No! I mean, I dunno. But I didn’t kill him! Oh my God. I’m tellin’ you, I never—’

				‘Calm down, sir,’ said Khan. ‘It’s true that two crimes in a short space of time in a deserted place like this are likely to be connected – your burglary and this killing. But I haven’t accused you of some kind of revenge. Keep calm. We need a clear head here.’

				‘Keep calm?’ said Dan, incredulously.

				Khan spoke sternly: ‘Yes!’

				Dan nodded obediently.

				‘So you do think this might be the same man who broke into your boat? I mean, if there was no one else around?’

				‘Yes, it could be. But the dunes can hide anyone, you know. There could have been others around here – they’ve just disappeared.’

				‘Would have to have done that bloody quickly, I’d say,’ said Khan.

				‘But I didn’t do it!’

				‘Please, that’s enough, sir.’ Khan glanced around again, up at the dunes on the fringe of the pebble beach and the roof of the café beyond. Then he looked down at the mutilated body on the ground between them. He was trying desperately to keep up with the pace of things here.

				‘Do you have some kind of tarpaulin or plastic sheeting on your boat, Mr Summers?’

				‘Why?’ Dan snapped, guiltily. ‘What am I supposed to have done now?’

				‘I need something to cover the body.’

				‘Er . . . yes, OK, I can probably find something.’

				‘Good. Now go and fetch it, please. As quickly as you can. I’ll be watching you – you’re safe now. Whoever did this won’t have hung around, I can assure you of that. They’ll be long gone by now. And I can see the boat from here, anyway. I’ll be watching.’

				Dan nodded and rose to his feet, not sure whether Khan had meant he would be watching to protect him or to make sure he didn’t flee from the scene. Either way, he was relieved to get going. The soles of his deck shoes were now soaked in red, and blood was creeping up the sides too. He welcomed the chance to get some distance between him and the body.

				‘Thank you. Bring it back as soon as you can. I’ll make sure it’s replaced with a new one, of course. You won’t want it back again afterwards, believe me.’

				Dan sloped off towards his boat.

				‘Quickly, please, sir!’ shouted Khan. ‘We don’t want anyone else to see this, do we?’

				Dan nodded and broke into a gentle run. He still felt queasy from the shock.

				So the man in the café was a detective chief inspector? Why was he here, in Dunwich? Seemed weird that he just appeared like that, Dan thought.

				And who the hell wrecked his boat? he wondered. If it was the man now lying dead on the beach then that meant he was a suspect for a revenge killing, for sure. The inspector had told him not to leave Dunwich, after all.

				He glanced over his shoulder. DCI Khan was still watching him, his body fixed perpendicular to the vast expanse of flat beach, and his gaze set in his direction. Dan suddenly became aware he was staring back at him, which looked even more suspicious. He quickly turned round and headed towards the boat.

				Khan watched him go and then fished out his mobile phone and checked the reception. One bar only – one bloody bar! What was it with these damn phones? Why did they never work properly?

				He hoped it would be enough. He couldn’t leave the body and return to the café. He had to stay rooted to the spot. Hopefully the ambulance would be here soon. He’d look out for the blue flashing lights from the car park and call over to them, if Summers wasn’t back by then. He’d need the police too.

				But he had to make a different call first.

				He typed in the number – he knew it by heart.

				A hundred miles away, in central London, buried deep in the subterranean headquarters of the CRYPT, Bonati’s phone began ringing.
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