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1987




PROLOGUE


She was with her mummy again. She was sitting on the table in their dining room and her mother was leaning towards her, laughing. She could hear the laughter, hear its lightness and warmth. Her mother had on her head a light shade, which she had taken from the bulb above the table. She had put it on her head to be funny, pulling faces at her, speaking in a strange voice. It was a wide, flat sixties design that looked like a Chinese peasant hat and her mother was making her eyes into slits, pretending to be oriental.


She felt like nobody in the world could hurt her. She was laughing the way only two-year-olds can laugh, without any memory of pain. Around them the house was hot and comfortable. There were no men, no father figures, no one to hit her or make her do things to them she didn’t want to do.


The image ran through her mind. There was no aching now, no pounding in her head, no parched mouth or stabbing pains in her gut. All that had gone. The image was protecting her. She felt as if she were floating. She had never remembered the memory before. Before she had been brought here her first memory had always been the same. She was five or six years old and her mother was brushing her hair. Her mother hated her hair, told her it was frizzy and ugly. She had tried to get rid of it, cutting it off or pulling it back into pigtails. She had stood there crying as her mum dragged it back from her scalp, forcing it into an elastic band, to ‘keep it out of her eyes’, pulling it so hard it had come out at the roots …


The memory made her panic. Immediately, she remembered other things that weren’t so good. Only a year ago her mum had stopped her seeing a boy from the other end of the street. He had been nice to her, told her she was pretty, bought her sweets from the corner shop. But her mother had read her diary and found out what she had felt for the boy. When she caught her mum reading her private thoughts she had hit her. Not hard, just lashing out with frustration, slapping her arm through tears of rage and betrayal.


Things had been bad between them since then. Too bad to want to think about. Sometimes she had thought there was something wrong with her mum.


Her mother had handed her over to the man who had put her here, in this hole in the ground. She had seen the look in her eyes as she leaned towards her and told her to behave for him. Eyes shifting from her. Had she known it was going to happen? Before it had become impossible to cry she had screamed for her mum so much her throat had closed up, silencing her.


She could not cry any more, could not even open her eyes. Her body was dried up, vanishing. She was only vaguely aware of it now. Everything that was happening was going on inside her head, behind her eyelids. She couldn’t move. There had been two others down there with her. Two little girls. Before the pain had crippled them all, before they had become too weak, they had tried desperately to get out of the place, digging and clawing at the damp, earthen walls with their bare fingers until the nails were stripped away and her hands felt like enormous balloons of searing pain.


It had been no use. They had hit stones and rocks immediately. The darkness was so total it wasn’t even possible to work out where they should have been digging. Then they had started to get really thirsty. The ache had swollen inside her head so that all she could do was lie on the dirt floor of the trench in a huddle, trying to keep the chill out, trying to console the other two. They had been worse than her, more frightened.


She was still hanging onto them now. She had forgotten their names, knew only that they were twelve, a year younger than her, that once they had been warm and had kept her warm. She had tried to help them, told them repeatedly that they would get out of this, that they should just go to sleep and wait.


Now their bodies, pushed up against her to either side, were cold and stiff. They didn’t move anymore, didn’t speak, didn’t even breathe. She could not remember how long they had been like that, but she knew what it meant. Before the numbness had come over her she had been able to smell them.


It meant she was alone. Alone in the darkness and sinking slowly towards them. Soon she would be there with them.


She tried to go back to the memory of the Chinese hat, to her mother laughing. She didn’t want to panic. She still believed this would be over, that she would come out of it. Her mother would open the trapdoor above her and be standing there, laughing. She would reach down into the pit and lift her out, hugging her, running her hand through her hair, whispering that she loved her, that she was safe, that it had all been a joke.


She lay there, crushed between two dead bodies in a six-foot hole beneath the cellar of a house. The look on her face was peaceful, her cracked lips bleeding as she moved her muscles into the best smile she could manage.




WEST YORKSHIRE
1997




ONE


The yellow school bus dropped Sophie Kenyon at the bottom of The Grove, as usual. But instead of going straight home she walked slowly past the entrance to her street and took Wells Road up towards the moor, holding her satchel by its straps at arm’s length, so that it was almost dragging along the ground beside her. She kept her eyes down and as she got higher up the hill she began to cry.


A middle-aged woman with a wide hat and a brown Spaniel on a leash passed her without looking. The dog paused momentarily to sniff her leg, but Sophie didn’t notice it. She was too lost in herself.


For the same reason she didn’t see the van coming up behind her, from The Grove. When it was close, however, she heard the engine slowing and she looked up. A man was leaning through the open window of the driver’s door, speaking to her. Through the tears she couldn’t see his face well, but he was asking her if she was OK. Though his voice sounded kind and concerned, she didn’t know him, so she turned away without answering and walked on, hurrying a little. It was only as she opened the gate onto the moor that something clicked in her memory and she realized she had seen the van before.


She stopped, turned round and looked back down the road, drying her eyes so that she could see properly. The van had gone.


She looked around her. She was on the edge of Ilkley, about to step onto the moor. The area was wealthy, full of large, detached houses built at the turn of the century. Below and to both sides were high walls enclosing large gardens backing onto the moor. Some of the houses belonged to school friends or people her father knew. The whole area was familiar to her, safe. She looked back up towards the high horizon, jagged with pine trees. It was a bright summer day, too warm for either a coat or a jumper, 23 June 1997, her birthday and the start of her teenage years. Something she should have been celebrating.


She stepped onto the dirt track up to ‘the tarn’, as it was known locally. The mud under her shiny, black school shoes was baked solid by a week of high temperatures and no rain. She was wearing her navy school tunic, short white socks and a loose white shirt, open at the neck – she had removed her tie that afternoon during art class. She still had smudges of paint on her hands and fingers.


As she walked she remembered she had seen the van as she was getting off the bus last week. She had noticed because she had seen it two nights in a row, turning onto Eaton Road after her. It was a white van with a faded blue stripe along the side, as if it had once been a police van, but the stripe had been painted over. The realization triggered a tiny trace of confusion, somewhere in the back of her mind, but not enough to make her change her plans.


When she reached ‘the tarn’ she saw with dull pleasure that she had it to herself. She could see no one else in any direction. Being alone was what she preferred these days. She sat down on a bench.


She had been coming here nearly all her life, first with her mother, then with her nanny, then by herself. The place was a duck pond, surrounded by small trees and bushes, hidden from view by the folds of the moor. She liked many things about it – particularly the memories it brought: her mum standing at the water’s edge and throwing scraps of bread onto the water; the feel of her mum’s long fingers interlaced through her own; the scramble of the ducks all rushing to get the same piece of bread. She could see it all happening now as if her mum had never been taken from her. It brought a lump to her throat. She tried to ignore it and concentrate on other details. There were other reasons she liked being here. She liked sitting in silence beside the water watching the birds, dreaming she was somewhere else.


The lump got the better of her and she started to cry again. Everything about the day was miserable. They were organizing a party for her back at the house. She knew they would be wondering where she was. It was meant to be a surprise party, but she knew all about it because she had overheard them planning it one night in their bed. That wasn’t all she heard from their bed. There were louder, stranger noises too, things Trisha Merrington had told her about in science classes.


She hated her father’s new wife, more than she had ever hated anything in her life. The woman was too young, too stupid, too pretty. She didn’t even speak English properly. She knew why he was with her, knew what was going on and thought it was pathetic. Because of her, because he was with her and because he was continually taking her side, she was beginning to hate her dad as well.


She felt sick thinking about what she would have to go back to. There would be bunting and balloons, party games, musical chairs and ducking apples – as if she were eight years old. To make things worse they had secretly invited all her friends. The whole thing would be embarrassing, juvenile. She looked at her watch. Ten to five. They would be beginning to worry about her already. She stood up with a sigh.


He was standing right in front of her. She hadn’t noticed him approach because she had been too lost in her own thoughts.


‘Sophie?’ he asked.


She recognized the voice at once. He was the driver of the van.


‘I work for your dad.’


She frowned. ‘What do you mean?’ He was standing too close to her, boxing her in. She looked quickly to either side. The paths were deserted still. ‘My dad doesn’t have anybody working for him,’ she said. She was about to add, ‘He’s a judge,’ but quickly thought better of it. What if this man was someone her father had sent to prison, someone dangerous?


‘I look after him,’ the man said. ‘I actually work for the police.’


She looked up at him, relaxing a little, but still worried. ‘Look after him?’


‘I work with something called Special Branch. Your dad has to deal with a lot of evil people at work. You must know that already. I watch over him. It’s my job to protect him from them.’


She frowned again. Her father had never mentioned this. She took a step back. ‘What do you want? Have you got ID?’


He stepped forwards, towards her, at the same time digging in his pocket and flashing a pass at her, a laminated piece of card with his photograph on it. She had time to register the face – his – and the West Yorkshire Police logo, then it was gone. She noticed he was wearing a dark grey suit. ‘Something bad has happened,’ he said. Your dad is in Bradford, in a safe place. You can’t go back to your house. I’ve been sent to bring you out to him.’


Her heart began to beat faster. ‘What has happened?’


He smiled at her. ‘We are in a hurry, Sophie,’ he said. ‘Follow me back to the van and I’ll tell you on the way.’ He began to walk away from her.


She followed, feeling suddenly panicky, frightened. ‘What has happened?’


‘Nothing to worry about.’ He was two steps ahead of her, walking swiftly. ‘We just can’t go back to your house. Not right now.’


‘Why?’


‘Some men are there. They are trying to kill your dad.’


She gasped in shock, stopping.


He stopped as well and leaned towards her, putting an arm around her shoulder. ‘I shouldn’t have told you,’ he said. His voice was gentle. ‘What you need to know is that your father is safe and we are dealing with it. I’ll take you to him and you can have the party later, when all this is over.’


She looked down at his hand, where it was resting against her upper arm. The nails on his fingers were bitten back, cracked, the tips of the fingers stained yellow. She felt a ripple of disgust run through her.


‘Let’s go,’ he said, still holding onto her.


She had to walk quickly to keep up with him. The way he had his arm around her meant she would actually fall over if she didn’t hurry. She tried to control the panic she was feeling about her dad until they got back to Wells Road. Once there she saw the van parked up by the gate to the moor.


He stepped over to the passenger door, taking his arm from her, then paused.


‘Best if you travel in the back,’ he said. ‘We don’t want them spotting you.’


She nodded and followed him to the back of the van. As he was opening the doors, she said, her voice trembling, ‘Are you sure my daddy is OK?’


He opened the door and smiled at her. He had a nice smile, reassuring. ‘He’s safe,’ he said, pointing into the van, indicating that she should step in. She saw that the back of it was empty except for a mattress lying on the floor. It looked dirty. There were no windows. ‘And you will be too,’ he said to her. ‘Once we get you out of here.’


The mattress puzzled her and she hesitated. But only for a second.


She climbed inside, then turned round to look at him, but already the door was slamming shut.




TWO


DC Karen Sharpe looked at the woman called Pamela Mathews. They were in one of the interview rooms used by the CPT – the Child Protection and Domestic Violence Team – at Eccleshill Police Station. In front of Karen, on the table between them, were nine sheets of A4 covered with her own dense, nearly illegible handwriting.


Following the usual legal declaration on the first page there was a preamble Karen used every time she took a statement, giving the witness’s name and a small amount of background history – their home circumstances, marital position etc. Pamela had given her age as twenty-three and an address in Otley. After the preamble the story began.


Detectives took statements in one of three ways. You either wrote down what was said, as it was said – in which case it usually came out a jumbled-up mess – or you gave the witness the paper and told them to do it themselves unaided (it came out worse), or you got them to sit with you and tell the whole thing as it came to them, from start to finish, taking notes and asking clarifying questions as you went along, then going back over it all again when they were finished and writing the statement for them.


Karen always picked the latter option. She listened carefully, got a sense of what was going on, went back over unclear parts and got things straight, then she took the victim through it all again, directing their focus where she needed it and writing as she went. Lastly she read it back to them and got them to sign it as accurate. She began to read Pamela what she had written:


I can recall clearly that the man told me that my mum and dad were in danger. And that was why I got into the van with him. He was a young man – not as old as my dad – but apart from this I can remember little about him. He spoke well, not like someone without an education. Once I was in the van he continued to talk to me as he was closing the doors. This was in the back of the van. I noticed he was getting into the back of the van with me and started to ask him about this. As he turned towards me he hit me with something. He struck me in the face. I don’t know what he used. I fell down and I was bleeding from the head and crying.


After that I could feel him doing something to my arm, then I was falling asleep or passing out. As I started to lose consciousness I could hear him talking softly to me – as if he cared about me – he was stroking my hair and I couldn’t move. I was paralysed by the thing he had given me, the drug he had injected into my arm. He told me that I shouldn’t be frightened; he said he was taking me somewhere safe. That was all I can remember him saying.


I was thirteen years old and I was terrified. I can remember how terrified I was, even now. It was so frightening because I didn’t know what was going on. I was shouting for my mummy but he had something in my mouth. He was pushing it into my mouth so that I was beginning to choke and couldn’t breathe. Then everything went black.


I woke up somewhere dark with my head hurting. When I could see I realized I was tied up on some kind of bed and couldn’t really move. I started shouting out, crying and begging for help. I had no clothes on and I was cold. I can remember I could touch one of the walls with the fingers of my hand – it was rough and damp, more like a cave than the wall of a house. I don’t know how long I was like that, but no one heard me and no one came. I was shivering and frightened and I wet myself, but still no one came.


I don’t know how long I was kept there by myself. I drifted in and out of sleep, I think. Most of the time I was awake I was either crying to myself or shouting for my mum. Sometimes I just lay there listening and trembling.


The first time he came back I must have been asleep because I woke up with the lights really bright in my eyes and he was injecting something into my arm again. I know now that was what he was doing, at the time I could just feel a sharp pain and then the effects, afterwards. I started to struggle, to try to fight him, but I was tied down very tightly. I don’t know what he gave me but it didn’t knock me out, instead I went limp. My heart was racing and I could see and hear everything, but I had no energy, no ability to move or shout or even speak.


When I was like that, dumb and paralysed, he untied me and sat me up and began to feed me from a baby bottle. I had to suck on it to get some kind of liquid into my throat. But I could hardly even suck. It took all my concentration to move my mouth. I don’t know what it was he was feeding me. I couldn’t taste anything, but I was so thirsty I tried to suck in as much as I could. He was talking to me as he did all this, but I can’t remember now what he was saying. I was terrified of him. When I had drunk enough of the liquid he rolled me over onto my tummy, still on the bed I had been tied to. He took my new dress off me. It was a dress my mother had given me for my birthday. He tore it. Then I could feel him doing something to my bottom, from behind. But everything was numb and I couldn’t move. I could feel him on top of me. He was so heavy I had difficulty breathing, but I didn’t know what he was doing. I could hear him panting and shouting things, but I didn’t know why. I still – to this day – do not know what he did to me. Because of the drugs, I think, it didn’t hurt me.


At some point I was moved. He drugged me again to move me, I think, because I can recall little of the journey. It might only have been a move from one part of the house to another. I don’t know. I can remember lying in a kind of stupor. I wasn’t tied up or anything. I just felt so sluggish I couldn’t really move. I think that by this point I must have been feeling numb, I think the fear must have gone from me, because I can recall lying on a big bed somewhere, with sheets and warmth and light. And I remember feeling very happy. I think they must have shot me up with heroin or coke or some kind of narcotic drug. I can’t recall them cleaning me up but they must have because I smelled different, even to myself. Maybe they sprayed perfume on me. I don’t know. They had dressed me as well – in clothes which weren’t mine. A dress, tights, a bra, knickers. I had never worn a bra before.


I lay on that bed and it was like I was floating in some kind of dream. Through the floor I could hear feet moving and music. It was like they were having a party somewhere else in the building. At some point a woman came in and she started brushing my hair as I lay there. She gave me something to drink and smiled at me. I just looked at her and smiled back. I had forgotten everything that was happening.


Later on they came down in a group. I don’t know who they were. They came into the room and they were laughing. There were at least three of them. As they were coming through the door I heard one of them say, ‘This is the playroom, the room where little girls play.’ Then they all laughed, as if it were a joke.


They did things to me and I just lay there. I couldn’t react, I couldn’t feel pain. I just lay there like a pillow or a bag of rags. They moved me around and did what they wanted to me.


Some time after they were gone I was able to move. Not so much that I could walk around, but so that I could look at where I was. The noise from downstairs was still continuing. I saw that I wasn’t alone in the room. There were two other girls in there with me. I don’t know their names or how old they were. They were both lying on beds. There were four beds in the room, but only three had mattresses. The room had wallpaper and pictures of fish jumping through a sea. There were childish mobiles hanging from the ceiling and, in one corner, a doll’s house and some toys. All around the walls, from the door to the window, they had painted a huge, twisting, Chinese dragon, with a gaping mouth and flames – not frightening, but childish. It looked like a child had painted it. I didn’t realize it at the time, but I think now that this must have really been a playroom, a room belonging to some children.


I don’t remember speaking to the other two girls. They were dressed up as I was, in fancy dresses and underwear. I remember one of the girls kept saying that her tummy was hurting and she was bleeding. I could see the blood on the sheets around her. She was sobbing and holding a blanket to her mouth. I don’t know how old she was.


At some point they came again, but there were more of them this time and this time I could feel things and I knew what was happening. It lasted a long time. They tore the clothes off me and hit me. I started to cry and struggle, but they pinned my arms back. Two of them pinned my arms back and held my legs while he did it to me. I can remember him now. He was fat and sweating and he didn’t look at me. At one point he collapsed on top of me and they threw some cold water on him. I think he was drunk and drugged. I think he was actually passing out. He was hurting me, inside me. I was shouting at him. I was shouting and screaming so loudly that they pushed something in my mouth and he kept going. I saw his face very clearly. All the lights were on. It was the man I saw on TV last week. I have no doubt about it. He was younger then, but still fat. His eyes were the same. His name is Geoff Reed.


He raped me and didn’t care. When he was finished another one took over and they turned me over and I could feel that they were doing it from behind me, to my bottom. I had my face pressed sideways and I could see the one called Geoff Reed sitting in a chair watching, his trousers around his ankles. He was wearing a flower – a red rosette – in the lapel of his jacket and he had a champagne glass in his hand. He was celebrating something. I am sure of it. From the way they were talking to him I thought the party was his, or for him.


Karen stopped and slid the last few sheets across the table to Pamela and pointed to where she should sign them. Pamela took the pen from her with difficulty. She was a nervous wreck, shaking uncontrollably, hands covering and uncovering her face in quick, compulsive gestures, clearly terrified of something that Karen could only guess at – because as far as her present circumstances were concerned, she had refused to give Karen a single detail.


The present circumstances looked unpleasant. Karen had mentally ticked off and noted them as she walked the woman to the interview room. Beneath her hands Pamela’s face was a mess. Both eyes were blackened, the right so badly it had closed up. Her lips were split in several places, her nose swollen and showing signs of deviation. From the way she spoke she wasn’t getting any air through it. There was dried blood around her mouth from where the nose was still haemorrhaging. The blood was running in a steady trickle across her top lip, into the mouth and out again, making her occasionally sputter as she spoke. When she had first opened her mouth, Karen had caught a glimpse of a bloody coagulation in her lower jaw, where several teeth had been knocked out. She had also observed three areas to the rear of the woman’s head where clumps of hair were missing.


Beneath it all Karen guessed she might be attractive. She would be about five feet six inches, in her bare feet. She had shoulder-length black, frizzy hair, which even in her present condition she had applied some kind of product to, in a vain attempt to unravel the frizz and turn it into a tight curl. Karen could smell the perfume in the product, though the odour was vying with the stronger smell of stale alcohol coming from her breath. Her face was difficult to judge, bruised as it was, but the one eye Karen could see was a good, clear blue and there was a dense pattern of freckles across the skin, from her forehead to her toes. She was so skinny that Karen guessed she would have been anorexic in her teens, maybe still was.


The face and head wasn’t the only problem. Both arms were bruised, showing characteristic green and yellow patterns typical of gripping injuries about two, maybe three, days old. She held one of her fingers so delicately that Karen felt sure it was fractured. She limped. When she stood up it was apparent that she suffered sharp pains in the chest that made her pause and hold her breath; broken ribs perhaps. Beneath the knee-length denim skirt she wore, there was extensive bruising to both calves and thighs. On the upper surface of her right foot – visible through the straps of the sandals she was probably wearing so as not to irritate it – there was an ugly, infected burn at the centre of which was a small, circular, weeping sore roughly the dimensions of a cigarette end.


But none of this had anything to do with the story she was telling.


Karen leaned towards her across the table and asked again the same questions she had already asked three times: ‘You are sure about this, Pamela? What you have told me, what we have written into this statement – it all happened ten years ago?’


‘Yes.’


Karen sighed. ‘So when will that have been?’


‘Nineteen eighty-seven. The summer of nineteen eighty-seven.’


‘And you have only just recently remembered it all?’


Pamela nodded.


‘When? Exactly when did you remember it?’


‘Two weeks ago. On Wednesday.’


Karen looked at the wall calendar, a picture of the South Pennines in deep snow, a West Yorkshire Police helicopter hovering over a flock of startled sheep. She traced the days back from Tuesday, 24 June 1997.


‘The eleventh?’ she asked. ‘The eleventh of June 1997?’


‘That’s it. It was a programme on TV. They were interviewing him, speaking to him. I saw his face and remembered him. I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to remember any of this …’


‘And you didn’t even know it had happened before you saw the TV programme?’


‘No. I mean … no … not clearly …’


‘Not clearly? Or not at all?’


The woman stared at her hands, the muscles in her face working. ‘Not at all,’ she said finally. ‘Not like that – like a memory. But I’ve always known that something was wrong …’


Karen waited for her to sign the pages, then took the sheets back off her. It was a recovered memory case. She had two in her tray already. Without some kind of corroborative evidence they went nowhere, weren’t even charged. Getting corroboration from ten years ago was usually a non-starter.


But this one was different. She studied the statement in front of her, then looked up at Pamela Mathews and experienced a tiny thrill of pleasure – the feeling she got when she was about to start on something dangerous. Geoff Reed, the man Pamela said she had recognized on TV, was the longest serving MP in Bradford. The statement in front of Karen ought to have been burning a hole through the table.




THREE


John Munro sat on the largest sofa in the room and waited, looking around him at the balloons, bunting and streamers. There was a large painted banner above the door – ‘HAPPY THIRTEENTH BIRTHDAY, SOPHIE.’ Maybe they were still hoping she would walk through the door and they could pick up where they had left off, as if nothing had happened.


The judge was keeping them waiting. Though they said it happened frequently in his courts, Munro thought it inappropriate in the present circumstances. He had arranged – with a woman he assumed was a housekeeper – to meet His Honour Judge Kenyon at 2 p.m. Both Ricky Spencer and he had arrived, independently, with ten minutes to spare. It was now fifteen minutes past. Spencer was still on his feet, pacing around the room, looking at the pictures and decorations.


‘Sit down, Ricky. You’re making me nervous.’


Spencer was staring at a huge oil painting hanging over the main mantelpiece, depicting some kind of hunting scene in the rain. ‘It’s all very standard,’ he said, without looking back at Munro. ‘What you’d expect of a judge.’


Munro frowned at his back. Spencer had made no move to sit down; he was used to giving orders, not taking them. A young, good-looking detective inspector, he had obviously done something to displease the Command Team. Just over six months ago they had given him the Child Protection and Domestic Violence Team based at Eccleshill Police Station – known as the ‘shopping squad’ because of the amount of women in the unit. It wasn’t a good career posting.


Being placed as the senior investigating officer’s deputy on a major enquiry would normally signal the start of his rehabilitation, but things were more dubious on this enquiry – and the SIO was John Munro. Munro was still trying to work out when his own rehabilitation would begin.


‘We’re waiting five minutes more,’ Spencer said, as if it was his enquiry, ‘then we’re off.’


At that moment the door opened and a woman walked in. She was young, much younger than Munro would have expected, and obviously oriental in origin. Munro guessed Thai. He had heard the rumours about Kenyon’s new wife, but had never actually seen her.


‘Hello, Officer.’ Her voice was heavily accented. She walked towards him like something from a Geisha bar, long silk floral skirt down to her ankles, small steps, no taller than five foot, petite and extremely attractive. Munro guessed her to be no older than twenty-five. The rumour was that the judge had ‘bought’ his new wife through some kind of dating agency. Munro stood to greet her.


‘Hello. I’m John Munro. I’m the senior investigating officer looking into Sophie’s disappearance.’


She looked at him as if she hadn’t understood a word. Spencer came over and stood beside Munro.


‘This is Richard Spencer. He’s my deputy.’


She shook hands, smiling. ‘My husband is …’ She stopped. ‘He will be with you soon. He is very unwell.’


‘It must be a very stressful time,’ Munro volunteered.


‘Yes,’ she said. ‘You want a tea or a coffee?’


They both declined politely.


‘Maybe we can take this opportunity – before your husband appears,’ Munro said, ‘to speak to you about Sophie?’


She looked confused.


‘It’s just routine,’ Spencer chipped in.


‘Of course,’ she said. ‘What you want to know?’


Munro took out his notebook. She was still standing there in front of him.


‘Shall we sit down?’ he asked.


She sat, drawing her legs together, smoothing the skirt over them. He sat down beside her, then moved a foot back. Spencer remained standing, which irritated Munro again.


‘So you know Sophie well?’ he asked.


‘Of course. She is my daughter.’


‘Your daughter?’


‘Not my normal daughter—’


‘Natural daughter,’ Spencer corrected.


Munro looked up at him, communicating ‘shut up and let me do it’.


‘Yes. Thank you.’ She blushed slightly. ‘Not my natural daughter. But she is like a daughter to me.’


‘I’m sure.’ Munro smiled at her. ‘How long have you been married to Judge Kenyon?’


‘More than two years.’


‘And how has Sophie taken that?’


‘She has not run away, if that’s what you mean. She is far—’


The door opened again, stopping her mid-sentence. A noticeably older man stepped into the room. Munro reckoned him to be in his mid-fifties. He was about five seven and dressed in a white bathrobe. His hair was bone white, but surprisingly long and full, hanging lankly back over the collar of the robe. It looked greasy and unwashed. He stood in the doorway staring at them. His eyes were rimmed with blackness, so dark as to be like bruising, the skin beneath them waxen, fleshy. He wore no shoes and where his arm was extended and still gripping the door handle it was trembling.


Munro stood. ‘Judge Kenyon?’ Munro didn’t recognize him. There were only eleven resident judges covering Bradford and Leeds. Munro had thought he knew them all.


‘Who are you?’ Kenyon’s voice was barely audible, shaky.


‘John Munro, SIO. This is—’


Mrs Kenyon stood suddenly and ran to her husband with quick, short steps. Standing beside him and holding his arm – as if to support him – she looked like a child. She came up to his chest.


‘My husband is unwell—’ she began.


Kenyon cut her off. ‘Be quiet, Lan. I must deal with this.’


‘He has not slept since—’


‘Leave us.’ The voice raised slightly, Munro could detect the plummy public school accent.


His wife looked hurt. Munro wanted her to stay. He had questions for her too. He needed to assess the family situation. She started to back out through the door.


‘Actually,’ Munro said, ‘it would be useful if your wife—’


‘No. She is not the child’s mother.’


‘I realize that, but—’


‘No.’


He turned his back on Munro and closed the door on her. Munro frowned.


‘Sit down, Officer,’ Kenyon said, shuffling towards him. ‘I have some questions for you.’


Munro thought about putting him right, but there was time enough for everything. Judge Kenyon was a parent missing his child. He clearly hadn’t slept or washed since she had vanished and probably hadn’t eaten. If Munro was to get what he needed he would have to understand the situation and take it into account. He sat down.


‘We have some quite urgent questions for you, Judge,’ Spencer said.


‘That’s all right, Ricky.’ Munro tried to keep the annoyance from his voice. ‘All in good time.’ He turned from him. ‘My deputy,’ he said. ‘DI Spencer.’


Kenyon ignored Spencer and sat down on an armchair opposite the sofa and some distance from it across the polished wood floor. ‘I’ve heard of you, Munro,’ he said, panting slightly. Munro wondered in what way he was ill. ‘You were the SIO for that case where the officer was shot, last year.’


‘That’s right,’ Munro said, face set.


Had Mark Harrison, the assistant chief constable, told him? Division would normally have dealt with a disappearance at this stage, but Kenyon had pulled strings. In the early hours of the morning he had called Mark Harrison and demanded a ‘proper’ enquiry.


‘You were taken off the case. Why?’


Munro shook his head. ‘I’m sorry, Judge. I can’t discuss that sort of operational detail with you—’


‘Rubbish. Are you embarrassed?’


‘Of course not. It just wouldn’t be correct.’


‘Was it because you blew it? Did they remove you from it because you were no good?’


Munro took a breath and counted to five.


‘I’m not getting at you, Munro. I need to know who you are though. I need to know.’


‘I am—’ Munro began.


Kenyon sat forward suddenly, interrupting him. ‘My daughter’s life depends upon you.’


Munro glanced up at Spencer who looked back at him, a smile playing around the corners of his eyes. Spencer had made his thoughts clear earlier in the day. Keighley Division alone – which covered Ilkley – pulled an average of five missing persons every night. In the last year not one had turned out to be suspicious. Spencer was sure Sophie Kenyon would be no different. She would be at a relative’s or friend’s house.


‘Do you know Mark Harrison?’ Kenyon asked Munro.


Munro stared at him. ‘Of course I do. You spoke to him? You must—’


Kenyon stood immediately. ‘How do you know him?’


‘How?’


He paced quickly towards Munro. His hands were balled into fists at his side. He looked angry. Munro couldn’t understand it. He sat still, waiting.


‘Yes. How? Are you a friend of his?’ He was almost shouting the words, his face reddening, the muscles in his jaw working.


‘I think you should calm down, Judge,’ Spencer said.


Kenyon didn’t even look at him. ‘Do you like the man, Munro? Do you like Mark Harrison?’


Munro felt stumped. Something was going on, but he couldn’t work it out. ‘ACC Harrison is my commanding officer,’ he said calmly.


‘Is he a friend?’


‘I have known him a long time.’ He was determined not to answer. Harrison wasn’t a friend. The truth was he hated Harrison. Most people under him did. But that was none of Kenyon’s business.


‘In what way have you known him?’


‘As a commanding officer.’ It was time to assert himself. He stood up, towering above Kenyon, stepping towards him.


‘I’m here to try to find Sophie,’ he said. He kept his voice measured. ‘There are things we need to know quickly. We’re wasting time here.’


Kenyon glared at him. Then something else registered behind his eyes and he nodded quickly. The movement was like a flinch, as if Munro had raised his hand to hit him. He took two paces back, collapsed into the chair, put his head in his hands and began to sob.




FOUR


Karen took her own battered Volvo and drove up through the Aire Valley to Keighley. ‘Brontë Country’ the brown tourist sign proclaimed as she hit the trunk road up the valley. They were in the middle of what the papers were calling a heatwave and the day was bright and hot. She travelled with the windows wound fully down. Summers were usually wet and grey in West Yorkshire, barely distinguishable from any other season; you had to make the most of freak conditions.


In London it had been different. She had come to West Yorkshire nearly eight years ago and almost every summer since had been filled with drizzle. She put her shades on and let her eyes follow the lines of the hills rising to either side – to her left topped with woods and hedgerows, shimmering with iridescence in the heat, to the right rising steeply towards the darker slopes of Rombauld’s Moor. Above the horizon the sky was already bleached, the profound morning blue scorched out of it and washed white by the sunlight. Even with shades, it was too bright to look at. She watched a flock of rooks circling crazily above the tree line and remembered that the weather was about all she missed of London.


She checked registration numbers in her mirrors as she drove, watching casually for patterns, similarities. Over the last year the security checks had become routine, but they were still something from her past she had hoped to leave behind. In London they had taught her to read mirror image, reverse number sequences so fast she could still do it without trying. Until a year ago she hadn’t needed the skill. But getting rid of the past was never as simple as forgetting it.


She checked her car so regularly now she was becoming relaxed about it. Too relaxed. Sometimes she did it sloppily, sometimes she didn’t do it at all. Before leaving Eccleshill fifteen minutes ago she had skipped using the angled mirror device she kept in the boot to check the underside for devices. And checking was only half the task. If she was doing it properly she should take a random detour on each routine journey, checking behind her as she went. In the world she had tried to leave behind, routines killed people.


She swiped her card at the entrance to New Devonshire House – the ugly seventies annexe to the main station – and walked up to the command corridor. The superintendent (Crime) – Gary Miller – was an ex Drugs Squad boss who knew and liked her. She had been transferred out of the Drugs Squad into the Child Protection Team only eleven months before and Miller had moved at around the same time, though for very different reasons; in his case promotion, in hers – though nobody would say it – under a burden of failure and disgrace. When she had been in the Drugs Squad Karen too had thought of the CPT as a dumping ground for problematic women.


A secretary told her Miller was in the CID office with DI Ryan and she took the back staircase to a virtually deserted crime desk at the back of which was the small, partitioned room that served as the DI’s office. The door was wide open and she could see that Miller and Ryan were discussing something, Ryan sitting at his desk, Miller leaning over him. She stood at the open door and waited for them to notice her. After a while Miller glanced towards her, looked away then did a quick double take, recognizing her.


‘Karen. What brings you here?’


She smiled at him, but he didn’t return it. He looked hassled.


‘An enquiry, sir.’


‘Do you need me or Ian?’ He looked down at Ryan who was staring at her now. ‘Have you met Ian Ryan? This is DC Sharpe, the best Drugs Squad detective I ever worked with, no matter what anyone else says.’


‘We haven’t met,’ Ryan said, face stony. ‘But I know who she is. Can I help you?’


She stepped in. His response didn’t surprise her. ‘I’m looking for old MISPER reports. I might need to root around in the station stores. I thought I’d check with you first.’


‘Be my guest,’ Miller said. ‘Is it to do with Operation Shade?’


‘Shade?’


‘We’ve got a MISPER gone awry,’ Miller explained. ‘They’re setting up an Operations Room on the fifth floor, calling it Shade. John Munro is the SIO. I thought they might have put you onto it. They’ve taken half my detectives – that’s why it’s so quiet out there – I was told they were going to strip the CPT as well. You’re CPT now, right?’


‘I am. But I’ve not heard anything about it.’


‘So if you’re not on Shade what are you looking for?’ Ryan interrupted, the tone making clear that, despite Miller’s rank, she would need his clearance as well.


‘I have a woman saying she’s recently remembered a kidnap and sexual assault from ten years before. I’m just trying to get a feel for it, see if there’s any corrob, see if anything came in—’


‘An old Keighley case?’ Ryan asked.


‘It would be – if there’s any truth to it. The childhood address is given as Oxenhope.’


‘A recovered memory job?’ It was Miller who asked the question.


‘That’s right,’ she said. She watched the scepticism cloud his features. He looked away, uninterested.


‘Anything I need to know about it now?’ Ryan asked.


He didn’t trust her and he was asking the right questions. She shook her head. She wasn’t going to give him the right answers, not just yet. ‘It’s all standard,’ she said. ‘Dig out a few dead ends. Send it to the CPS for advice.’


‘So they can knock it?’ Miller asked again, still looking away from her, a trace of bitterness in his voice.


She shrugged.


‘OK. Let me know what you find then,’ Ryan said.


She nodded. ‘If I find anything. Do you know where I should look?’


‘Ask the storeman. Basement in the main building.’


Miller spoke as she was turning to leave: ‘Any progress, Karen?’


He didn’t have to explain what he was talking about. She knew. The whole Force knew.


‘They don’t tell me,’ she said. She looked at Miller, but could see Ryan’s eyes on her. ‘I’m a witness, remember?’


Miller nodded. ‘I heard they were going to drop the whole thing,’ he said. ‘The fucking Crown Prosecution Service.’


She shrugged again. ‘Like I said, they tell me nothing.’ She tried to work out whether there was some grudging reference to her present ‘partner’ involved. The man she was living with – Neil Gayle – was a prosecuter in Leeds. How would Miller know that, though?


‘If they bin it, it will be a travesty,’ Miller said. ‘Phil Leech was a good detective.’


She nodded sympathetically. She always did when they made these comments. Then she turned and pulled the door closed behind her. She walked three paces and paused. She could hear Ryan saying something. She stepped back, listening.


‘I used to rate her,’ she heard Miller say. ‘I wouldn’t trust her as far as I could throw her now.’


She took a breath.


‘Do you know what it was?’ Ryan asked. ‘What it was about?’


‘Nobody knows. That’s why London took it. So we wouldn’t find out. It got Phil Leech killed though.’


‘How old is she?’


‘No idea. Her file says mid-thirties, if you want to believe that. But who knows anything about her now? They say the kid is hers. That’s the rumour.’


‘She looks younger. And fit. Not like she had a kid. You like them tall like that?’


She heard them laugh, crude male complicity.


Then Ryan spoke again. ‘I can see what Phil Leech was attracted to. She’d definitely get it.’


‘Fit as a butcher’s dog,’ Miller said. ‘But Phil Leech wouldn’t have touched her.’


‘Why not?’


‘Too fucking complicated.’


She thought only briefly about pushing the door open and letting them see she had heard. Only fourteen months ago Miller had liked her, professionally. She had never thought him above the sexist crap – none of them were – but she had thought him above the rumours, or at least above believing them. But he had pretended to her just now, pretended to be normal, pretended that nothing had happened fourteen months ago. At the end of the day the whole of the Force was the same – everyone thought she had killed Phil Leech.




FIVE


She crouched down on the dusty floor of the furthest recess of the storeroom cage and began to hunt through the filing boxes for 1987. She tried to concentrate, but Miller’s comments rankled. She didn’t feel bad for Phil Leech, didn’t care what they might think about her; that wasn’t the part that bit at her. It was the way it all came out, bouncing around on the jungle drums. Soon it would get back to Mairead.


Mairead was a child, nine years old, innocent of everything. Karen had tried to keep her out of it, to set up a screen around her – even lying to her to protect her. But fourteen months later they were still talking about Leech’s death, still guessing at the connections to the child she was now looking after. They say the kid is hers.


Her hands shook as she pulled the files from 1987. What would she do if Mairead found out?


Concentrate on other things, she thought. She paused, closed her eyes, focused on her breathing. She waited five minutes, breathing carefully, concentrating on nothing else, exactly as they had taught her in London. Then she brought Pamela Mathews’s battered face before her, looked at it and listened again to her story. That was what she was doing now, that was why she was here. She opened her eyes and began to look through the folders.


The panic had gone.


There were nearly 300 missing person reports from 1987, with no index and no way of knowing even what month they had been processed without reading them. A quick sift did not produce the name Mathews, so she had to order and look through them all.


By three-thirty she had got up to the last week in July and had found nothing even vaguely resembling the tale Pamela had given her. Pamela had dated her abduction by reference to a new dress she had been given for her thirteenth birthday, on 1 June 1987. She had remembered the dress being torn from her body. She had told Karen she remembered that the dress was only ‘weeks old’. To be safe Karen continued until she had looked at everything up to the end of August.


She was working on the assumption that, unless Pamela’s parents had been involved in her ‘abduction’ – and nothing Pamela had said pointed that way – then they would have reported it. If they had the MISPER log would be here. So unless Pamela had forgotten her own name, something was amiss.


She filled out a property form at the gate to the cage and pushed the forms into her briefcase. The next most logical source of corroboration would be with doctors’ surgeries in Oxenhope. Pamela didn’t recall whether she had been treated by a doctor, didn’t even recall how she had come to escape her captivity and be released. But clearly – if there was any truth to her story – she had somehow got away and, once again, on that assumption, her parents should have taken her to a doctor or a hospital. But since Pamela couldn’t recall who her childhood doctor had been (and since her parents had both died within months of each other, she said, five years ago) that enquiry would be time-consuming. It was already coming up to 4 p.m., so it would have to wait.


On the way back to Bradford she tuned to Radio Leeds and listened to harmless middle-of-the-road pop music until the drive-time news came up. Operation Shade was the headline story. A judge’s daughter was missing from Ilkley, last seen tea-time the day before. There was an interview with the judge – Michael Kenyon (the name rang vague bells) – and then a quote from the SIO they had appointed. She recognized the soft Scottish accent as soon as he started speaking, before they even introduced him.


Detective Chief Superintendent John Munro had been out of the limelight for a long time – fourteen months, in fact. His involvement as SIO explained why she hadn’t even been told about Shade that morning. Munro might recruit the entire CPT onto his manhunt team, but he would never take her. Not again. Munro had been the original SIO on Phoenix – the enquiry into Phil Leech’s shooting. He had brought Karen onto the team before London realized what was really going on and took it off him. Her activities between those two points hadn’t pleased him. He had learned his lesson.


She smiled as she listened. Munro was playing politics with the resources. Asked how large his team was he replied, ‘Not large enough at the moment. But the Command Team have promised me a significant increase should that prove necessary. We will find little Sophie Kenyon.’ She waited for him to add the words ‘dead or alive’. ‘I am confident of that,’ he said.


Munro was good at using the press. The words transmitted the hidden message clearly: ‘I haven’t got enough men to find her. If she dies the Command Team is to blame.’ He would get his extra men.


She parked up in the Bradford Crown Court car park and walked over to the offices of the local rag – the Telegraph & Argos. Checking news copy was the quickest way she could think of to find out what Geoffrey Reed had been up to in 1987. In reception she asked for Phil Patterson, a crime reporter she had met at court in the past and had once stupidly conceded a post-trial drink to. He had called her four times after that, asking for a ‘follow-up,’ but obviously interested in something else. He wasn’t unattractive, but she didn’t trust him. She didn’t trust anyone who wanted to ask her questions.


‘Karen. What can I do for you?’ Patterson’s tone was suspicious. She stood in front of him, smiling, a good six inches taller than him. Another reason she hadn’t been interested.


‘I’m on an enquiry,’ she said. ‘I need help.’


‘Have you a production order?’


She reached over and touched his arm. She saw it register. He shifted stance, stepping back. He was nervous of her.


‘There’ll be no need for legal stuff, Phil. I just want your help. When you hear what I have to say you’ll want to help. It could be interesting for you.’


He looked hard at her, frowning, trying to work out her motives.


‘I mean it,’ she said.


Finally he nodded, but he looked reluctant.


She followed him to a busy, open-plan office full of computer terminals and sat down on a chair alongside what was presumably his little bit of desk space. Patterson was one of two journalists covering crime for the T&A, the junior one. The actual crime correspondent was a skinny youth called Kevin Down with an irritating Essex accent. ‘Kev’ probably had his own office; Phil didn’t. Behind her there were at least two others in earshot.


She shook her head. ‘We need somewhere private,’ she said. ‘This is just for you and it’s sensitive.’


She watched the light switch on behind his eyes. He stood up and led her to an empty glass-partitioned office at the edge of the room.


‘I need information from nineteen eighty-seven,’ she said, when he had taken the seat behind the cheap Formica desk. ‘Do you have records going back to then?’


‘Of course. Information about what?’


‘This has to go no further than me and you. If it does you get nothing from me about this or anything else, ever.’


‘I’ve never gotten anything off you before, Karen. Why would that worry me?’


‘You’ll get nothing more about this. That would bother you.’


‘Tell me more.’


‘Tell me it goes no further.’


‘It goes no further.’ He smiled. He was lying, but she didn’t really care.


‘I need information about Geoff Reed. Anything and everything about him from the summer of nineteen eighty-seven.’


She watched his tongue dart across his upper lip. ‘Geoff Reed the MP?’


‘That’s him.’


‘Why?’


‘Can’t tell you that now. If something comes from it I’ll give you it first though.’


‘Are you investigating him?’


‘Do we have a deal?’


He nodded.


‘So I’ll tell you first if anything goes down. Not now. That’s the deal.’


‘OK. I’ll check for you first thing tomorrow. It might take a while. Between what dates do you want me to search?’


‘Between, say, May and August.’


‘Looking for anything in particular?’


‘Yes. See if he took part in any elections or suchlike around then.’ She was thinking of the rosette Pamela had described. ‘Or any post-election celebrations. Or fund-raising parties. I need everything. But those things would be the priority.’


‘Is this to do with his funding?’


‘I can’t give you anything now.’


‘You know there was a general election in June of that year?’


She raised her eyebrows, embarrassed. ‘No. I didn’t. I suppose I was busy with other things at the time. When was it?’


‘Eleventh of June. Thatcher’s third term. That was when Reed was first elected up here.’


‘Sounds good,’ she said. Pamela had said it was the eleventh of June two weeks ago that she had seen Reed on TV. Maybe they had been interviewing him because of the anniversary. She thought for a moment. ‘You couldn’t just go and pull me all the copy for that date now, could you? I can wait for the rest.’


He stood. ‘I’ll try. You’ll have to wait back outside though.’


‘You can leave me in here.’


‘I can’t. It’s against the rules.’


‘Don’t you trust me, Phil?’


‘Not after last time.’


She followed him out and sat down to consider what he had meant. ‘Last time’ as far as she could recall, nothing had happened at all. She went for a drink with him, he got ideas. That was it.


He took half an hour before returning, by which time her mobile had gone off three times. The number coming up was her home number, so she ignored it. On the third try the caller left a message and she listened to it. It was Neil, worrying about her, wondering where she was. She checked the time. It wasn’t even six and he was ringing to track her down.


When Patterson returned she gave him her card and took the bundle of photocopies off him.


‘He was at a lot of parties,’ the reporter said. ‘One at the constituency offices, then off on the circuit – all the people he owed, I guess. That’s what they do. Once the polls have closed they have a fifteen-hour wait. You’re lucky. There was a reporter from a national “shadowing” him. The bright young face of Labour – as he was then. He was radical back in eighty-seven. He’s decidedly old school now. We picked up the copy from the national a few days later. There are even a few photos.’


She looked quickly through the material, stopping at a photo of Reed, arms aloft, triumphant, red rosette prominent at his lapel.




SIX


Munro looked at his watch, the fifth time he had done so in as many minutes. Beside him he saw Spencer notice the movement. They were in the conference room at Keighley Police Station, a room hardly large enough to contain a normal divisional enquiry, let alone something major. But then this wasn’t, in anything but name, a major enquiry. This was an exercise in cynicism. Mark Harrison had so far given him only twelve bodies, seven of those the women Ricky Spencer had brought with him from the CPT. The rest had been pulled straight from Keighley Division – a move which suggested Harrison expected them to be back there before long. Munro was still waiting to see whether his words to the press earlier that day would have the desired effect.


It was five-eighteen. He had called the de-brief for five o’clock sharp. Around the large oval conference table there were only ten people so far, himself and Spencer included. Four of the seven CPT detectives were late. Sitting to his right Spencer looked unconcerned. He was chewing gum.


‘Do they have pagers?’ Munro asked his deputy, without looking at him. He had already been told that the missing women were not answering their mobiles.


‘Yes. You want me to page them?’ Spencer asked.


‘Yes.’ You should have done it already, he thought.


Spencer left the room. So far they hadn’t got round to putting phone lines into the place. He watched the eight detectives chatting amongst themselves, laughing, joking. Not a care in the world. It seemed he was alone with his fears for Sophie Kenyon. Everyone he spoke to thought she was alive and well and hiding out. They thought that without knowing the first thing about her or her family. Because that was what usually happened.


He looked at his watch again. He was the only one concerned about the clock.


‘You know the scene,’ he said, quietly, as if he was talking to himself. He heard the murmurs fade away as they tried to listen. ‘Everyone thinks this is bullshit, that Sophie is sitting pretty with an aunt or a friend. Well, I don’t. Not because I know any better, but because if I have any other attitude I won’t do my job. And if we don’t do the job properly and she is not with an aunt or a friend then she’s in trouble. Big trouble. There’s only us to get her away from that. No one else.’ He looked up at them. ‘So if you think she’s safe and well you should get up now. Get up and get out. I’ll get others to help.’ He was aware he sounded nervous, angry. They looked back at him, meeting his eyes, frowning, not quite able to work him out.


The door opened and Spencer came back into the room, followed closely by three of the four missing detectives. They sat down without apologizing. Spencer told him the fourth – DC Westerman – had run into childcare problems and wouldn’t be making it. Munro just nodded. He would deal with the crap later, including the three who were late without excuse.


‘Good. Let’s get started. Who had her friends?’


One of the three who were late raised a hand. ‘I did, sir. I’ve just finished with the last on the list. That’s why I was late, sorry.’


He nodded, looking only at her. It was still no excuse. ‘What’s your name, Officer? I’ve forgotten.’


She was pretty, he thought. But a little too young for him.


She coloured. ‘DC Cooper. Sara Cooper.’


‘So tell us, Sara.’


She cleared her throat, looked at the sheaf of papers in front of her. ‘Nothing,’ she said. ‘Ali, Beth and I,’ she pointed to the women sitting to her right, the other two who were late, ‘did this together. We worked a list of six close friends and a wider list of fifteen possibles. We’ve spoken to each and every one, personally. They haven’t seen her. She’s not with a friend.’


Munro let her words hang for a while. A nice, short, report, he thought. Straight to the point. ‘OK,’ he said. ‘We’ll come back to follow-ups and detail in a moment. Who has the relatives?’


A detective called Malcolm Dickson, who Munro knew from previous murder enquiries, spoke up. ‘Jack, Eric, Pete and I chased the relatives,’ he said. Munro knew they were all Keighley detectives. ‘We’ve got one distant cousin left – lives in London – and that’s it. Most contact by phone, but it all sounded straight up. Doubtful she’s with the one outstanding. She hardly knew him. I would say she’s not with a relative.’


Munro glanced at Spencer. He was writing it all into his policy log. He looked back at the group. ‘Not with a relative. Not with a friend. So where is she?’


No one answered. He settled his eyes on each face in turn. Some met his gaze, others looked away. He stood up.


‘I’ll tell you where she is,’ he said. ‘She’s dead. Some sadistic pervert has taken her from under her parents’ noses, raped and brutalized her, then dumped her body somewhere that will keep us looking for months whilst the evidence dissipates. That’s what’s happened.’


He paused by the whiteboard at the far end of the room and looked back at them. Shock was written across their faces. Even Spencer had stopped writing and was staring at him.


‘Any of you got kids?’ he asked them.


Most of the women nodded. Only Bains looked away. Bains had a nasty history as far as kids went. Munro remembered it.


‘I have too,’ he said. ‘Imagine it’s your kid that died like that. In pain, frightened, lonely, shouting for her mummy.’ Spencer started to say something, probably some kind of objection. Munro held his hand up. ‘That’s the reality of it. That’s what we’re dealing with. Let’s have it out on the table in front of us. Have any of you been on a MISPER enquiry before?’


Blank faces. He began to pace around the table, holding their attention.


‘I have. I remember it well. We sat around for three days laughing and joking and running down the obvious clues. We came in late for briefings. We had childcare problems. Whatever. We didn’t give a shit because we were sure she was alive. About day three or four all the obvious clues ran out. Six months later we pulled her from the canal. Nine years old. So decomposed she was falling to bits. Hands bound behind her back. Probably while we were all sitting on our arses laughing about it – during the first few days.’ He stopped behind Spencer. ‘That isn’t going to happen here. This is my enquiry and you lot are going to do it as if it was your daughter out there. Got it?’
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