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      Jim the dogsbody. A man with a van. Cleaner of other people’s dirty work.

      Main line of business? Men. Bad men. Men he couldn’t care less about. Men who deserved to die.

      But a woman? And more to the point, a woman he’d respected. A brave woman who’d deserved better than to be fried like a kipper.

      She peered down at a man in uniform, his face youthful and lean. The glossy black-and-white finish to the print dated it seventies or early eighties. She knew who the officer was – and why these men wanted him. His name was Tanner. Frank Tanner. At least, that was his name in 1984. A good cop. And what is more, a witness, like her, to wicked men like her captors.

      He lifted the corpse into the back of his van, the smell of muck heavy in the air, sheep bleating in the fields beyond. He hated farms. The smells, the remoteness, the stinking countryside peopled by weirdos crying ‘tally-ho’ while brandishing horse whips. People like those two thugs who’d employed him on the job, sent him to this desolate shithole.

      Sheepshaggers.

      Jim was no sheepshagger. He was a city boy. Through and through. And he guessed she’d been a city girl.

      Thoughts wormed through patches of fertile soil in the woman’s shattered mind before she cottoned on. Chloe had discovered the whereabouts of this ex-policeman, anticipating future events like the true genius she’d proven to be, and now these men were searching for him – and her – out of fear the twain should meet and conspire against them.

      Never before had he felt sorry for a victim of his murky trade. Even when faced with certain doom, the way she’d acted so blasé struck Jim as superhuman. Could he have coped with such torture?

      Of one thing Jim had no doubt – he still had the stomach for the job. Tough-guy John had offered his usual excuses. He had a bad back; besides, he was taking his lass out; besides, he had a debt to settle with a bookie. But Jim knew the real reason. One more look at death, one mere smell of it, was all his buddy needed to depart with the fish butty rumbling in his tummy.

      The woman didn’t try to suppress the Cheshire-cat grin spreading across her bleeding face. Chloe had found her man, and protected him from certain recrimination at the hands of Ray-Bans and Baseball Cap.

      He still had the heart for the job too, though recent events had forced him to question his customary hard-nosed attitude to the waste products of his profession.

      Ironically, that same protection wasn’t afforded to herself. The torture she was suffering bore the prickly truth that her dear Chloe was prepared to put anyone at risk, including her closest guardian, family and friends, in the pursuit of justice. But there was no bad taste in the captive’s mouth. Chloe was a true heroine. She’d cared for nothing but the ultimate truth.

      How could it be right for two grown men to slaughter a frail bird? His employers troubled Jim. He’d done jobs for them before – beatings, reprisals; his stock in trade – but this time they’d gone too far. They’d promised a clean outcome, but they’d lied. They’d made him and John look stupid. And now Jim couldn’t look the lassie in the face, even though she wasn’t staring back.

      With a smooth motion the younger man grabbed her by the throat, lifting her chair over, and now standing astride her, his right foot firmly crushing her rib cage, he wedged the Taser between her thighs and pulled the trigger. Her lower half twisted and threshed helplessly as he gradually guided the stun gun upwards. Then he tilted it ninety degrees before shoving it up her, blood streaming in all directions like some macabre reconstruction of a baby being born.

      She’d never stare again.

      A true heroine.

      And no bad-looking lassie either, considering her present state. Although Jim was the kind of guy who had sex on the brain every minute of the day, right now all he felt was a deep rush of admiration that made his hairs stand on end.

      He shook his head and tried to blot out the memory of the horrors he’d just witnessed. The woman may’ve suffered an undignified death, but she’d damn well receive an honourable burial.

      The baby cried, cried, cried some more, cried herself silly in her cradle of tangled wood and rope. At last, the crying stopped.

      Jim hauled the inert bag into the van and held his breath. Slammed the back doors shut.
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      Back at Elland Road HQ, Sant went in search of Holdsworth and her new lead, but as soon as he’d negotiated the revolving doors he was confronted with the purple-veined, pudgy face of Assistant Chief Constable Bill Gilligan, aka the Old Man.

      Old Man Gilligan wasn’t especially old, but his penchant for antiquated clothing had earnt him the nickname. To prove a point, this afternoon he sported a baggy, double-breasted suit jacket that might have looked good on Humphrey Bogart in The Big Sleep.

      ‘This way, Inspector,’ he pointed, breath scented with a shot of Bell’s. ‘You should count yourself lucky. CC Lister has volunteered to give over a little of his precious time to you and your eccentric work practices.’

      ‘Meaning?’

      ‘You’ll have to wait and see.’

      Sant weighed up the odds of finding some worthy excuse to avoid the inevitable, but the scales were weighed against him. He’d just have to grin and bear it.

      ‘After you,’ Gilligan smirked as they arrived at Chief Constable Edward Lister’s frameless fibreglass doors, coats of arms boldly frosted over them.

      Detective Inspector Carl Sant scanned his fingerprint and entered. It was the first time he’d seen the ultra-modern office occupied by the man at the helm. It certainly befitted authority. About the size of a squash court and encased in blue-tinted glass, it offered ample room for ‘Lanky Lister’ and his two secretaries. Young and blonde and feminine. Nothing but the best.

      Sant breezed past the girls and their sharp looks before nodding once at the gangly figure of the chief constable. A giant, royal blue badge emblazoned on glass above him proudly stated: WEST YORKSHIRE POLICE * IN THE PUBLIC SERVICE. The new smell of the place irritated Sant. He pinched his nose, then realised the gesture might be misinterpreted as impertinence by his chief of command.

      You don’t smell, sir, but everything about you stinks to high heaven.

      Lister poked out his bony hand. Sant stared at it for a moment before shaking it. The man’s uniform was, as always, immaculate. Rumour had it his leather shoes were polished twice daily – and not by their owner. A team of community support officers took it in turns with the spit and elbow grease (more spit than grease).

      Lister even had his nails manicured and his hair cut Action Man-style to the exact shape of his square skull every three weeks without fail. The imperceptible difference it made to his appearance would require biometric profiling of photo-fits before and after. And that’s how he liked others to see him.

      Constant. Unchanging. Steadfast. Just like the character underneath.

      ‘We hear you’ve been withholding information,’ Lister spat. ‘No, let me rephrase. We know you’ve been withholding information.’

      Sant shook his head. ‘Withholding is the wrong word. I was merely— ’

      ‘Superintendent Hardaker has told us the facts. The address on the Post-It found by Dr Wisdom’s forensic team in the grounds of Kirkstall Abbey just happens, by pure coincidence, to match the address of a woman linked to your missing person case.’ Lister stood erect, finger jabbing, eyes rolling. ‘Her name is Susan Smith and she’s a former neighbour of Chloe Lee, the missing girl. So unless you’re too stupid to join up the dots, I know no other word than withholding to describe your actions, or should I say, inactions, over the matter.’

      Sant breathed deeply, searching for inner calm. ‘Me and DC Capstick inspected the premises the day before yesterday. Only then did we discover Chloe had visited the place in the summer, a few weeks before she disappeared. We found evidence that a small package had been removed from the loft. Chloe probably knew something was stored there and went to find it while the current resident was distracted. This resident, a Miss Rhodes, never uses the loft, which explains why whatever was removed may have belonged to the previous tenant, Susan Smith.’

      Lister made a slow hand-clap. ‘Well done, Inspector. Forty-eight hours later, you’ve finally let us know the score. So does this mean that each and every time you find out something important, it will require me to arrange a personal hearing with you before I get to know what the fuck is going on?’

      ‘I was in the process—’

      ‘Bullshit! You had no intention of sharing your little secret. It was only thanks to the discovery by forensics that it came out in the wash.’

      Sant was tempted to say that it was his own intuition that had tipped off forensic officers about possible locations where Sergeant Dryden could have met his informant before boarding that bus and meeting his doom – but he chose not to.

      ‘From now on I’m sticking to you like superglue, DI Sant. And as for Detective Constable Capstick, he will be redeployed if I don’t see a change in your style.’

      Sant gulped hard. He didn’t want to lose his partner. Capstick wasn’t the bravest right-hand man he’d known, but he was a learner, a trier, a loyal companion. And besides, Sant was weaning the university graduate off his beloved textbooks by throwing him into the deep end of real-world CID work.

      ‘The platform is yours.’ Lister fiddled with his Longines watch. Sant kept hands in pockets, the fake Rolex attached to his left wrist out of sight. ‘You’ve got ten minutes to reveal everything, and I mean everything, you know.’

      ‘About what?’

      ‘Your missing person case. And the bearing it has on the murder of Sergeant Dryden.’

      Sant stepped forward and took the chair Lister had offered him. He perched on it grudgingly before telling all.

      Well… almost all.

      The whole lot was common knowledge among the investigatory team. Everyone knew that two of the murdered bus passengers – Kate Andrews and Callum Willis – were friends of Chloe Lee. They’d been sat on the top deck behind Dryden, which suggested they were tailing the sergeant for some reason. Gilligan knew these facts intimately. The Old Man had personally interviewed Kate’s grieving parents at their home, beating Sant to the punch.

      Sadly, a fourth person had been sat on the top deck, too. The killer. After shooting dead Dryden, Kate and Callum, the gunman had slaughtered four others on the bottom deck.

      Sant reeled off a few more known truths, including the murdered bus driver’s previous for armed robbery in the 1980s, though how this past crime could spark off a motive for mass murder on a moving bus was beyond the powers of imagination.

      Lister fixed eye contact with Sant until he’d finished speaking, then turned to the Old Man for ratification. Gilligan nodded once, glumly, before pinching the dimple in his passé plaid tie.

      ‘What about the numbers?’ Lister probed.

      Sant took a moment to register the question. Lister meant the numbers Dryden had hastily marked on the misty bus window seconds before dying of two bullets shot from close range.

      3-1-5 was the verdict by consensus. Though 3-1-S had not been ruled out.

      The inspector chose his words carefully. ‘Possibly a phone number or some other number linked to Sergeant Dryden’s informant. We’ve done a BT directory search. Nothing’s come up.’

      There was plenty that Sant had left out, not least his gut instincts on Dryden’s etchings. The 3 and 1, he believed, meant a date: the 31st of a particular month. Which month was unclear. The other marking – a 5 or an S – was possibly neither, but actually a half-complete figure 8. If so, Dryden was part way through marking a year in the 1980s. Maybe.

      Sant had acted on impulse by taking a trip to the newspaper microfilm archive at the university library. And with a little help from a PhD student called Mia he’d identified a likely candidate for the date theory.

      The 31st of October 1984. The day two police officers were shot in Leeds. Sergeant George Gray murdered. PC Frank Tanner wounded. The two wanted men in the shootings somehow got away.

      Two and a half years later, after an error-ridden investigation, a local criminal called Martin Humphreys was posthumously identified as the gunman who’d pulled the trigger on that dreadful day. He was never brought to trial because he accidentally, and fatally, shot himself whilst evading police following an armed raid on a supermarket.

      His accomplice in the Halloween 1984 shootings, Alfred Shaw, was then acquitted of murdering Sergeant Gray, but found guilty of conspiring to rob and failing to disclose information. Soon after being imprisoned, however, Shaw was released on a legal technicality. He’d been denied proper access to a solicitor while in custody.

      Lister and Gilligan were oblivious to Sant’s archive digging. The inspector would reveal all when the time was right. For now he needed more meat on bones connecting the bus murders and Chloe Lee’s disappearance with the killing of Gray.

      ‘You’re sure you’re not holding anything back?’ Lister’s protruding eyeballs stared deep into Sant’s retinas.

      ‘Certain,’ Sant lied.

      Lister turned to his trusty comrade. ‘I’ll leave him under your wing, ACC Gilligan. Keep him in check. Any more nonsense, report him to me immediately. I’ve got more important things to deal with, but I won’t hesitate to take remedial action if necessary. On your way.’

      Gilligan guided Sant out through the automatic doors, then said: ‘You heard him. Pull your socks up. Or me and Superintendent Hardaker will pull them up for you.’

      ‘Can I get on with my job now?’ asked Sant, fists clenched, eyes blazing.

      ‘As long as you do it properly,’ the Old Man snapped. ‘Every time you play the maverick, it’s me who gets the flak from Chief Constable Lister. Now you know how it feels. So make my life easier, Inspector, and yours too. Toe the line, will you?’

      Sant left without reply. He wasn’t swallowing Gilligan’s sob story. Not one bit of it.
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      Detective Sergeant Amanda Holdsworth was chewing at the bit to reveal her new lead. Tilting her laptop into Sant’s line of vision, she scrolled down a list of four IDs.

      ‘These names are linked,’ she said. ‘Men booked by Dryden in the last ten days.’ Sant squinted as she pointed to a mug-shot on the screen. ‘Look here – at 2.25am last Sunday, ten days ago, Dryden arrested this man, Cameron Jenkins, 18, from Churwell. Drunk and disorderly. Two days later he arrested George Tipper, 20, from Kippax, for the same offence.’

      ‘Why was Dryden wasting his own and everyone else’s time picking up young drunks?’

      Holdsworth flicked at strands of permed brown before folding her arms and sighing. ‘Maybe there was more to it than alcohol.’

      Sant looked back at the laptop. ‘Who are the other two?’

      ‘Samuel Smith, 34, from Knaresborough, and Oliver Mosley, 21, from Hyde Park. Smith was detained three days after Tipper. Mosley was brought in the day after Smith.’

      ‘You might be onto something, Holdsworth. Talk to the desk sergeant at Bridewell. These arrests are recent – he may remember them.’

      She spoke on the phone for an eternity before the documents she was requesting finally reached her inbox.

      ‘Things are getting interesting, Carl,’ she announced, browsing through emails.

      Sant ground his teeth. ‘If I require a lesson in the art of suspense I’ll binge on Hitchcock. Meantime, beg tell all.’

      She couldn’t resist a smug look. ‘How many people each day do you think are held at Bridewell?’ He pleaded ignorance. ‘According to the desk sarge, anywhere between a dozen and fifty. Few of them are memorable. But one thing the desk sarge has recalled lately is hearing more than the odd accusation of false arrest. So I asked admin at Bridewell to scan the details over to me and it turns out three of the four men on my list filed formal complaints against Dryden.’

      Sant’s moustache-like eyebrows lifted. He sat at Holdsworth’s desk and read the reports:

      

      To the Yorkshire Police ombusman:

      On the night of Saturday 24th October I went to town with mates to celebrate someones birthday. We started at Reillys then Tiger Tiger ended up at Oceania. We left there at two and when the fresh night air hit us we sang a few songs and danced in the street as you do. I was actually one of the quieter ones cos I met this [he had crossed out the word ‘girl’ here and replaced it with ‘woman’] and we were kissing as you do. Anyway there we were squeezing each other when along came this officer and told me to move along. I didnt say nothing and neither did the woman and suddenly he came between us with his truncheon. I couldnt tell what he was shouting because it was more a scream than a shout but the next thing I know he grabbed me by the scruff of me neck and spat in me face. Then he handcuffed me and said I was under arrest. He didnt even say about me rights and so forth. Then he pushed me violently towards his police car and threw me in the back. When I got to Bridewell I told the other officers I wanted to complain in writing because of how I was tret. I asked questions and eventually found out the officers name is Sargent Dryden. I want this sargent investigated as a matter of principal. The last thing I want to do is make work for good policemen but in this case its me duty to use my civil rights to bring this sargent to book and stop him bullying other innocent folk whats having a good time in town as you do. And I swear by God even though I dont go to church that what I have wrote is true. Cross me hart. Yours sinceerly, Cameron Jenkins, self employed plaster [someone had added –er at the end]

      

      Sant was no great writer but even he had to shake his head at the poor standard of English. The second letter was even worse, though thankfully, shorter:

      

      to the leeds police higha ups:

      me names mr tipper from over Kippax and neva in me life ave a had a pleaseman cum to me and hit me with his wood bat the trat it wos bang out of order all a wos doin wos snoggin a gorjus chik a met at a niteclub and she tastie like strawburies and wotnot and out of blu cum the trat with is bat and starts smashin it over me bloodie hed and all a wos seein wos stars in the sky low it wos cloudie as eck and wen a cum round am in the please station and that pleaseman is kickin me in both nee caps and shoutin bad words and swearin and not even offrin me a cuppa the trat so am rightin now a formal complaint agenst pleaseman who calls him sen dryden low he mite be makin it up he is a bully and shod be beehind bars not workin as a boy in blu

      Your mr george tipper from over Kippax

      

      A comment had been added by the officer on duty at the time:

      

      This statement is unreadable and undated and can’t be sent to the Ombudsman in its present state. I will phone the complainant and ask him to write his report again (in correct English) or retract the statement in full.

      

      There was no record of any follow-up correspondence. The complainant had given up.

      The third letter, however, was of a higher vintage in the writing stakes:

      

      To the Police Ombudsman for England and Wales overseeing West Yorkshire Police:

      I would like to draw to your attention a serious incident in which I was involved earlier this evening, Thursday 29th October, outside Yates Wine Lodge, Woodhouse Lane, Leeds. I arrived at the public house at nine o’clock with two work colleagues after dining at Malmaison. We had shared two bottles of red wine at the restaurant and had decided on one last drink before catching the return train to Knaresborough.

      At about half past nine I was accosted by a young woman who claimed that she knew me. I told her, politely, that she must be mistaken, but she insisted she was from Knaresborough and had talked to me one day whilst out shopping. I remained uncertain but then, to my surprise, she grabbed my hand and pulled me over to the bar. At first I refused to buy a drink for her, but she insisted I must – she was feeling dehydrated – so I bought her a pint of lemonade. I had a half pint of lemonade because I didn’t wish to consume more alcoholic beverage.

      We talked some more and then she tugged me by the arm and led me out to the terraced seating. It was here that she forced herself upon me. I tried to pull away but she was stronger than expected. She forced me down onto a chair, sat on my knee and brought her lips towards mine. I tried to resist but she held both sides of my head in a vice-like grip.

      I cannot say that I was not flattered to receive a show of affection from a woman younger than I, but it was not my intention to engage – and I did my utmost to avoid the encounter.

      What happened next was outrageous. A police officer, who I discovered later to be Detective Sergeant Liam Dryden, grabbed the young woman around the neck and lifted her off me with unreasonable force. Then he turned his attention to me. He thrust my chair backwards, came nose to nose and hurled abuse at me using language that would not be acceptable even on Saturday afternoon at the football stadium. I tried to walk away so as to calm his unprovoked anger but he followed me, pushing me to the ground with his full weight. I was unable to move and believe I may have bruised a rib in the process. {I will visit my GP in the morning and obtain a prognosis}

      Meantime I could hear some witnesses to the incident criticising DS Dryden’s violent behaviour. The officer responded by threatening them with arrest before marching me to a waiting patrol car and then to Bridewell Police Station where I am now, writing this complaint.

      I have been told, unsurprisingly, that no charges will be pressed and that I am free to go, but I want to place on record my dissatisfaction with the way I was handled – or should I say, manhandled – by DS Dryden. I am more than happy to answer any queries you or your representatives may have about the incident described above, and include my contact details below. My solicitor’s particulars are included under separate cover.

      However, may I also put on record the fact that I am a married man with two children and would not wish my family to be made aware of this unfortunate event. I would therefore respectfully request any correspondence be made in confidence only to the email address highlighted below.

      Sincerely yours,

      Samuel Smith, Management Consultant (Account Director)

      s.smith@companycaresolutions.co.uk

      

      An educated man with a taste for fine food, Sant thought, and a hypocrite to boot.

      ‘Nothing from the fourth man?’

      Holdsworth shook her head. ‘Oliver Mosley from Hyde Park made no complaint.’

      ‘Where was he arrested?’

      ‘Outside Halo nightclub at 2.52am on Friday the 30th October.’

      Sant nodded. ‘The same pattern. Four men arrested by Dryden outside vertical drinking establishments – for snogging the same girl.’

      ‘The same girl?’

      ‘More than likely. Dryden was wasting police time stalking his playgirl and trying to lock up every guy she got kinky with.’

      ‘So why didn’t this Mosley complain?’

      ‘Exactly the question I’m pondering.’

      Holdsworth tapped a pen to her forehead and jumped up. ‘Owen Madeley!’

      ‘Who?’

      ‘Owen Madeley, remember: the man Dryden booked for purchasing a screwdriver.’

      Sant caught on to her train of thought. ‘Owen Madeley, Oliver Mosley,’ he repeated twice, liking their resemblance.

      ‘And if Madeley and Mosley are one and the same, then Dryden had a very big axe to grind with the young man.’

      He nodded. ‘It’s time to pay a visit to Mr Mosley, assuming he supplied a genuine address. I’ll tell your boyfriend the good news.’

      ‘Good news?’

      ‘I’m relieving Capstick of archive duties.’

      She looked meaningfully at Sant. ‘You think Dryden was heavy-handed in these public order cases?’

      ‘If it was just one, the jury’s out. Two or three, I’d say likely. Four, it’s a certainty.’

      ‘You don’t think this recurring girl is Chloe Lee, do you?’

      ‘It’s possible.’ And then he told Holdsworth what Claire Dryden had revealed about her husband’s masochistic lovemaking in the last few weeks of his life, indicating Dryden had encountered sexual liaisons with another woman – possibly Chloe – who’d performed wonders on his sex drive. He also described the triangle of lust Mrs Andrews felt existed between her daughter Kate, boyfriend Callum, and one-time friend/lover of both… Chloe again.

      Holdsworth shook her head. ‘That girl, bless her soul, sounds like a proper nymphomaniac.’

      ‘You may be right,’ he said, recalling the rumours uttered by the chain-smoking Miss Rhodes about Chloe’s relationship with former neighbour Susan Smith. Surely not all these rumours were unfounded.

      ‘You know, I’ve this funny feeling about Chloe,’ Holdsworth went on. ‘She seems to crop up so often. It’d be no shock if she’s still alive and well.’

      ‘You may be right about that, too, but we’re no closer to finding her.’

      ‘This Oliver Mosley – aka Owen Madeley – must’ve had a good reason not to complain about Dryden.’

      Sant nodded. ‘Something to do with this recurring girl is my guess. Did Dryden mention her in his reports?’ Holdsworth shook her head. ‘Then there’s only one thing for it. Me and Capstick will track down this Mosley character and see if we can find out more about the mysterious minx. Meantime, here’s something hot off the press for you, albeit very old news.’

      He showed her the Yorkshire Post story about the police raid on the Stanks Lane South council flats just two days after the Halloween 1984 shootings of Gray and Tanner, no report on this operation appearing in the official files. Though the chances of anyone still living on Stanks Lane South remembering anything at all about the raid were slim, Sant felt it was worth a shot for Holdsworth and a couple of uniforms to do a door-to-door in the faint hope that someone might recall the incident.

      Then he grabbed his coat, leaving his colleague to mull over complainant reports and old news stories and the shady identities peopled therein.
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      Hyde Park meant one thing for DI Sant. Trouble.

      Students able to afford the higher rents chose suburban Headingley. The rest took the budget fare – back-to-back terraces with cobbled back yards.

      Owing to Hyde Park’s high rates of property crime due in no small measure, Sant knew, to naïve students leaving doors and windows open – Chestnut Avenue in Hyde Park was once dubbed Britain’s most burgled street – the landlords spent so much time dealing with claims that anything resembling a joined-up attitude to property maintenance had fallen by the wayside.

      It was the rotting front entrance of one of these tired student homes at which Sant and Capstick knocked, a confused medley of ska and drum and bass greeting their arrival. A burnt-out wheelie bin was laid out on its side, the stench of melted plastic still heavy in the air. The bleak November sunset tried to shed light on the sounds and smells, but even sunsets in this part of town were unrevealing.

      A young man wearing an apron finally answered the door, clearly put out at the interruption to his culinary endeavours. They waited for him to speak, but unblinking eyes stared back at them.

      ‘And a good afternoon to you too,’ Sant said, putting on a plastic smile. ‘I’m Detective Inspector Carl Sant and this is my colleague Detective Constable Brad Capstick, and here are our ID cards to prove it. May we?’

      The man kept shtum but beckoned them in. Clearly the concentration levels required for dishing up beans on toast precluded vocal exertions.

      It was a 1970s throwback of a living room, from the white textured ceiling down to the shag pile carpet. A pair of brass candelabras stood on a narrow mantelpiece above a four-bar gas fire that had seen better days. At least the occupants had sense enough to position a carbon monoxide detector close by.

      The host, who’d scurried off to check the fruits of his labour, came back from the kitchen apron-less. ‘My name’s Zach. Can I offer either of you a drink?’

      ‘No need, sonny.’ Sant answered for them both. ‘I take it you live here.’

      ‘Yes. I’ve been here since September.’

      ‘Start of term?’

      ‘That’s right. I lived in Opal 2 last year.’

      ‘Sounds like a space station.’

      Zach snorted alarmingly, his inhibitions softening. ‘It’s actually a massive hall of residence for first years. I’m in my second year and like the idea of living at ground level.’

      Sant cut to the chase. ‘Is one of your housemates Oliver Mosley?’

      ‘Funny you should mention that name. Some dude called here yesterday asking after the same guy.’

      The two detectives stared at each other for a split second.

      ‘What did you tell him – or her?’

      ‘It was a him.’ Zach looked at Capstick. ‘A few years younger than you.’ Then he looked at Sant. ‘Way younger than you.’

      ‘Thanks for the compliment,’ the inspector croaked.

      ‘Actually I lied to him; told him I’d never heard of Oliver Mosley.’

      ‘I take it you have?’

      Zach hesitated before answering. ‘I know the name but I’ve never met the dude. Let me show you something.’ He wandered out of the room and came back holding an unopened letter from British Gas. ‘There’s his name in print – Mr O. Mosley. Same address – 16 Brudenell Mount. He was a tenant here before the summer vacation. Left a note asking us to forward all his post to a local takeaway joint. As if! The dude should’ve asked the post office to do that job for him.’

      ‘That’s useful information, Zach,’ said Sant. ‘Did you tell yesterday’s visitor what you’ve just told us?’

      ‘No way! He didn’t have ID, unlike you guys.’

      ‘Describe the man in as much detail as you can,’ said Capstick, pen quivering as he prepared to jot down the particulars.

      The young man screwed up his eyes. ‘Thirtyish. Quite tall but not massively. Dark hair under the baseball cap he was wearing. Oh, and when I saw him leaving – you know, making sure he wasn’t hanging about – I noticed he walked a bit like Charlie Chaplin or Donald Duck, his feet turned out like this.’ He demonstrated the walk.

      ‘Excellent work, sonny,’ Sant grinned. ‘You’ve clearly acted on good advice.’

      Zach smiled back. ‘I owe my mum for my stranger-danger awareness – she’s an officer back home in Cheshire. But I don’t heap too much praise on her. You know what mums are like.’

      ‘I do indeed,’ said Sant, thinking of his own mother and the meal she’d cooked for him several days ago. It would still be waiting in the fridge for him.

      ‘Is that all, guys?’

      ‘Just one more thing,’ he asked. ‘This takeaway business Mr Mosley used as a forwarding address?’

      ‘Vincent’s Pizza House,’ Zach said. ‘VPH for short.’
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      VPH Pizzas ‘n’ Burgers had received a recent facelift, but no amount of fresh paint and neon glare could hide the view of the kitchen at the back – which looked about as clean as the greasy assistant working the counter.

      ‘What will it be, sirs?’ Greaseface choked, displaying Stonehenge teeth.

      His appetite rapidly diminishing, Sant shot out his ID in self-defence. ‘No food today, cowboy. I’ve just spoken to a pal of Oliver Mosley’s who tells me his mail is being delivered to this dosshouse.’

      Greaseface twitched. ‘Name again?’

      Sant wrote it down on a blank bill receipt.

      ‘Mosley – umm… he no longer comes here.’

      Sant could smell a lie from a mile off, and right now he wished he was a mile off because the smoky aroma rising from the kitchen was hardly authentic Italian.

      ‘Listen carefully, cowboy. I’m not in the mood to be messed around. Unless you tell me what I want to hear, I will personally fix it for your boss Vincent to be visited by Trading Standards on a food-hygiene grievance – or ten.’

      Greaseface got the message and hurried into the kitchen, his arms flying around in mock caricature of the frustrated chef. Two minutes later he came back with a pile of unopened post.

      ‘Is this what you’re looking for, sirs?’

      ‘What I’m looking for, cowboy, is the man whose name is on all these letters. Where is he?’

      ‘I no idea.’

      Sant drew closer, pinching his nose to stifle the bad odour. ‘I think you have, cowboy, and when we find out you’re withholding important information about a suspected criminal, it won’t be pizzas you’ll be eating at her majesty’s expense.’

      Sant moved away and Capstick followed, knowing full well the routine of breaking into long strides on the way out – macho style.

      Greaseface’s screech trailed behind them. ‘Wait, wait, sirs – I ask a friend. See what he knows.’ He exited stage left once again.

      While the assistant was gone a customer came in. A teenage girl so thin Sant advised her to try somewhere else. It was more likely she’d lose weight than gain it after a VPH delight.

      Greaseface returned with haste. ‘I ask my friend, sirs – he give me this.’ He handed over a piece of old newspaper. Scrawled in black felt-tip pen was a Leeds phone number. No address – just a landline number. It wasn’t ideal, but it would do for now.

      ‘Nice doing business with you, cowboy. Oh, and one more thing. I’m sure he wouldn’t dream of it, but if he does, tell your friend not to whisper a word to anyone about our visit. And that goes for you too. Comprehend?’ The assistant nodded, flinging his arms around some more. ‘We may be back, so don’t take a world cruise any time soon.’
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      Capstick shook his head in bafflement as they got back in his Punto. ‘Why use a dodgy takeaway outlet as a mailing address; why not use the post office, like that young lad Zach said?’

      Sant clipped on his passenger seatbelt. ‘On the face of it, Mosley wants to make life difficult for anyone trying to trace him. Then again, he couldn’t resist leaving his number with Vincent’s pizza gang. And as we now know, the address he gave to Bridewell after Dryden arrested him was not false; merely an old address. So Mosley’s in hiding, yes, but he’s either bad at staying hidden or wants to leave a thin trail for his pursuers.’

      It took Capstick no time at all to call out and locate the address corresponding to the landline number via the police directory service.

      ‘22 Granby Terrace, Headingley. Shall we go knocking again?’

      Sant chewed on his toothpick. ‘Let’s do a bit of staking out first, Capstick. If this is the right address, it’s better if Mosley doesn’t know we’re looking for him.’

      Capstick navigated the short journey to Granby Terrace and parked in a dark corner away from street lighting, but still within eyeshot of number 22 – a tall terrace Sant guessed could accommodate eight tenants minimum. He turned to Capstick in the driver’s seat.

      ‘Who do you reckon started looking for Mosley before us?’

      ‘Haven’t a clue, sir. Maybe a friend or relative?’

      Sant shook his head. ‘The people he’s close to would know where he lived – or how to contact him at least.’

      ‘And it wasn’t Dryden because he was killed four days ago.’

      ‘True, but it could’ve been another officer.’

      Capstick took off his specs to polish the lenses. ‘Who do you have in mind?’

      ‘There are two possibilities. An officer fond of Dryden suspects Mosley may be implicated in his murder and plans to confront him. Or an officer with something to hide wants to get at Mosley before we do, to shut him up or pay him off.’

      Capstick sniggered. ‘You’ve got a finer sense of plotting than the next Bond film.’

      ‘Remember my favourite saying,’ said Sant. ‘Truth is stranger than fiction. You’ll soon learn that much, partner.’

      Nothing much happened for an hour as the two detectives debated the news of the day. Then, just after nine thirty, they looked out of the cloudy Punto windscreen and saw a taxi pull up.

      A few seconds later three men got out and paraded in single file through the narrow gate of number 22, each carrying a takeaway bag. Chinese fried noodles. No VPH pizzas tonight.

      ‘There he is, sir. The one in front. Fits the description of Mosley. Black leather jacket, black denim jeans, quiff.’

      Sant spat out his toothpick. ‘That’s him, and thanks to young Zach we’re one step ahead of the competition pursuing him. Your job is simple for the foreseeable future, Capstick. Shadow Mosley. Go wherever he goes and don’t lose him. We need to know what he’s up to, where, when and why.’

      Capstick studied the face of experience sitting next to him. ‘Could Mosley have killed Dryden in revenge for a brutal arrest, sir?’

      ‘It’s a motive, I grant you, but killing six other people at the same time seems a bit extreme. What’s certain is that Mosley is caught up in something, but now’s not the time to bring him in. Now’s time to follow, listen, learn.’
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