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  Jason Irwin locked his prison van. No armed escort today. The only copper he’d see for the rest of his shift was securely handcuffed in the back, a disgrace to his

  profession according to the grapevine, suspended from Special Branch on allegations of misconduct, something to do with illegal firearms. His name was Jack Fenwick.




  Flicking away his cigarette, Irwin climbed aboard and fastened his seat belt. Waiting for the thumbs up from security, he rammed the vehicle in gear and pulled away, keen to get rid of his last

  delivery.




  As he cleared the exit gate, he head-checked the road, turning left towards Newcastle Quayside, his eyes scanning the front steps of the Crown Court as he passed by. Outside the sandstone

  building, a gang of scruffy youths gave him the one-finger salute as he stopped at traffic lights, their eyes full of hatred. Not long ago, Irwin had transported one of the group into the care of

  Her Majesty – exactly where he belonged, in his opinion.




  Loser.




  He turned right and immediately put his foot down, watching the group get smaller in his rear-view. Crossing the River Tyne via the Swing Bridge, he drove up a steady incline, following the

  signs to the south and on through Gateshead as the autumn drizzle worsened. Not perfect conditions for driving, but hey: he couldn’t have everything. It was Friday. Tomorrow he’d be

  Cyprus bound, spending half-term with his family, a pocketful of euros and nothing to do for two whole weeks.




  Irwin made good time. Somewhere close to the border between Tyneside and Durham, the sky darkened and the wind got up. The rain increased in intensity until it was almost

  impossible to see through the windscreen, even with the wipers on full pelt. Their inability to do the job they were designed for was not lost on his new colleague, Philip Storey.




  Storey was a posh boy, a graduate in Roman Archaeology from Durham University. Even with an impressive degree, he’d struggled to find work in his field of expertise. He’d been forced

  to seek other employment to pay for his flat. The alternative was to go home and live with his parents, a fate worse than death, apparently. They, and he for that matter, thought security work was

  beneath him. Taken on by the company less than three weeks ago with minimal training, the lad had found fault with everything: the pay and conditions, the early mornings, and currently the state of

  the wipers, a thin strip of which had broken away and was flapping across the windscreen like a small black eel.




  ‘Welcome to the private sector,’ Irwin said.




  ‘You should complain,’ Storey grumbled.




  ‘On what grounds?’




  ‘We have a right to health and safety. It’s illegal not to be able to see through the glass.’ Storey’s tone was flat. Disinterested. ‘How long have you been doing

  this poxy job anyhow?’




  ‘Twelve years, give or take.’




  ‘On fifteen grand?’




  ‘You’re doing it.’




  ‘Only as a stop-gap.’




  ‘Don’t knock it, son. It puts food on the table.’




  As Irwin turned his attention back to the road, a red light forced him to depress the brake pedal. Stopping the van, he glanced at his watch. Right on schedule. He’d make Durham prison by

  four. He waited for amber, impatient for his shift to end, to be rid of the jumped-up kid sitting by his side. Storey had riled him once too often this week. What was so special about scratching

  around in the dirt anyhow?




  At least his was a proper job.




  A dark blue Clio pulled up behind, the volume on its radio turned up so high it could be heard in the next county. The driver was singing along to Coldplay’s ‘Yellow’, his body

  swaying to the drumbeat. He was wearing a peaked cap and sunglasses. Optimistic, Irwin thought, unless . . .




  Too late.




  The soundtrack stopped as an Audi A6 overtook at speed, screeching to a halt in front of the prison van, boxing him in. Pressing his alarm, Irwin floored the accelerator, ramming the car. It

  hardly budged. Selecting reverse gear, he did the same to the Clio behind. He was about to repeat the action when two men emerged from the Audi pointing sawn-off shotguns at his windscreen,

  gesturing for him to vacate his vehicle.




  ‘Open up!’ one yelled.




  A foreign voice.




  Irwin froze as a young woman moved into his eyeline beyond the man holding the gun, the sound of crunching metal having drawn her attention. Time stood still as she stopped to gawp at the

  spectacle. When the armed man looked over his shoulder, she sprinted for cover. Irwin couldn’t hear himself think due to the racket his cargo was making. Fenwick was banging on the inside of

  the cab, demanding the low-down on what was going on, begging him to take evasive action. This was serious shit.




  Really? Like he didn’t know.




  In the distance, the running girl stopped. She turned, took out her phone and held it up. What was the mad cow doing? Willing her to get the hell out of there, Irwin yelled at Fenwick to quieten

  down.




  He wasn’t helping.




  Praying that the Clio would back up, offering him an escape route, Irwin’s hopes died as the driver exited his vehicle, leaving the door wide open. Keeping his head beneath the window

  line, he crawled to the rear of his car on his hands and knees and legged it across the road into woods that ran along the west side of the carriageway. Irwin didn’t blame him – given

  the choice, he’d have done the same.




  Realizing they were trapped, Storey began to weep.




  Irwin urged him to get a grip. They were going to be fine. He’d get them out of there. Somehow. The words had hardly left his lips when the gun was raised. Both security guards ducked as

  the windscreen shattered, a large gaping hole appearing at its centre where the shot had pierced the glass. No longer could either guard see their attackers, but they could hear the shooter’s

  instructions to climb down and open up the back, his voice muffled through a balaclava.




  ‘Do it!’ Storey yelled. ‘It’s not worth losing your life for peanuts – or that piece of shit in the back.’




  Irwin told him to shut it. ‘Do I look stupid to you?’




  ‘No!’ Fenwick bawled. ‘They’ll kill us all.’




  ‘That’s helpful, pal,’ Irwin yelled back. ‘Got any bright ideas? Because, if you do, now’s the time to spit ’em out.’




  The Special Branch officer’s opinion was valid – and probably correct – but then he wasn’t the one with the gun pointing at his head. His reply was lost in the

  general mayhem as the passenger door was yanked open. Whimpering in fear, crying for the mother he couldn’t stand the sight of, Storey was pulled from the vehicle, the butt end of a gun

  rammed into his stomach. He dropped to the ground like a stone. With the gun now in his back, he was told to lie face down.




  Seconds later, Irwin joined him, thrown with such force, two of his fingers snapped as he hit the deck. Out the corner of his eye, he saw keys dangling from the Clio’s ignition. For a

  split second – no more – he wondered if he could make the car without getting shot in the back. He decided against. He couldn’t leave Storey to the mercy of these two. Besides,

  this was no time to play the hero.




  Sucking in a breath, Irwin tried to lower his heart rate. His chest felt like it might explode. If he were a gambler – which he wasn’t – he’d have taken bets that the men

  in the masks weren’t going to kill him. Why bother dragging him out of the van otherwise? Why not shoot him dead in his seat? Still, he decided not to test his theory.




  Storey had gone into shock. He was shaking so much his safety helmet was knocking a tune on the road. Irwin wanted to comfort him but didn’t dare move. The lad had shut his eyes tightly,

  expecting to get his head blown off at any second. It unsettled the older man, who had a flashback of his wife and kids packing suitcases at home, his eldest daughter singing along to

  ‘Yellow’ – a bizarre coincidence.




  For a moment, nothing happened. Then Irwin heard the familiar squeak of the van’s back door as it was pulled open. With sound but no sight of what was going on, he counted the seconds, his

  nerve gone completely. No longer sure it wouldn’t end there on that wet and deserted stretch of road, he shut his eyes, wondered if he’d hear the shot that killed him.




  Idling engines purred . . .




  Rain hit the tarmac . . .




  Storey vomited.




  Flinching as a pair of heavy-duty boots arrived by his side, Irwin exhaled as they moved away again, his stomach heaving in relief. A door slammed, then another and another. Expensive. The

  Audi. As it took off at speed, he lifted his head. His prisoner was gone.
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  The events of the past month had caused Detective Sergeant Matthew Ryan a lot of anguish, none of it of his own making. The arrest and detention of his senior officer,

  Detective Inspector Jack Fenwick, had shaken him to the core. It had come without warning, with no reason given. The first Ryan knew of it was when he received a flying visit from the rubber

  heelers shortly after five the next morning, the nickname for Professional Standards hardly apt on that occasion. There was no creeping around. No softly-softly approach. In fact, the opposite was

  true. Their rap on the door of his seaside cottage was so loud it woke half the tiny coastal village of Dunstan Steads.




  Ryan asked himself if he’d ever doubted Jack. The truthful answer was yes – but only because he was half asleep when his Northumbria colleagues took him in for questioning.

  After three hours of intense and often hostile interrogation, common sense kicked in. Now he was as convinced as he could be of his DI’s innocence.




  In the course of his interview, Ryan had learned one or two significant details. Firstly, the allegation that Jack had firearms concealed in his garage had been delivered to the Chief

  Constable’s aide. More importantly, it was acted upon immediately, despite the fact that the intelligence was anonymous and rubbished by those close to the Special Branch officer, an action

  guaranteed to raise suspicions among those in the know. A warrant was obtained, Jack’s home searched – on whose say-so Ryan wasn’t sure – but even he had to concede that the

  evidence was compelling. Guns had been found wrapped in an old army blanket Jack denied owning, and yet fibres from it had been lifted from the boot of his car. His subsequent remand in custody had

  put him out of reach. What little information Ryan had managed to cobble together since had come from Jack’s wife, Hilary, who’d been grilled by police, the experience leaving her

  distraught and angry, unable to comprehend what was going on.




  Hauled in for the same treatment, Ryan had told Professional Standards to back off, refusing to give the allegations houseroom. With no knowledge of the cache of arms in question, he had nothing

  to say on the matter. It was a fit-up, surely. Any detective worth their salt could see that. But those dealing with the case had Jack in their sights and they weren’t letting go.




  Ryan checked his watch. It was almost five.




  It would be dark in an hour.




  Time he wasn’t there.




  ‘That was a big sigh.’ Caroline’s cool hands began to massage his neck and shoulders, taking away the tension. He hadn’t heard her approach or noticed her set a mug of

  tea by his side. ‘Are you going to tell me what’s up?’ she asked.




  ‘Up?’ Even in his head, his response sounded lame.




  ‘I don’t need eyesight to see how worried you are,’ she said. ‘It’s obvious you have something on your mind. If it’s the house, just say and I’ll put it

  on the market. It’s not a problem.’




  ‘It’s not the house.’ Reaching up, Ryan laid a hand on hers, stroking it gently. ‘You live here because it makes your life easier. Mine too, knowing you’re secure.

  I want you to stay for as long as you like.’




  He meant it.




  They had been born upstairs in the same bedroom where their mother had died peacefully in her sleep, with Caroline sitting in a chair beside her. After the funeral, Ryan had offered to move back

  in, but she wouldn’t hear of it, insisting that she was doing fine all by herself.




  The massaging stopped.




  Caroline sat down under the scrutiny of her twin. Immediately, her guide dog shuffled forward, sinking his nose into the folds of her faded skirt. His sister was slim and very beautiful, with a

  dress sense most sighted women would die for. It pained Ryan to think that she’d never seen colour. Never seen him. He felt guilty about that.




  It could so easily have been him.




  Being blind from birth had never stopped her living. Ryan was immensely proud of her many achievements. She had first-class honours in criminal law, was a gifted musician with, it seemed, the

  ability to do anything she put her mind to. She was looking directly at him, dark curly hair like a shawl around her shoulders, bright eyes so normal an outsider would never guess that she lived in

  perpetual darkness.




  ‘I want you to be happy, Matt.’




  He smiled. Now they were parentless, she was the only one in the world who called him that. Everyone else called him Ryan.




  The lie on the tip of his tongue came easy. ‘I am happy.’




  ‘You don’t sound it.’ His twin was a walking, talking lie detector.




  He apologized. ‘I’ve not been very good company, have I?’




  She’d misread him. ‘Roz has a point, doesn’t she? This house is your inheritance too. You love each other. It’s only natural she wants to live with you.’




  That was never going to happen.




  Ryan allowed the conversation to stay on his ex. Coming on the back of their mother’s death, his twin had been upset by the arrest and detention of his boss, her friend, Jack Fenwick. He

  didn’t want to add to her distress by telling her that his relationship with DC Roz Cornell was also over. A different type of blindness had hidden differences between them until a couple of

  weeks ago. He didn’t have it in him to forgive her for what she had in mind for Caroline. Recognizing the value of a Grade II listed property in Alnwick – prime Northumberland real

  estate in a market town once voted the best in the UK – Roz was prepared to turf her out on her ear in order to release his newfound wealth. He hadn’t spoken to her for weeks and that

  suited him fine.




  It was an amicable parting – almost.




  If his twin had known about the separation – more importantly the reason for it – she’d have felt guilty about holding him back. Ryan couldn’t cope with that. He’d

  tell her when the time was right.




  Suspicious of his silence, she was trying her best to make him see reason and put the house up for sale. ‘It would enable you to buy a place in town,’ she said.




  ‘I don’t want a place in town. I live by the sea because I love it. It’s good for me—’




  ‘Then explain what it means to you. I’m sure Roz will understand.’




  ‘No, she won’t. She detests it up there.’ He listed all the reasons she’d given: too cold, too windy, nothing to do. ‘How she can view the Northumberland coast as

  boring is beyond me,’ he said. ‘She thinks landscape is a page orientation.’




  Caroline laughed.




  ‘Where is she anyway?’ She didn’t wait for an answer. ‘Working, I suppose. Why anyone would join the police force . . .’ Stalling, she reached out her hand and

  found his, a pained look on her face. ‘I’m sorry, Matt. You know what I meant. You both work too hard, that’s all. Why don’t you take a break, a long weekend, go somewhere

  hot? Roz loves the sun, even if you don’t. It would be good for you.’




  Ryan didn’t comment. He’d never seen the point of taking a fortnight off to lie on his back and fry when there was so much more out there to explore: the countryside, the coast, the

  rich heritage of their own country – stuff he’d rather be doing on his days off – a lot of it on his doorstep, none of which Roz appreciated.




  ‘She’ll come round about the house,’ Caroline was saying. ‘Maybe if you had a bigger one at the coast?’




  It was typical of her to play peacemaker. During spats between their parents – even when too young to fully understand what they were about – she’d say something silly or ask a

  question that would make them collapse with laughter, kiss and make up.




  ‘Can we talk about this later?’ Ryan saw off his cold tea and stood up before she had time to put forward a fix for his broken love life. He ruffled Bob’s shiny coat, receiving

  a tail wag in return. ‘I have to go. And don’t give the house another thought. I’ll pop by on my way home.’




  ‘There’s no need—’




  ‘I’ll be here.’ He kissed the top of her head.




  His mobile rang: Hilary Fenwick.




  Ryan considered leaving it to voicemail and then changed his mind. Hilary had been in court earlier, a specially convened bail hearing choreographed by her husband’s solicitor.

  Instinctively, he knew the result wasn’t going to be good. If he’d been released, Jack would’ve called the minute he was out. Still, the least Ryan could do was play along.




  ‘Hilary, hi!’ He tried to sound upbeat. ‘How did it go?’




  The woman was hysterical, words tumbling out of her mouth – not fast, not slow, but jumbled and incoherent. On the chair opposite, Caroline had dropped her head on one side, her

  super-human hearing picking up every word, alarm flashing across her face. She adored Jack, almost as much as he did.




  ‘Rewind, Hilary.’ Ryan sat down. ‘Tell me exactly what happened.’




  ‘Jack didn’t get bail. I’ve had Professional Standards here. It sounds crazy, but they say his mates have helped him escape. The prison van never made it to Durham. It was

  attacked by armed men.’ Her voice broke and she began to cry again. ‘He’s gone, Ryan. Jack’s gone. He hasn’t been sprung . . . he’s been abducted. Oh God . .

  .’ She choked back her tears. ‘The police are looking for you.’




  ‘Well, they’re not looking very hard. I’m on the other end of this mobile. You found me, didn’t you?’ Ryan placed the phone in the crook of his neck and picked up a

  pen. ‘Where did this happen? Was anyone hurt?’




  ‘I don’t know,’ Hilary sobbed. ‘They wouldn’t tell me.’




  ‘I’ll be right over.’




  ‘No! That’s not a good idea. They’ve stationed a car outside.’




  ‘So? I’m not in hiding—’




  ‘You’re not at work either. Your office said you were at headquarters. Complaints say they can prove your car hasn’t been there all day. They’re viewing that as

  suspicious. They think you’re involved. They practically accused me of tipping you off as to the time Jack left court. Be careful. They’re gunning for you.’




  As Hilary rang off, Caroline’s head went down. When she looked up, she was sheet-white. This was bad – very bad – they both knew it. For once in his life, Ryan was pleased she

  couldn’t see his face.
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  Six p.m. In the two and a half hours since the hijack, investigators had pulled together an extensive file. A countdown of events leading up to Jack Fenwick’s flight from

  custody: witness statements, times, actions, several diagrams of the scene – all necessary for an incident that would dominate the coming weeks. Detective Superintendent Eloise O’Neil

  had questioned his wife, telling her to make contact if she heard from her husband. Unlikely. And where the hell was DS Matthew Ryan? He was to have been her next port of call. All

  attempts to find him had failed.




  Far from happy, O’Neil scanned his picture. Ryan had dark hair, brown eyes and enough grey-flecked designer stubble to hide a small scar on his chin from being thrown over the handlebars

  of a pushbike when he was a kid. He was a dead ringer for Henry Cavill. Unmarried, she noticed. Probably best. Few relationships survived the rigors of a job that demanded your devotion 24/7. She

  detected hidden depths, as if he had a story to tell.




  She bloody hoped so.




  Throwing the photograph on her desk, she pulled out her phone and scanned her emails. As usual, her superiors were screaming for a result, but piecing together an exact sequence of events was

  proving difficult. One vital witness – the driver of a Renault Clio abandoned at the scene – hadn’t yet been traced. According to prison escorts, corroborated by one other

  witness, the guy had fled the scene and hadn’t reappeared after the hijacking.




  O’Neil’s internal phone rang.




  Frustrated, she picked up the handset. ‘I said I wasn’t to be disturbed.’




  ‘It’s the front desk, guv. DS Ryan is in the building.’




  ‘Where exactly?’




  ‘Fenwick’s office.’




  ‘Tell him to wait there.’




  Ryan stood up as they entered. Eloise O’Neil was Northumbria’s most revered Professional Standards officer. With a reputation for impartiality, she’d clocked

  up years of experience, an impressive track record. Unlike some in her department – namely the male by her side, DS John Maguire – she could punch above her weight. These two were not

  the same officers who’d interviewed Ryan when the case broke.




  These were the big guns.




  ‘Guv.’ Ryan extended his hand, receiving a firm shake from her, a glare from Maguire. ‘How can I help you?’




  ‘It’s good to meet you . . . finally.’ It was a dig. O’Neil was looking directly at him. Judging him. In her hand was his personnel file, a white label on the front

  displaying his name, rank and number. She nodded to her cohort, a man Ryan couldn’t stand. ‘DS Maguire has been trying to find you.’




  ‘Did he not think to call me on this?’ Ryan held up his phone.




  O’Neil glanced at her DS, a question in her eyes. He shrugged, his colour rising. The Detective Super let it go. Cautioning Ryan, she asked if he required representation from a solicitor

  or a Police Federation official. He declined, telling her he’d done nothing to warrant one. She asked him to think again. When his answer was the same, she got stuck in, levelling her gaze at

  him, her expression inscrutable. ‘On Saturday the twenty-first of September you were interviewed in connection with firearms found in DI Fenwick’s house. Is that correct?’




  ‘Yes, guv.’




  ‘Well, take a seat, I have a few more questions for you.’




  Ryan got a whiff of expensive scent as she moved closer. It was hot in Jack’s office. Before sitting down, he loosened his collar and left his desk to open the window. He didn’t care

  that his action might be misconstrued as nervousness on his part. Still, he was glad she couldn’t see the trickle of sweat running down his spine.




  ‘Have you heard the news?’ O’Neil took the seat opposite.




  ‘About the hijack? Yeah, I heard.’




  ‘Who told you?’




  ‘My DI’s wife.’




  ‘Oh?’ Maguire interrupted. ‘Thick as thieves, are you?’




  ‘We’re friends. She’s frantic with worry and wanted my help. By your presence here, I’d say she has good reason. I told her I was as much in the dark as she

  was.’




  Placing a couple of stills on Ryan’s desk, O’Neil turned them round to face him. The images showed the hijack taking place. He looked at them for a few moments, memorizing the time

  and date at the bottom of both, information that might come in handy later. The incident had been over in less than two minutes.




  ‘Now tell us DI Fenwick isn’t guilty,’ O’Neil said pointedly.




  Ryan eyeballed her. ‘He’s not.’




  The Detective Superintendent shook her head. Clearly, she didn’t share his faith. She pointed at the photographs, her voice calm, measured. ‘He was getting into the car with them

  – as cool as you like – I have the whole thing on videotape and eyewitnesses to back it up. You need to understand, Ryan. He wasn’t running or being dragged. He was walking of his

  own free will.’




  ‘You’ve had the benefit of the footage, guv. I haven’t.’




  ‘Then you’ll have to take my word for it.’




  ‘What can I say? No offence, but I think you’re wrong.’




  Ryan’s eyes flitted from one officer to the other. They were a perfect fit for the job they were doing. In contrast to O’Neil’s fair-mindedness, Maguire was a nasty piece of

  work. The good cop/bad cop routine was alive and well in Northumbria force. No one liked bent coppers, least of all Ryan, but Maguire enjoyed his job too much. Often boasted about how many

  colleagues he’d locked up. It wasn’t as if he had anything to be proud of either. Despite his overinflated ego, his arrest–conviction ratio was crap. He represented everything

  Ryan hated in a policeman.




  All the gear – no idea.




  ‘Fenwick clearly had assistance,’ Maguire said. ‘A coconspirator, if you will. We’re here to investigate where it might have come from.’




  Ryan locked eyes with him. ‘’Fraid I can’t help you.’




  ‘Where have you been all afternoon?’ O’Neil asked.




  ‘I had a personal errand to run—’




  ‘I bet you did.’ Maguire pulled up a chair and sat down. ‘Care to enlighten us?’




  ‘I was visiting my sister.’




  ‘The blind one?’




  Ignoring the moron like he wasn’t in the room, Ryan directed his answers to the senior officer. ‘I’m sure DS Maguire is well aware that I only have one sister, guv. Our mother

  died recently. My twin has taken it very badly. I popped up to Alnwick to make sure she was OK.’




  O’Neil bristled, not on account of him, if Ryan was any judge. Maguire’s heavy-handedness had angered her. ‘I’m sorry for your loss,’ she said. ‘But you can

  appreciate the position I’m in. Because you were not where you should’ve been at the time someone was helping Fenwick escape, you’re on dodgy ground. Whether you like it or not, I

  have to assume that your twin would say anything to save your skin. It’s a weak alibi. In fact, it’s no alibi.’




  ‘Fair comment,’ Ryan said. ‘It doesn’t change my answer.’




  ‘Can anyone verify what you say?’ Maguire again.




  ‘My sister can.’




  Dissatisfied with his answer, his attitude or both, O’Neil attacked. ‘We’re investigating a criminal conspiracy involving illegal firearms, DS Ryan. You may be involved. You

  may not. Either way, we need your full cooperation.’ She opened his file, telling him how impressed she was with his record. ‘You’ve not put a foot wrong, have you? Apart from a

  couple of unsubstantiated complaints from members of the public – I’ve picked up one or two myself over the years – you’ve been a force poster boy.’ She looked up.

  ‘You’re acting DI in your boss’s absence. You stand to lose a lot if you’re lying to me.’




  ‘I’m not, guv. And I have nothing to add to the statement I already gave.’




  ‘You deny any wrongdoing?’




  ‘Yes. So, unless you have proof that I aided an escape, I have work to do.’ Ryan climbed down. It would be unwise to put her back up. ‘Listen, I don’t want to be a pain

  in the arse. I realize yours is a difficult job but, throughout his interrogation, Jack Fenwick protested his innocence. Ever considered the notion that he might be telling the truth?’




  ‘Not for a millisecond,’ Maguire answered for her. ‘We have forensic evidence.’




  ‘A plant maybe?’




  Maguire wasn’t finished. ‘Maybe we’ll catch you out too.’




  ‘That would be difficult, given that I’m squeaky clean.’




  ‘Don’t smart-mouth me.’




  ‘Or what?’




  ‘Oi, you two, cut it out!’ O’Neil’s eyes flashed a warning to them both, eventually coming to rest on Ryan. ‘I’ll ask you again, Detective. Do you know

  anything about those firearms, Fenwick’s involvement in concealing them, or who might be responsible for helping him escape from custody?’




  ‘No, guv. My DI plays by the rulebook.’




  ‘Shame you don’t.’ Maguire couldn’t help himself.




  Ryan repeated that he didn’t believe Jack Fenwick had done anything wrong. ‘As far as I’m concerned, he’s as straight as they come.’




  Maguire gestured for him to stand.




  Ryan got to his feet. Instinctively, he knew what was coming. Maguire had waited a long time for this moment. He’d want to make the most of it, not let it pass without a fanfare. More

  worried about the safety of his friend and colleague than the trouble he was in personally, Ryan wondered if he might convince O’Neil to take him on. Allow him to aid her investigation. With

  his knowledge of Jack and his close contacts, he might be of use to her. Putting it to her in as few words as he could, he told her she’d have more success working with him than without.




  ‘Believe me,’ he said. ‘I want to get to the bottom of this and find my DI as much as you do.’




  ‘No chance,’ Maguire said. ‘In fact, you know what? You weren’t where you should’ve been this afternoon. You’d buggered off for some spurious personal reason.

  Now you’ll have to face the consequences. You’re suspended.’




  ‘On what grounds?’




  ‘I just gave you the grounds.’ Victorious, Maguire began to count on his fingers. ‘Neglect of duty; inappropriate use of a police vehicle—’




  ‘You forgot theft of diesel,’ Ryan mimicked his tone.




  ‘You’re quite the comedian.’ Maguire was almost smirking. ‘We’ll get round to that too . . . eventually.’




  Ryan stared him down. ‘That’s the best you can do? It’s bollocks, Maguire. You know it and so do I. I covered the expenses. Check the logbook.’




  ‘I will, except it might take a while. Right now I’m busy.’




  ‘What is this? Payback for being passed over for Special Branch, or something more personal perhaps?’ Ryan enjoyed taking him down a peg. ‘I won’t spell it out with your

  guv’nor here. That wouldn’t be fair. Unless . . . yeah, that must be it: you’re afraid I might get to the truth before you do. I guarantee it.’




  ‘No.’ O’Neil was all over him. ‘You’ll do no such thing. From this point on you are suspended. You will not involve yourself in this matter in any way. Failure to

  comply will only land you in more bother. If you have anything to say to me, say it. We don’t need you on duty in order to follow it up. Do I make myself clear?’




  ‘Crystal,’ Ryan said.




  Maguire stuck his hand out. ‘Warrant card.’




  Ryan wanted to punch his lights out. His eyes found the floor instead. He took a moment to regain his composure. The outcome of the interview was even worse than he’d imagined. When he

  raised his head, O’Neil looked decidedly uncomfortable. Unlike the goon sitting beside her, she took no pleasure in seeing an officer of his calibre hand over his most prized possession.

  Taking his warrant card from his breast pocket, he presented, or rather threw it down. It landed with a solid thump on the desk. Skidding over the polished surface, it tipped over the edge into

  Maguire’s lap, wiping the sneer off his face.




  ‘Close the door on your way out,’ he said.




  Grabbing his jacket from the back of his chair, Ryan told O’Neil that he had every confidence in her ability, and Maguire that he was making a big mistake. With his head held high, he

  walked out, leaving his office door wide open in his wake. Without access to the station, he was screwed.
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  Grace Ellis turned on the TV. She was bored. She’d been bored since 20 December 2010, the day she retired. A succession of displacement activities, some paid, some

  voluntary, had kept her interest for a while, the pick of which was Foreign Office courier, a job that had taken her all over the world. Even with the perks of diplomatic status, within a year the

  novelty had worn off, so exhausting was the travelling. To get over it, she’d spent the past month chilling with a mate in Sainte-Maxime, a few kilometres from St Tropez, enjoying glorious

  weather, fine wine and brilliant company, with a view to moving there. But she’d returned to the UK, unsettled, with little appetite for life in the slow lane.




  Emigration simply didn’t appeal.




  Although undeniably at a loose end, she was nowhere near ready to sit on her arse and get fat. With no firm plans for her evening, beyond shoving on the washing machine and necking a bottle of

  red, she flicked through the TV channels until she happened upon the theme tune for the local news. On camera, the ITV News presenter, Ian Payne, gave the headlines, listing them in order of

  priority.




  Thinking she’d misheard, Grace turned up the volume.




  The news anchor’s expression darkened as he returned to the day’s top story. ‘And in news just in, a disgraced Northumbria detective has escaped from a prison van in a daring

  hijack in broad daylight. The police officer was arrested and suspended from duty in September following allegations of possession of firearms without a licence and misconduct in public office.

  We’re going live to the scene, where our correspondent Helen Ford has the details. Helen, what can you tell us?’




  On screen, the image switched to an outside location where Ford was standing by in the dark. ‘The former Special Branch officer was en route from Newcastle Crown Court to Durham prison

  following an unsuccessful bail hearing. The security van was hijacked on the main road you see behind me, an audacious attack that has shocked this rural community.’ She gestured over her

  shoulder, telling viewers that the road had been cordoned off and would remain so for some time. ‘Prior to his arrest, DI Jack Fenwick was a decorated policeman, trusted by his superiors and

  assigned to highly sensitive cases, including counter terrorism. As recently as three years ago he’d been tasked with monitoring subversive organizations operating within our force

  area.’




  Lighter fuel ignited with a mini-explosion. Grace pulled the flame towards her, lit a cigarette and threw the pack on the coffee table, eyes glued to the TV as the report cut back to the studio,

  the focus of her attention an image of Jack Fenwick that had just uploaded on the left-hand side of the screen. His face seemed to get larger the more she looked at it.




  ‘Do we know what the detective had been working on?’ Payne asked.




  Ford glanced at her notes. ‘We have no specific details on that. According to his solicitor, Paul Godfrey, the officer has always protested his innocence and denied all charges.

  Today’s events, however, seem to support the contention that he may be involved with some pretty heavy people.’




  Bullshit.




  Adrenalin rushed through Grace’s veins, transporting her back in time. Her living room walls seemed to expand and disappear until all that was left was her armchair and the TV. In her

  mind, she’d just pulled on a uniform. Whatever had happened during her holiday in France, she was certain of one thing: wherever ITV were getting their information, it was wrong. Working with

  Jack in the Serious Incident Squad had been a blast, every shift exciting, every tour of duty better than the one before. He was her protégé, his promotion to Special Branch after

  she’d left the force well deserved. A more decent guy you couldn’t wish to meet. The press had a duty to report the facts, of course, but they had no right to imply any more than that,

  or sully a fine officer’s reputation.




  Taking another hit of nicotine, Grace checked her watch. Six-forty. She picked up the phone, dialling a number she’d committed to memory years ago. It was answered on the fourth ring, no

  greeting given, just a patient and weighty silence from the man on the other end.




  Same ol’ Newman.




  ‘Fancy coming out to play?’ she asked. ‘I need your help, Frank.’




  ‘Hello, Grace.’




  ‘Listen to this.’ Putting the phone on speaker, she turned up the TV.




  In the studio, Payne continued, ‘What do we know of the hijackers?’




  Ford reappeared on screen. ‘I’ve spoken to one witness who confirms that there were two men, both armed. They drove away at high speed in a silver Audi – registration NB59 HFT.

  Police are keen to trace the getaway vehicle as well as the detective who fled the scene . . .’




  Grace pulled the phone towards her. ‘Did you get that?’




  ‘Yeah,’ Newman said. ‘Sounds serious.’




  ‘It is.’ A number plate flashed up on screen. ‘Hold on a second.’




  Grace scribbled down the registration as the presenter carried on, placing great emphasis on the distress caused to two security guards who were helping police with their enquiries. Not for the

  first time was she regretting her decision to retire. She’d enjoyed every minute of her job, but then the organization changed beyond all recognition. It became so diluted she couldn’t

  stomach it any more.




  Until today.




  Now she had a burning desire to take positive action. She’d do anything – anything – to throw her life into reverse and carry on working. ‘The guy that was

  sprung used to be one of mine,’ she said, back on the phone, heart beating too fast, imagination in overdrive. ‘What you heard just now is crap.’




  ‘Sounds like you rate him.’




  ‘I do. You going to help me out or not?’




  ‘Not. I’m otherwise engaged.’




  ‘Doing what?’




  ‘That’s my business.’




  ‘Sorry I troubled you.’




  Stubbing her fag in the ashtray, sending a chimney of smoke upwards, Grace was kicking herself for having pried. Frank was a man of few words. She’d not seen him for almost four years. He

  could be doing anything – with anyone – a fact that was as heartbreaking as it was annoying. In other circumstances, things could’ve been so different between them but, for now,

  their conversation was over. Hanging up, she screamed at the TV in frustration. She could’ve played that better. Should have. She sat back in her armchair, piles of unwashed clothes on the

  utility room floor forgotten, her French vacation a distant memory. Jack Fenwick desperately needed help. If Newman wouldn’t lend a hand, another of her former devotees, DS Matthew Ryan,

  would.
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  Ryan drove home to Embleton Bay through the arse-end of the rush hour with the intention of calling on Caroline, a plan that quickly faded as he passed the signpost for Alnwick

  on the way to the coast. If he couldn’t share his split with Roz with his sister, he sure as hell couldn’t face the prospect of telling her he’d been suspended from Special

  Branch. She’d blame herself for getting him into trouble when it wasn’t her fault.




  Best not go there.




  Since the death of their mother at the end of June, Ryan had worked out an arrangement with his boss; in exchange for working out of hours, without claiming overtime, he could piss off during

  the day to sort Caroline out. Now he came to think of it, the idea had come from Jack. That was the kind of compassionate guy he was. He didn’t seem to care that it would leave him

  short-handed.




  Quite the opposite: anyone would think he wanted rid of him.




  Ryan hadn’t bothered mentioning this private pact to O’Neil. What was the point? He didn’t have it in writing and it would merely act as another black mark against his DI. A

  spirit of cooperation didn’t exist when complaints were on the table.




  The miles flew by and he was home in no time. He drove past his house and round the back to the courtyard parking area. Not another car in sight. Most of the properties in Dunstan Steads were

  holiday lets. Second homes converted from old farm buildings. The tranquillity of the place was the perfect antidote to a hectic life as a serving police officer. A short stroll across the golf

  course and he was on the beach.




  Bliss.




  Through force of habit, not need, he locked the car.




  Opening the gate, he crossed the yard and let himself into a hallway that doubled as a dining room, anger over his suspension boiling in his gut, an emotion he had no time to indulge. If he was

  going to help Jack, he needed to focus. He may be locked out of the station – any police station – but Maguire couldn’t take away his ability to investigate a crime or

  keep his promise to Hilary. With or without the power his warrant card afforded him, Ryan was determined to find out what was going on.




  But where to start?




  Stripping off, he took a shower, purging himself of O’Neil’s warning that he should stay the hell away from the case or face the consequences. He dressed in jeans, an old sweater and

  leather jacket – his dad’s; a throwback from his drug squad days. It was falling to bits, but Ryan didn’t care. He’d worn it since he’d grown into it twenty years ago.

  The image of his old man with it on was the only one he had.




  Leaving the house, he returned to his Land Rover Discovery and got in. The interior of the British four-wheel-drive utility vehicle smelled permanently of Caroline’s dog. The car was old

  and rusting but it suited his personality and lifestyle perfectly. He was an off-road kind of guy – another thing Roz hated about him.




  South of Stannington village, Ryan took the slip road – signposted Blagdon – then turned right over the bypass on to the Berwick Hill Road. The radio was full of the hijack, the

  weather doing its utmost to persuade him to put off ’til morning. He ploughed on regardless. It was too risky to be seen near the crime scene and too late in the day to talk to Jack’s

  solicitor. Hilary – he’d begin with her.




  The house was in a quiet road in Ponteland, half a mile or so from force headquarters. Ryan arrived at nine. He’d been there so often, he could’ve driven it

  blindfold. She was washing the dishes when he was shown into the kitchen by her eldest, Robbie. The eighteen-year-old had his father’s good looks, the same rugged features and deep-blue

  eyes.




  Lifting her hands from the sink, Hilary dried them on a tea towel. As she walked towards him for a hug Ryan couldn’t work out if she looked tired, ill or lost – probably a

  combination of all three. He remembered the first time they had met – here in this house – a surprise birthday party thrown by Jack. They had danced in the garden, got steaming drunk on

  tequila and ended up challenging each other to an arm-wrestling match that, bizarrely, she won. While she’d never once embarrassed him by mentioning it, Jack had never let him forget it.




  Good times.




  As she withdrew, Ryan forced a reassuring smile for her three children, who were standing in the doorway waiting for him to say something. Robbie in the middle, his sisters Jess and Lucy holding

  his hand on either side, dressed in pyjamas and ready for bed. Ryan had held Lucy the day she was born, five years ago. Once an ugly duckling, she’d grown into a gorgeous little girl. As her

  godfather, he’d accompanied her to reception class on her first day at school a month ago in place of her dad. No substitute – he would never be that – but better than nothing on

  one of the most important days of her life.




  She ran and buried her face in his lap.




  Ryan cleared his throat. ‘I’ll find your daddy if it’s the last thing I do. I promise you, my lovely girl.’ Getting down to her level, he brushed away her tears with the

  back of his index finger, catching Robbie’s concerned eye. ‘Can you put the kids to bed while I talk to your mum?’ Then to the girls: ‘I’ll come and tuck you in if

  you’re good.’




  As the lad led the youngsters from the room, Ryan fetched himself a glass and sat down at the kitchen table, pushing the remains of the children’s supper to one side. He refilled

  Hilary’s glass with a generous measure of white wine from a half-empty bottle and poured one for himself. He was off duty. Permanently. Besides, he needed a drink after his head-to-head with

  Maguire. The prick had him bang to rights. There was no wriggle room.




  They both knew that.




  For a while, Hilary sat in silence, her long fringe obscuring puffy eyes. She was trying hard not to lose her composure. Police officers’ partners soon learned to be tough. That

  didn’t mean she needed less support. On the mantel above the old-fashioned kitchen range there were cards Ryan recognized, a spray of flowers too, the product of an office whip-round, a

  gesture of consideration for the family until the madness stopped.




  Following his gaze, Hilary managed a smile. ‘Please thank the team for those. Jack would appreciate it too.’ The smile vanished. ‘He was so certain he’d be home today.

  I’d taken a bag to court with a change of clothes. Godfrey told him it was a foregone conclusion. Have you met him?’ She was talking about Jack’s brief.




  ‘Many times. He’s well respected, the best there is.’




  ‘Not today he wasn’t.’




  ‘Did Jack say anything to you during his appearance?’




  She shook her head. ‘They wouldn’t let me in.’




  ‘Why not?’




  ‘The hearing was held “in camera” at the request of the CPS.’




  ‘Figures. Despite their best efforts, Jack is still a serving officer.’




  ‘Not for much longer, if they get their way.’




  Ryan’s eyes fell on a third glass on the kitchen table. ‘You’ve had company?’




  ‘Grace popped in.’




  ‘She’s back from France?’




  Hilary nodded. ‘Saw the news on TV. She’s in a worse state than I am, although she’s pretending she’s not. You know what they were like. There was a time she saw more of

  him than I did. You too, come to think of it. She just wanted to make sure me and the kids were OK. That’s why they’re still up . . .’




  Her voice was drowned out by thoughts Ryan kept to himself. Grace Ellis would want a damned sight more than that. She’d have been fishing for information. Fine. He rated her. Everyone who

  ever worked with her did. They had kept in close touch since she retired. He knew she’d be ready to kill someone over the day’s events. No wonder it hadn’t taken her long to make

  an appearance.




  Glancing over her shoulder, Hilary made sure the door was closed. It was. Even so, she dropped her voice to a whisper. ‘You’ve had a lot on your plate, Ryan. You may not have noticed

  that Jack hadn’t been himself.’ She took in a raised eyebrow. ‘Don’t misunderstand me, I’m not blaming you for not looking out for him and I’m not saying

  he’s done anything wrong.’




  ‘So what are you saying?’




  ‘Underneath the surface he was a worried man.’




  ‘Worried how? Why?’




  ‘You know as much as I do.’ Her left eye twitched nervously.




  There was more. Ryan sensed it. ‘Is there stuff you’re not telling me?’




  ‘Yes, no . . . I don’t know. Something has been niggling at the back of my mind. You know what a scribbler he was, a pen and paper man, even when he was at home?’ She caught

  Ryan’s nod. ‘Then why can’t I find his most recent notebooks?’




  It was a good question.




  ‘Maybe the police took them,’ he suggested.




  ‘No. They didn’t.’




  ‘Tell me again how it went down when he was first arrested.’




  ‘It was like a scene off the TV. Terrifying. For the kids especially. A SWAT team of armed officers stormed the house. No warning. They searched everywhere: house, sheds,

  garage.’




  ‘You were with them the whole time they were searching?’




  ‘Yes. They found the guns immediately.’




  ‘Not surprising, is it? They knew exactly where to look.’




  ‘That’s what Jack said. You should’ve seen his face when they discovered the weapons.’ Covering her mouth with her hand, she held on to her distress. ‘I know him,

  Ryan. He wasn’t faking it. He didn’t have a clue they were there. He was gutted.’




  Ryan laid a hand on hers as she took a breather. ‘You OK to go on?’




  She nodded. ‘They led us into the house to continue the search. Jack kept asking what they were looking for. They wouldn’t answer. After turning the place upside down, they marched

  him out in cuffs, in the clothes he stood up in. He had nothing with him and no time to hide anything. They put the firearms in the boot of a panda and drove off.’




  ‘So where are his notes?’ Ryan asked.




  ‘I don’t know, but I have feeling they were important.’




  ‘Maybe he transcribed them—’




  ‘On to what? Apart from Robbie’s iPad, we don’t own any technology. You know that. He didn’t want it in the house. Said it was bad for kids.’




  ‘Did you ask him about them?’




  ‘No, it only just occurred to me.’ She misted up. ‘Even if I’d thought of it earlier, I’m not sure I’d have asked. His head went down after his remand in

  custody. He was so depressed in there.’ Hilary paused, staring at him.




  ‘What about after his arrest? Was anyone in touch with you?’




  ‘“In touch” might be stretching it. Two detectives arrived to carry out a second search immediately after the first lot. They weren’t interested in talking, Ryan. They

  went through the house like a dose of salts, even tipped the kids’ cornflakes out of their box. It was as if they were looking for drugs, not firearms. Jack told me it was routine, that they

  were probably after ammunition.’




  ‘That makes sense.’




  ‘Does it . . . really?’ She held his gaze. ‘I could tell he didn’t believe that any more than you do. Be honest, Ryan.’




  Ryan sidestepped the comment with a question. ‘Did the detectives ask if Jack had a lock-up, if he was a member of a gym, a shooting club, anywhere he might stash stuff?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘There’s just the golf club, right?’




  Hilary answered with a nod.




  ‘OK, leave it with me.’ Ryan stood up. What he could achieve on his own, he didn’t know. He couldn’t tell Hilary he’d been suspended. Not now. She’d hear

  about it soon enough from one of the other policemen’s wives. ‘I’ll make some enquiries. Get some rest.’




  As he reached the door she called out to him.




  Her eyes were full when he turned around. ‘I’m scared,’ she said.




  Ryan was too, but didn’t verbalize it. A thought occurred. ‘Do you have Jack’s locker key?’




  ‘From the golf club? No. He’d already volunteered it to the uniforms.’




  Ryan just looked at her. If that was the case, then whatever his DI was hiding, he knew the police wouldn’t find it there. One less place for him to look. ‘Did you tell

  Professional Standards this?’ He took in her surprise. ‘I know O’Neil and Maguire were here earlier.’




  ‘You’ve seen them? What did they say?’




  ‘That’s not important. Did you?’




  Hilary shook her head. ‘I assumed they knew.’




  Ryan stopped talking. If the search team had found the guns and kept on searching they must have thought there were more. Or there was another explanation. Was Jack trying to tell him, through

  Hilary, that there was something else he should be looking for? The word ammunition had two connotations: bullets or supporting facts. The notebooks.




  





  6




  Eloise O’Neil ran a tight ship. She understood the implications of having a rogue Special Branch officer on the run, especially one as clued up as Jack Fenwick appeared

  to be. There was no telling what intelligence he could pass on. She had to find him – fast. According to the court stenographer, it was two thirty when his bail application ended. Fenwick was

  held back in the cells for a while, waiting to see his brief, then placed in the security van for transfer to Durham.




  ‘Was Ryan in court?’ Maguire was scanning the crime-scene diagram.




  ‘No, he wasn’t.’ Viewing the same document, O’Neil noted that the prison van had commenced its journey at 15.04, crossing the Swing Bridge two minutes later. Traffic

  was slow leaving the city on a Friday afternoon. Consequently, they had an ETA of 16.00 at HMP Durham. No incidents had been reported prior to the hijack. She’d requested CCTV along the

  route. Number plate recognition would tell her if the Audi or Ryan’s car were shadowing the security transport for all or part of the way. She glanced at Maguire. ‘They didn’t

  deviate?’




  He shook his head.




  ‘Any cameras on board?’




  ‘Inside and out.’




  ‘What was Fenwick doing?’




  ‘Just sitting there until the van came to a stop—’




  ‘He didn’t look agitated?’ the Detective Super asked.




  ‘No more than any copper heading to the pokey.’




  O’Neil’s eyes were back on the diagram. The hijack had taken place at 15.44, a fact verified by witnesses. ‘The strike must’ve taken some planning,’ she said.

  ‘There weren’t that many locations en route where they could hit it. The hijackers were thorough and highly organized.’




  Maguire nodded in agreement.




  ‘The driver – Irwin?’ O’Neil asked. ‘Is he on the level?’




  ‘Seems to be. He’s worked for the company for over a decade and never put a foot wrong. He pressed the emergency call button at the first sign of trouble. On the other hand, Storey,

  the co-driver, is just out of short trousers.’




  O’Neil gave him a questioning look.




  ‘He’s only worked for the company for three weeks.’




  ‘Has he?’ She sat back, placing her hands behind her head. ‘Worth another look?’




  ‘I’d say for sure. Something he said might be worthy of further investigation.’ Maguire flicked through his notes. ‘When all hell broke loose, he lost his bottle

  completely. According to Irwin, he started yelling at him to open up. To quote Irwin, his exact words were, “Do it . . . there’s no point losing your life for peanuts – or that

  piece of shit in the back.” Unquote. Odd that he said your life, not our lives, don’t you think?’




  O’Neil chewed over this for a while. ‘I want a word with them both. Set it up, soon as we’re done here.’




  ‘You’ll have to be quick, guv. Irwin’s booked on a flight to Cyprus tomorrow afternoon. He’s been dreaming of Ayia Napa and said to tell you it’ll take a court

  order to keep him here.’




  ‘That could be arranged.’ O’Neil wasn’t joking. ‘Hopefully, it won’t be necessary. Make the arrangements, John. But tell him there are no ifs or buts. I

  don’t give a damn how many statements he’s given already. He sees me tomorrow or he doesn’t travel. This is a serious matter and he’s our star witness. You sure there were

  only four others?’




  Maguire nodded. ‘A female pedestrian who thought she was witnessing an RTA until the hijackers got out brandishing firearms.’




  ‘She didn’t stick around?’




  ‘Would you?’ Maguire made a face. ‘She legged it PDQ, a fact corroborated by both security guards. She’s a teenager, guv. Her parents rang in as soon as our number went

  up on the six o’clock news. We have two witnesses who live close to the junction where the incident took place, and one other – the Clio driver who still hasn’t come forward to

  reclaim his car.’




  ‘Guv?’ a voice said from behind.




  O’Neil and Maguire both turned round. A worried-looking female civilian was standing in the doorway. She’d overheard them talking and held up her phone. ‘I got a message from

  Control. The Clio was reported stolen from Byker at around midday by an eighty-year-old who’d refuelled at the garage at the top of Shields Road and left the key in the ignition while she

  went to pay for petrol. When she came out, the car was gone.’




  ‘Damn!’ O’Neil glanced at Maguire. ‘So, is Clio Man a probable suspect or a thief who dumped a stolen vehicle when his luck ran out?’




  ‘The former, I’d lay odds on it—’




  ‘Because the car was stolen not far from the Crown Court?’




  ‘There is that.’




  ‘You know something I don’t?’
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