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In memory of our beloved Oscar, and to all pets everywhere, thank you for the unconditional love you bring your humans. And a special shout-out to Spooky, Wally, Willy and Woo, and all the rest of our furry and feathered gang!
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Sunday 1 September


Most Sundays, at some point, they bickered over something. Mostly about nothing important. And mostly it blew over quickly when they just looked at each other and laughed it off. And this Sunday afternoon, coming up to their fourth wedding anniversary in just a few weeks’ time, was no exception. Today’s bickering had been about cat litter.


Niall’s driving scared Eden at the best of times, although he’d only had the one accident. A few years ago, he was driving them home from a date and had rolled their car. He had been showing off, stupidly, he confessed. They’d just bought a new – well, second-hand – Golf GTI and he was demonstrating how quick it was when, in the murmured words of one of the traffic cops to colleagues attending the scene, he’d run out of talent.


Today they’d been arguing for the past half-hour as they headed home. And, as ever when Niall was annoyed, he drove their BMW faster than normal. They’d already had one near miss as he’d passed a car towing a caravan, pulling in just feet in front of an oncoming Land Rover.


Great, Eden thought, I’m going to die any minute and my last words on earth will have been ‘cat litter’.


‘Look, do we really need to get it now, darling?’ Niall said, calming a little. ‘I want to try to catch the end of the Grand Prix.’


‘You can watch it on catch-up.’


‘Not the same.’ He wound down his window and chucked a tired piece of gum out, fished in his pocket and chewed on a fresh tab.


‘I wish you wouldn’t do that – wrap it up and put it in a bin,’ she tutted. ‘We do need to get it now, you were going to pick it up on Friday and you forgot,’ she reminded him. ‘And you were going to pick it up yesterday and you forgot again.’


‘I know, but I was busy – trying to earn money. Three airport runs and only one stingy tip.’


‘You should think about working for Uber. You can rate your passengers, give them one star if they don’t tip.’


‘The day I work for Uber,’ he replied, ‘will be the day I own it.’


She let that go, Niall and his big dreams, not wanting their row to flare up again. ‘It’ll take me just five minutes to dash in and get it.’


He grunted.


She leaned forward and picked his iPhone up. ‘Just going to look at the photos you took today.’


‘Can’t believe you let your phone battery run so low, it has a much better camera.’


‘I would have charged it in the car if you’d remember to get a new cable that actually works. I’ve turned it off to conserve what’s left,’ she said, flicking through the maze of apps.


‘You should have charged it last night.’


She shook her head. ‘Well I didn’t.’


He grunted again.


‘Christ,’ she said, continuing to look through his apps. ‘How many apps do you have on here? You must have over a hundred! Bet you don’t even remember what half of them are. You said you were going to get rid of the ones you never use.’


‘I will when I have time.’


She shook her head, grinning. ‘If it makes you happy to have them . . .’


He grinned back. ‘Actually, it makes me ’appy.’


‘That’s terrible!’ She found a folder labelled Photography, which contained the camera and albums, and tapped on Photos. There were several, taken earlier this afternoon, of the beautiful exterior of a grand Elizabethan mansion and its magnificently kept grounds looking their best in the late summer sun. The lake. The views across the South Downs. Then several of her, in tight white shorts and a pink top, leaning against a wooden railed fence, with the lake behind.


‘Wow! You’ve taken some great ones of me!’ she said. ‘Love them. Well, some of them.’


‘They’d have been even better on your phone.’


Surreptitiously, she deleted the ones she liked the least, leaving just one that she was really happy with, the one of her standing with the lake in the background. Then she went back to going through the apps. ‘What’s this one – MindNode?’


‘No idea.’


‘I’ll delete it for you, shall I?’


‘Go ahead,’ he said, with faint irritation in his voice.


She continued through, deleting a couple more after questioning him on them.


As they entered the 40 mph limit on the Upper Shoreham Road, he pointed through the windscreen at the thickening clouds. ‘Rain’s forecast in two hours. I’ve got to do a Heathrow pickup tonight and I really want to do a bike ride after the Grand Prix, get in some cardio before I have to go. Can it wait until tomorrow?’


‘The cat won’t know to cross its legs, darling,’ she said. ‘Just pull up outside, I can run into the store, grab some and be straight out again. I’ll be five minutes.’


‘Promise? I know what you’re like when you get into a store – you just start buying everything else you think you need.’


She grinned at him and touched his thigh suggestively. ‘You’re all I need.’


‘Yeah yeah!’


She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. And immediately saw that strange, unsettling look in his eyes. So different to when they had first got together, when she saw only deep love. ‘I promise,’ she said.


Niall’s mother was Spanish. He had a shock of dark-brown curls and a face that had reminded her, the first time she saw him, of a younger version of the actor Dominic West. When he smiled, he was the handsomest man on earth. When he was angry, he looked almost Neanderthal.


Their regular Sunday pastime was visiting National Trust properties whenever possible, which were free on their membership card. But this afternoon they’d been to Parham House, owned by a different trust, wandering around its glorious deer park.


Niall drove into the car park of the huge Tesco superstore, three miles to the west of their home in Brighton. And was immediately annoyed by the queue of cars in front of them. ‘Look at this – shit, baby – this is going to take ages.’


‘Just stop the car and I’ll jump out and run in while you park. Then I’ll come and find you.’


‘That stuff’s heavy – are you sure?’


She gave him a sideways look. ‘When did you last actually get any?’


‘Um – I don’t remember.’


‘So how do you think it appears in the house? By magic? Does the Tooth Fairy bring it?’


‘OK, OK, muscle woman – look, I’ll pull in over there.’ He swung into an empty bay, some distance from the store.


Grabbing her handbag, Eden jumped out, blew him a kiss, slammed the door and hurried off through the maze of vehicles.


Niall turned up the volume on the radio and listened to Laura Palumbo singing ‘Life Goes On’.


It was followed by another song. He was tempted to light a cigarette, but Eden didn’t like him smoking in the car. She didn’t actually like him smoking at all. So he just sat, listening to the music, looking anxiously at his watch then at the car clock. Van Morrison’s ‘Brown Eyed Girl’. Then another song, Johnny Cash, ‘You Are My Sunshine’. They both loved country and western. Maybe she’d be back before the song ended – this was one of her faves.


But she wasn’t.


Another song played. Then another.


Twenty minutes had passed, he realized. What’s going on? he wondered. She’s probably shopping for more stuff, despite her promise. The sky was darkening further. His chances of catching the final stages of the Grand Prix were fading. He had recorded it and could watch it later or tomorrow, but that really wasn’t the same. Now his concern was to get home before it started raining and to head out on his bike.


He looked at the car clock, then his watch yet again. Another song. Twenty-five minutes. Then half an hour. What the hell are you doing in there? In a flash of temper, he punched the steering wheel boss – and winced in pain.


He would give it another five minutes, he decided.


How long does it take to get a bag of cat litter?


It was coming up to 3.50 p.m.


Finally, losing his patience, he decided to go and find her.
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Sunday 1 September


A tall, ginger-haired employee, with a badge that read Tim, blocked his path.


‘I’m afraid we’re closing in ten minutes, sir,’ he said courteously.


‘I’m just going to help my wife with a bag of cat litter,’ Niall said.


‘Oh, of course, that’s fine, sir,’ he said, stepping aside. ‘The cat litter’s down aisle two.’


Niall entered the vast interior, which was thinning out. There were lines of customers at each till, and more at the self-checkout area to his right. But Eden wasn’t among them.


He saw another member of staff, a woman with long brown hair. ‘Excuse me, where do I find aisle two?’ he asked.


She offered to take him, but he asked her to just direct him.


He hurried down an aisle of dairy products, with books and DVDs to his right, towards the rear of the store, barging past a woman with a small child who shouted something at him. Waving an apology, he turned right at the deli counter, as directed. He made his way past several aisles, glancing down each one, and finally came to the one marked Pet and Animal Supplies.


It was empty, like all the others.


He strode down it to the fast-diminishing queues at the checkout tills. No sign of Eden – what on earth was she doing?


Increasingly irked now, he strode up and down the deserted aisles of the store. Stopping in front of Cereals, he pulled out his phone and called her.


‘This number is currently unavailable, please try later.’


Turn your bloody phone on.


A big, tubby security guy swaggered towards him, radio clipped to his chest, a bunch of keys hanging from his belt, like a gaoler’s. An amiable but no-nonsense face. ‘I’m sorry, sir, we’re closed now. If I could ask you to make for the exit.’


‘I’m trying to find my wife,’ Niall replied. ‘She came in over half an hour ago and I can’t find her anywhere.’


‘She’s not at the checkout?’


He shook his head.


‘Want me to put a request out on the tannoy?’


‘If you wouldn’t mind. Maybe someone could check the toilets in case she’s sick or something?’


‘Your wife’s name is, sir?’


‘Eden – Eden Paternoster.’


‘Eden, as in garden of?’


Niall nodded.


The guard spoke into his radio.


Moments later, Niall heard, through the tannoy, ‘Would Mrs Eden Paster-Noster please go to the customer service desk at the front of the store, where her husband is waiting.’


Niall didn’t bother asking him to correct the announcement.


The guard indicated for him to follow. ‘I’ll have someone check out the toilets, sir. Can you give me a description of the lady?’


‘She’s thirty-one, five seven, shoulder-length brown hair, wearing a pink-coloured top and white shorts.’


Deadpan, the guard led Niall through to the front, stopped near an employee who was stacking tins of beans on a shelf and spoke into his radio. Then they walked on, bypassing the checkout counters and the news stand, and stopped at the customer service desk over to the right of them. There was a small blue-and-white podium a short distance away with two large computer monitors. Both showed empty aisles.


‘We’ll take a look at the whole store, sir,’ the guard said. He worked a toggle on a control panel to the side of the desk. Aisle after aisle appeared, with just a few members of staff who were restocking shelves. No Eden.


The last customers were now going through the checkout desks. Niall could see the self-checkout tills were empty.


The security guard’s radio crackled. He listened briefly, then turned to Niall. ‘There’s no one in the toilets, sir. You are sure she came into this store?’


‘Yes, absolutely.’


The guard asked an employee at the customer service desk to put out a Code Six call. Moments later, her voice rang through the tannoy.


‘This is a colleague announcement for all managers – Code Six in progress.’


Several employees materialized over the next couple of minutes. Seven, Niall counted.


The guard spoke to them. ‘This gentleman’s wife is missing. Age thirty-one, shoulder-length brown hair. She’s wearing a pink top and white shorts. Name of Mrs Eden Paster-Noster. Please do a sweep of the aisles.’


‘Paternoster!’ Niall corrected him this time.


‘Apologies. Mrs Eden Paternoster,’ the guard told them.


As they all hurried off, the guard turned to Niall. ‘She couldn’t have left the store?’


‘Well, she knew where I was parked.’


‘She didn’t go to Marks and Spencer, maybe, or McDonald’s?’


‘Not unless either of them sells cat litter.’


Again, no smile.


‘She didn’t leave just as you came in, and you missed her, sir?’


Niall shrugged. That was possible. Maybe he was making a huge fuss over nothing. He tugged his phone out of his pocket, checked just in case there was a text or WhatsApp from Eden, then dialled her again.


And, again, it was unavailable.


‘They both shut at four too?’ Niall asked.


‘M and S, yes. Not McDonald’s.’


Five minutes later, all the employees doing the sweep of the store had returned. Eden wasn’t on the premises.


Niall thanked them and had a sudden feeling that he was being a total idiot. What if the guard was right and he had missed her somehow, Eden coming out as he’d gone in?


He walked swiftly back through the emptying car park towards the dusty, black BMW convertible. Even though he’d put the roof up and was sure he’d locked it, he peered through the window when he reached it.


She wasn’t in the car.
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Sunday 1 September


Roy Grace pulled his Alfa Romeo coupé into the largely empty car park across the rural road from Ford prison, in West Sussex, shortly after 4 p.m. The Detective Superintendent was dressed in weekend casuals, jeans, T-shirt and a light jacket. He’d deliberately chosen to come at the weekend to make this a private visit, and had pulled a favour from the Governor, whom he was friendly with, to ensure this wasn’t recorded as official business. Grace suspected there was going to be a very good reason why he wouldn’t want his boss, Assistant Chief Constable Cassian Pewe, to know about this visit and quiz him on his purpose, as he surely would have done if it had been during work time.


Police officers rarely felt comfortable doing prison visits, knowing that if they were unlucky enough to be there when a riot happened to kick off, they’d be the first target for the inmates. It didn’t matter how you dressed, you could be as casual as you liked, your job was ingrained in your skin as potently as cheap aftershave. Most cons could smell you a mile away. Copper. Scum. Pigs. Filth.


He had come out of curiosity, after receiving a handwritten letter a while ago from his disgraced former colleague Detective Sergeant Guy Batchelor.


Roy,


Hope this finds you well. Not much to report here, other than waiting for the appeal hearing against the length of my sentence. Other prisoners haven’t been as nasty to me as I feared – so far, anyway.


I’m writing because I may have something of interest about our mutual friend. No names mentioned because all these letters are read, but I know you were interested in doing something with that church bench. I may be able to help you. Perhaps you could come over – I can promise you it won’t be a wasted journey.


All my best to you and all the team – hey, I miss you all.


Guy


The letter contained a cryptic clue which his wife, Cleo, had solved for him. Church bench equalled Pew, she’d suggested, brilliantly.


For almost two years, Assistant Chief Constable Cassian Pewe, his direct boss, had been the bane of his life, to the point where Grace had been seriously considering leaving Sussex Police and taking up a Commander role he’d been offered in London’s Metropolitan Police, just to get away from the vile and odious man.


He opened the driver’s door with some misgivings and stepped out into the vast empty space and silence beneath a mackerel sky which seemed to share these misgivings, and which, from his limited experience of sailing, he knew heralded rain in a few hours. But it was still a warm afternoon. As he walked through the car park and then crossed the road towards the compound of single-storey buildings, he thought that if it wasn’t for the high mesh fencing, the place could have been mistaken for a holiday camp.


Men’s prisons in Britain were categorized from A to D. Cat A were high security, housing violent and dangerous convicts such as serial killers and terrorists who posed the greatest threat to the public, police or national security. Cat B were also high security, but for those who were deemed less of a threat, as well as for prisoners in the local area and those who were being held long-term. Cat C were training and resettlement prisons, enabling prisoners to develop skills to use on their release. Cat D, like this one, were open prisons, for those regarded to be a minimal risk, mostly white-collar criminals, but also for inmates from higher category prisons who were nearing the end of their sentences and were considered safe and suitable to soon re-enter the community.


All the same, he slipped his warrant card under the glass shield of the security desk with the same unease he always felt arriving at any prison. He waited while the serious-looking woman on the other side, who was neither pleasant nor unpleasant, studied his identity, before shoving the small grey tray containing his warrant card back at him. ‘Please put your phone and any valuables in one of the lockers behind you, Detective Superintendent.’ She gave him only the very faintest nod of acknowledgement that they were both on the same side here.


Roy complied, immediately feeling naked as he parted with his ID and phone – his lifeline to the outside world – set the combination and stepped through the electric door, which immediately closed behind him like an airlock.


Tabloid newspapers regularly ran shouty headlines about how cushy life inside British prisons was. But he bet none of their editors had ever sampled even just one night at Her Majesty’s Pleasure.


He hadn’t either, but he’d talked to plenty of people who had. And no one, ever, had told him it had been a party. In many prisons, such as Sussex’s Category B, HMP Lewes, on some wings the inmates were forced to share a cell with two bunks and a toilet with no seat behind a plastic shower curtain, just three feet from the face of the unfortunate on the lower bunk. And had to try to sleep on pillows harder than breeze blocks.


At least here, in Ford, he knew each prisoner had his own decent, if cramped, cell.


After a couple of minutes, a second door opened and an officer, with keys hanging from his belt, greeted him with a friendly smile and an outstretched hand. ‘Detective Superintendent Grace, don’t know if you remember me from Lewes prison, a couple of years ago?’


Roy Grace, who had a near-photographic memory for names and faces, looked at him. Short grey hair and rounded shoulders. ‘Andrew Kempson?’


‘Well, I am impressed!’


Roy shrugged.


‘Very good to see you again, sir. The Governor thought it best you came after general visiting hours were over, and he’s arranged for you to meet former Detective Sergeant Batchelor in a private interview room, cameras off, and the Governor knows you are going to be handed some evidence.’


Unlike some prison officers, Kempson at least seemed refreshingly respectful to his charges. Roy Grace followed him across a wide, open courtyard, past a row of prefab single-storey buildings. Several men were mooching around, some stooped, with that air of total defeat he’d observed on previous prison visits, others looking more determined and purposeful. One, with a rake and bin bag, looked like he was actually happy to be doing something useful.


They entered a large room that felt like an impoverished, denuded public library. Several prisoners were seated at bare tables, either reading newspapers or books, in front of racks of shelves containing, almost exclusively, crime novels. Among them he noticed several by Martina Cole, Kimberley Chambers and Ian Rankin. Following Kempson, Roy was ushered by the officer into a room at the far end.


And was greeted by the sheepish smile of his former colleague and, until recently, one of the most capable detectives on his team.


Guy Batchelor, with his burly physique, rose from a chair.


Some while ago, the Detective Sergeant had totally lost the plot when a woman he’d been having an affair with, and to whom he had apparently made all kinds of promises about a future together, had trapped him in a web of lies. It had resulted, if Batchelor was telling the truth, in a furious row, in which, through an escalating chain of events, she’d ended up dead in a bathtub, and he’d panicked. In the ensuing downward spiral, the DS had attempted to commit suicide and Roy had risked his own life trying to stop him.


Throughout his life – and career – Grace had always been prepared to see the best in people. He believed, with some exceptions, that most human beings were fundamentally decent, and that it was stuff beyond their control, whether abusive parents in their childhood or something that happened later in their lives, that skewed them onto the wrong path.


So when Guy had made contact saying he wanted to see him because he had something that might be of value to him, Roy had decided he would see him, both because he was intrigued by what Guy might have to say, but also just to talk to him. And because maybe, in some small way, he could help this man who had ruined his own life and the lives of others in a period of madness.


All the same, he was here with some reservations.


It was just like any other interview room. A metal table, hard chairs, wide-angle CCTV camera up near the ceiling. A red notebook sitting on the table.


‘I’ll be outside,’ Andrew Kempson said. ‘I’ll be back in an hour but shout if you need me.’


‘I doubt that will be necessary,’ Grace said.


Kempson gave him a ‘you never know’ shrug, and shut the door, more softly than some officers might have.
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Sunday 1 September


Roy Grace shook Batchelor’s hand, trying to mask his surprise at his appearance. The former DS had aged a decade since he’d last seen him in court. And one of the things that was different about him was that he no longer reeked of cigarette smoke.


‘So, how are you, Guy?’ Grace felt so many conflicting emotions, actually seeing him. Batchelor had once been a family man and a highly respected detective. Grace knew that for the rest of Guy’s life, the knowledge of what had happened and the guilt would haunt his dreams and his every waking thought. It would never leave him. And what future lay ahead for him, once he walked out of the prison gates, he couldn’t even begin to guess at.


‘Yeah, all right actually. A lot better since I was moved here. Lewes was a real shithole. Five days confined to my room because there weren’t enough officers. No shower or change of clothes. It’s OK here, I can cope.’


Grace nodded. He’d always hated corrupt police officers and was intrigued to know more as to why Guy Batchelor had become corrupt himself. He was now paying a terrible price. Life gave you second chances for most screw-ups you made. But killing a fellow human being was crossing the Rubicon.


Then an old saying he had once read came to his mind: Before you judge a man, walk a mile in his shoes.


Pulling up a chair opposite Guy, he sat down.


‘Honestly, boss, I’m gobsmacked you actually came.’


Grace shrugged. ‘Guy, I’m not condoning anything you’ve done, by this visit. But I do know shit can happen to any of us, at any time. Who was it who said that we are all just one pay cheque away from being homeless? Anyway, it took a while to organize but I’m here now.’


It was good to see Guy smile, he thought. And that smile momentarily dropped the decade from his face.


Batchelor raised his arms expansively. ‘Sorry I can’t offer you a drink, boss. Sort of got limited facilities here.’


It was Grace’s turn to smile. Then, serious, he said, ‘So, tell me? Good cryptic clue by the way.’


‘Figured you would get it.’


‘Actually, Cleo did.’


Batchelor tilted his head and said wryly, ‘Not losing your touch, are you?’


‘Want to end up in a Cat A prison or do you want to tell me about my good friend, Mr Church Bench?’ Grace said, with mock severity.


‘I’ll go for the second option.’


‘Thought you might.’


‘OK – when I was in Lewes prison, in a tastefully furnished double room with en-suite bog, last redecorated circa 1890, I had a cellmate who, like myself, had never been inside before. He was a very charming Indian man, a stockbroker with a small London City firm. As you can imagine, we had many hours, especially because of staff shortages, in which we were locked in the cell with nothing to do except read, watch television or chinwag.’


Grace nodded.


‘He liked to talk. When I went in, I’d tried to keep it quiet that I’d been in the police, obviously, but it was common knowledge before I’d even arrived. My cell buddy – I won’t give you his full name, let’s just call him Raj – told me he’d become friendly with a senior copper in the Met a few years back. At the time this officer had been with the Serious Fraud Office and they were investigating a wealthy client of Raj’s firm who had alleged links with organized crime. Anyhow, those links turned out to be unprovable and the investigation was dropped. But, in the interim, Raj had struck up a friendship with the Met detective.’


‘Whose name I might possibly know?’


‘Quite possibly.’ Guy gave a thin smile. ‘Raj slipped a few insider-trading tips to said officer, enabling him to amass considerable personal wealth. Quite illegally. Raj’s firm, a relative minnow by City standards, had outperformed the stock market for their clients for several years – through this insider trading practice.’


‘Then the crunch came?’ Roy Grace suggested.


‘Exactly. Raj’s company had hit the Financial Regulator’s radar. Raj’s buddy in the Met made a phone call to tell him to get his house in order, PDQ. It was a deliberate breach of the Data Protection Act, providing information that should not have been disclosed. He may well have also perverted the course of justice.’


‘And?’ Grace quizzed.


‘As a result of this call, Raj was able to take preventative action to reduce the evidence that would be recovered by the Met when they raided his home and business premises. That tip-off, Raj told me, probably halved his prison sentence. He’s expecting a future visit from the Met Financial Crimes Team to find out what more he can say about his former clients – he wants to use his information as a bargaining chip to try to get moved from Lewes to an open prison in the Birmingham area to be closer to his family.’


‘So, do you want to confirm this Met detective’s name?’ Grace said.


Guy Batchelor grinned again. ‘It’s as you deduced, Sherlock – or rather, Cleo did. Her maiden name’s not Watson by any chance?’ He opened the notebook on the table and began to read, stumbling at times as he tried to decipher his own handwriting – a problem Roy Grace had often encountered himself, as a junior officer, taking statements in the days before they had become mostly electronic.


When Batchelor had finished, Roy had to restrain himself from punching the air with elation.


Stockbrokers routinely recorded all phone conversations with clients, as proof of any instructions should the client dispute one. Guy Batchelor had just read out the details of a digital recording of Cassian Pewe, pleading with Raj to wipe all records of him making stock purchases and sales over the previous three years before the investigation. Apparently Raj left the evidence with a family member before being imprisoned.


If the real recording was anything close to what Raj had apparently recited to Guy, this was dynamite.


Roy Grace said nothing for a short while, thinking it through. Then he said, ‘There’s one thing I don’t understand, Guy – which is why you’re telling me this?’


Batchelor shrugged. ‘Two reasons, boss. One’s personal, the other isn’t. Personal first. I sent a request to ACC Pewe, asking if he would appear as a character witness at my trial, and he never responded. I sent the request three times.’ He shrugged again. ‘Second reason is I know how much he fucked you around. You always stood by me. I remember your words in court, despite all I’d put you through. I didn’t deserve it, but I’ll respect you forever for it.’


‘Can you do me a favour, Guy? Keep this information confidential for the moment. I’d like to take it directly to Alison Vosper – she’s now a Deputy Assistant Commissioner in the Met. At the time Pewe appears to have committed these crimes he was a serving Metropolitan Police officer. Will you do that?’


‘Of course.’


‘I really appreciate you coming forward with this information, whatever your reasons for doing so.’ Grace sat for a moment, thinking. ‘So, if I need what you have in that notebook, can I use it? You can expect a visit from the Met’s Anti-Corruption Team, and probably sooner rather than later.’


Batchelor shoved it across the table towards him. ‘It’s yours, take it. I kind of feel I owe you one.’


Roy Grace had been asked a number of times over the years if he had ever felt his life had been on the line during his work as a police officer. And his answer was, yes, on several occasions. The most recent of which had been, despite his fear of heights, scaling the vertical, interior ladder of Brighton’s 531-foot-high i360 tower in an attempt to stop a panicked Guy Batchelor from jumping off the top. What had been far worse than climbing up it, when he had been fuelled by adrenaline, was having to climb back down, knowing that if his grip slipped for just one moment he would have plunged to certain death.


‘You could say that,’ he replied. Then he held up the notebook. ‘Consider the debt paid, with interest.’
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Sunday 1 September


Back in the prison car park, Roy Grace sat in his Alfa, window cracked to let in some breeze, and opened the red notebook. His hands were shaking as he began to read Batchelor’s notes – or rather, began the slow work of deciphering them.


Half an hour had passed, he realized with a start, by the time he had finished. And his hands were now shaking even more. Shit, if this was true, he would have ACC Cassian Pewe bang to rights!


He started the car and headed back towards home, his mind in turmoil. He felt conflicted. If what Guy had given him was genuine – and he little doubted it was – and if this Raj, whoever he was, would hand over the recording of Pewe and testify – and he had a good motive for doing so – then Cassian Pewe’s career was toast. And he might well face a prison sentence.


But Grace wasn’t smiling as he drove. Sure, Pewe was a pain in the arse, but he churned over in his mind for some minutes the morality of destroying a fellow officer’s career – however much he loathed the man. Could he do this? Deep down he knew that, having this information, it was now his duty to do so, and immediately.


He pulled into a lay-by on the A27 and switched the engine off. He picked up his phone, found Alison Vosper’s mobile number in the address book and dialled it.


Expecting it to go to voicemail, he was both pleasantly surprised – and somewhat nervous – when she answered on the third ring.


‘Roy! Nice to hear from you. So have you changed your mind and decided to take my offer of a Commander role in the Met? I presume that’s why you’re calling?’


‘Well, ma’am, not exactly – though this is connected to your offer, albeit in an oblique way.’


‘Oblique? Should we be doing our heads in with words like “oblique” on a Sunday evening?’


In all the time he’d known the former ACC of Sussex, he’d found it hard to tell when she was being nice, indeed humorous, or just plain sarcastic.


‘I’ll skip the oblique and come straight to the point, ma’am.’


He summarized what Guy Batchelor had told him earlier, much of it seemingly confirmed by the notes in the red book.


She was silent for so long after he had finished that he began to wonder if they’d been cut off. Then, the tone of her voice very different, serious and to the point, she said, ‘Roy, how certain are you this former officer has told you the truth?’


‘One hundred per cent,’ he said, without hesitation.


‘Even though he’s serving time in prison?’


‘He’s not looking to get anything out of this personally, ma’am.’


‘So why has he given this to you?’


‘Because he hates corrupt coppers, even though he is one – perhaps he doesn’t see that – and he wanted to repay me for standing up for him at his trial with a character reference.’


‘Always loyal to your team, aren’t you?’


‘It wasn’t loyalty, ma’am – his appalling behaviour was out of character and the court needed to hear that.’


That seemed to satisfy her. ‘OK, Roy. Don’t discuss this with any of your colleagues in Sussex. Can you scan and send me the contents of the notebook as soon as possible?’


‘I can do it when I get home – half an hour.’


‘Good. What I’ll do is place this in the hands of the Met Anti-Corruption Unit.’ She paused. ‘Roy, I don’t need to tell you this is a very delicate scenario – it needs to be handled both carefully and highly confidentially.’


‘Absolutely.’


‘I will also personally brief the Chief Constable of Sussex and the Police and Crime Commissioner – they need to be made aware. I don’t need you to do anything else at this stage.’


‘Understood, ma’am.’


Ending the call, Roy sat for some minutes feeling an almost overwhelming sense of calm. As if the monkey that had been on his back for longer than he could remember had suddenly been prised away. He looked forward to getting home and, hopefully with the rain some hours away, firing up the barbecue before it got too dark.
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Sunday 1 September


Niall Paternoster pocketed his phone and stood by their car, looking all around, puzzled. Just where on earth was she? No way would Eden have gone to McDonald’s, she loathed it. He often had a Big Mac when he was out on the road, and had long stopped telling her except when he deliberately wanted to hack her off, because he would always get a lecture. And she couldn’t accept their vegetarian stuff was any good.


Had she gone to M&S? She liked their food halls and still bought stuff there even though, with his reduced income, he felt they couldn’t afford their prices any more – not until they were back on their feet, at least. OK, fine, she was still earning decent money, thank God. But much of it went to paying the mortgage and the rest of the bills.


He was well aware she had more income from a portfolio of rental properties she’d built up before they’d met, from savvy investments she’d made from her savings. But they’d always agreed she shouldn’t dig into them, and he had no involvement in how she ran that part of her finances, or any of their finances in truth. He told her he wanted their basic food and limited treats – including booze – to come from whatever pittance he got from journeyman cabbing. It was another serious bone of contention, with Eden telling him that his idea of the man being the family breadwinner was just ridiculously old-fashioned – and insulting.


Ever since his printing business had gone under, earlier this year, he’d been driving his mate Mark Tuckwell’s Skoda taxi on a casual basis, in the hours Mark didn’t want to work. Which was mostly nights through into early morning. Picking up drunks, with the ever-present risk of them projectile vomiting and costing him a £350 clean-up. As well as the occasional fare doing a runner.


He made his way over towards the huge M&S store, but even from a hundred yards away he could see it was closed. No sign of Eden anywhere. He phoned her again. Unavailable. He texted her and WhatsApped her, with the same message. She had said there was some charge on her phone. She must have switched it on by now if she was OK?


Eden, this is not funny, where the hell are you? I’m worried.


He returned to the BMW and waited. Another ten minutes. Fifteen. The car park was emptying. Shit, it was now 4.25 p.m.


He sat in the car and tried to think through the possibilities of where she could be.


Kidnapped on her way to the store, or in the store?


Ridiculous.


Came out of the store lugging a heavy sack of cat litter and couldn’t find him?


She’d have called or texted him, surely?


Suddenly taken ill?


Passed out somewhere?


They’d searched the store.


Babes, come on, where are you?


He stopped to think. Eden, with her Irish ancestry, had a fiery temper. There had been a few times in the past when they’d had full-blown rows over seemingly nothing, driving somewhere, when she’d told him to stop, got out of the car and taken a taxi home.


He paused for a moment. But they hadn’t rowed today, not really, surely? For God’s sake, cat litter? But he knew she was independent and spontaneous. Could she have bumped into a friend in the store and asked for a lift home?


She’d done that, also, once before after they’d had an argument. But today it hadn’t been like that.


Maybe if he drove home, he’d find her there, and she’d have a perfectly rational explanation – one he’d overlooked? Although, right now, he couldn’t think what.


He started the engine and drove an entire circuit of the car park, including checking the service areas behind the stores.


No Eden.


Debating which route to take, he decided on travelling east along the busy Old Shoreham Road, checking his phone for a message at every traffic light he stopped at. All the time thinking. Wondering where, just where she could be.


Nevill Road was almost a mile long, on the outskirts of the City of Brighton and Hove, running north from the Old Shoreham Road, passing the Greyhound Stadium, skirting the border of Hove Park, up to the edge of the city near the South Downs National Park.


Niall turned left at the lights, drove up past the school, then turned left again onto the driveway of their red-brick semi opposite the stadium. He pulled up a couple of yards in front of the motorcycle storage container which housed his Honda Fireblade – which Eden refused to ride on – and his equally cool Trek road bike. Checking his phone yet again – still no word – he climbed out and walked up to the brilliant-white front door, which he’d repainted, along with all the outside woodwork, during the plentiful free time he had these days. He went inside and called out, ‘Baby! I’m home!’


He was greeted by a pitiful miaow.


‘Eden?’ he called again, louder.


Another miaow. Even more pitiful. Reggie peered accusingly at him from the kitchen doorway. They’d named the platinum Burmese cat after the gangster Reggie Kray because the cat was, in their view, a vain bully but with huge charm and an insatiable greed. He also had a damned annoying miaow. Didn’t seem to matter how much or how often they fed the increasingly plump creature, he always wanted more. Some while back, Eden suggested they should have called him Oliver Twist. But that was lost on Niall.


As were the cat’s cries now.


But not the stench that greeted him.


Weren’t cats supposed to get the hang of peeing and pooping outside? Another thing he had blamed Eden for. She’d refused to let Reggie out for months after he’d had his jabs and his nuts removed, because they lived on a main road. When she’d finally allowed him out, it was strictly just in the back garden which they’d had cat-proofed as much as possible. As a result, Reggie now went out for hours on end, then hurried back indoors, through his flap, whenever he needed to do his business.


Hence the need, still, for cat litter.


Ignoring the creature’s cries, he checked out the living room, which was separated from the dining area by an archway. The chess game they were in the middle of sat on the coffee table, a white sofa either side. Suspiciously, he glanced at it, just in case she’d sneaked home to cheat and had removed another piece. He was already a rook down. But it was pretty much as he remembered. She was winning, as usual.


Calling out again, he hurried upstairs and into their bedroom, with its tented ceiling. Eden’s idea, when they had first moved in. She’d seen it in some designer magazine and thought it would be romantic to sleep in what she thought felt, sort of, like a Bedouin tent. Except you could now see dozens of dead flies through the fabric when the lights were on.


‘Eden!’ he shouted and went through into the en-suite bathroom.


It was empty.


He looked at his watch again. Then was tempted to check the result of the Grand Prix, but didn’t want to waste any precious time. Sod Eden, whatever her stupid game was, he thought, stripping off his sweaty top and shorts, going through into the bathroom and dumping them in the laundry basket. He washed his face, slapped cold water on his chest, slathered himself in his favourite aftershave, then put on a fresh T-shirt and shorts and his cycling socks and shoes.


Next, he bunged his phone, a shirt, slacks and shoes into a rucksack – he would change into them later before his airport pickup – and wriggled it onto his back, hurrying downstairs as he did so. Grabbing his front-door keys, he went out to the storage container, checked the bike’s tyres were hard enough – thank God, they were – and clipped on his helmet.


Moments later, after locking up, he stood on the driveway, looking up and down the pavement for any sign of Eden. The sky was darkening, but he didn’t care if he got wet. He pushed off, mounted and pedalled hard. If she wanted to play games, that was fine by him. No doubt she would be home by the time he’d done his airport pickup and got back to Brighton.
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Sunday 1 September


‘God,’ Cleo said. ‘The poor man – he gave up the throne for the woman he loved and the Royal Family back then really treated him like shit, didn’t they? Do you think he deserved that?’


‘Darling, I don’t think you can trust a single word on that show – I’m sorry, but it makes me angry. If you’re going to make a historical drama, you’ve a duty to your audience to make it accurate, don’t you think?’ Roy Grace said.


Stuffed from their barbecue, which they’d just finished before the rain started, they were snuggled up on the sofa with an equally stuffed Humphrey between them, who seemed as absorbed in the television programme as they were. After months of showing signs of pain, he had managed to jump up on the sofa for the first time in ages, so the massage treatment he’d been having was seemingly getting him back to normal and helping his condition. Roy had a small glass of rosé and Cleo, pregnant, a glass of water and a bowl of spicy nuts – her latest craving – beside her. The boys were up in their rooms, Noah fast asleep and Bruno no doubt gaming.


Hugging Humphrey, Cleo said, ‘I hate to say it, but you were right, Roy. Humphrey wasn’t really getting angry with the kids – he was actually in pain. Now look at him after his massages. It’s amazing, he’s back to soppy Humphrey.’


‘Yep.’ Roy stroked him. ‘Good boy, very, very good boy!’


They’d finally got round to watching The Crown. It was 1953. The Duke of Windsor, having refused to attend the coronation of his niece, Queen Elizabeth II, without his wife, Wallis, the Duchess of Windsor – who had pointedly not been invited – was watching the coronation on a tiny television at their French chateau, with Wallis and a group of their friends. He was standing, cigarette in hand, giving a running commentary on the proceedings, clearly wistful at all that might have been for him. And very bitter at how he had been treated.


‘At least the Duke and Duchess had the good fortune to be in a decent chateau – unlike our holiday-from-hell one that I booked us!’ Cleo said.


‘Hey,’ he said. ‘We chose it together.’


‘Well, next time, let’s try to make a better choice, eh?’


Cleo smiled thinly, then looked back at the screen. ‘You’re right about this show. I was rubbish at History at school,’ she said. ‘I didn’t like my History teacher, so I hardly learned a thing. Now I’m fascinated by it, I want to learn as much as I can, but how can we tell in this series what is the truth and what isn’t? I read an interview with the writer, talking about a scene he made up. So how do we know just how much he’s invented?’


‘I totally agree,’ Grace replied. ‘If I watch something historical, I want to believe it’s accurate, otherwise what’s the point? Whatever distortions in this or any other period drama, you’ll have millions of people forever believing mistakenly that that was the truth – and that’s very dangerous. And not just this show, but countless other so-called historical dramas.’


‘Also,’ Cleo said, ‘it’s hard to judge anything that happened in the past by the standards we have today, isn’t it?’


‘Sure. Attitudes in general were different then. Divorce is part of life today – back then it was pretty much a cardinal sin.’


She looked at him quizzically. ‘Would you have given up the throne for me?’


‘Without a second’s thought.’


She thumped him playfully. ‘Liar!’


‘I totally would have!’


The dog responded by farting. Both batted away the toxic smell with their hands. ‘Humphrey, no, that’s disgusting!’ Grace chided.


The dog gave him a baleful but unapologetic eye.


‘And very disrespectful in front of Her Majesty, Humphrey!’ Cleo complained, picking up the remote and freezing the video. ‘I can’t stop thinking about what you told me earlier, your visit to Guy.’


Batchelor’s notebook lay on the table in front of them.


‘It could end Cassian Pewe’s career,’ she said. ‘But what if it backfired?’


He nodded. ‘I know.’


‘They’d be relying on the evidence of a convicted, bent stockbroker and a police officer convicted of manslaughter. How well do you think that would play?’


‘In the right hands, it would be goodbye Cassian Pewe.’


She nodded at the television. ‘When he was King Edward VIII, he made a massive miscalculation, and lived out the rest of his life a sad and lost man, who had given up the trappings of royal life.’


‘And your point is?’


‘Swap Wallis Simpson for Cassian Pewe for a moment. You are risking everything that you have over him? You know the Chinese proverb, don’t you?’


‘Which is?’


‘Before you seek revenge, first dig two graves.’


He smiled. ‘I will. One for Cassian Pewe and one for his ego.’
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Sunday 1 September


Mr and Mrs Sutherland, account customers of Mark Tuckwell, were a sweet, wealthy couple in their eighties. They divided their year between their house in Naples, Florida, their flat in Marbella and their penthouse on Hove seafront.


Niall had helped them patiently as they made their way at a painfully slow pace from the airport to the taxi and then from the taxi to their flat. He lugged in Mr Sutherland’s Zimmer frame, Mrs Sutherland’s folding wheelchair and an incredible amount of luggage which he had only just been able to fit into the taxi, and then carried each of the almost unbelievably heavy suitcases into the rooms they directed.


‘You are so kind,’ Joan Sutherland had said. ‘There’s really no need.’


‘It’s no problem,’ he said, sweating profusely.


And bless Mr Sutherland. Tipping Niall, he’d pressed a banknote into his palm, thanking him for his help, and told him to go and buy himself a few drinks. Niall, imagining it to be a tenner or maybe a twenty – or perhaps even a fifty – thanked him profusely. But when he checked it as he got into the lift, he saw it was just a solitary five-pound note. Either the sweet man wasn’t quite up to speed with the times or his eyesight was failing. Or maybe he was just a tight-fisted old bastard.


Due to a French air-traffic controllers’ go-slow, which had impacted much of Europe, the flight had been over an hour late. As a result, Niall – cycling the mile back home uphill from the Tuckwell house after returning the taxi – didn’t get home until just after 11.45 p.m. By the time he took off the fuel cost and Mark deducted his cut, he’d be left with about fifty quid for over five hours’ work. Well, fifty-five quid, actually, including the tip.


Throughout the evening he’d repeatedly called Eden, but her mobile remained unavailable. It was the same with the house landline, no reply. Even so, he had little doubt, as he entered the house, that he would find her either in the lounge in front of the telly or upstairs in bed watching some crime series on Netflix or Amazon Prime.


The lounge was in darkness. He could hear no sound upstairs. Maybe she was asleep. If she was cross with him, hopefully she’d sleep it off and be in a better mood in the morning. He climbed the carpeted treads softly, not wanting to wake her, walked the few steps along the landing towards the bedroom door, which was ajar, and pushed it open further. Despite the heavy curtains, thanks to a street light right outside, their bedroom was tinged at night with a faint orange glow.


He saw their bed, neat and tidy, duvet on top, plumped pillows and an array of cushions, just as Eden had left it this morning.


OK, he thought. What game are you playing, babes?


Despite his tiredness, definitely needing a drink now, he went down to their sleek, modern, charcoal-and-white kitchen, took a beer from the fridge and searched around in the drawer for the bottle opener, where it normally lived, cursing when he couldn’t find it. Why couldn’t Eden ever put things away properly? He tried another drawer full of graters and other cookery gubbins, rummaged about, then cried out as he felt a sharp pain.


‘Oww, shit!’ He’d sliced his index finger open on a razor-sharp potato peeler. ‘Shit!’ he said again.


Blood dripped onto the white marble work surface. He sucked his finger, slammed shut the self-close drawer and looked around the worktops. And noticed a large knife missing from the rack. Why the hell couldn’t she ever put anything back where it belonged? Not that he was obsessive, but he enjoyed cooking when he had the time and was always careful to keep everything in order.


More blood dripped onto the floor. He sucked his finger again, then gripped the bottle, placed the cap against the edge of the worktop and banged it hard with his left fist. The cap flew off and froth rose out of the neck of the bottle. He swigged it, then pulled out his cigarettes, lit one with the lighter from his pocket, grabbed a saucer from the drying rack for an ashtray and sat on a high stool at the island breakfast bar unit.


Eden didn’t like him smoking indoors, but to hell with that right now. If she didn’t like it, she could walk into the room and tell him.


He sucked his finger again, tasting the coppery blood and wracking his brain. Stood up and went over to the pine Welsh dresser, the one antique in this room, where their best crockery was stored behind the glass doors, and glanced down at a framed photograph of the two of them on their honeymoon in the Maldives, in better financial times. They’d paid the resort’s photographer to take a series of photos of them and this one had been their favourite. Eden in a pink sundress and himself in a navy-blue T-shirt and shorts, holding hands and running along the sand at the water’s edge. She looked pretty damn gorgeous and he looked bloody handsome. The perfect couple.


Once upon a time.


Next to it sat the leather-bound address book with their initials embossed on the front in gold, a wedding present from someone – he had forgotten who. Despite Eden’s expertise in computer technology, she’d always insisted on keeping the names and addresses of all their friends and relatives – and tradespeople – in this book. Glad about that now, he picked it up, carried it back over to the breakfast bar, sat, took a drag on his cigarette, another swig of his beer, and began thumbing through the book. Thinking.


She had four really close friends. Close as hell. In the last couple of years, since their disagreements had become more and more frequent, he was sure she’d started turning all of them against him – he could tell, he wasn’t an idiot. Always a slight frostiness when he met any of them.


In the morning, if she still hadn’t turned up, he would call them. And her mother. Her sister. And anyone else he could think of. But he was pretty sure she’d be home sometime soon. Totally trolleyed and apologetic, like the last time she’d done this to him.


He finished the drink and the cigarette, then had another of each.


Quarter past midnight.


No Eden.


Where are you?


He went to bed.
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Monday 2 September


Niall Paternoster was woken with a start by the clatter of the letter box. The orange glow of the street lighting had been replaced by daylight. From the brightness around the edges of the curtains it looked like a fine day. He glanced at the clock radio by his bed: 7.03 a.m. The morning paper delivery, he realized.


Then he realized something else as he became more awake.


The right-hand side of the bed was empty. Undisturbed.


Hauling himself up against the headboard, he reached over to the table, grabbed his phone and peered at it. No texts. There were a couple of emails, which he opened. One was from a newsfeed he subscribed to, the other was spam his filter hadn’t picked up. No word from Eden.


He slipped out of bed, padded out onto the landing and checked the spare room, where she sometimes slept on the few occasions when they’d had a really bad row. But the bed was clearly unused. ‘Eden!’ he called out in the forlorn hope she was somewhere else in the house. But the only reply was a plaintive miaow from Reggie downstairs. No doubt hungry, as ever.


‘I’ll be down soon, Reggie!’ he called out.


The cat responded with a noise that sounded like he was being tortured to death.


Niall went back into their bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed and ran his fingers through his hair. Thinking hard. He rang Eden’s mobile, but nothing. Was its battery completely dead? He had to keep trying. Who to call next? Her four best friends, Georgie, Dem, Helen and Sharon? Her sister? Her mother? The local hospitals, Worthing and the Royal Sussex, in case she’d been in an accident or taken ill?


He went downstairs, threw a handful of dry pellets into Reggie’s bowl to shut him up, made himself a strong coffee, then began phoning each of Eden’s girlfriends in turn, telling them what had happened. What he got back from each of them was concern for Eden, but not much sympathy, nor surprise. No, they hadn’t seen her. Would he please let them know when she turned up?


Of course.


He rang the hospitals. No patient by the name of Eden Paternoster had been admitted during the past twenty-four hours.


Next, he rang her elder sister, Evelyn. She and Eden were close, too. Evelyn hadn’t seen her either. Nor had her brother, Adam – her parents sure had referenced the Bible for their children’s names. He rang her mum, who had never liked him, and was interrogated by her for a full ten minutes.


Ending the call, Niall continued thumbing through the book. Who the hell else might she have contacted?


He made more calls. Finally, all out of ideas, he looked at the ridiculously modern and stupid clock on the wall. The one she had chosen, which had no numbers on it, so you had to look at your watch anyway to be sure of the time.


8.55 a.m.


The house phone rang. Hardly anyone rang that these days. He dived over to the dresser, where it sat, and snatched the receiver off the cradle. Eden?


It was her mother, wondering if she had turned up.


‘No, Margaret,’ he said. ‘Not yet.’


‘Will you tell me when she does? I’m really worried about her.’


‘Of course I will, Mags,’ he assured her in his warmest, most wonderful and caring son-in-law voice. ‘You’ll be the first.’


‘Have you called the police?’


‘No, but I’m thinking about it if she doesn’t turn up soon, as I just told you.’


Ending the call, promising again to let her know the moment he heard anything, he stared at the address book. There was no one else he could think of. He’d exhausted all the possibilities. Hadn’t he?


Who hadn’t he thought of? What hadn’t he thought of?


Through the window on to their small rear garden, he could see a bird drinking from the ornamental birdbath that Eden topped up with water every day. Then Reggie began whinging. ‘Way past breakfast time, eh?’ Niall said. Reluctantly slipping off his stool, he walked over to the cupboard where Eden kept the pouches of cat food, took one out and opened it. Reggie leaped onto the draining board and carried on whining and trying to eat while he emptied the contents into the red bowl.


He put the bowl on the floor, went back to his bar stool and sipped his coffee. Then he noticed that the finger he’d cut last night was bleeding again – he must have done it opening the cat food. Sucking it, he decided maybe it was time to call the police. On the other hand, perhaps he should give her a little longer. See if she turned up to work today, first?


He decided to get some exercise, go for a bike ride down to the seafront, and give her time to make contact. If not, when he came back he’d call her work number. If she hadn’t gone into work – she’d told him she had a really busy day with a new computer system being installed – then he would really start to worry.
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Monday 2 September


An hour later, shortly after 10.15 a.m., with still no sign of Eden, he ate a few mouthfuls of cereal, called her mobile once more – no dice – and then her direct work line. It went to voicemail. Next, he called the main switchboard of the Mutual Occidental Insurance Company and, when it was answered, asked if the operator could locate his wife, telling her he’d already tried her direct line.


After putting him on hold while she tried several different departments where Eden might be, the woman told him that no one had seen her yet, although, she added helpfully, she had been expected in for an 8.30 a.m. meeting.


Niall thanked her and ended the call. Shit. He tried to think back clearly to yesterday afternoon. But his mind was in turmoil. Cat litter. Was he going crazy? They’d been squabbling in the car, hadn’t they, just petty stuff? He’d dropped her off at Tesco to buy cat litter. Hadn’t he?


His nerves were in tatters. He took an energy drink from the fridge and downed it. Just as he finished, a text pinged in on his phone. Eden? He looked at it and saw to his dismay it was from her mother.


Any news?


Time to call the police, he decided. But on what number? Two weeks ago, a drunk shitbag he’d picked up in his cab in the centre of Brighton, who he’d driven to north of Gatwick Airport, had done a runner on him in a Redhill housing estate, leaving him with forty quid on the meter. He’d called the police 101 non-emergency number the following morning to report it. It had been seventeen minutes before it was answered. He’d been assured by the operator to whom he gave the details that someone would be in touch. But no one had.


To hell with that.


He dialled 999.


It was answered on the third ring. ‘Emergency, which service, caller?’


‘Police, please.’


There was a brief wait, then he heard a polite, assured voice.


‘Sussex Police, how may I help you?’


‘Hi,’ he said. ‘I’m worried that something’s happened to my wife. She’s disappeared.’


‘May I have your name and address, please, sir?’


He gave the details to her.


The call handler asked him for his wife’s name, age, date of birth and address, which he gave her, struggling for a moment to remember whether Eden had been born on 2 or 3 March 1988. He settled on 3 March.


‘Can you please give me a full description of your wife and the clothes she was wearing when you last saw her?’


He repeated the description he’d given to the security guy at the store the day before, adding in a few extra details. ‘She’s thirty-one, five seven, shoulder-length, straight brown hair, wearing a pink T-shirt and white shorts.’ Then, remembering, he suddenly realized he’d given the security man a wrong description. She’d been wearing her hair up yesterday, pulled back and clipped into a kind of bun, the way she wore it when she couldn’t be bothered to wash it. He corrected the description to the call handler.


Continuing, sounding as if she might be reading from a script, she asked Niall what he thought might have happened, and if he could describe in as much detail as possible the circumstances of her disappearance.


He told her all he knew.


Next, sounding even more like she was working off a script, she asked him for information about her family, friends and work colleagues.


He answered in as much detail as he could.


When he had exhausted the list, she asked him, ‘Does your wife have any previous history of disappearing?’


‘No, never.’


‘She’s never gone missing before?’


‘No – OK, she did do something about a year ago, when we’d had a row. She went into a supermarket and bumped into a friend, and asked her to give her a lift home, leaving me waiting in the car. She did that just to get back at me.’


There was a pause, during which he heard the tapping of keys. Then she asked, ‘Was that just a one-off situation?’


‘Yes.’


‘Do you and your wife argue often?’


‘No – no more than any other couple.’


More tapping of keys, then, ‘Does your wife have any history of mental health problems?’


‘No, none.’


‘Has she ever self-harmed?’


‘Self-harmed? Like cutting herself, do you mean?’


‘Any instance where she might have deliberately injured herself?’


‘Absolutely not,’ he said.


There was a brief silence, punctuated with more key tapping, then she asked, ‘Has your wife, Eden, ever talked about suicide with you? Have you ever considered her a suicide risk?’


‘No, no way.’


‘So you wouldn’t consider it a possibility?’


Niall nearly shouted at the woman. ‘Not remotely. I cannot in a million years believe she would do that. And all we’d been bloody arguing about was cat litter. You think she’d go and kill herself over cat litter?’


There was no response for a moment. Just the sound of a keyboard again. Then the woman said, ‘If you can remain where you are, sir, I’ll dispatch a unit to you as soon as possible.’


‘Sure,’ Niall said. ‘I’m not going anywhere. How long do you think that will be?’


‘I’ll do my best to get a car to you within the next hour. If anything changes in the meanwhile, please call us back.’


Niall said he would.
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Monday 2 September


‘Tell me I didn’t hear you right,’ Glenn Branson said. He had barged into Roy Grace’s office, as usual without knocking, and perched himself in front of the Detective Superintendent’s desk, chair the wrong way round, so that he was leaning, arms folded, across the back as if he was in some Wild West saloon – the position he regularly favoured.


Just when he thought that Glenn Branson’s ties could not get any brighter or more lurid, the thing knotted to the DI’s pink shirt this morning, now flipped back over his shoulder, looked like an angry, striking cobra.


Grace sipped his coffee, both irritated and pleased at the same time by his colleague’s uninvited appearance in his office. Irritated because he was trying to concentrate on writing an update report on his experiences in the Met with the Violent Crime Task Force, which the Chief Constable had asked for in order to see what Sussex Police could learn to help them with the surge in knife crime in the county. And pleased because he always liked Branson’s company, and he could do with a distraction from two hours of fierce concentration.


‘You heard me right.’


‘Chicken husbandry? Excuse me, just what is that? You’re not getting weird on hens? I mean, there are some pretty kinky websites out there – but chickens?’


‘Matey, I can’t help your warped mind. But this isn’t going to feed it. Cleo and I are doing a course in chicken husbandry at Plumpton Agricultural College tomorrow. A one-day course. Bruno’s taken a big interest in our hens, he really seems to love them – two in particular, the ones with the fluffy feet. Bruno’s named them Fraulein Andrea and Fraulein Julia. We want to encourage his interest.’


Branson leaned forward, frowning quizzically. ‘Fraulein Andrea and Fraulein Julia? What kind of names are those for hens?’


‘You have a problem with them?’


He grinned. ‘Whatever floats Bruno’s boat, I suppose. His U-boat.’


Grace shook his head at the comment about his German-born son. ‘Not funny.’


Branson raised his arms apologetically. ‘Yeah, sorry. So, this chicken husbandry thing, does it have a forensic application?’


Grace grinned. ‘I’m taking a day’s leave – OK? I’m owed a ton of leave. What is your problem?’


The DI shook his head. ‘Detective Superintendent Grace, Head of Homicide for Surrey and Sussex Police, takes day off to learn how to look after chickens.’


‘And your issue is, exactly?’


Branson laughed. ‘Farmer Grace.’ He shook his head, smiling. ‘I can just see you rocking up to the next murder investigation in green wellies, chewing on a piece of straw.’


‘And what if I do?! Which do you think came first – the chicken or the egg?’ Grace asked.


‘The rooster, obviously. Typical male.’


It was Grace’s turn to smile. Then his phone rang.


It was Alison Vosper.


‘Ma’am,’ he said respectfully. ‘Can you hold for just one moment, I’ve got a weird-looking creature in my office.’


He waved a dismissing hand at Branson.


Branson took the hint and headed to the door.


‘OK, I’m with you now, ma’am.’


‘Nothing too nasty, I hope, Roy?’


‘Just one of those bitey insects you get this time of year, but it’s gone now.’


When Alison Vosper had been an ACC at Sussex, one of Grace’s colleagues had nicknamed her No. 27, after a sweet and sour dish on the local Chinese takeaway menu that they frequently used on long shifts. You never knew quite what you were going to get with her. Sweet or sour. But something in her tone indicated sweet right now.


‘I’m calling you with an update,’ she said. ‘I’ve already spoken to your Chief Constable to put her in the picture. I’ve also raised this with the Commander in charge of Anti-Corruption in the Met and he’s picking this up straight away as a matter of urgency.’


‘Thank you, ma’am,’ Grace said. But the news didn’t fill him with elation, rather the reverse – it made him feel flat. However much he despised Pewe, and all corrupt police officers, the knowledge that what he had told her would destroy Pewe’s career – and probably the rest of his life – was still a tough one on his conscience. As well as Cleo’s warning words from last night.


First dig two graves.


And the knowledge that all he had told her was on the word of Guy Batchelor, a disgraced former police officer in prison, and the contents of his notebook.


But despite all Batchelor had done wrong, he trusted him on this.


Enough to gamble his career on, should this backfire?


He just hoped, as Guy had assured him, that the genie was already out of the bottle, and Pewe was on borrowed time.


‘Just remember, Roy, this stays strictly confidential.’


‘Of course, ma’am, absolutely. Thank you for the update.’


The moment he put the phone down, it rang again. It was Norman Potting, sounding worried. ‘Chief, I’ve just had a call from the quack – I rang the surgery about some symptoms I’ve been having for over a month now.’


‘Your prostate?’


‘No, touch wood, that’s all tickety-boo now. No, it’s something else. He wants me to come in this morning, which I guess is not good news.’


‘Norman, I’m sorry to hear that. Let’s hope it’s just something minor. Will you call me as soon as you’ve finished with the doctor? And, of course, if you need to take any time off, that goes without saying.’


‘Thanks, but it won’t come to that, chief, I’m a tough old bugger!’


Roy put the phone down and sat back in his chair. With the DS’s age and his previous health issues – plus the knowledge he didn’t really look after himself – he was worried about just how serious this might be. The old warhorse was not a man to wear his heart on his sleeve.


He was fond of the sometimes curmudgeonly detective and, if his news was bad, he and Cleo would support Norman all they could, both as a friend and as a long-time colleague.


Shit, he thought. What was it about bad news coming in threes?
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Monday 2 September


One of their colleagues on B-Section of the Brighton and Hove Response, who was a bit of a comedian, had once named them Little and Large, and the moniker had stuck. It wasn’t an entirely unjust description. PC Holly Little, who was known to her colleagues as the Pocket Rocket because of her short stature but feisty nature, was always the first to dive head first into a brawl or any other kind of dangerous situation. Her much older colleague, PC John Alldridge, with whom she was regularly partnered, was a six-foot-four, eighteen-stone former rugby forward, known as the Gentle Giant. He had recently transferred back to Uniform from CID because he missed the adrenaline rush of response work and wanted to spend his last couple of years before retirement back where he had started his police career, on Response.


The shift was getting tedious as they cruised the quiet Monday-morning streets of Brighton and Hove in the marked car. At the best of times, this shift was usually uneventful – criminals tended to get up late, even on fine days like this one.


So far, there had only been one shout – a Grade One – responding to an anxious call by a neighbour reporting that the people in the flat next door were killing each other. When they got there, on blues and twos, it had turned out to be a false alarm. The young couple had been happily watching an old Paul Newman and Elizabeth Taylor film, Cat on a Hot Tin Roof, which was about marital strife and involved a lot of shouting.


Little and Large had both shaken their heads. It was a sad indictment of modern society that a seemingly healthy and fit young couple could be at home watching movies on a glorious Monday morning. But hey, maybe they were night workers or on holiday, they weren’t to judge.


‘Did you hear what Jonno said the other day?’ Alldridge asked.


Little shook her head. Jonathan – Jonno – Mackie was popular in the force. A plain-clothes cop, six foot two tall and solid with it, not many people wanted to mess with him, and he loved nothing better than to prowl, in the shadows, the city’s crime hot spots.


‘He nicked an Eastern European pickpocket in West Street the other night.’


Holly grinned. ‘Seriously?’


‘Apparently this good, honest citizen was just trying to warn the man that his wallet was sticking out of his back pocket.’


‘Almost as good as my bag-snatcher.’


Alldridge remembered that. Holly had been off duty, drinking with friends in a pub, when she’d seen a man acting shiftily. Minutes later, he had ducked under a table, grabbed a handbag and legged it. She’d chased him for a mile before bringing him to the ground with a rugby tackle. His excuse was, he swore blind that he thought he saw the owner leaving without it, and was running after her to try to catch her up and give it back. Yadda, yadda, yadda.


Alldridge was in his twenty-eighth year in the force and, apart from his spell as a detective, always as a uniform PC. Like a number of his colleagues, he’d never wanted promotion, always turning down every opportunity he’d been given – and as a popular and respected officer, he’d been offered plenty. He was happy to be back in uniform again after his time as a DC with Roy Grace’s Major Crime Team, which he had enjoyed. But he loved even more being a front-line copper, where he could sometimes make a real difference to people’s lives.


Over the years he’d seen so many of his mates go up the promotion ladder, getting more and more pay but less and less bang out of the job as they became increasingly desk-bound. His wife worked for a bank on a good salary and, like himself, had a sizeable pension coming, so it wasn’t the higher pay and bigger pension promotion offered that drove him.


They were financially comfortable and he was happy with the career decisions he’d made; the only cloud now looming over the horizon was retirement. Plenty of his mates in the force couldn’t wait for their day and would announce gleefully, ‘Only sixty-two more shifts to go!’, ‘Only seventeen more shifts to go!’ But he wasn’t counting. At the time he’d joined, when you hit thirty years’ service you took your pension and went, making room for younger, supposedly brighter people to fill your shoes. But at forty-eight, he hardly felt like a dinosaur, he relished his experience and still felt fit enough. He was considering whether maybe he would stay on a few more years.
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