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PROLOGUE


A slight vibration passed through her body. It took a moment to register that she was no longer on her feet, no longer waiting for her instructor to show. It was dark now. And then she remembered . . . one minute she had been tweeting about her day, the next she was hitting the deck. He hadn’t made a sound as he approached. A sharp pain in her shoulder and he was helping her gently to the ground, acting the hero.


What was it he said as she lost control?


‘You’ll be OK, relax.’


How long ago was that?


He was close: she could smell aftershave.


Her eyes searched the darkness but her sight was blurred, extending a few metres in front of her but not to the sides. It was like looking down a tunnel through greasy binoculars. She could just make out a figure, a growth of hair sprouting over the collar of a combat jacket. She tried calling out to him, panic setting in when no words left her mouth.


Her mind was willing but she was otherwise impotent.


Was she having a stroke?


Again she tried speech. But her tongue refused to move, let alone accept instructions or formulate words. With enormous effort she banged one foot on the floor, trying to attract his attention.


He didn’t turn round.


Did he even exist?


It took all her strength to lift her leg a second time and bring it crashing to the floor.


Metal?


It sounded like a drum . . .


And it was in transit . . .


A lift?


A shipping container?


Christ! Where am I?


A numb sensation began in her chest and crept outward over every part of her. She was neither hot nor cold and her body was shutting down: arms next to go, legs soon after. Her eyelids fluttered, heavy as lead. Then everything went black.


She was totally paralysed when she opened her eyes, terror ripping through her as she noticed the straps hanging from the ceiling directly above her head. Were they there before? She must have lost consciousness, but for how long?


A split second?


A minute?


An hour?


A day?


She would have sobbed had she been able.


It was impossible to see if her clothes were intact. And she couldn’t decide if she was tied down or just pinned to the floor by her own dead weight. She couldn’t feel a draught on her skin but she could see its effect as her blonde hair whipped round her face. And still she couldn’t move . . . Except she was moving. Her world tilted, ever so slightly at first, then more acutely, tipping her body to the right. And now she was sliding sideways, like a side of beef being dragged across the ground in an abattoir, staring at her fate: a bloody black hole.


Oh God! NO!
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The Senior Investigating Officer failed to notice the sun as it crept over Sewingshields Crags, or the stunning aerial view as the police helicopter descended on Housesteads Roman Fort. Her attention was firmly focused on a handful of hikers crossing Hadrian’s Wall in both directions, each one a potential witness or suspect to a serious crime.


A little to the west, a police constable in a yellow fluorescent jacket stood guard outside a crime-scene tent. He held on to his hat as the chopper made its descent, its rotor blades whipping assorted debris high into the air. Jumping out, she felt a stab of pain in her right shoulder as she hit the ground and ran clear. The pilot returned her thumbs-up gesture and lifted off again, banking steeply before turning back towards Northumbria Police HQ.


As curious hikers began heading her way, she turned to the waiting officer. ‘I’m DCI Kate Daniels, murder investigation team. Where the hell are the lads from Area Command?’


The PC shrugged. ‘I was just told to wait here.’


He was tall, fresh-faced and built like a tank, someone she’d want on her side in a sticky situation. But he was no more than a kid. He looked really uncertain – really spooked.


‘This your first one?’


He nodded his reply.


‘Then do exactly as I say and you’ll be fine. CSI are on their way. Until then, it’s just you and me . . .’ Kate gave a reassuring smile. They were two strangers, miles from anywhere. In remote areas, it had always been necessary for police officers to carry equipment their urban counterparts wouldn’t know what to do with. The young PC had done well. She pointed at the tent. ‘You erect this all by yourself?’


‘Me and my shift sergeant, ma’am.’


‘Good job.’ She nodded at the advancing crowd. ‘Now get on the radio. I want these people shifted.’ She waited for him to move. ‘Er, today would be good.’


‘Can we do that, ma’am? I mean, the fort is a world heritage site.’


‘I couldn’t care less if it was the birthplace of Julius Caesar!’ She glared at him. ‘I want them out of here. Now move it!’


Lifting the flap of the tent, she went inside. A young woman lay face up on the ground, her body splayed out awkwardly like a discarded rag doll. She had long blonde hair and perfect skin. A green scarf round her neck matched the colour of her eyes exactly. There were signs of blood loss from her left ear, a pool of which had dripped down and settled on the grass directly beneath her. One shoe was missing but she was otherwise fully clothed.


Kate could hear the PC on his radio urging the control room to hurry things along. As she crouched down beside the body he arrived at her side, being careful to use the tread plates so as to preserve forensic evidence.


‘Anything strike you as odd?’ she asked.


‘Ma’am?’


‘She looks more quayside than hillside, don’t you think?’


The PC stifled a grin. Newcastle Quayside was the pulse of a party city some thirty miles away. He watched the DCI take a pen from her pocket. Carefully, she hooked one end under the ankle strap of a high-heeled patent leather shoe which was lying on the grass a few feet from the body.


‘With these on, I doubt she walked very far . . .’ Kate studied the five-inch stiletto, holding it up in front of her face, swivelling it round so she could examine the state of the heel. ‘In fact, it’s a wonder she could walk at all!’


‘If you don’t mind me asking, what are you looking for?’


‘Any damage that might tell us whether it was ripped off or fell off.’


‘And which is it?’ he queried.


‘My guess would be the latter, but don’t quote me on that.’ Kate tried to figure out how the girl had got there. They were a fair way from a main road. It had rained the night before and there was no mud on the high heel. Curiously, there were no drag marks on the ground surface either and no tyre tracks outside. The crime scene wasn’t telling her anything and that unsettled her. ‘Get me a pool car, would you? And while you’re at it, have someone check Housesteads car park for any abandoned vehicles. I can’t imagine—’


But the young constable had already left to carry out her instructions. She smiled. The lad was keen, might even make a detective one day. Checking her watch, she stood up, hoping the pathologist wouldn’t be long. She followed the PC outside, lifting her hand to the glare of early morning sun. There was activity on the horizon. A bunch of uniforms were up at the fort rounding up her growing audience, their deadpan faces turned in her direction, all desperate to know what was going on. Figures wearing white hooded overalls were leaving the car park. Behind them, right on cue, a familiar Range Rover appeared. Tim Stanton, Home Office pathologist, got out carrying a black forensic evidence case and trundled across rough ground heading straight for her.


Kate looked sideways as the PC spoke.


‘I noticed boot prints over there, ma’am.’ He pointed to a thin mound of grass a few metres away. ‘They’re definitely not mine, but they could belong to the guy who found her. He’s in the gift shop café waiting to talk to you.’


Stanton had reached them. He was already suited in white forensic clothing, his trousers tucked into a sturdy pair of green wellington boots. He acknowledged them both with a cheerful good morning then turned his attention to the SIO.


‘When was she found?’


‘An hour ago . . .’ Kate pointed towards his car. ‘Spotted from the ridge by a guy out walking the Wall—’


‘Did he touch the body at all?’


‘No, we got lucky. He’s ex-job and had the good sense not to. He’s my next port of call.’


Stanton looked tired this morning and Kate knew why. This was his third call-out in as many hours, according to Pete Brooks in the control room. She stood aside, allowing him to enter the tent alone, comforted in the knowledge that he’d take as much care with his subject as any regular doctor would had the girl still been alive. She’d known him for several years and they had worked together often. His scientific background complemented her intuitive approach perfectly. She never got in his way – or he hers.


The breeze was picking up. Sweeping hair away from her face, Kate lifted binoculars to her eyes, panning around three hundred and sixty degrees. Other than the tent and hilltop fort, as far as the eye could see there was only the most spectacular countryside, dotted here and there with tiny slate-grey cottages. She wasn’t a religious woman – not any more – but the sight was almost spiritual, as if a higher authority had been at work. It wasn’t hard to imagine what life was like here when legions of soldiers toiled in all weathers to build the Roman Empire’s most northerly defences and a garrison to house eight hundred of their number just metres from where she was standing.


She sighed, taken in by a dramatic wilderness she’d seen many times before.


‘Unreal,’ she said.


The PC looked at her. ‘Ma’am?’


Kate nodded towards the tent. ‘Such an ugly scene in such a stunning location.’


‘S’pose. I’m from round here . . .’ He pointed off into the distance. ‘Just over that ridge, to be precise. Guess you never see what’s been on your doorstep your whole life.’


The DCI looked around her. She couldn’t imagine taking this place for granted. Moving away from him, she made a call. Newcastle city centre was too far from the crime scene to run a murder enquiry, at least for the critical first few days. Her second in command, Detective Sergeant Hank Gormley, was out searching for a suitable place for a temporary incident room and she was relieved to hear he’d found one.


She wrote down a place name – High Shaw – then hung up.


Stanton emerged from the tent, bagging his latex gloves, nodding to the binoculars hanging round her neck. ‘You can put those away, Kate. If I’m right, you’re going to need some divine inspiration to solve this one.’


Kate eyed him warily. He was not a man given to riddles.


‘Meaning?’ she asked.


‘That young woman in there was dropped from a great height.’


She looked up at a cloudless sky . . .
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The Mobile Police Incident Unit was visible from half a mile away. It looked out of place in its surroundings, almost dwarfing High Shaw, a single-storey farm cottage bordered by a dry-stone wall. Kate Daniels drove towards it along a narrow country lane and managed to squeeze her pool car alongside.


She got out, removing a TO LET sign tied loosely to the gatepost. Laying it flat on the ground, she placed a heavy stone on top of it to prevent it blowing away. In this part of the world, particularly on high ground, gale-force winds were commonplace; what wasn’t securely nailed down often went walkabout.


The pretty front garden was awash with spring bulbs in pots made out of spent tyres. There was a child’s swing in the garden and a gravel path leading up to the front door.


She pushed it open.


‘Don’t shoot!’ Detective Sergeant Hank Gormley yelled, holding his hands in the air.


The DCI grinned as members of her team fell to the floor clutching their chests, writhing around in agony as if they’d been mortally wounded the minute she’d walked through the door.


‘Get up, you idiots. We’ve got work to do,’ she said.


Setting her briefcase on the floor, Kate found herself surrounded by officers keen to welcome her back to duty. Although touched by their enthusiasm and good wishes, she didn’t want a fuss. Taking a man’s life, albeit in self-defence, still gave her nightmares. It wasn’t something she’d ever be proud of – even when the man in question was a dangerous psychopath.


Turning her attention to her current case, she instructed her team on how she’d like the place arranged. DCs Maxwell and Brown began clearing the floor space for computer desks, moving a heavy sofa out into the wooden garage at the rear of the cottage. DS Robson fetched a drywipe whiteboard from his car and positioned it at the far end of the room. It would act as a makeshift murder wall during their stay. DC Carmichael brought in her laptop, and was logging on within seconds.


It was an incident room – of sorts.


DS Gormley’s face lit up as Kate walked towards him.


‘We’re dealing with another mean bastard then.’ His tone was grim.


She nodded, handing him a set of Polaroids taken at the crime scene.


He sifted through them, sickened by what he saw. ‘Suppose we should look on the bright side . . . if the body hadn’t been found when it was, the scene could’ve been crawling with bloody tourists, all with souvenir snaps of their own to take home. It would’ve been a nightmare. What piece of shit would lob a young lass out of a plane?’


‘We don’t know that for sure,’ Kate warned. ‘Not until Stanton confirms it. If and when he does, we keep it to ourselves. We don’t go public – not yet, anyway. This is God’s country, Hank. Folks round here don’t even lock their doors at night. They won’t know what’s hit them.’


He handed the photographs back. They helped themselves to a mug of tea being offered on a plastic tray by a community support officer drafted in at short notice. Kate thanked him, her eyes scanning the room, her mind drifting back to her childhood when she lived in a former gamekeeper’s cottage much like this one. She felt at home at High Shaw, decided right there and then that she’d stay over for as long as they needed to use the property. There was no point driving backwards and forwards to the city every day. There was no one at home waiting for her – hadn’t been for months.


The ache in Kate’s heart subsided as Detective Constable Carmichael arrived at her side, a requisition sheet in her hands, a smile on her young face. Lisa had impressed everyone since joining the murder investigation team and she was fast emerging as their in-house technical expert.


‘Sorry to interrupt, boss. The BT lads are here to fix up the comms.’


‘OK, Lisa, you better let them in.’


As Carmichael wandered away in the direction of the front door, Kate took another sip of tea and turned to face her second-in-command. ‘This has got to be the prettiest incident room I ever worked in, Hank. How come you found it so quickly?’


He tapped the side of his nose. ‘I know people who know people. Mate of mine’s brother-in-law is an estate agent in Hexham. This place is a holiday let normally. Cancelled at short notice, so the owner tells me.’


‘I want to know why and by whom, soon as you can.’


‘Already taken care of . . .’ He gave her a disparaging look. ‘Place was booked by a Norwegian guy for a fortnight. Poor bugger had a heart attack and couldn’t travel. And before you ask, he’s in hospital in Stavanger. I checked.’


Kate grinned. She should have known better than to ask. Hank was a skilled detective who knew the risks of taking things at face value. He always had his wits about him, had never let her down.


‘You OK?’ He eyed her over the top of his bifocals as she massaged her right shoulder. ‘I wasn’t expecting you back so soon.’


‘I’m fine.’


‘How did the hearing go?’


Kate knew he was worried about her. She also knew she wasn’t looking her best following a close encounter with a serial killer. But it was time to put all that behind her and concentrate on her job. She’d never been the type to sit around and mope. As far as she was concerned, you just had to get on with it. She’d done that when her mother died and she’d do it again now.


‘Piece of cake . . .’ she said finally. ‘No case to answer.’


‘What time’s the briefing?’


‘It’ll have to wait. Finish setting up and get things rolling. I’ve got to nip back to HQ and pick up my car.’ She rolled her eyes. ‘The guv’nor wants to see me. I hope to God he doesn’t want chapter and verse on the Professional Standards enquiry. It was a complete waste of time and money. There’s nothing to tell.’


Hank led her to a quiet corner and dropped his voice a little. ‘It’s none of my business, but shouldn’t you still be on leave? You look like shit!’


She made a face. ‘So what’s your excuse?’


‘You need to take it easy, Kate. You’ve had a tough time of it lately.’


‘Back off, Hank. And stop acting like my minder; I’m a big girl now.’


‘Nice to see your brush with death hasn’t softened you up any.’


‘I told you, I’m fine . . .’ She patted his upper arm. ‘Don’t fuss!’


She left him to it, heading outside with his words ringing in her ears. He wasn’t alone in thinking she’d returned to work too early: her doctor, her father, her ex-boss – Detective Chief Superintendent Bright – all thought the same. Then again, Bright was master of the art of do-as-I-say-not-as-I-do. He’d recently lost his wife and had point-blank refused to take compassionate leave. So why should she? She was still thinking about him as she turned left on to the Military Road and put her foot down.


Her phone rang as the pool car picked up speed. Tim Stanton had completed the post-mortem and his preliminary findings were not what she wanted to hear.


‘Are you sure?’ she asked.


‘There’s absolutely no doubt. Just about every bone in her body was broken. Estimated time of death around three a.m., give or take . . .’ He sighed heavily, his tone of voice harder than before. ‘And there’s something else . . .’


Whatever it was, it wouldn’t be good news.


‘Tim, what is it?’


‘I’m sorry to have to tell you this, but she was alive when she hit the ground.’


His words made her whole body shudder. She’d seen death in all its grisly forms in her years at the sharp end, but this MO was a first; a despicable act of cruelty and inconceivable even for the most hardened of professionals to take on board. Stanton’s voice faded in and out, partly due to a weak satellite signal, mostly because she was imagining the horror of a young girl falling through the air and landing on open ground with a dull thud.


Organs rupturing on impact.


Bones splintering.


Death.


Kate swallowed hard. ‘Is it possible to calculate the height she was thrown from? I assume crime scene investigators took a cast of the ground?’


‘They did indeed. They’re doing the maths and will give you a call.’


A horse rider up ahead required Kate’s full attention. She depressed her brake, slowed to a crawl and gave the rider a wide berth. The young woman turned her head slowly, acknowledging her courtesy with a wave. As their eyes locked, the DCI’s car nearly left the road as the dead girl’s face stared back at her.


‘Kate? You still there?’


‘Yeah, sorry. Any evidence of sexual assault?’


‘None.’


‘News on her ID?’


‘Yes and no. Hang on a second . . .’ The phone went down on a hard surface. Kate could hear the rustling of papers. She assumed Stanton was looking for something. Then he picked up again. ‘I found a receipt in the pocket of her jeans. It’s from Durham University Bookshop. If her reading material is anything to go by, I’d say she was a med student.’
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The PC knocked hard. The door to the farmhouse was in need of a lick of paint and the cast-iron knocker was falling off. An elderly lady in a floral patterned dress and a deep blue cardigan opened the door. On her feet she was wearing one blue wellie, one green one. She had a round, liver-spotted face and piercing blue eyes, permanent rosy cheeks and a mop of cotton-wool hair in dire need of a trim.


Mary Fenwick was a fixture in this part of the world.


‘Fine day, Billy.’


‘For some it is, aye.’


‘How’s your mother?’ The old lady didn’t wait for a reply. ‘Haven’t seen her since our Florence’s wedding up at High Barns. What a do that was! I’ve never seen anything like it.’


‘Me mam’s fine, Mary.’ The PC puffed out his chest, suddenly remembering he was an officer of the law. ‘This isn’t a social call today. I’m here on police business.’


‘Oh, it’s like that, is it?’ Mary was too long in the tooth to be impressed. She looked past him, checking he was alone. ‘Too busy to chew the fat with an old woman who damn near brought you into this world, are you? Well, maybe I’ll be minding my neb next time your mam needs my help. You best be off then, if you’re about the Queen’s business.’


The young policeman blushed. He felt guilty now. He’d heard the story of his birth many times before. How an ambulance had slid off the road in deep snow on the steep incline leading to his mother’s cottage. How Mary had run half a mile across the top field to fetch her tractor, then driven back and pulled the ambulance and their shaky crew out of the dyke on Hagg Bank. Blue he was by the time they reached the War Memorial Hospital in Haltwhistle, and lucky to survive – or so he was told.


As she began to shut him out, he tucked his foot in the door, thinking it best to placate her before things got out of hand. Salt of the earth she may be, but Mary Fenwick was prone to go off on one if riled.


‘It’s the Queen that needs your help this time, Mary,’ was all he could think of to say. ‘There’s been a bit of bother up at Housesteads through the night.’


‘What kind of bother? If them young uns have pulled my fence down again—’


‘A girl’s been found dead. Suspicious circumstances, too.’


‘Never!’ Shaken by the news, Mary adjusted her hearing aid as if she’d heard him wrong, the skin around her eyes and on her forehead forming into deep creases as she looked up at him in disbelief. She stepped back inside the hallway. ‘Come in, lad. I’ll put on the kettle. A local girl, was it?’


He ignored the question, a trick his sergeant had taught him when he was a probationary constable. ‘If someone asks you a question you don’t want to answer, ask one back, lad,’ he’d said. ‘It works every time.’


‘No time for tea,’ he said. ‘Did you hear or see anything unusual last night?’


A look of disapproval crossed Mary’s face. The policeman suddenly felt like a little boy about to get a scolding for his cheek. No doubt Mary would have a word or two in his mother’s ear next time they met.


‘You’d best ask your Ronnie,’ she said. ‘He’s in the bottom field with the horses.’


She was referring to his cousin who worked on her farm, a strapping lad who looked a lot like him. Rumour had it they might even be brothers.


The officer touched his police helmet. It was almost a salute. ‘Thanks for your help, Mary. You’ll be locking your door, just in case?’


The old woman gave him an odd look. ‘I would, if I could find my key.’


He knew she meant it. Her door was never locked.


‘Can’t you come in and tell me all about it?’ she pushed. ‘Your mam’ll have my guts for garters if I don’t offer you something to eat. Big lad like you needs plenty bait inside him, working all hours on them funny shifts.’


‘I’ve been told I can’t discuss the case with anyone.’ He found himself apologizing, a frequent occurrence whenever he was in her presence. ‘I’ll get myself away now and report back to the SIO. That’s the Senior Investigating Officer, in case you didn’t know. A lady detective chief inspector! She’s a bit of all right, too.’


Mary Fenwick giggled.


Turning to leave, the young constable regretting having no time to sample her famous scones, kept warming in the range in case of a visitor. He knew fine well they’d be thrown out for the birds, if unused. Remembering a question he should’ve asked, he glanced over his shoulder. Mary was gone but the door was ajar. Then suddenly she reappeared with a lumpy bundle in a Christmas napkin, nearly five months after the event.


She held it out to him, smiling through smoker’s teeth.


He thanked her, stuffing the scones in his pocket for later.


‘Any campers on your land I need to know about?’ he asked. ‘Any family staying up at the old farmhouse?’


Mary fiddled with her ear again.


‘Campers, Mary? Do you have any strangers staying just now?’


‘Aye, there’s no need to shout, son. I heard you the first time.’ She pointed away from the house. ‘We have one or two in the cow pasture. I’ll get my stick and walk with you.’
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The XJ Portfolio had dark privacy glass in the windows and sumptuous cashew leather seats. In the rear of the vehicle, Adam Finch folded his Financial Times neatly and used a touch-screen remote control mounted in the centre armrest to select BBC News 24 on his digital TV. He checked his watch and smiled. He’d catch the headlines at the top of the hour.


Ten minutes later, the Jaguar turned left off the main road and passed sedately through cast-iron gates with a name inscribed upon them in bold gold lettering: The Mansion House. The familiar sound of tyres on gravel caused Adam Finch to look out of the window in time to see his gardener extinguish a cigarette, pocketing what was left of it.


Adam Finch hated filthy habits. He had banned smoking on his estate and made a mental note to hit Townsend where it would hurt the most – in his next pay packet. Warmed by this thought, he relaxed back in his seat for a further hundred metres along a narrow driveway bordered on either side by willow trees planted by his great-great-grandfather. The Jaguar glided gently to a halt directly opposite the front door of his Georgian country house. Finch waited for the rear door to open.


‘Will I be required later, sir?’ the chauffeur asked him as he emerged from the car.


‘No, Pearce. That’ll be all for today.’


Finch’s housekeeper arrived to greet him, a little out of breath. ‘Welcome home, Mr Finch,’ she said, taking his coat and umbrella.


‘Thank you, Mrs P.’ He didn’t make eye contact with the woman, just strode off into the house, scooping his mail from a silver tray on the hall table on his way in. Pausing a second, he moved a blue flower vase a centimetre to the left before proceeding along the hallway, shouting over his shoulder as he walked. ‘I’ll take my tea in my office.’


‘Very good, sir,’ came the reply.


Finch’s leather-soled shoes squeaked as he moved swiftly across the highly polished parquet flooring, through a set of double doors and into his study. He sat down at his desk, scanning the surface carefully, making minor adjustments to favoured items: repositioning a photograph of his late wife, Beth, and daughter, Jessica, a little further away; an inkwell a tad nearer; his fountain pens more evenly spread. His eyes slid over each item. Then he turned the pen clips until all four were exactly in line with one another. Only when he was perfectly satisfied did he log on to his computer.


Finch spent half an hour reading and replying to emails and then turned his attention to the post he’d collected on his way in. Using an antique paper knife Beth had bought him on their fifth wedding anniversary he slit open the first envelope and took out the letter contained inside. The news wasn’t good. His investments had tumbled to an all-time low. An annual statement from his stockbroker confirmed his worst fears.


The recession was still not over.


Finch didn’t look up as Mrs Partridge arrived with his tea. She set the cup and saucer down on a coaster, turning the handle to a precise angle so that he could easily pick it up. As she left the room again, he sat back in his chair, a man with all the troubles of the world on his shoulders. In his entire life, he couldn’t remember a year quite like this one.


A small brown envelope caught his eye. It looked conspicuous among the rest of his mail, the address rudely handwritten in thick green pen. Finch set his cup back down and lifted the envelope off the desk, turning it over and over in his hands, disgusted by the childlike writing, by the sheer audacity of whoever had sent it. Probably a local from Kirby Ayden; most definitely nobody he knew.


Finch bristled. He’d received several ill-considered pleas for employment on his estate in recent months. Nothing short of begging letters he tore up the moment they arrived. He was about to disregard this one too when Beth’s voice jumped into his head: ‘Adam! Don’t be so mean . . . we must embrace the locals, not push them away.’ Her face beamed out from the photograph on his desk, her eyes teasing him. ‘Your ancestors have employed people from the village for hundreds of years on the estate. What harm would it do to show a little humanity?’


Poppycock!


But Beth’s smile seemed broader than ever.


Finch sighed. He still missed his wife terribly, had remained celibate and sober since her death many years before. Even from her grave, she could twist him round her little finger, persuade him to do the right thing. And, as always, he relented. Slicing through the envelope flap, he shook out the contents. A frown formed on his brow as a jagged piece of paper fluttered out, landing face down on his desk. He flipped it over with the knife. What he saw made him reach for the phone.
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Detective Chief Superintendent Phillip Bright was on his knees searching his waste-paper basket when the phone rang. He hauled himself off the floor and fumbled with the receiver, cursing his new civilian clerk. Ellen was a spirited woman who took no shit from anyone – especially not him. They hadn’t quite gelled as a team and he was wondering if they ever would.


‘Didn’t I tell you to hold all calls?’ he barked.


‘So you did, but this is urgent apparently. One of your golfing pals?’


‘Which one?’ Bright took a deep breath. No reply was forthcoming. ‘Ellen? Who is it, please?’


‘A gentleman called Adam Finch.’ Ellen had made her point. ‘He sounds rather anxious. Said he’s sorry to interrupt you, but it really can’t wait.’


The line clicked and she put him through.


Bright listened for a long time, his stomach in knots as he heard the news. After a short conversation he ended the call. He was about to contact DCI Kate Daniels when he saw her through his office window, fifty metres away and charging towards him. He hung up the receiver and waited.


‘We have a problem,’ he said, as she entered the room.


‘So you said, guv. That’s why I’m here.’


‘No, I mean another one.’


‘Guv, I’m up to my neck in it.’ Kate was parched. Her eyes scanned his new office and found the water cooler. As she walked towards it she heard yelling from the office next door. It reminded her of the last time she’d been in that room, before Assistant Chief Constable Billings took over. His predecessor, ACC Martin, had completely lost his temper and shown her the door. She smiled at the memory, feeling Bright’s eyes upon her. ‘I’m sorry, guv . . .’ She still had her back to him. ‘But our only witness wants to leave the area. I’ve told the poor sod his holiday’s on hold and I’m about to take his statement so he can get on his way. He’s ex-job? Can it wait?’


‘No, it can’t. The daughter of one of my closest friends is missing and I’d like you to handle it personally.’


‘I’m sorry to hear that.’ The water was taking its time to dribble into the white plastic cup. ‘Can’t you send a uniform?’


‘She’s a Durham University student, Kate.’


She turned towards him, all ears.


‘Five ten. Blonde hair. Green eyes. Ring any bells?’


‘Shit!’


‘Her name is Jessica Finch. Her father, Adam, owns half of North Yorkshire. You may have heard of him.’


‘Can’t say I have.’


‘I’ve known him for many years. He’s not a guy to panic easily. Before he called me, he called the university and found out that Jess has missed lectures. She hasn’t slept at her halls for the past two nights. Nobody he spoke to has seen or heard from her. He was told she may have moved out, but he doesn’t know where. University staff don’t know either. He’s frantic, Kate. Look at this—’


Bright turned his laptop round to face her. On the screen was an email message from Adam Finch with a scanned document attached. Kate leaned forward, opened the attachment and found a hastily scrawled note mounted on a shaded background to make it stand out. The paper was unlined and had been torn from a much larger sheet. She read the message twice. It was brief and to the point: STAY BY THE PHONE – CONTACT THE LAW AND I’LL SEND YOUR DAUGHTER HOME IN BITS.


‘When did he receive this?’ she asked.


‘It came in this morning’s post. It was waiting for him when he got home shortly after ten. He’s been away on business and only got back today.’


Kate studied the note.


For the second time that day, the circumstances of a crime didn’t seem to fit. ‘That doesn’t make sense,’ she said.


Bright just looked at her.


‘Assuming our dead girl and Jessica Finch are one and the same, why would her kidnapper risk the pay-off by killing her?’


‘Maybe they panicked—’


‘Before making a demand?’


Bright hesitated. ‘Maybe she tried to escape? Or they roughed her up and—’


‘No.’ Kate shook her head. ‘Stanton told me her injuries are all consistent with the fall. There are no restraint marks and nothing to indicate a struggle.’


‘Perhaps they gave her too many drugs and she died. They lost control and dumped her, hoping to score financially before her body was discovered. That’s probably why they chose such a remote spot. It could just be Sod’s Law that she landed where she did. Otherwise it might’ve been months, years even, until someone stumbled across her remains. If they ever did.’ He paused for a moment, gathering his thoughts, meeting her eyes across his desk. ‘You know how these things pan out, Kate. Abductions often go horribly wrong. The snatch was planned, I agree, but her death could’ve been accidental.’


Bollocks! Bright was clutching at straws. ‘She was alive when she hit the ground, guv. There was no mistake, believe me.’


Her words hung in the air between them.


‘Is Finch aware we found a body?’ Kate asked finally.


Bright’s expression was grim. ‘He soon will be.’
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Kate was troubled by thoughts of yet another linked incident coming straight off the back of the most gruelling murder investigation of her police career. But somehow it didn’t surprise her that her new case was more complex than first it appeared. She didn’t know why, but her guts had been telling her that right from the start, from the moment she’d stepped inside the crime-scene tent with a rookie PC breathing down her neck.


Her victim had died at Housesteads, but the question Kate was asking herself was this: was the disposal site accidental or deliberate? She needed to find the answer at the earliest opportunity. The why of the case appeared to be a little clearer now. Monetary gain had been a motive for many a mindless and futile murder since the beginning of time. So why did she still feel as if her detective nose was out of joint, pointing in the wrong direction?


Three uniforms she knew vaguely passed her in the corridor. Acknowledging them with a smile and a nod, she made her way through a set of double doors and out into the sunshine towards the car park where she’d left her car. She was pleased to be getting her Toyota back. The pool car she’d been driving was a piece of shit: smelly on the inside, uncared for on the out, in dire need of a service if the noise of the engine was anything to go by.


Pulling her phone out of her pocket, she keyed in the number for the mortuary. The call was picked up almost immediately by a young woman with a pleasant but distinctive Welsh accent.


‘Mortuary, Sam speaking.’


Kate didn’t recognize the voice at all. ‘Sam, this is Detective Chief Inspector Kate Daniels. I’m the SIO for the murder up at Housesteads Fort. I’d like to arrange a viewing of the victim for identification purposes.’


‘No problem. What time would suit?’


Kate looked at her watch. She’d offered to drive down to Yorkshire to collect Adam Finch, accompany him on his painful journey north. But he’d saved her the trouble, insisting that he’d get there under his own steam. She estimated that it would take him an hour and a half at least. She didn’t want to rush him, but neither did she want him hanging around waiting when he arrived.


‘About twelve thirty?’ she suggested. ‘Sorry not to be more specific, Sam. The man we think may be the IP’s father has a long way to travel. I’m meeting him at headquarters and I’ll let you know as soon as he arrives. His name is Adam Finch. I’ll accompany him, as will Detective Chief Superintendent Bright.’


Kate completed the arrangements and hung up. She had reached her Toyota. Opening the door, she took off her coat and threw it on the passenger seat before climbing in. The inside of her car smelled fresh and clean. She started the engine, but didn’t immediately move off. First she dialled Hank’s mobile. It went straight to voicemail so she tried Robson instead, this time with more success. She gave him a quick update on developments and asked him to pass the information on to the rest of the team.


‘I’ll be off the radar for a while,’ she said. ‘Any problems, text me.’


Robson told her there was absolutely nothing doing up at High Shaw. He asked if there wasn’t something more useful he could do, his resentment reaching her down the line.


‘Be patient, Robbo. Let’s take it one step at a time, shall we?’


She hung up.


Engaging first gear, she drove away from headquarters and out on to the main road heading for Etal Lane in Westerhope, Newcastle Area Command. It was only a short journey, a distance of four and a half miles, give or take a few hundred metres. Passing the airport on the way, she wondered how much detail air traffic control might hold on light aircraft movement.


Parking the Toyota in a bay reserved for the Area Commander, she got out and locked it, hoping it wouldn’t be clamped by the time she returned. As she rushed into the building, there were many questions running through her mind in relation to her victim’s cause of death. The man who’d found her had been transported to the station in a patrol car and had been made to wait for over an hour.


He looked bored as she entered the interview room.


‘Mr Bull, I’m so sorry for having kept you . . .’ Kate held out her hand. ‘I’m Kate Daniels, Senior Investigating Officer. I had no idea I’d be this long.’


‘Pleased to meet you.’ Frank Bull sat back in his chair and yawned. Holding up a foot in a thick green woollen sock, he explained that Forensics had seized his footwear to take a cast of the sole for comparison with boot prints they had found at the scene. He was red in the face and dressed for hiking, had too many layers of clothing on to be contained in a centrally heated office block. ‘It wasn’t smart, finding your body, was it, DCI Daniels? Should’ve kept walking, shouldn’t I? Instead, I’ve been walking down memory lane.’ He yawned again. ‘Excuse me! I’m not used to being inside for very long these days. In my former role as a police officer, I spent many an hour in rooms like this one.’


Her phone rang: BRIGHT CALLING.


Bull saw a look of frustration cross her face before she had time to hide it.


‘Better order lunch then.’ He smiled, accepting that she was about to ask him to wait even longer. ‘Grub still as bad as ever?’


‘I’m so sorry. I wish I could be in two places at once, but I can’t. I’ll call Hank Gormley, my DS. Ask him to take your statement immediately. Then you can get on your way, as long as you leave a contact number so I’ll be able to reach you.’


The viewing room of any city morgue is grim at the best of times. For Adam Finch, this was the worst of times. His near-perfect life had fallen apart spectacularly in the past few hours. He looked small and insignificant standing beside a corpse covered with a green sheet, flanked on either side by Bright and Kate.


Kate spoke softly, not wanting to pressure him. ‘Are you ready, Mr Finch?’


Finch nodded. Anxiety seemed to have aged him in a matter of minutes. Kate lifted the sheet exposing the dead girl’s face and took a step back as Finch leaned over the body. He shut his eyes but said nothing. She thought he was praying and allowed him a moment of silence. When he opened his eyes, a single tear ran from his eye and dripped off the end of his nose on to the girl’s cheek, making it look like she was crying too. That was when he fell apart.


Kate exchanged a concerned glance with Bright. He placed a steadying hand on his friend’s shoulder and guided him from the room into the corridor beyond.


‘I’m so very sorry, Adam,’ Bright said as they left the room.


‘No . . .’ It was almost a sob. ‘It’s not her. It’s not Jessica.’
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The Jaguar sped off with Kate’s Toyota following close behind. The fiasco at the morgue had riled Bright, so much so that he’d ordered her to accompany Finch home in return for access to his daughter’s room. For all that abduction was a very serious offence – if indeed that’s what it was – Kate wasn’t too chuffed with the arrangement. In fact she was really pissed off. She was an SIO with a murder enquiry to run. Besides, Adam Finch had told them that this wasn’t the first time his daughter had taken off and on previous occasions she had always turned up safe and well. She’d been living away from home for eighteen months now, and they weren’t in regular contact.


Fuck’s sake: he didn’t even have an address for her!


As the miles rushed by, Kate’s frustration grew. She wondered if she were on a wild-goose chase when she ought to have been concentrating her efforts on finding the identity of a woman lying in a freezer in Newcastle. Passing a sign for Yarm, her phone rang. Stanton had faxed his preliminary report to the incident room and an officer had called him back confirming receipt of it. But he never left anything to chance and wanted to let her know personally. It was as he’d feared: the dead girl had hit the ground with incredible force.


Kate thanked him and hung up.


She tried Hank’s mobile.


This time he answered.


‘You manage to interview Frank Bull?’ she asked.


‘Yep . . .’ His voice was breaking up a little. ‘He seems genuine enough to me, but his evidence hasn’t taken us any further forward.’


‘Where are you now?’


‘Heading back to High Shaw.’


‘You sent Bull on his way?’


‘Yeah, conditional on daily contact until you tell him otherwise.’


‘Good. You know what to do, Hank. Start with the local airports: Newcastle, Carlisle, Sunderland. If necessary we can fan out from there. I want details of all private airstrips and military establishments within a fifty-mile radius, plus a large-scale map of the area. Make sure it’s detailed enough to show us all we need to know. Get Robbo to help too and put Lisa on missing persons, liaising with Durham Uni. Tell her we’re looking at med students in particular and keep the uniforms busy ’til I’m back. I could be a while.’


Half an hour later, Kate followed the Jaguar as it turned off the main road leading to Finch’s estate. Pulling up behind it at the front door of the Mansion House, she could see that a glass partition separated Finch from his chauffeur. Sensing her interest, Pearce glanced in her direction. Checking his rear-view mirror, he mouthed something to his boss before cutting the Jaguar’s three-litre V6 diesel engine. Pearce took off his cap as he got out of the car and placed it under his left arm, military fashion. With a gloved hand he opened the rear passenger door and waited for Finch to emerge.


As Kate climbed out of her own car she heard a mobile phone bleep twice.


Finch went for his pocket as his housekeeper appeared through the panelled front door. She ran up to him, waiting to take his coat. He waved her away and she turned tail and went back inside. As they followed her in, Kate registered the man’s coldness. There was something about him she didn’t like. She studied him closely as he fumbled with his specs, relief replacing concern on his face as he peered at the tiny screen.


His tone was more annoyed than reassured. ‘I seem to have wasted your valuable time, Chief Inspector.’ He held up the phone. ‘Text message from my daughter.’


Kate swore under her breath but was taken aback when Finch suddenly handed her the mobile and rushed from the hall, retching. The chilling message had only six words: I TOLD YOU TO STAY PUT! Finch was being watched. Kate looked around her, waiting for the businessman to resurface. Although elegant, the house was formal, silent, and bloody cold inside. Dog-leg stairs led up to the floor above, to Jessica’s room and possible clues to whoever was holding her against her will. From the plethora of art on the walls, she formed the impression that Finch was definitely old money, not new.


Had his inherited wealth made him a target for blackmail?


Her eyes fell on the open library door. Beyond it, a portrait of a beautiful young woman hung above a fireplace large enough for a small person to stand up in. Finch rejoined her, looking ashen but composed. Apologizing for leaving her alone, he offered her something to drink after their long journey south.


Kate declined. She had to get on.


Finch nodded. ‘Of course.’


‘Can I call someone for you?’


Finch shook his head and turned away, pressing a bell-push on the wall, mumbling something she didn’t quite catch.


‘I need to keep this.’ She held up his mobile. ‘Do you have another you can use?’


Finch nodded. ‘It’s obvious they’re watching me. What the hell do they want?’


The housekeeper arrived in the hall. She hung back, waiting for instructions. Finch ignored her as if she wasn’t there. He was deep in his own dark thoughts. Kate glanced again at the portrait in the adjoining room and asked if she might take a look. The library was a magnificent room furnished with antiques and several thousand books. Some of the larger volumes looked ancient. She figured there would be first editions among them, a treasure trove of history dating back to who knows when.


On closer inspection, the portrait above the fireplace was stunning. It was painted in oils and mounted in a heavy gilt frame, the like of which she’d only ever seen hanging in an art gallery. It was probably worth a small fortune, as was the exquisite piece of jewellery around the subject’s neck. The artist had signed and dated the portrait not so very long ago, with a flamboyant FF. Making a mental note to follow that up, Kate asked Finch when the painting was commissioned.


‘Before she went to university . . .’ Finch said, eyes fixed on the painting. ‘Getting her to sit was hopeless. My daughter is a wonderful free spirit, but wilful to the point of being downright obstinate at times. No sense of ancestral history, I’m afraid, unlike her mother.’


Kate knew he was a widower. Bright had told her as much. She couldn’t help wondering what had happened to the late Mrs Finch, but decided that now was not the time to pry into his personal affairs. In the past few hours, Adam Finch had faced a parent’s worst nightmare. He didn’t need her adding to his grief, reminding him of the wife he’d once had. There would be time enough for questions later, and every reason to hope that his daughter was still alive.


For now.


Looking up at the painting, she said, ‘She’s very beautiful.’


‘And very like the young woman I saw earlier,’ Finch said.


His jaw bunched, his eyes growing cold. It was as if he’d read her mind.


‘Yes, I’m so sorry we put you through that.’


‘I’ve work to do, DCI Daniels.’ It was a dismissal. He pointed towards the door where his housekeeper was still waiting. ‘Mrs Partridge will show you to my daughter’s room.’
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Kate Daniels woke early, unable to sleep, and spent the next half-hour on her new treadmill, feet pounding, giving it her all – heart monitor showing she was at the peak of fitness.


A digital clock clicked forward a notch – 06:00.


She killed the machine, ending her workout, and walked back to her bedroom undressing as she went. There was a pile of neatly folded clean clothes on a chair by the door put there the night before; shoes and briefcase on the floor beneath; a banana, a bottle of water and car keys on her bedside table in case of a call-out during the night.


Thankfully there hadn’t been one.


Kate jumped in the shower, deliberating the day ahead. It came as no surprise that there was too much to do in too little time. That was the reality of being an SIO. She would spend the day prioritizing actions, house-to-house, forensics, press, TV, public relations, liaison with HQ and dealing with scene issues. Both ends of the enquiry would be tricky and time consuming. Searches of areas surrounding Housesteads and the Mansion House involved outbuildings, difficult terrain and woodland, taking up valuable resources, financial as well as human.


Please God nobody call in sick.


She dressed quickly, a pair of black pants and a silk blouse, the top button left undone. She dried her hair, tied it up and applied a little make-up. A last check in the mirror and she was ready for anything.


High Shaw cottage was shrouded in early morning mist. Without knocking, she opened the door to the Mobile Incident Unit and came face to face with Police Constable Kevin Hook. He was around thirty years old with a great body, much of which was on display. He’d cut himself shaving in two places, was only half dressed and was holding a steaming mug of coffee.


‘Too early for you is it, Constable?’


‘A little . . .’ Hook stuck out his hand. ‘Name’s Kevin, ma’am.’


Kate accepted the greeting. ‘I won’t shake it too hard, Kevin. I’m worried about that towel. Is anyone else here?’


‘Only DS Gormley . . .’ Hook grinned. ‘I thought you were staying on here last night, ma’am? Or that’s what I was led to believe, anyhow.’


‘I was late back from Yorkshire.’


They both turned to the sound of a vehicle approaching. Seconds later, a rusty old Ford Fiesta limped up the lane. The car was full to bursting, its suspension unable to cope, DS Robson and DC Lisa Carmichael in the front, DCs Brown and Maxwell in the back. They all got out and trooped inside the cottage, Kate following them in.


The team set about unpacking what they’d brought with them, all the usual paraphernalia they needed to run a murder enquiry efficiently. Documentation included: action forms, forensic submission forms, overtime requests, house-to-house questionnaires, various maps of the area. And there were other essentials too: coffee, cartons of fresh milk, Fudges Belgian Dark Chocolate Florentines and, most important of all, lemon drizzle cake supplied by Carmichael’s aunt.


Someone quickly made tea. They all gathered round for their morning briefing, listening intently as the SIO updated them on developments: Adam Finch’s failure to identify the body, the threatening message received from his daughter’s mobile, the fact that the enquiry was back to square one.


‘Poor sod!’ Hank said. ‘Finch must be demented.’


‘He is, and the guv’nor’s not too thrilled either.’ Kate glanced at the murder wall, her eyes finding the photograph of the unidentified girl. ‘He and Finch go back a long way, apparently.’


‘It could’ve been worse . . .’ Carmichael logged on to her computer, keying in ‘MISSING PERSONS’ as she spoke. ‘The dead girl might have been his daughter. All the same, it’s a horrible experience for anyone to go through.’


‘Bright wants us to run a parallel enquiry with this one.’ Kate’s comment drew sceptical faces and expressions of concern all round. ‘I know it’s going to be tough, but we have no choice. The guv’nor wants our very best team on it and that happens to be you guys.’


She caught Robson’s eye. Aware that his future hung in the balance, he dropped his head. During their last murder enquiry, his loyalty to Kate and the team had been questionable. He’d admitted passing information to Assistant Chief Constable Martin, a senior officer who had himself withheld information relating to the murder of an innocent man.


Martin had since resigned from his post.


Thank God!


As far as Kate was concerned, there was only one downside to his departure and that was the subsequent reshuffle that had taken place in its wake: promotions for Chief Superintendent Billings to Assistant Chief Constable; Detective Superintendent Bright to Detective Chief Superintendent – Force Crime Manager – a role he’d coveted for years.


Losing her guv’nor was a big blow. His replacement had not yet been approved and the uncertainty over the appointment was worrying, to say the least. She wondered who it might be, concerned that the dynamics in the team might change if the wrong person arrived to take charge. Bright could sometimes be a bully, but she’d walk over hot coals for him. He’d taught her everything she knew and they understood each other perfectly.


Better the devil you know.


A vibrating mobile interrupted her thoughts.


‘DCI Daniels.’


‘Kate, how’s it going?’ It was Detective Superintendent Ronald Naylor of neighbouring Durham Constabulary, a colleague for many years, a friend for nearly as long.


‘Run off our feet. And you?’


‘Word is you have an unidentified body of a young woman on your patch.’


‘Bad news travels fast.’


‘Care to share a description?’


‘Care to tell me what it’s got to do with you?’ Kate’s eyes scanned her depleted team. They were waiting patiently for her to get off the phone. But curiosity took over. Naylor’s call obviously wasn’t a social one. ‘Hold on, Ron. I’m going to take this outside.’ She covered the speaker with her free hand. ‘Carry on, Hank. I’ll be back in a second.’


She got up and walked away from the others, brilliant sunshine blinding her as she opened the front door.


‘Kate?’


‘Yep, still here. What’s your interest?’


‘I’ve just interviewed a couple whose daughter hasn’t come home.’


Kate wondered why a Detective Superintendent had involved himself in a misper case. Ninety-five per cent of missing persons turned up safe and well eventually. As Naylor talked, she wandered down the garden, amazed at how quickly the early mist had cleared. She parked her bum on a drystone wall, on the other side of which a newly dug veggie patch was losing its war to keep weeds at bay from the adjacent unploughed field. A low-flying military aircraft – the vibration of which she could feel through her feet – screamed across the sky above her, drowning out Naylor’s voice.


‘Can you repeat that, Ron? I’m being bombarded by UFOs.’


‘Yeah, I heard.’ Naylor shuffled papers at the other end. ‘I said she was a student. Twenty-one years old.’


‘Studying at Durham?’


‘As it happens.’


The portrait of Jessica Finch flew into Kate’s head, a young woman at the prime of her life with everything to live for. ‘Pretty blonde girl? Very tall?’


‘You psychic now?’


A second wave of military aircraft passed overhead.


‘We need to meet,’ she said.
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Detective Superintendent Ron Naylor turned up at twelve thirty, as planned, at a pub not far from the Northumbria/Durham force border. Kate had been there ten minutes already, having fought her way through a myriad of smokers at the front door, and used the dead time to scan the morning’s papers and order a coffee at the bar.


The room was busy when she arrived, with people spilling in from offices on the high street looking for a quick bite to eat before heading back to work. The music was too loud for the time of day, many of the tables set for dining. The aroma of food from the kitchen made her hungry. A banana for breakfast hadn’t been sufficient to carry her through to lunch.


Ron Naylor tapped her on the shoulder. He was around six feet tall with bright eyes and a winning smile, going a bit thin on top. He looked really smart in a dark suit, pinstriped shirt and striped tie, a combination that suited his switched-on personality.


‘Got an appointment with your bank manager?’ Kate grinned. ‘Good to see you, Ron.’


She leaned forward and gave him a friendly peck on the cheek. They’d known each other since training school and had worked together often, mostly on joint training initiatives, but occasionally on enquiries that straddled the two forces. They ordered more coffee and had a quick chat before setting off. The missing girl’s house was just a few minutes away.


Kate was still curious to know why someone of his rank had involved himself in the case of a missing girl. Different if he knew she was dead. Naylor explained that a rumour circulating at his station had become fact. Some nasty individuals were encouraging students into prostitution, preying on their financial hardship in order to get them on the game. A group of worried parents, one of whom he knew personally, had begged him to nip it in the bud.


‘You made any arrests?’


‘I’m working on it.’


They had reached the house: a part brick, part pebble-dashed 1960s mid-terraced, situated on a quiet tree-lined street on the outskirts of Durham City. Amy Grainger’s mother let them in, showed them into the living room and sat down on the sofa. Her husband stood nervously by her side, his right hand on her shoulder. The man was unshaven and unwashed, having been up all night at his wife’s request, searching every place he could think of where their daughter might have gone.


‘As I’ve already explained to Superintendent Naylor, Amy hasn’t been home the last couple of nights. Mind you, she’s done this before. But she usually sends a text saying she’s on her way home and we’re not to worry.’ Mr Grainger looked down at his other half. Mrs Grainger sat rigid and upright, her arms folded across her chest. They had obviously had words. ‘I told my wife we should’ve waited, not wasted your precious time.’


Kate could see that the couple were beside themselves with worry.


‘You’re not wasting anyone’s time,’ she said. ‘Do you have a recent photograph of Amy I can look at?


‘Will that one do?’ Mrs Grainger pointed at a photograph on the mantelpiece.


Kate twisted in her seat. As soon as she clapped eyes on the girl, a fist closed around her throat, keeping tight hold until she could hardly breathe. She stood up, went over to the fireplace to examine the photograph more closely, hoping she was wrong, knowing she wasn’t. As she handed it to Naylor, a message passed between them, leaving him in no doubt whatsoever that it was her unidentified victim.


She sat back down. ‘Mr and Mrs Grainger—’


‘My husband is right, Detective. We’re – I’m probably jumping the gun. You watch, our Amy will come breezing through that door any minute now, large as life, wondering what all the fuss is about.’ Mrs Grainger forced a smile. Her eyes darted from Kate to Naylor and back again, picking up on their concern and fighting hard to disregard it. ‘That was taken on her first day at university. We were ever so proud, weren’t we, Terry? She’s doing really well, according to her tutors.’
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