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‘The evil that men do lives after them’


William Shakespeare, Julius Caesar









PROLOGUE


They locked her in the cage when she started to bleed. Tom was already there. He’d been there for three days and had stopped crying now. He was still shivering, though. It was February, there was no heat in the cellar, and both of them were naked. There would be no food, either, she knew, not for a long time, not until she got so hungry that she felt as if she were being eaten from the inside.


It wasn’t the first time she had been locked in the cage, but this time was different from the others. Before, it had always been because she’d done something wrong or hadn’t done what they wanted her to do. This time it was different; it was because of what she had become, and she was really scared.


As soon as they had shut the door at the top of the stairs, the darkness wrapped itself around her like fur. She could feel it rubbing against her skin the way a cat rubs against your legs. She began to shiver. More than anything she hated the cage, more than the blows, more than the humiliations. But she wouldn’t cry. She never cried. She didn’t know how.


The smell was terrible; they didn’t have a toilet to go to, only the bucket in the corner, which they would only be allowed to empty when they were let out. And who knew when that would be?


But worse even than the smell were the little scratching sounds that started when she had been locked up only a few minutes. Soon, she knew, it would come, the tickle of sharp little feet across her legs or her stomach if she dare lie down. The first time, she had tried to keep moving and making noise all the time to keep them away, but in the end she had become exhausted and fallen asleep, not caring how many there were or what they did. She could tell in the dark, by the way they moved and their weight, whether they were rats or mice. The rats were the worst. One had even bitten her once.


She held Tom and tried to comfort him, making them both a little warmer. If truth be told, she could have done with some comforting herself, but there was nobody to comfort her.


Mice scuttled across her feet. Occasionally, she kicked out and heard one squeak as it hit the wall. She could hear music from upstairs, loud, with the bass making the bars of the cage rattle.


She closed her eyes and tried to find a beautiful retreat deep inside her mind, a place where everything was warm and golden and the sea that washed up on the sands was deep blue, the water warm and lovely as sunlight when she jumped in. But she couldn’t find it, couldn’t find that sandy beach and blue sea, that garden full of bright flowers or that cool green forest in summer. When she closed her eyes, all she could find was darkness shot with red, distant mutterings, cries and an appalling sense of dread.


She drifted in and out of sleep, becoming oblivious to the mice and rats. She didn’t know how long she’d been there before she heard noises upstairs. Different noises. The music had ended a long time ago and everything was silent apart from the scratching and Tom’s breathing. She thought she heard a car pull up outside. Voices. Another car. Then she heard someone walking across the floor upstairs. A curse.


Suddenly all hell broke loose upstairs. It sounded as if someone was battering at the door with a tree trunk, then came a crunching sound followed by a loud bang as the front door caved in. Tom was awake now, whimpering in her arms.


She heard shouting and what sounded like dozens of pairs of feet running around upstairs. After what seemed like an eternity, she heard someone prise open the lock to the cellar door. A little light spilled in, but not much, and there wasn’t a bulb down there. More voices. Then came the lances of bright torch light, coming closer, so close they hurt her eyes and she had to shield them with her hand. Then the beam held her and a strange voice cried, ‘Oh God! Oh, my God!’
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Maggie Forrest wasn’t sleeping well, so it didn’t surprise her when the voices woke her shortly before four o’clock one morning in early May, even though she had made sure before she went to bed that all the windows in the house were shut fast.


If it hadn’t been the voices, it would have been something else: a car door slamming as someone set off for an early shift; the first train rattling across the bridge; the neighbour’s dog; old wood creaking somewhere in the house; the fridge clicking on and off; a pan or a glass shifting on the draining-board. Or perhaps one of the noises of the night, the kind that made her wake in a cold sweat with a thudding heart and gasp for breath as if she were drowning, not sleeping: the man she called Mr Bones clicking up and down The Hill with his cane; the scratching at the front door; the tortured child screaming in the distance.


Or a nightmare.


She was just too jumpy these days, she told herself, trying to laugh it off. But there they were again. Definitely voices. One loud and masculine.


Maggie got out of bed and padded over to the window. The street called The Hill ran up the northern slope of the broad valley, and where Maggie lived, about halfway up, just above the railway bridge, the houses on the eastern side of the street stood atop a twenty-foot rise that sloped down to the pavement in a profusion of shrubs and small trees. Sometimes the undergrowth and foliage seemed so thick she could hardly find her way along the path to the pavement.


Maggie’s bedroom window looked over the houses on the western side of The Hill and beyond, a patchwork landscape of housing estates, arterial roads, warehouses, factory chimneys and fields stretching through Bradford and Halifax all the way to the Pennines. Some days, Maggie would sit for hours and look at the view, thinking about the odd chain of events that had brought her here. Now, though, in the pre-dawn light, the distant necklaces and clusters of amber street lights took on a ghostly aspect, as if the city weren’t quite real yet.


Maggie stood at her window and looked across the street. She could swear there was a hall light on directly opposite, in Lucy’s house, and when she heard the voice again she suddenly felt all her premonitions had been true.


It was Terry’s voice, and he was shouting at Lucy. She couldn’t hear what he was saying. Then she heard a scream, the sound of glass breaking and a thud.


Lucy.


Maggie dragged herself out of her paralysis, and with trembling hands she picked up the bedside telephone and dialled 999.
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Probationary Police Constable Janet Taylor stood by her patrol car and watched the silver BMW burn, shielding her eyes from its glare, standing upwind of the foul-smelling smoke. Her partner, PC Dennis Morrisey, stood beside her. One or two spectators were peeping out of their bedroom windows, but nobody else seemed very interested. Burning cars weren’t exactly a novelty on this estate. Even at four o’clock in the morning.


Orange and red flames, with deep inner hues of blue and green and occasional tentacles of violet, twisted into the darkness, sending up palls of thick black smoke. Even upwind, Janet could smell the burning rubber and plastic. It was giving her a headache, and she knew her uniform and her hair would reek of it for days.


The leading firefighter, Gary Cullen, walked over to join them. It was Dennis he spoke to, of course; he always did. They were mates.


‘What do you think?’


‘Joyriders.’ Dennis nodded towards the car. ‘We checked the number-plate. Stolen from a nice middle-class residential street in Heaton Moor, Manchester, earlier this evening.’


‘Why here, then?’


‘Dunno. Could be a connection, a grudge or something. Someone giving a little demonstration of his feelings. Drugs, even. But that’s for the lads upstairs to work out. They’re the ones paid to have brains. We’re done for now. Everything safe?’


‘Under control. What if there’s a body in the boot?’


Dennis laughed. ‘It’ll be well done by now, won’t it? Hang on a minute, that’s our radio, isn’t it?’


Janet walked over to the car. ‘I’ll get it,’ she said over her shoulder.


‘Control to 354. Come in please, 354. Over.’


Janet picked up the radio. ‘354 to Control. Over.’


‘Domestic dispute reported taking place at number thirty-five, The Hill. Repeat. Three-five. The Hill. Can you respond? Over.’


Christ, thought Janet, a bloody domestic. No copper in her right mind liked domestics, especially at this time in the morning. ‘Will do,’ she sighed, looking at her watch. ‘ETA three minutes.’


She called over to Dennis, who held up his hand and spoke a few more words to Gary Cullen before responding. They were both laughing when Dennis returned to the car.


‘Tell him that joke, did you?’ Janet asked, settling behind the wheel.


‘Which one’s that?’ Dennis asked, all innocence.


Janet started the car and sped to the main road. ‘You know, the one about the blonde giving her first blow job.’


‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’


‘Only I heard you telling it to that new PC back at the station, the lad who hasn’t started shaving yet. You ought to give the poor lad a chance to make his own mind up about women, Den, instead of poisoning him right off the bat.’


The centrifugal force almost threw them off the road as Janet took the roundabout at the top of The Hill too fast. Dennis grasped the dashboard and hung on for dear life. ‘Jesus Christ. Women drivers. It’s only a joke. Have you got no sense of humour?’


Janet smiled to herself as she slowed and kerb-crawled down The Hill looking for number thirty-five.


‘Anyway, I’m getting sick of this,’ Dennis said.


‘Sick of what? My driving?’


‘That, too. Mostly, though, it’s your constant bitching. It’s got so a bloke can’t say what’s on his mind these days.’


‘Not if he’s got a mind like a sewer. That’s pollution. Anyway, it’s changing times, Den. And we have to change with them or we’ll end up like the dinosaurs. By the way, about that mole.’


‘What mole?’


‘You know, the one on your cheek. Next to your nose. The one with all the hairs growing out of it.’


Dennis put his hand up to his cheek. ‘What about it?’


‘I’d get it seen to quick, if I were you. It looks cancerous to me. Ah, number thirty-five. Here we are.’


She pulled over to the right side of the road and came to a halt a few yards past the house. It was a small detached residence built of redbrick and sandstone, between a plot of allotments and a row of shops. It wasn’t much bigger than a cottage, with a slate roof, low-walled garden and a modern garage attached at the right. At the moment, all was quiet.


‘There’s a light on in the hall,’ Janet said. ‘Shall we have a dekko?’


Still fingering his mole, Dennis sighed and muttered something she took to be assent. Janet got out of the car first and walked up the path, aware of him dragging his feet behind her. The garden was overgrown and she had to push twigs and shrubbery aside as she walked. A little adrenalin had leaked into her system, put her on super alert, as it always did with domestics. The reason most cops hated them was that you never knew what was going to happen. As likely as not you’d pull the husband off the wife and then the wife would take his side and start bashing you with a rolling pin.


Janet paused by the door. All quiet, apart from Dennis’s stertorous breathing behind her. It was too early yet for people to be going to work, and most of the late-night revellers had passed out by now. Somewhere in the distance the first birds began to chatter. Sparrows, most likely, Janet thought. Mice with wings.


Seeing no doorbell, Janet knocked on the door.


No response came from inside.


She knocked harder. The hammering seemed to echo up and down the street. Still no response.


Next, Janet went down on her knees and looked through the letterbox. She could just make out a figure sprawled on the floor at the bottom of the stairs. A woman’s figure. That was probably cause enough for forced entry.


‘Let’s go in,’ she said.


Dennis tried the handle. Locked. Then, gesturing for Janet to stand out of the way, he charged the door with his shoulder.


Poor technique, she thought. She’d have reared back and used her foot. But Dennis was a second row rugby forward, she reminded herself, and his shoulders had been pushed up against so many arseholes in their time that they had to be strong.


The door crashed open on first contact and Dennis cannonballed into the hallway, grabbing hold of the bottom of the banister to stop himself from tripping over the still figure that lay there.


Janet was right behind him, but she had the advantage of walking in at a more dignified pace. She closed the door as best she could, knelt beside the woman on the floor and felt for a pulse. Weak, but steady. One side of her face was bathed in blood.


‘My God,’ Janet muttered. ‘Den? You okay?’


‘Fine. You take care of her. I’ll have a look around.’ Dennis headed upstairs.


For once, Janet didn’t mind being told what to do. Nor did she mind that Dennis automatically assumed it was a woman’s work to tend the injured while the man went in search of heroic glory. Well, she minded, but she felt a real concern for the victim here, so she didn’t want to make an issue of it.


Bastard, she thought. Whoever did this. ‘It’s okay, love,’ she said, even though she suspected the woman couldn’t hear her. ‘We’ll get you an ambulance. Just hold on.’


Most of the blood seemed to be coming from one deep cut just above her left ear, Janet noticed, though there was also a little smeared around the nose and lips. Punches, by the looks of it. There were also broken glass and daffodils scattered all around her, along with a damp patch on the carpet. Janet took her personal radio from her belt-hook and called for an ambulance. She was lucky it worked on The Hill; personal UHF radios had much less range than the VHF models fitted in cars, and were notoriously subject to black spots of patchy reception.


Dennis came downstairs shaking his head. ‘Bastard’s not hiding up there,’ he said. He handed Janet a blanket, pillow and towel, nodding to the woman. ‘For her.’


Janet eased the pillow under the woman’s head, covered her gently with the blanket and applied the towel to the seeping wound on her temple. Well, I never, she thought, full of surprises, our Den. ‘Think he’s done a runner?’ she asked.


‘Dunno. I’ll have a look in the back. You stay with her till the ambulance arrives.’


Before Janet could say anything, Dennis headed off towards the back of the house. He hadn’t been gone more than a minute or so when she heard him call out, ‘Janet, come here and have a look at this. Hurry up. It could be important.’


Curious, Janet looked at the injured woman. The bleeding had stopped and there was nothing else she could do. Even so, she was reluctant to leave the poor woman alone.


‘Come on,’ Dennis called again. ‘Hurry up.’


Janet took one last look at the prone figure and walked towards the back of the house. The kitchen was in darkness.


‘Down here.’


She couldn’t see Dennis, but she knew that his voice came from downstairs. Through an open door to her right, three steps led down to a landing lit by a bare bulb. There was another door, most likely to the garage, she thought, and around the corner were the steps down to the cellar.


Dennis was standing there, near the bottom, in front of a third door. On it was pinned a poster of a naked woman. She lay back on a brass bed with her legs wide open, fingers tugging at the edges of her vagina, smiling down over her large breasts at the viewer, inviting, beckoning him inside. Dennis stood before it, grinning.


‘Bastard,’ Janet hissed.


‘Where’s your sense of humour?’


‘It’s not funny.’


‘What do you think it means?’


‘I don’t know.’ Janet could see light under the door, faint and flickering, as if from a faulty bulb. She also noticed a peculiar odour. ‘What’s that smell?’ she asked.


‘How should I know? Rising damp? Drains?’


But it smelled like decay to Janet. Decay and sandalwood incense. She gave a little shudder.


‘Shall we go in?’ She was whispering without knowing why.


‘I think we’d better.’


Janet walked ahead of him, almost on tiptoe, down the final few steps. The adrenalin was really pumping in her veins now. Slowly, she reached out and tried the door. Locked. She moved aside, and Dennis used his foot this time. The lock splintered, and the door swung open. Dennis stood aside, bowed from the waist in a parody of gentlemanly courtesy, and said, ‘Ladies first.’


With Dennis only inches behind her, Janet stepped into the cellar.


She barely had time to register her first impressions of the small room – mirrors, dozens of lit candles surrounding a mattress on the floor, a girl on the mattress, naked and bound, something yellow around her neck, the terrible smell stronger, despite the incense, like blocked drains and rotten meat, crude charcoal drawings on the whitewashed walls – before it happened.


He came from somewhere behind them, from one of the cellar’s dark corners. Dennis turned to meet him, reaching for his baton, but he was too slow. The machete slashed first across his cheek, slicing it open from the eye to the lips. Before Dennis had time to put his hand up to staunch the blood or register the pain, the man slashed again, this time across the side of his throat. Dennis made a gurgling sound and went to his knees, eyes wide open. Warm blood gushed across Janet’s face and sprayed onto the whitewashed walls in swirling abstract patterns. The hot stink of it made her gag.


She had no time to think. You never did when it really happened. All she knew was that she couldn’t do anything for Dennis. Not yet. There was still the man with the knife to deal with. Hang on, Dennis, she pleaded silently. Hang on.


The man still seemed intent on hacking at Dennis, not finished yet, and that gave Janet enough time to slip out her side-handled baton. She had just managed to grip the handle so that the baton ran protectively along the outside of her arm, when he made his first lunge at her. He seemed shocked and surprised when his blade didn’t sink into flesh and bone but was instead deflected by the hard baton.


That gave Janet the opening she needed. Bugger technique and training. She swung out and caught him on the temple. His eyes rolled back and he slumped against the wall, but he didn’t go down. She moved in closer and cracked down on the wrist of his knife-hand. She heard something break. He cried out and the machete fell to the floor. Janet kicked it away into a far corner, then she took the fully extended baton with both hands, swung and caught him on the side of the head again. He tried to go after his machete, but she hit him again as hard as she could on the back of his head and then again on his cheek and once more at the base of his skull. He reared up, still on his knees, spouting obscenities at her, and she lashed out one more time, cracking his temple. He fell against the wall, where the back of his head left a long dark smear on the whitewash as he slid down, and rested there, legs extended. Pink foam bubbled at the side of his mouth, then stopped. Janet hit him once more, a two-handed blow on the top of his skull, then she took out her handcuffs and secured him to one of the pipes running along the bottom of the wall. He groaned and stirred, so she hit him again. When he fell silent, she went over to Dennis.


He was still twitching, but the spurts of blood from his wound were getting weaker. Janet struggled to remember her first aid training. She made a compress from her handkerchief and pressed it tight against the severed artery, trying to nip the ends together. Next she tried to make the 10-9 call on her personal radio – officer in urgent need of assistance. But it was no good. All she got was static. A black spot. Nothing to do now but sit and wait for the ambulance to arrive. She could hardly move, go outside, not with Dennis like this. She couldn’t leave him.


So Janet sat cross-legged and rested Dennis’s head on her lap, cradling him and muttering nonsense in his ear. The ambulance would come soon, she told him. He would be fine, just wait and see. But it seemed that no matter how tightly she held the compress, blood leaked through to her uniform. She could feel its warmth on her fingers, her belly and thighs. Please, Dennis, she prayed, please hang on.
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Above Lucy’s house, Maggie could see the crescent sliver of a new moon and the faint silver thread it drew around the old moon’s darkness. The old moon in the new moon’s arms. An ill omen. Sailors believed that the sight of it, especially through glass, presaged a storm and much loss of life. Maggie shivered. She wasn’t superstitious, but there was something chilling about the sight, something that reached out and touched her from way back in time when people paid more attention to cosmic events such as the cycles of the moon.


She looked back down at the house and saw the police car arrive, heard the woman officer knock and call out, then saw her male partner charge the door.


After that, Maggie heard nothing for a while – perhaps five or ten minutes – until she fancied she heard a heartrending, keening wail from deep inside the bowels of the house. But it could have been her imagination. The sky was a lighter blue now and the dawn chorus had struck up. Maybe it was a bird? But she knew that no bird sounded so desolate or godforsaken as that cry, not even the loon on a lake or the curlew up on the moors.


Maggie rubbed the back of her neck and kept watching. Seconds later, an ambulance pulled up. Then another police car. Then paramedics. The ambulance attendants left the front door open, and Maggie could see them kneeling by someone in the hall. Someone covered with a fawn blanket. They lifted the figure onto a wheeled stretcher and pushed her down the path to the ambulance, back doors open and waiting. It all happened so quickly that Maggie couldn’t see clearly who it was, but she thought she glimpsed Lucy’s jet-black hair spread out against a white pillow.


So it was as she had thought. She gnawed at her thumbnail. Should she have done something sooner? She had certainly had her suspicions, but could she somehow have prevented this? What could she have done?


Next to arrive looked like a plainclothes police officer. He was soon followed by five or six men who put on disposable white overalls before they went inside the house. Someone also put up white and blue tape across the front gate and blocked off a long stretch of the pavement, including the nearest bus-stop, and the entire side of the road number thirty-five stood on, reducing The Hill to one lane of traffic in order to make room for police vehicles and ambulances.


Maggie wondered what was going on. Surely they wouldn’t go to all this trouble unless it was something really serious? Was Lucy dead? Had Terry finally killed her? Perhaps that was it; that would make them pay attention.


As daylight grew, the scene became even stranger. More police cars arrived, and another ambulance. As the attendants wheeled a second stretcher out, the first morning bus went down The Hill and obscured Maggie’s view. She could see the passengers turn their heads, the ones on her side of the road standing up to get a look at what was happening, but she couldn’t see who lay on the stretcher. Only that two policemen got in after it.


Next, a hunched figure shrouded in a blanket stumbled down the path, supported on each side by uniformed policemen. At first Maggie had no idea who it was. A woman, she thought, from her general outline and the cut of her dark hair. Then she thought she glimpsed the dark blue uniform. The policewoman. Breath caught in her throat. What could have happened to change her so much so fast?


By now there was far more activity than Maggie had ever thought the scene of a domestic argument could engender. At least half a dozen police cars had arrived, some of them unmarked. A wiry man with close-cropped dark hair got out of a blue Renault and walked into the house as if he owned the place. Another man who went in looked like a doctor. At least, he carried a black bag and had that self-important air about him. People up and down The Hill were going to work now, driving their cars out of their garages or waiting for the bus at the temporary bus-stop someone from the depot had put up. Little knots of them gathered by the house, watching, but the police came over and moved them on.


Maggie looked at her watch. Half past six. She had been kneeling at the window for two and a half hours, yet she felt as if she had been watching a quick succession of events, as if it had been done by time-lapse photography. When she got to her feet she heard her knees crack, and the broadloom carpet had made deep red criss-cross marks on her skin.


There was far less activity outside the house now, just the police guards and the detectives coming and going, standing on the pavement to smoke, shake their heads and talk in low voices. The group of haphazardly parked cars outside Lucy’s house were causing traffic back-ups.


Weary and confused, Maggie threw on jeans and a T-shirt and went downstairs to make a cup of tea and some toast. As she filled the kettle, she noticed that her hand was shaking. They would want to talk to her, no doubt about that. And when they did, what would she tell them?
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Acting Detective Superintendent Alan Banks – ‘acting’ because his immediate boss, Detective Superintendent Gristhorpe, had shattered his ankle while working on his drystone wall and would be off work for at least a couple of months – signed the first officer’s log at the gate, took a deep breath and walked into thirty-five The Hill shortly after six o’clock that morning. Householders: Lucy Payne, aged twenty-two, loans officer at the local NatWest up near the shopping precinct, and her husband, Terence Payne, aged twenty-eight, schoolteacher at Silverhill Comprehensive. No kids. No criminal record. To all intents and purposes, an idyllic, successful young couple. Married just one year.


All the lights were on in the house, and the SOCOs were already at work, dressed – as Banks was – in the obligatory white sterile overalls, overshoes, gloves and hoods. They looked like some sort of phantom house-cleaning crew, Banks thought: dusting, vacuuming, scraping up samples, packaging, labelling.


Banks paused a moment in the hall to get the feel of the place. It seemed an ordinary enough middle-class home. The ribbed coral-pink wallpaper looked new. Carpeted stairs to the right led up to the bedrooms. If anything, the place smelled a bit too much of lemon air-freshener. The only thing that seemed out of place was the rust-coloured stain on the cream hall carpet. Lucy Payne, currently under observation by both doctors and police in Leeds General Infirmary, just down the corridor from where her husband, Terence Payne, was fighting for his life. Banks hadn’t a lot of sympathy to spare for him; PC Dennis Morrisey had lost his struggle for life far more quickly.


And there was a dead girl in the cellar, too.


Most of this information Banks had got from Detective Chief Inspector Ken Blackstone over his mobile on the way to Leeds, the rest from talking to the paramedics and the ambulance crew outside. The first phone call to his Gratly cottage, the one that woke him from the shallow, troubled and restless sleep that seemed to be his lot these days, had come shortly after half past four, and he had showered, thrown on some clothes and jumped in his car. A CD of Zelenka trios had helped him keep calm on the way and discouraged him from taking outrageous risks with his driving on the A1. All in all, the eighty-mile drive had taken him about an hour and a half and, if he hadn’t had too many other things on his mind, during the first part of his journey he might have admired the coming of a beautiful May dawn over the Yorkshire Dales, rare enough so far that spring. As it was, he saw little but the road ahead and barely even heard the music. By the time he got to the Leeds Ring Road, the Monday morning rush-hour was already underway.


Circumventing the bloodstains and daffodils on the hall carpet, Banks walked to the back of the house. He noticed someone had been sick in the kitchen sink.


‘One of the ambulance crew,’ said the SOCO busy going through the drawers and cupboards. ‘First time out, poor sod. We’re lucky he made it back up here and didn’t puke all over the scene.’


‘Christ, what did he have for breakfast?’


‘Looks like Thai red curry and chips to me.’


Banks took the stairs down to the cellar. On his way, he noted the door to the garage. Very handy if you wanted to bring someone into the house without being seen, someone you had abducted, perhaps drugged or knocked unconscious. Banks opened the door and had a quick glance at the car. It was a dark, four-door Vectra, with an ‘S’ registration. The last three letters were NGV. Not local. He made a note to have someone run it through the DVLA at Swansea.


He could hear voices down in the cellar, see cameras flashing. That would be Luke Selkirk, their hotshot crime scene photographer, fresh from his army-sponsored training course up at Catterick Camp, where he had been learning how to photograph scenes of terrorist bombings. Not that his special skill would be needed today, but it was good to know you were working with a highly trained professional, one of the best.


The stone steps were worn in places; the walls were whitewashed brick. Someone had put more white and blue tape across the open door at the bottom. An inner crime scene. Nobody would get beyond that until Banks, Luke, the doctor and the SOCOs had done their jobs.


Banks paused at the threshold and sniffed. The smell was bad: decomposition, mould, incense, and the sweet, metallic whiff of fresh blood. He ducked under the tape and walked inside and the horror of the scene hit him with such force that he staggered back a couple of inches.


It wasn’t that he hadn’t seen worse; he had. Much worse: the disembowelled Soho prostitute, Dawn Whadden; a decapitated petty thief called William Grant; the half-eaten body parts of a young barmaid called Colleen Dickens; bodies shredded by shotgun blasts and slit open by knives. He remembered all their names. But that wasn’t the point, he had come to learn over the years. It wasn’t a matter of blood and guts, of intestines poking out of the stomach, of missing limbs or of deep gashes flapping open in an obscene parody of mouths. That wasn’t what really got you when it came right down to it. That was just the outward aspect. You could, if you tried hard, convince yourself that a crime scene like this one was a movie set or a theatre during rehearsals, and that the bodies were merely props, the blood fake.


No, what got to him most of all was the pity of it all, the deep empathy he had come to feel with the victims of crimes he investigated. And he hadn’t become more callous, more inured to it all over the years as many did, and as he had once thought he would. Each new one was like a raw wound reopening. Especially something like this. He could keep it all in check, keep the bile down in his rumbling gut and do his job, but it ate away at him from the inside like acid and kept him awake at night. Pain and fear and despair permeated these walls like the factory grime that had crusted the old city buildings. Only this kind of horror couldn’t be sandblasted away.


Seven people in the cramped cellar, five of them alive and two dead; this was going to be a logistical and forensic nightmare.


Someone had turned an overhead light on, just a bare bulb, but candles still flickered all over the place. From the doorway Banks could see the doctor bent over the pale body on the mattress. A girl. The only outward signs of violence were a few cuts and bruises, a bloody nose and a length of yellow plastic clothes-line around her neck. She lay spread-eagled on the soiled mattress, her hands tied with the same yellow plastic line to metal pegs set into the concrete floor. Blood from PC Morrisey’s severed artery had sprayed across her ankles and shins. Some flies had managed to get in the cellar, and three of them were buzzing around the blood clotted under her nose. There seemed to be some sort of rash or blistering around her mouth. Her face was pale and bluish in death, the rest of her body white under the bulb’s glare.


What made it all so much worse were the large mirrors on the ceiling and two of the walls that multiplied the scene like a funfair trick.


‘Who turned the overhead light on?’ Banks asked.


‘Ambulance men,’ said Luke Selkirk. ‘They were first on the scene after PCs Taylor and Morrisey.’


‘Okay, we’ll leave it on for the time being, get a better idea of what we’re dealing with. But I want the original scene photographed, too, later. Just the candlelight.’


Luke nodded. ‘By the way, this is Faye McTavish, my new assistant.’ Faye was a slight, pale, waif-like woman, early twenties perhaps, a stud through her nostril and almost no hips at all. The heavy old Pentax she had slung around her neck looked too big for her to hold steady, but she managed it well enough.


‘Pleased to meet you, Faye,’ said Banks, shaking hands. ‘Only wish it could be in better circumstances.’


‘Me, too.’


Banks turned to the body on the mattress.


He knew who she was: Kimberley Myers, aged fifteen, missing since Friday night, when she had failed to return from a school dance only a quarter of a mile from her home. She had been a pretty girl, with the characteristic long blonde hair and slim, athletic figure of all the victims. Now her dead eyes stared up at the mirror on the ceiling as if looking for answers to her suffering.


Dried semen glistened on her pubic hair. And blood. Semen and blood, the old, old story. Why was it always the pretty young girls these monsters took? Banks asked himself for the hundredth time. Oh, he knew all the pat answers, he knew that women and children made easier victims because they were physically weaker, more easily cowed and subdued by male strength, just as he knew that prostitutes and runaways made easy victims, too, because they were less likely to be missed than someone from a nice home, like Kimberley. But it was much more than that. There was always a deep, dark sexual aspect to these sorts of things, and to be the right kind of object for whoever had done this, the victim needed not only to be weaker, but needed breasts and a vagina, too, available for her tormentor’s pleasure and ultimate desecration. And perhaps some aura of youth and innocence. It was despoliation of innocence. Men killed other men for many reasons, by the thousands in wartime, but in crimes like this, the victim always had to be a woman.


The first officer on the scene had had the foresight to mark out a narrow pathway on the floor with tape, so that people wouldn’t walk all over the place and destroy evidence, but after what had happened with PCs Morrisey and Taylor, it was probably too late for that anyway.


PC Dennis Morrisey lay curled on his side in a pool of blood on the concrete floor. His blood had also sprayed over part of the wall and one of the mirrors, rivalling in its pattern anything Jackson Pollock had ever painted. The rest of the whitewashed walls were covered with either pornographic images ripped from magazines, or childish, obscene stick figures of men with enormous phalluses, like the Cerne Giant, drawn in coloured chalk. Mixed in with these were a number of crudely drawn occult symbols and grinning skulls. There was another pool of blood by the wall next to the door, and a long dark smear on the whitewash. Terence Payne.


Luke Selkirk’s camera flashed and snapped Banks out of his trance-like state. Faye was wielding her camcorder now. The other man in the room turned and spoke for the first time: Detective Chief Inspector Ken Blackstone of the West Yorkshire Police, looking immaculate as ever, even in his protective clothing. Grey hair curled over his ears, and his wire-rimmed glasses magnified his sharp eyes.


‘Alan,’ he said, in a voice like a sigh. ‘Like a fucking abattoir, isn’t it?’


‘A fine start to the week. When did you get here?’


‘Four forty-four.’


Blackstone lived out Lawnswood way, and it wouldn’t have taken him more than half an hour to get to The Hill, if that. Banks, heading the North Yorkshire team, was glad that Blackstone was running West Yorkshire’s part of their joint operation, dubbed the ‘Chameleon’ squad because the killer, thus far, had managed to adapt, blend into the night and go unnoticed. Often, working together involved ego problems and incompatible personalities, but Banks and Blackstone had known each other for eight or nine years and had always worked well together. They got on socially, too, with a mutual fondness for pubs, Indian food and female jazz singers.


‘Have you talked to the paramedics?’ Banks asked.


‘Yes,’ said Blackstone. ‘They said they checked the girl for signs of life and found none, so they left her undisturbed. PC Morrisey was dead, too. Terence Payne was handcuffed to the pipe over there. His head was badly beaten, but he was still breathing, so they carted him off to hospital sharpish. There’s been some contamination of the scene – mostly to the position of Morrisey’s body – but it’s minimal, given the unusual circumstances.’


‘Trouble is, Ken, we’ve got two crime scenes overlapping here – maybe three if you count what happened to Payne.’ He paused. ‘Four, if you count Lucy Payne upstairs. That’ll cause problems. Where’s Stefan?’ Detective Sergeant Stefan Nowak was their Crime Scene Co-ordinator, new to the Western Division HQ in Eastvale, and brought into the team by Banks, who had been quickly impressed by his abilities. Banks didn’t envy Stefan his job right now.


‘Around somewhere,’ said Blackstone. ‘Last time I saw him, he was heading upstairs.’


‘Anything more you can tell me, Ken?’


‘Not much, really. That’ll have to wait until we can talk to PC Taylor in more detail.’


‘When might that be?’


‘Later today. The paramedics took her off. She’s being treated for shock.’


‘I’m not bloody surprised. Have they—’


‘Yes. They’ve bagged her clothes and the police surgeon’s been to the hospital to do the necessary.’


Which meant taking fingernail scrapings and swabs from her hands, among other things. One thing it was easy to forget – and a thing everyone might want to forget – was that, for the moment, probationary PC Janet Taylor wasn’t a hero; she was a suspect in a case of excessive use of force. Very nasty indeed.


‘How does it look to you, Ken?’ Banks asked. ‘Gut feeling.’


‘As if they surprised Payne down here, cornered him. He came at them fast and somehow struck PC Morrisey with that there.’ He pointed to a bloodstained machete on the floor by the wall. ‘You can see Morrisey’s been slashed two or three times. PC Taylor must have had time enough to get her baton out and use it on Payne. She did the right thing, Alan. He must have been coming at her like a bloody maniac. She had to defend herself. Self-defence.’


‘Not for us to decide,’ said Banks. ‘What’s the damage to Payne?’


‘Fractured skull. Multiple fractures.’


‘Shame. Still, if he dies, it might save the courts a bit of money and a lot of grief in the long run. What about his wife?’


‘Way it looks is he hit her with a vase on the stairs and she fell down them. Mild concussion, a bit of bruising. Other than that, there’s no serious damage. She’s lucky it wasn’t heavy crystal or she might have been in the same boat as her husband. Anyway, she’s still out and they’re keeping an eye on her, but she’ll be fine. DC Hodgkins is at the hospital now.’


Banks looked around the room again, with its flickering candles, mirrors and obscene cartoons. He noticed shards of glass on the mattress near the body and realized when he saw his own image in one of them that they were from a broken mirror. Seven years’ bad luck. Hendrix’s ‘Roomful of Mirrors’ would never sound quite the same again.


The doctor looked up from his examination for the first time since Banks had entered the cellar, got up off his knees and walked over to them. ‘Dr Ian Mackenzie, Home Office pathologist,’ he said, holding his hand out to Banks, who shook it.


Dr Mackenzie was a heavily built man with a full head of brown hair, parted and combed, a fleshy nose and a gap between his upper front teeth. Always a sign of luck, that, Banks remembered his mother once telling him. Maybe it would counteract the broken mirror. ‘What can you tell us?’ Banks asked.


‘The presence of petechial haemorrhages, bruising of the throat and cyanosis all indicate death by strangulation, most likely ligature strangulation by that yellow clothes-line around her throat, but I won’t be able to tell you for certain until after the post mortem.’


‘Any evidence of sexual activity?’


‘Some vaginal and anal tearing, what looks like semen stains. But you can see that for yourself. Again, I’ll be able to tell you more later.’


‘Time of death?’


‘Recent. Very recent. There’s hardly any hypostasis yet, rigor hasn’t started, and she’s still warm.’


‘How long?’


‘Two or three hours, at an estimate.’


Banks looked at his watch. Sometime after three then, not long before the domestic dispute that drove the woman over the road to dial 999. Banks cursed. If the call had come in just a short while earlier, maybe only minutes or an hour, then they might have saved Kimberley. On the other hand, the timing was interesting for the questions it raised about the reasons for the dispute. ‘What about that rash around her mouth? Chloroform?’


‘At a guess. Probably used in abducting her, maybe even for keeping her sedated, though there are much more pleasant ways.’


Banks glanced at Kimberley’s body. ‘I don’t think our man was overly concerned about being pleasant, do you, Doctor? Is chloroform easily available?’


‘Pretty much. It’s used as a solvent.’


‘But it’s not the cause of death?’


‘I wouldn’t say so, no. Can’t be absolutely certain until after the post mortem, of course, but if it is the cause, we’d expect to find more severe blistering in the oesophagus, and there would also be noticeable liver damage.’


‘When can you get to her?’


‘Barring a motorway pile-up, I should be able to schedule the post mortems to start this afternoon,’ Dr Mackenzie said. ‘We’re pretty busy as it is, but . . . well there are priorities.’ He looked at Kimberley, then at PC Morrisey. ‘He died of blood loss, by the looks of it. Severed both his carotid artery and jugular vein. Very nasty, but quick. Apparently his partner did what she could, but it was too late. Tell her she shouldn’t blame herself. Hadn’t a chance.’


‘Thanks, Doctor,’ said Banks. ‘Appreciate it. If you could do the PM on Kimberley first . . .’


‘Of course.’


Dr Mackenzie left to make arrangements, and Luke Selkirk and Faye McTavish continued to take photographs and video. Banks and Blackstone stood in silence taking in the scene. There wasn’t much more to see, but what there was wouldn’t vanish quickly from their memories.


‘Where does that door over there lead to?’ Banks pointed to a door in the wall beside the mattress.


‘Don’t know,’ said Blackstone. ‘Haven’t had a chance to look yet.’


‘Let’s have a butcher’s, then.’


Banks walked over and tried the handle. It wasn’t locked. Slowly, he opened the heavy wooden door to another, smaller room, this one with a dirt floor. The smell was much worse in there. He felt for a light switch but couldn’t locate one. He sent Blackstone to get a torch and tried to make out what he could in the overspill of light from the main cellar.


As his eyes adjusted to the darkness in the room, Banks thought he could see little clumps of mushrooms growing here and there from the earth.


Then he realized.


‘Oh, Christ,’ he said, slumping back against the wall. The nearest clump wasn’t mushrooms at all, it was a cluster of human toes poking through the dirt.


[image: image]


After a quick breakfast and an interview with two police detectives about her 999 call, Maggie felt the urge to go for a walk. There wasn’t much chance of getting any work done for a while anyway, what with all the excitement over the road, though she knew she would try later. Right now, she was restless and needed to blow the cobwebs out. The detectives had stuck mostly to factual questions, and she hadn’t told them anything about Lucy, but she sensed that one of them, at least, didn’t seem satisfied with her answers. They would be back.


She still didn’t know what the hell was going on. The policemen who talked to her had given away nothing, of course, had not even told her how Lucy was, and the local news on the radio was hardly illuminating, either. All they could say at this stage was that a member of the public and a police officer had been injured earlier that morning. And that took second place to the ongoing story about the local girl, Kimberley Myers.


As she walked down her front steps past the fuchsias, which would soon be flowering and drooping their heavy purple-pink bells over the path, Maggie saw the activity at number thirty-five was increasing, and neighbours were stood in little groups on the pavement, which had now been roped off from the road.


Several men wearing white overalls and carrying shovels, sieves and buckets got out of a van and hurried down the garden path.


‘Oh, look,’ called out one of the neighbours. ‘He’s got his bucket and spade. Must be off to Blackpool.’


Nobody laughed. Like Maggie, everyone was coming to realize that something very nasty indeed had happened at thirty-five The Hill. About ten yards away, across from the narrow, walled lane that separated it from number thirty-five, was a row of shops: pizza takeaway, hairdresser, minimart, newsagent, fish and chips, and several uniformed officers stood arguing with the shopkeepers. They probably wanted to open up, Maggie guessed.


Plainclothes police officers sat on the front wall, talking and smoking. Radios crackled. The area had fast begun to resemble the site of a natural disaster, as if a train had crashed or an earthquake had struck. Maggie remembered seeing the aftermath of the 1994 earthquake in Los Angeles, when she went there once with Bill before they were married: a flattened apartment building, three storeys reduced in seconds to two; fissures in the roads; part of the freeway collapsed. Though there was no visible damage here, it felt the same, had the same shell-shocked aura. Even though they didn’t know what had happened yet, people were stunned, were counting the cost; there was a pall of apprehension over the community and a deep sense of terror at what destructive power the hand of God might have unleashed. They knew that something momentous had occurred on their doorsteps. Already, Maggie sensed, life in the neighbourhood would never be the same again.


Maggie turned left and walked down The Hill, under the railway bridge. At the bottom was a small artificial pond in the midst of the housing estates and business parks. It wasn’t much, but it was better than nothing. At least she could sit on a bench by the water and feed the ducks, watch the people walking their dogs.


It was safe, too – an important consideration in this part of the city, where old, large houses, such as the one Maggie was staying in, rubbed shoulders with the newer, rougher council estates. Burglary was rife, and murder not unknown, but down by the pond, the double-deckers ran by on the main road just a few yards away, and enough ordinary people came to walk their dogs that Maggie never felt isolated or threatened. Attacks occurred in broad daylight, she knew, but she still felt close enough to safety down there.


It was a warm, pleasant morning. The sun was out, but the brisk breeze made a light jacket necessary. Occasionally, a high cloud drifted over the sun, blocking the light for a second or two and casting shadows on the water’s surface.


There was something very soothing about feeding ducks, Maggie thought. Almost trance-like. Not for the ducks, of course, who seemed to have no concept of what sharing meant. You tossed the bread, they scooted towards it, quacked and fought. As Maggie crumbled the stale bread between her fingers and tossed it onto the water, she recalled her first meeting with Lucy Payne just a couple of months ago.


She had been in town shopping for art supplies that day – a remarkably warm day for March – then she’d been to Borders on Briggate to buy some books, and afterwards she found herself wandering through the Victoria Quarter down towards Kirkgate Market, when she bumped into Lucy coming the other way. They had seen one another before in the street and at the local shops, and they had always said hello. Partly through inclination and partly through her shyness – getting out and meeting people never having been one of her strong points – Maggie had no friends in her new world, apart from Claire Toth, her neighbour’s schoolgirl daughter, who seemed to have adopted her. Lucy Payne, she soon found out, was a kindred spirit.


Perhaps because they were both out of their natural habitat, like compatriots meeting in a foreign land, they stopped and spoke to one another. Lucy said it was her day off work and she was doing a bit of shopping. Maggie suggested a cup of tea or coffee at the Harvey Nichols outdoor café, and Lucy said she’d love to. So they sat, rested their feet and their parcels on the ground. Lucy noticed the names on the bags Maggie was carrying – including Harvey Nichols – and said something about not having the nerve to go inside such a posh place. Her own packages, it soon became clear, were from British Home Stores and C&A. Maggie had come across this reluctance in northern people before, had heard all the stories about how you’d never get the typical Leeds anorak and flat-cap crowd into an upmarket store like Harvey Nichols, but it still surprised her to hear Lucy admit to this.


This was because Maggie thought Lucy was such a strikingly attractive and elegant woman, with her glossy black, raven’s-wing hair tumbling down to the small of her back, and the kind of figure men buy magazines to look at pictures of. Lucy was tall and full-breasted, with a waist that curved in and hips that curved out in the right proportion, and the simple yellow dress she was wearing under a light jacket that day emphasized her figure without broadcasting it out loud, and it also drew attention to her shapely legs. She didn’t wear much make-up; she didn’t need to. Her pale complexion was smooth as a reflection in a mirror, her black eyebrows arched, cheekbones high in her oval face. Her eyes were black, with flint-like chips scattered around inside them that caught the light like quartz crystals as she looked around.


The waiter came over and Maggie asked Lucy if she would like a cappuccino. Lucy said she’d never had one before and wasn’t quite sure what it was, but she would give it a try. Maggie asked for two cappuccinos. When Lucy took her first sip, she got froth on her lips, which she dabbed at with a serviette.


‘You can’t take me anywhere,’ she laughed.


‘Don’t be silly,’ said Maggie.


‘No, I mean it. That’s what Terry always says.’ She was very soft-spoken, the way Maggie had been for a while after she had left Bill.


Maggie was just about to say that Terry was a fool, but she held her tongue. Insulting Lucy’s husband on their first meeting wouldn’t be very polite at all. ‘What do you think of the cappuccino?’ she asked.


‘It’s very nice.’ Lucy took another sip. ‘Where are you from?’ she asked. ‘I’m not being too nosy, am I? It’s just that your accent . . .’


‘Not at all, no. I’m from Toronto. Canada.’


‘No wonder you’re so sophisticated. I’ve never been any further than the Lake District.’


Maggie laughed. Toronto, sophisticated?


‘See,’ said Lucy, pouting a little. ‘You’re laughing at me already.’


‘No, no, I’m not,’ Maggie said. ‘Honestly, I’m not. It’s just that . . . well, I suppose it’s all a matter of perspective, isn’t it?’


‘What do you mean?’


‘If I were to tell a New Yorker that Toronto is sophisticated, she’d laugh in my face. The best thing they can say about the place is that it’s clean and safe.’


‘Well, that’s something to be proud of, isn’t it? Leeds is neither.’


‘It doesn’t seem so bad to me.’


‘Why did you leave? I mean why did you come here?’


Maggie frowned and fumbled for a cigarette. She still cursed herself for a fool for starting smoking at thirty when she had managed to avoid the evil weed her whole life. Of course, she could blame it on the stress, though in the end it had only contributed more to that stress. She remembered the first time Bill had smelled smoke on her breath, that quick-as-a-flash change from concerned husband to Monster Face, as she had called it. But smoking wasn’t that bad. Even her shrink said it wasn’t such a terrible idea to have the occasional cigarette as a crutch for the time being. She could always stop later, when she felt better able to cope again.


‘So why did you come here?’ Lucy persisted. ‘I don’t mean to be nosy, but I’m interested. Was it a new job?’


‘Not exactly. What I do, I can do anywhere.’


‘What is it?’


‘I’m a graphic artist. I illustrate books. Mostly children’s books. At the moment I’m working on a new edition of Grimm’s fairy tales.’


‘Oh, that sounds fascinating,’ said Lucy. ‘I was terrible at art in school. I can’t even draw a matchstick figure.’ She laughed and put her hand over her mouth. ‘So why are you here?’


Maggie struggled with herself for a moment, stalling. Then a strange thing happened to her, a sense of inner chains and straps loosening, giving her space and a feeling of floating. Sitting there in the Victoria Quarter smoking and drinking cappuccino with Lucy, she felt an immediate and unheralded surge of affection for this young woman she hardly knew. She wanted the two of them to be friends, could see them talking about their problems just like this, giving each other sympathy and advice, just as she had with Alicia back in Toronto. Lucy, with her gaucheness, her naïve charm, inspired a sort of emotional confidence in Maggie: this was someone, she felt, with whom she would be safe. More than that; though Maggie may have been the more ‘sophisticated’ of the two, she sensed that they shared more than it appeared. The truth was difficult for her to admit to, but she felt the overwhelming need to tell someone other than her psychologist. And why not Lucy?


‘What is it?’ Lucy said. ‘You look so sad.’


‘Do I? Oh . . . Nothing. Look, my husband and I,’ Maggie said, stumbling over the words as if her tongue were the size of a steak. ‘I . . . er . . . we split up.’ She felt her mouth drying up. Despite the loosened bonds, this was still far more difficult than she had thought it would be. She sipped some more coffee.


Lucy frowned. ‘I’m sorry. But why move so far away? Lots of people split up and they don’t move countries. Unless he’s . . . oh, my God.’ She gave her cheek a little slap. ‘Lucy, I think you’ve just put your foot in it again.’


Maggie couldn’t help allowing herself a thin smile, even though Lucy had touched upon the painful truth. ‘It’s all right,’ she said. ‘Yes, he was abusive. Yes, he hit me. You can say I’m running away. It’s true. Certainly for a while I don’t even want to be in the same country as him.’ The vehemence of her words when they came out surprised even Maggie herself.


A strange look came into Lucy’s eyes, then she glanced around again, as if looking for someone. Only anonymous shoppers drifted up and down the arcade under the stained-glass roof, packages in hands. Lucy touched Maggie’s arm with her fingertips and Maggie felt a little shiver run through her, almost like a reflex action to pull away. A moment ago, she had thought it would do her good to admit to someone, to share what happened with another woman, but now she wasn’t so sure. She felt too naked, too raw.


‘I’m sorry if it embarrasses you,’ Maggie said, with a hard edge to her voice. ‘But you did ask.’


‘Oh, no,’ said Lucy, grasping Maggie’s wrist. Her grip was surprisingly strong, her hands cool. ‘Please don’t think that. I asked for it. I always do. It’s my fault. But it doesn’t embarrass me. It’s just . . . I don’t know what to say. I mean . . . you? You seem so bright, so in control.’


‘Yes, that’s exactly what I thought: How could something like that happen to someone like me? Doesn’t it only happen to other women: poor, less fortunate, uneducated, stupid women?’


‘How long?’ Lucy asked. ‘I mean . . .?’


‘How long did I let it go on before I left?’


‘Yes.’


‘Two years. And don’t ask me how I could let it go on for so long, either. I don’t know. I’m still working on that one with the shrink.’


‘I see.’ Lucy paused, taking it all in. ‘What made you leave him in the end?’


Maggie paused a moment, then went on. ‘One day he just went too far,’ she said. ‘He broke my jaw and two ribs, did some damage to my insides. It put me in hospital. While I was there I filed assault charges. And do you know what, as soon as I’d done it I wanted to drop them, but the police wouldn’t let me.’


‘What do you mean?’


‘I don’t know what it’s like over here, but in Canada it’s out of your hands if you bring assault charges. You can’t just change your mind and drop them. Anyway, there was a restraining order against him. Nothing happened for a couple of weeks, then he came round to the house with flowers, wanting to talk.’


‘What did you do?’


‘I kept the chain on. I wouldn’t let him in. He was in one of his contrite moods, pleading and wheedling, promising on his mother’s grave. He’d done it before.’


‘And broken his promise?’


‘Every time. Anyway, then he became threatening and abusive. He started hammering at the door and calling me names. I called the police. They arrested him. He came back again, stalking me. Then a friend suggested I move away for a while, the further the better. I knew about the house on The Hill. Ruth and Charles Everett own the place. Do you know them?’


Lucy shook her head. ‘I’ve seen them around. Not for a while, though.’


‘No, you wouldn’t have. Charles was offered a year’s appointment at Columbia University in New York, starting in January. Ruth went with him.’


‘How did you know them?’


‘Ruth and I are in the same line of work. It’s a fairly small world.’


‘But why Leeds?’


Maggie smiled. ‘Why not? First there was the house, just waiting for me, and my parents came from Yorkshire. I was born here. Rawdon. But we left when I was a little girl. Anyway, it seemed the ideal solution.’


‘So you’re living across the road in that big house all alone?’


‘All alone.’


‘I thought I hadn’t seen anyone else coming and going.’


‘To be honest, Lucy, you’re pretty much the first person I’ve spoken to since I got here – apart from my shrink and my agent, that is. It’s not that people aren’t friendly. I’ve just been . . . well . . . stand-offish, I suppose. A bit distant.’ Lucy’s hand still rested on Maggie’s forearm, though she wasn’t gripping at all now.


‘That makes sense. After what you’ve been through. Did he follow you over here?’


‘I don’t think so. I don’t think he knows where I am. I’ve had a few late-night hang-up calls, but I honestly don’t know if they’re from him. I don’t think they are. All my friends back there swore they wouldn’t tell him where I was, and he doesn’t know Ruth and Charles. He had little interest in my career. I doubt that he knows I’m in England, though I wouldn’t put it past him to find out.’ Maggie needed to change the subject. She could hear the ringing in her ears, feel the arcade spinning and her jaw aching, the coloured-glass roof above her shifting like a kaleidoscope, her neck muscles stiffening, the way they always did when she thought about Bill for too long. Psychosomatic, the shrink said. As if that did her any good. She asked Lucy about herself.


‘I don’t really have any friends, either,’ Lucy said. She stirred her spoon around the dregs of her cappuccino froth. ‘I suppose I was always rather shy, even at school. I never know what to say to people.’ Then she laughed. ‘I don’t have much of a life, either. Just work at the bank. Home. Taking care of Terry. We haven’t been married a year yet. He doesn’t like me to go out by myself. Even today, my day off. If he knew . . . That reminds me.’ She looked at her watch and seemed to become agitated. ‘Thank you very much for the coffee, Maggie. I really have to go. I have to get the bus back before school comes out. Terry’s a teacher, you see.’


Now it was Maggie’s turn to grasp Lucy’s arm and stop her from leaving so abruptly. ‘What is it, Lucy?’ she asked.


Lucy just looked away.


‘Lucy?’


‘It’s nothing. It’s just what you were saying earlier.’ She lowered her voice and looked around the arcade before going on. ‘I know what you mean, but I can’t talk about it now.’


‘Terry hits you?’


‘No. Not like . . . I mean . . . he’s very strict. It’s for my own good.’ She looked Maggie in the eye. ‘You don’t know me. I’m a wayward child. Terry has to discipline me.’


Wayward, Maggie thought. Discipline. What strange and alarming words to use. ‘He has to keep you in check? Control you?’


‘Yes.’ She stood up again. ‘Look, I must go. It’s been wonderful talking to you. I hope we can be friends.’


‘I do, too,’ said Maggie. ‘We really have to talk again. There’s help, you know.’


Lucy flashed her a wan smile and hurried off towards Vicar Lane.


After Lucy had gone, Maggie sat stunned, her hand shaking as she drained her cup. The milky foam was dry and cold against her lips.


Lucy a fellow victim? Maggie couldn’t believe it. This strong, healthy, beautiful woman a victim, just like slight, weak, elfin Maggie? Surely it couldn’t be possible? But hadn’t she sensed something about Lucy? Some kinship, something they had in common. That must be it. That was what she hadn’t wanted to talk to the police about that morning. She knew that she might have to, depending on how serious things were, but she wanted to put off the moment for as long as she could.


Thinking of Lucy, Maggie remembered the one thing she had learned about domestic abuse so far: it doesn’t matter who you are. It can still happen to you. Alicia and all her other close friends back home had expressed their wonder at how such a bright, intelligent, successful, caring, educated woman like Maggie could fall victim to a wife-beater like Bill. She had seen the expressions on their faces, noticed their conversations hush and shift when she walked in the room. There must be something wrong with her, they were all saying. And that was what she had thought, too, still thought, to some extent. Because to all intents and purposes Bill, too, was bright, intelligent, caring, educated and successful. Until he got his Monster Face on, that is, but only Maggie saw him like that. And it was odd, she thought, that nobody had thought to ask why an intelligent, wealthy, successful lawyer like Bill should feel the need to hit a woman almost a foot shorter and at least eighty pounds lighter than he was.


Even when the police came that time he was hammering at her door, she could tell they were making excuses for him – he was driven out of his mind by his wife’s unreasonable action in taking out a restraining order against him; he was just upset because his marriage had broken up and his wife wouldn’t give him a chance to make it up. Excuses, excuses. Maggie was the only one who knew what he could be like. Every day she thanked God they had no kids.


Which was what she was thinking about as she drifted back to the present, to feeding the ducks on the pond. Lucy was a fellow sufferer, and now Terry had put her in hospital. Maggie felt responsible, as if she should have done something. Lord knows, she had tried. After Lucy’s subsequent tale of physical and psychological abuse at the hands of her husband had unfolded during their many furtive meetings over coffee and biscuits, with Maggie sworn to absolute secrecy, she should have done something. But unlike most people, Maggie knew exactly what it was like. She knew Lucy’s position, knew that the best she could do was try to persuade her to seek professional help, to leave Terry. Which she did try to do.


But Lucy wouldn’t leave him. She said she had nowhere to go and no one to go to. A common enough excuse. And it made perfect sense. Where do you go when you walk out on your life?


Maggie had been lucky she had the friends to rally around her and come up with at least a temporary solution. Most women in her position were not so fortunate. Lucy also said that her marriage was so new that she felt she had to give it a chance, give it some time; she couldn’t just walk out on it; she wanted to work harder at it. Another common response from women in her position, Maggie knew, but all she could do was point out that it wasn’t going to get any better, no matter what she did, that Terry wasn’t going to change, and that it would come to her leaving sooner or later, so why not leave sooner and spare herself the beatings?


But no. Lucy wanted to stick it out a while longer. At least a little while. Terry was so nice afterwards, so good to her; he bought her presents, flowers, swore he would never do it again, that he would change. It made Maggie sick to hear all this – literally, as she once vomited the minute Lucy left the house – the same damn reasons and excuses she had given herself and those few close friends who knew about her situation all along.


But she listened. What else could she do? Lucy needed a friend, and for better or for worse, Maggie was it.


Now this.


Maggie tossed the last crumbs of bread into the pond. She aimed for the scruffiest, littlest, ugliest duckling of them all, the one way at the back that hadn’t been able to get at the feast so far. It made no difference. The bread landed only inches from his beak, but before he could get to it, the others had paddled over in a ferocious pack and snapped it right from under his mouth.


[image: image]


Banks wanted to get a look at the whole interior of thirty-five The Hill before the SOCOs started ripping it apart. He didn’t know what it would tell him, but he needed to get the feel of it.


Downstairs, in addition to the kitchen with its small dining area, there was only a living room, containing a three-piece suite, stereo system, television, video and a small bookcase. Though the room was decorated with the same feminine touch as the hallway – frilly lace curtains, coral pink wallpaper, thick pile carpet, cream ceiling with ornate cornices – the videos in the cabinet under the TV set reflected masculine tastes: action films, tape after tape of The Simpsons, a collection of horror and science fiction films, including the whole Alien and Scream series, along with some true classics such as The Wicker Man, the original Cat People, Curse of the Demon and a boxed set of David Cronenberg films. Banks poked around but could find no porn, nothing home-made. Maybe the SOCOs would have better luck when they took the house apart. The CDs were an odd mix. There was some classical, mostly Classic FM compilations and a best of Mozart set, but there were also some rap, heavy metal and country and western CDs, too. Eclectic tastes.


The books were also mixed: beauty manuals, Reader’s Digest condensed specials, needlecraft techniques, romances, occult and true crime of the more graphic variety, tabloid-style biographies of famous serial killers and mass murderers. The room showed one or two signs of untidiness – yesterday’s evening paper spread over the coffee table, a couple of videos left out of their boxes – but on the whole it was clean and neat. There were also a number of knick-knacks around the place, the sort of things that Banks’s mother wouldn’t have in the house because they made dusting more difficult – porcelain figures of fairy-tale characters and animals. In the dining area stood a large glass-fronted cabinet filled with Royal Doulton chinaware. Probably a wedding present, Banks guessed.


Upstairs were two bedrooms, the smaller one used as a home office, along with a toilet and bathroom. No shower, just sink and tub. Both toilet and bathroom were spotless, the porcelain shining bright, air heavy with the scent of lavender. Banks glanced around the plug-holes but saw only polished chrome, not a trace of blood or hair.


Their computer expert, David Preece, sat in the office clacking away at the computer keys. A large filing cabinet stood in the corner; it would have to be emptied, its contents transferred to the exhibits room at Millgarth.


‘Anything yet, Dave?’ Banks asked.


Preece pushed his glasses back up his nose and turned. ‘Nothing much. Just a few pornographic Web sites bookmarked, chat rooms, that sort of thing. Nothing illegal yet, by the looks of it.’


‘Keep at it.’


Banks walked into the master bedroom. The colour scheme seemed to continue the ocean theme, but instead of coral it was sea-blue. Azure? Cobalt? Cerulean? Annie Cabbot would know the exact shade, her father being an artist, but to Banks it was just blue, like the walls of his living room, though a shade or two darker. The queen-size bed was covered by a fluffed-up black duvet. The bedroom suite was assemble-it-yourself blond Scandinavian pine. Another television set stood on a stand at the bottom of the bed. The cabinet held a collection of soft-core porn, if the labels were to believed, but still nothing illegal or home-made, no kiddie stuff or animals. So the Paynes were into porn videos. So what? So were more than half the households in the country, Banks was willing to bet. But more than half the households in the country didn’t go around abducting and killing young girls. Some lucky young DC was going to have to sit down and watch the lot from start to finish to verify that the contents matched the titles.


Banks poked around in the wardrobe: suits, shirts, dresses, shoes – mostly women’s – nothing he wouldn’t have expected. They would all have to be bagged by the SOCOs and examined in minute detail.


There were plenty of knick-knacks in the bedroom, too: Limoges cases, musical jewellery boxes, lacquered, hand-painted boxes. The room took its musky rose and aniseed scent, Banks noticed, from a bowl of pot-pourri on the laundry hamper under the window.


The bedroom faced The Hill, and when Banks parted the lace curtains and looked out of the window he could see the houses atop the rise over the street, half hidden by shrubs and trees. He could also see the activity below, on the street. He turned and looked around the room again, finding it somehow depressing in its absolute sterility. It could have been ordered from a colour supplement and assembled yesterday. The whole house – except for the cellar, of course – had that feel to it: pretty, contemporary, the sort of place where the up-and-coming young middle-class couple about town should be living. So ordinary, but empty.


With a sigh, he went back downstairs.









3


Kelly Diane Matthews went missing during the New Year’s Eve party in Roundhay Park, Leeds. She was seventeen years old, five feet three inches tall and weighed just seven stone. She lived in Alwoodley and attended Allerton High School. Kelly had two younger sisters: Ashley, aged nine, and Nicola, aged thirteen.


The call to the local police station came in at 9.11 a.m. on the first of January. Mr and Mrs Matthews were worried that their daughter hadn’t come home that night. They had been to a party themselves, and hadn’t arrived back until almost three a.m. They noticed that Kelly wasn’t home yet but weren’t too worried because she was with friends, and they knew that these new year parties were likely to go on until the wee hours. They also knew she had plenty of money for a taxi.


They were both tired and a little tipsy after their own party, they told the police, so they went straight to bed. When they awoke the following morning and found that Kelly’s bed had still not been slept in, they became worried. She had never done anything like this before. First they telephoned the parents of the two girlfriends she had gone with, reliable in their estimation. Both Kelly’s friends, Alex Kirk and Jessica Bradley, had arrived home shortly after two in the morning. Then Adrian Matthews rang the police. PC Rearden, who took the call, picked up on the genuine concern in Mr Matthews’s voice and sent an officer around immediately.


Kelly’s parents said they last saw her around seven o’clock on the thirty-first of December, when she went to meet her friends. She was wearing blue jeans, white trainers, a thick cable-knit jumper and a three-quarter length suede jacket.


When questioned later, Kelly’s friends said that the group had become separated during the fireworks display, but nobody was too concerned. After all, there were thousands of people about, buses were running late and taxis were touting for business.


Adrian and Gillian Matthews weren’t rich, but they were comfortably off. Adrian oversaw the computer systems of a large retail operation and Gillian was assistant manager of a city centre building society. They owned a Georgian-style semi-detached house not far from Eccup Reservoir, in an area of the city closer to parks, golf courses and the countryside than to factories, warehouses and grim terraces of back-to-backs.


According to her friends and teachers, Kelly was a bright, personable, responsible girl, who got consistently high marks and was certain to land in the university of her choice, at the moment Cambridge, where she intended to read law. Kelly was also her school’s champion sprinter. She had beautiful gold-blonde hair, which she wore long, and she liked clothes, dancing, pop music and sports. She was also fond of classical music and quite an accomplished pianist.


It soon became clear to the investigating officer that Kelly Matthews was a most unlikely teenage runaway, and he instituted a search of the park. When, three days later, the search parties had found nothing, they called it off. In the meantime, police had also interviewed hundreds of revellers, some of whom said they thought they’d seen her with a man and others with a woman. Taxi drivers and bus drivers were also questioned, to no avail.


A week after Kelly disappeared, her shoulder-bag was found in some bushes near the park; in it were her keys, a diary, cosmetics, a hairbrush and a purse containing over thirty-five pounds and some loose change.


Her diary yielded no clues. The last entry, on the thirty-first of December, was a brief list of new year’s resolutions:




	Help Mum more around the house.


	Practise piano every day.


	Be nicer to my little sisters.





Banks stripped off his protective clothing, leaned against his car out in the street and lit a cigarette. It was going to be a hot, sunny day, he could tell, only the occasional high cloud scudding across the blue sky on a light breeze, and he would be spending most of it indoors, either at the scene or at Millgarth. He ignored the people on the other side of the road, who stopped to stare, and shut his ears to the honking horns from the snarl of cars up The Hill, which had now been blocked off completely by the local traffic police. The press had arrived; Banks could see them straining at the barriers.


Banks had known it would come to this eventually, or to something very much like this, from the very first moment he had agreed to head the North Yorkshire half of the two-county task force into the series of disappearances: five young women in all, three from West Yorkshire and two from North Yorkshire. The West Yorkshire Assistant Chief Constable (Crime) was in overall charge, but he was at county headquarters in Wakefield, so Banks and Blackstone rarely saw him. They reported directly to the head of CID, Area Commander Philip Hartnell, at Millgarth in Leeds, who was the official Senior Investigating Officer, but who left them to get on with the job. The main incident room was also at Millgarth.


Under Banks and Blackstone came several detective inspectors, a whole host of detective constables and sergeants, culled from both west and north county forces, skilled civilian employees, Crime Scene Co-ordinator DS Stefan Nowak and, acting as Consultant Psychologist, Dr Jenny Fuller, who had studied offender profiling in America with the National Center for the Analysis of Violent Crime at the FBI academy in Quantico, Virginia, and didn’t look a bit like Jodie Foster. Jenny had also studied with Paul Britton in Leicester and was recognized as one of the rising stars in the relatively new field of psychology combined with police work.


Banks had worked with Jenny Fuller on his very first case in Eastvale, and they had become close friends. Almost more, but something always seemed to get in their way.


It was probably for the best, Banks told himself, though he often couldn’t convince himself of that when he looked at her. Jenny had such lips as you rarely saw on anyone but a pouting French sex symbol, her figure tapered and bulged in all the right places, and her clothes, usually expensive silky clothes, mostly in green and russet, just seemed to flow over her. It was that ‘liquefaction of her clothes’, that the poet Herrick wrote about, the dirty old devil. Banks had come across Herrick in a poetry anthology he was working his way through, having felt a disturbing ignorance in such matters for years.


Lines like Herrick’s stuck with him, as did the one about ‘sweet disorder in the dress’, which made him think of DS Annie Cabbot, for some reason. Annie wasn’t so obviously beautiful in the way Jenny was, not as voluptuous, not the kind to draw wolf whistles on the street, but she had a deep, quiet sort of beauty that appealed very much to Banks. Unfortunately, because of his new and onerous responsibilities, he hadn’t seen much of Annie lately and had found himself, because of the case, spending more and more time with Jenny, realizing that the old feelings, that odd and immediate spark between them, had never gone away. Nothing had happened as such, but it had been touch and go on occasion.


Annie was also consumed with her work. She had found a detective inspector’s position open in Western Division’s Complaints and Discipline Department, and had taken it because it was the first opportunity that came up. It wasn’t ideal, and it certainly didn’t win her any popularity contests, but it was a necessary step in the ladder she had set out to climb, and Banks had encouraged her to go for it.


DC Karen Hodgkins edged her little grey Nissan through the opening the police made in the barrier for her and broke off Banks’s chain of thought. She got out and walked over. Karen had proved an energetic and ambitious worker throughout the whole investigation, and Banks fancied she would go far if she developed a flair for police politics. She reminded him a bit of Susan Gay, his old DC, now a DS in Cirencester, but she had fewer sharp edges and seemed more sure of herself.


‘What’s the situation?’ Banks asked her.


‘Not much change, sir. Lucy Payne’s under sedation. The doctor says we won’t be able to talk to her until tomorrow.’


‘Have Lucy and her husband been fingerprinted?’


‘Yes, sir.’


‘What about her clothes?’ Banks had suggested that they take the clothes Lucy Payne had been wearing for forensic examination. After all, she wouldn’t be needing them in hospital.


‘They should be at the lab by now, sir.’


‘Good. What was she wearing?’


‘Nightie and a dressing gown.’


‘What about Terence Payne? How’s he doing?’


‘Hanging on. But they say that even if he does recover he might be . . . you know . . . a vegetable . . . there might be serious brain damage. They’ve found skull fragments stuck in his brain. It seems . . . well . . .’


‘Go on.’


‘The doctor’s saying that it seems the PC who subdued him used a bit more than reasonable force. He was very angry.’


‘Was he, indeed?’ Christ. Banks could see a court case looming if Payne survived with brain damage. Best let AC Hartnell worry about it; that was what ACs were put on this earth for, after all. ‘How’s PC Taylor coping?’


‘She’s at home, sir. A friend’s with her. Female PC from Killingbeck.’


‘Okay, Karen, I want you to act as hospital liaison for the time being. Any change in the status of the patients – either of them – and I want to know immediately. That’s your responsibility, okay?’


‘Yes, sir.’


‘And we’re going to need a family liaison officer.’ He gestured towards the house. ‘Kimberley’s parents need to be told, before they hear it on the news. We also need to arrange for them to identify the body.’


‘I’ll do it, sir.’


‘Good of you to offer, Karen, but you’ve got your hands full already. And it’s a thankless task.’


Karen Hodgkins headed back to her car. If truth be told, Banks didn’t think Karen had the right bedside manner for a family liaison officer. He could picture the scene, the parents’ disbelief, their outpouring of grief, Karen’s embarrassment and brusqueness. No. He would send roly-poly Jonesy. DC Jones might be a slob, but he had sympathy and concern leaking out of every pore. He should have been a vicar. One of the problems with drawing a team from such a wide radius, Banks thought, was that you could never get to know the individual officers well enough. Which didn’t help when it came to handing out assignments. You needed the right person for the right job in police work, and one wrong decision could screw up an investigation.


Banks just wasn’t used to running such a huge team, and the problems of co-ordination had given him more than one headache. In fact, the whole matter of responsibility was weighing very heavily on his mind. He didn’t feel competent to deal with it all, to keep so many balls up in the air at once. He had already made more than one minor mistake and mishandled a few situations with personnel. So much so that he was beginning to think his people skills were especially low. It was easier working with a small team – Annie, Winsome Jackman, Sergeant Hatchley – where he could keep track of every little detail in his mind. This was more like the kind of work he had done on the Met down in London, only there he had been a mere constable or sergeant, given the orders rather than giving them. Even as an inspector down there, towards the end, he had never had to deal with this level of responsibility.
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