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   For Lucas, Heather, and Alec—
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    Chapter One


   


   

    

     

      C

     riminal Investigation Division Sergeant Seth Mornay jogged across the narrow road, leaning forward to keep icy November rain from blinding him.


    His partner, Constable Claire Gillespie, had already arrived at the scene of the head-on collision just outside of Cordiff, a small village near enough the coast to lure in tourists, but not so close that it was overrun in the summers.


    A Nissan four-by-four was upside down in the stream that ran parallel to the road. The Nissan had been pulling a battered, windowless horse box, which was also upside down. The other half of the head-on collision was a silvery blue Fiat with a crushed front end. It’d been spun around from the force of the collision and was now on the other side of the road, facing the wrong direction.


    On the far side of the accident, parked on the grassy embankment next to the road, was a dark green Mitsubishi with HARRIS VETERINARY CLINIC painted on the driver’s door. The vet was towing a white horse box. In front of the Mitsubishi was a construction crane—the sort used to lift heavy loads to second-floor building sites. The crane was parked directly in front of two Grampian Police cars. An ambulance and a mud-splattered tractor, hauling a wagon burdened with rusting acetylene tanks, were also at the scene.


    “Where’s the Nissan’s driver?” Mornay asked Claire.


    Claire’s gaze took in his appearance: the gapping anorak, the slice of wrinkled shirt, and the tie that didn’t match jacket or shirt. She fixed on the nick he’d given himself as he’d rushed through his morning shave. He’d have changed into a clean suit, but he’d forgotten to pick them up from the cleaners.


    “How late did Gordon have you working last night?” she asked.


    Laina Gordon was their new detective inspector, brought into their office to temporarily fill the void their former supervisor, DI Byrne, left when he was transferred earlier that year. Gordon was on the fast track to a carpeted office in Aberdeen, the top office if she got her way. Her father’s position as deputy justice minister of the Scottish Executive didn’t hurt her career goals.


    “My shift ended at two.”


    “But did you leave when Taylor came on duty?”


    “Taylor brought tea and rolls.” He didn’t need to tell her he’d fallen asleep after the early-morning meal; she could see he was still wearing yesterday’s suit. Taylor woke him at nine when his pager went off.


    A gust of wind scoured Mornay’s cheeks, numbing them. He crouched to see his reflection in the car’s window, in case there was anything he could quickly mend. He’d been working grueling hours since ten-year-old Matthew Adair’s disappearance two weeks earlier. The long hours were taking their toll; his face was gaunt and pale, despite his dark coloring. His deep-set eyes always gave him a brooding expression, even when he was well rested. Before his service in the Royal Marines, his features could have, at best, been described as stern. Now, after being rearranged by several necessary surgeries, his features had a ferocity that seemed almost primeval. He pushed his damp hair off his forehead, quickly combing it with his fingers, trying to tame the waves the damp had brought out.


    He turned away from the window as the crane operator started barking directions at Constables Dunnholland and Sahotra. The shivering men were standing on the edge of the stream’s embankment, holding a heavy, rusted chain between them. On the crane operator’s command they scrambled down the slippery embankment, managing to remain upright and keep their grip on the chain.


    Mornay pointed to a couple huddled under an umbrella next to one of the police cars. The unpredictable gusts of wind were threatening to turn their umbrella inside out. “They were in the Fiat?”


    Claire nodded. “Called from their mobile. Up from the borders. Both were near hysterics, because they couldn’t find the driver of the truck. They said it came flying around that curve.” Claire pointed to the curve just up the road. “There was no room or time for them to move out of the way.”


    The woman had a bandage on her forehead, and the man was pale. Given the condition of their Fiat, they were lucky that was the extent of their injuries.


    “Shouldn’t someone seat them in the back of a car, out of the rain?”


    “They didn’t want to get back into a car just now. I don’t blame them.”


    “Is the horse box empty?”


    “We don’t know. The doors were crushed when the Nissan flipped. We need to cut it open.”


    Which explained the farmer and the acetylene torch.


    Just then, a plump man in worn tweeds stepped in front of Mornay. “My name’s Harris, are you in charge here? Because if you’re in charge here, I want to make a report to your supervisor.” The man’s mouth was nearly hidden by a bushy white mustache. He must have been close to sixty, but he had the burly build of a man twenty years his junior.


    “You’ll have to leave the area,” Mornay said, barely sparing him a glance.


    “Your lot called me here over an hour ago, and I’ve seen nothing but incompetence since I arrived.”


    “We’ve got procedure—”


    “Bugger procedure! You’ve got animals in that box, and I haven’t been allowed near them.”


    The rain was plastering Mornay’s shirt to his chest; he hadn’t thought to zip up the coat before getting out of his car. He snapped it closed. “You’ll need to remain in your vehicle until we’re ready for you.” Mornay stepped around the man, who sputtered under his breath before plodding, fists clenched, back to his Mitsubishi. Like the Nissan, it was a working vehicle with scratched paint, dented running boards and nicked front grills.


    Mornay watched Dunnholland fumbling to loop the S hook at his end of the chain around the grill of the Nissan. The cold appeared to have stiffened his hands, making him more clumsy than usual. After he got it through, Sahotra grabbed the hook and shoved it back into one of the chain’s links. The reinforced grill was the only place, short of the exposed drive-shaft and axles, that a chain would go around and support the weight of the vehicle.


    Mornay glanced at his watch. It was half ten. This was a miserable way to start the morning when you’d slept propped against a cold window. If he were lucky, DI Gordon wouldn’t find out he’d arrived at the scene late.


    “Have you checked PNC for the Nissan’s registration?” Mornay asked.


    Claire nodded. “I’ve submitted the request. No one’s gotten back with me yet.”


    The ominous sound of metal screeching on metal brought out a collective wince from the gathering, then the crane started lifting the vehicle inch by inch.


    Mornay’s gaze drifted into the rolling fields surrounding them. The fields were still green, a startling tropical shade of green, and were surrounded by low, drystone walls that formed meandering gridwork patterns across the landscape. In the distance, curls of smoke were drifting from the chimney of a white-washed farmhouse. The view would’ve been picturesque on a drier day.


    Mornay shoved his hands farther into his pockets and tried to shrink down into his collar. At least the weather was keeping the gawkers away. The press wouldn’t be interested in another collision on these twisting back lanes, not with Matthew Adair’s parents giving regular briefings from their front garden, pleading for their son’s safe return.


    The crane lifted the crushed cab of the Nissan high enough off the ground so that Sahotra could nimbly slide down the embankment and search for the driver.


    His head soon popped back into view. “There’s no one here, sir,” he shouted.


    Mornay awkwardly slithered down the embankment, using his hands to steady himself. By the time he made it to the cab, his trousers were soaked to the knees, and his feet were numb from wading through the freezing water.


    Sahotra was right. The cab was empty.


    A stone turned beneath Mornay’s foot, and he grabbed the open driver’s door to keep from falling. The movement shook more chunks of bluish green glass loose; they sprinkled down into the water. He knelt to take a closer look into the cab. The seats were a dark blue canvas material. They were filthy. The dash was thick with dust. Most of the shattered windshield seemed to be lying on the stained canvas roof liner. There were two crumpled cigarette packs, Royals—the black-and-white SMOKING KILLS label covering half of the pack—and a red box of Kings. Ashes and butts were mingled among the chunks of windshield. He found a smear of blood on the interior of the driver’s door. “Looks like there could’ve been two people,” Mornay said when he straightened. “Two brands of cigarettes.” “And one of them got hurt when he climbed out. But not seriously, if he could escape and disappear.”


    Sahotra straightened and glanced around him, as if he hoped to spot the driver lurking in the fields. The wall edging the side of the road blocked their view of the field behind them. And the grass was too thick to see any footprints, so they had no idea which direction the driver might’ve run.


    “Think he’s got a head wound?” Sahotra asked. “Maybe he was delirious?”


    “He wouldn’t have gone too far, then.” Mornay pointed to the farmer driving the tractor. “Is he the owner of that property?” Sahotra nodded an affirmative. “We’ll need to send someone to have a look around his buildings.”


    Harris had returned. “You’ve got to be careful!” he bellowed to the crane operator, his face a dark crimson. Claire had to lead him forcefully out of harm’s way.


    Mornay told the crane operator to lay the wreckage on the road so they could determine if there were any injured animals in the trailer. If not, the conjoined vehicles would then be lifted to the flatbed truck that was due to arrive at any moment.


    Mornay and Sahotra scrambled back up the embankment and let the crane operator pull the wreckage out of the stream.


    The farmer was tall and the wiry sort of thin that bespoke years of walking the surrounding hills. He wore an old set of coveralls whose original color might have been pale blue, but use had ground permanent brown streaks into the legs, arms, and back. The farmer sat comfortably on the seat of his tractor, his expression bland. Lying on the engine cowling was a well-behaved border collie that was sending beseeching looks in Claire’s direction, his tail thumping against the cowling. The dog was too well trained to bound over to Claire and beg for her to scratch his ears.


    When everyone had backed away from the horse trailer, the farmer reached for his cutting torch.


    Cutting through the hinges was slow work, made even slower by the precarious position of the trailer, which lay on its side, balancing on a fender well, heaving with each gust of wind. From the trailer’s list, it was obvious something was inside. Mornay thought it was late in the year to be moving animals, at least by owners who valued them. The weather and the road conditions were too unpredictable.


    Mornay and Claire edged closer when the farmer stood on the tractor seat to work on the second hinge. Blue-white sparks hit the pavement with loud hisses, and a sharp, metallic odor filled the air. Once the hinge was cut away, the damaged door could be pried open with crowbars.


    “Look,” Claire said quietly. She pointed to a spot close to the road, near the most crumpled part of the trailer. Blood was seeping around the hinge and slowly dribbling onto the slick surface of the road.


    When the farmer nodded, Dunnholland and Sahotra moved in with crowbars. They wrenched and heaved, and within moments had pried the doors apart. The bottom door fell open with a loud clang, splattering those nearest the door with blood. Dunnholland and Sahotra jumped back with startled shouts as gravity slid the carcass of a ram down the door that was now acting like a ramp. There was another dead ram inside, along with several bales of straw.


    The woman from the Fiat screamed.


    Mornay gritted his teeth. “Claire, would you kindly get rid of that silly woman?”


    Some straw had come loose in the accident, and gusts of wind scattered it, sticking bits and pieces of golden straw to everyone’s wet slickers.


    “Well, Dunnholland,” Mornay said, giving Sahotra a wink behind Dunnholland’s back. “Get in there and see if we’ve got any survivors.”


    “Survivors?” Dunnholland repeated. “Do I have to touch them?”


    Sahotra had to turn around to keep from laughing aloud when Mornay said, “Just think of them as extra rare lamb chops. You’re not afraid of lamb chops, are you?”


    Mornay watched Dunnholland pick his way around the dead ram, then he turned and scanned the road for the truck that would haul away the horse box and the Nissan. A constable was leaning down to a car stopped by the roadblock, telling the driver he’d have to find another way around.


    “Sahotra,” Mornay said. “Get on the radio and find out what’s keeping that flatbed. We can’t hold up traffic all day.”


    “Sir,” Dunnholland’s voice echoed from inside the trailer. He swallowed hard when Mornay turned to stare at him. Dunnholland’s gaze darted down to the bales of straw, then back up again. His face was pasty, which Mornay put down to the exertion he’d been through that morning.


    “Sir,” Dunnholland repeated inanely.


    “What?”


    “I think you should see this.” Dunnholland bent down, taking a closer look at something near his feet.


    Mornay stepped into the trailer, hunching over to avoid knocking his head on the riveted sidewall. “Don’t touch it, whatever it is,” he ordered automatically. Any other constable would’ve had the good sense to keep his hands to himself, but in times of crisis, Dunnholland tended to act like a curious bystander rather than a police officer.


    Mornay stopped short.


    A black plastic garbage bag had spilled from between two straw bales. A child’s foot was sticking through the bottom of the bag.


    The trailer shook as someone else stepped inside; Sahotra had joined them. He was the first to break the prolonged silence. “Now we know why the driver ran.” He turned and stumbled outside.


    The sound of Sahotra’s retching nearly sent Mornay reeling out of the trailer.


    “What is it?” Claire asked from inside.


    “It looks like a child’s body.” Mornay clamped a hand on Dunnholland’s shoulder. “Out, before we do any more damage to the scene.”


    “Is it Matthew Adair?” Claire whispered.


    What was the likelihood they had two missing children?


    “Probably,” he replied. Mornay stepped out of the trailer, thankful for the brisk breeze. He put his hand firmly on the small of Claire’s back and propelled her away from the trailer, guiding her toward the couple from the Fiat. “Look after these two,” he said quietly into her ear. “I’ll look after the rest.”


   


  





   

    Chapter Two


   


   

    

     

      M

     ornay parked behind the police car and lifted a hand to wave when Constable Dougie Brown glanced in his rearview mirror. The accident site was ten minutes away from the small village of Cordiff. Matthew Adair’s parents would be devastated when they discovered how close to home their son’s body had been found.


    Dougie Brown worked in the Traffic Division of Mornay’s office. He was a shy man, with a new wife who liked to bake sweets, and those sweets had taken their toll on Brown’s physique. He’d been slimming for nearly two months, but Mornay could see no difference to the man’s pear-shaped body.


    Brown rolled down his window. “Is it true?” he asked.


    “It’s him.”


    Brown’s face went slack. His wife was going to have a baby in five months’ time.


    Mornay nodded toward the house. “Our man been home all day?”


    “And all night,” Brown answered, his voice gruff. “Boring wee bastard keeps an eye on me through the kitchen window.”


    “Why isn’t he at work?” Claire asked.


    “You’ll have to get him to tell you. Do I stay or go back to the office?”


    “Stay, for now. Someone will radio to tell you what to do.”


    Jonathan Cross was a new teacher at the Cordiff Primary School. He was twenty-eight and Matthew Adair’s English teacher. Matthew had written extensively in his journal about Cross, his favorite teacher. Though no charges had been made, they were keeping Cross under close surveillance.


    Cross’s front door opened before Mornay could knock.


    The younger man was shorter than Mornay and more compact. His fair hair—kept slightly longer than current fashion—was artfully disheveled. He seemed to have an extensive wardrobe of suede jackets, close-fitting black T-shirts, and faded, baggy jeans. “More harassment?” Cross’s full lips were trembling in rage. “Do you have any idea what it feels like to have to face that every day?” Cross pointed to Dougie Brown’s car. “You people are ruining my life.”


    Mornay, still wet from his work at the accident site, stepped into Cross’s foyer without wiping his feet on the doormat. Cross’s fussy ways and breathless manner of speaking thoroughly annoyed him.


    “We’ve just found Matthew’s body. We need to ask a few questions.”


    Mornay walked through a doorway into Cross’s lounge, a long narrow room dominated by a stereo system that had three remote controls. Cross had expensive tastes, and, as far as they could deduce, the young man did not have the income to support them. But so far their surveillance had produced nothing significant.


    “Is it true?” Cross asked Claire, whom he’d wrongfully assumed was the more sympathetic of the pair. Claire ignored the question.


    Cross collapsed into one of his black leather set-tees. “Oh, dear God. How awful for his parents. What happened?”


    Mornay picked up one of the stereo remotes. “Why aren’t you at work today, Jonathan?”


    “I’ve been put on administrative leave until a decision is made to keep me on staff.”


    Mornay spotted a holdall on the floor next to the other settee. “Planning a trip?”


    “A visit to my father. With the police cars out front, people assume I’ve something to do with Matthew’s disappearance. I’ll probably lose my job, though I’ve done nothing except grade Matthew’s papers.”


    Mornay tossed the remote onto the table.


    Cross jutted his square jaw forward, and said defiantly, “And I didn’t even like him. Not really. I was only nice to him because I felt sorry for him.”


    “Why would you feel sorry for Matthew?”


    “His parents. He couldn’t make a move without one of them knowing what he was doing and whom he was going to be with. They were suffocating him, and he hated it.”


    “Did he ever mention running away?”


    “What boy doesn’t at that age?”


    “He specifically spoke to you about running away?”


    “I can’t recall an exact date. Shortly after term started, I suppose.”


    “Curious you didn’t mention this before.”


    “I’ve only just remembered.”


    “Don’t leave town, Jonathan. If you do, I will find you. Not everything you hear on the telly is shite: I really am good at hunting men.”


     


    As they walked to the car, Claire said, “I thought you hated that advert.” She was referring to the Grampian Police Force’s newest recruiting campaign. They were using a real-life film of Mornay blocking an obnoxious reporter’s access to Claire. The reporter, Ted Whyte, was from a news program that inundated its viewers with bizarre camera angles instead of actual news content. When the reporter switched tactics and began questioning him, Mornay, much to his disgust, had given a glib answer that had been recorded by the reporter’s cameraman. The bosses at the news program had sold the film for an exorbitant sum to the Grampian Police, who, in a fit of logic understood only by the higher echelons, decided to use the film to draw in recruits.


    “I do hate that bloody piece of film. But if it’ll keep that Cross in his place, the public humiliation I’ve got to put up with will be worth it.”


    “Public humiliation? You’ve got your own fan club because of Ted Whyte.”


    “If I had it to do over, I’d break Whyte’s nose and take my suspension.”


    Ted Whyte had asked Mornay if the skills he’d learned as a Royal Marine had helped him solve his last case. That case had gotten a lot of publicity, but the discovery of Matthew Adair’s body today was going to trigger a media frenzy that would likely sweep across the whole UK. He’d had too many reporters after him these past weeks to relish the thought of having microphones shoved in his face while going in or out of the police office. Or of being stalked by the elusive Teddy Whyte, who’d probably turn into a permanent shadow.


     


    Mornay had been outside so long that, as soon as he walked inside the police office, his skin started to ache from the warmth. It was a quarter to two. His only meal had been the rolls DS Taylor shared early that morning. The desk he shared with Claire was a depressing cluster of open cases. They had two missing persons that were probably runaways, and a handful of unsolved burglaries. Next week he was due in Sheriff’s Court on a battery case. The paperwork was piling up faster than he could sift through it, since Matthew’s disappearance. He was spending more time in the inquiry room set up next door, working on the Adair case, than at his desk.


    Four months earlier, the building adjacent to the police office had been purchased for expansion and was halfway through the remodeling process. The top floor would be used for records storage, and the second floor had been promised to CID. No more sharing a desk; instead, he and Claire would share an office with a window. The bottom floor was to be turned into a proper inquiry room and two new interview rooms. A wide doorway had been knocked out of the common wall, and a temporary door of plastic sheeting had been hung. Since Matthew’s disappearance, the entire bottom floor of the new building had been turned into a temporary inquiry room. Macduff’s CID staff had been expanded by officers rotating in from other CID offices and from members of the Traffic Division.


    Constable Sahotra approached. “The Nissan and the horse box are the property of a Harold Cosgrove from Turnhill. He’s a horse trainer.”


    “Why was an English horse trainer carting sheep and straw through northern Scotland at this time of year?” Mornay picked up the stack of message slips and headed toward the inquiry room.


    Sahotra followed. Of everyone at the station, he’d been the most hopeful that Matthew Adair would be found alive and well. “Cosgrove died over a year ago. His yard’s been closed since his death, according to the land agent I spoke with. I’ve called the Durham Constabulary, who will make inquiries and see if anyone’s been on the property. They’ll also contact the family solicitor to do an inventory, find out if any vehicles are missing.” Sahotra lifted a sheet of paper. “Cosgrove had a slew of vehicles; horse trailers and several work trucks.”


    Mornay held the plastic sheeting aside for Sahotra. The temporary door was useless at containing the construction dust; chalky white dust had settled everywhere on the old side. On the new side, a move couldn’t be made without sending puffs of the fine dust floating into the air.


    A jumbled assortment of six tables in the center of the large room seved as temporary desks for the officers assigned to the Adair inquiry—over thirty, at the last count. The wall at the far end of the room held boards that displayed the information they’d acquired so far: photographs, lines of inquiries, names, personnel assigned to particular tasks. A mass of computer cables and electrical cords and telephone lines as thick as Mornay’s wrist snaked across the ceiling, and lines and cables dangled down from the thick mass. The cables were temporarily fastened to the exposed duct-work, held in place with plastic ties and silvery industrial tape. The skeletal boards that formed the outlines of the interior walls were as far as the workers had gotten before being called off the job due to the inquiry. The gritty, damp smell of new concrete almost overpowered the heavily sweet smell of Byrne’s cigars.


    Mornay’s old nemesis, DI Walter Byrne, had been brought back to work on the Adair case and put at the back of the inquiry room. Byrne didn’t like it that DI Gordon was in his old office, nor was he happy with Gordon’s proximity; battle lines were drawn at every briefing.


    Claire stood in front of a map taped to the unpainted wall. Next to the map was a board that listed every person they’d interviewed for the Adair case, over 150 names. Beside each name was a corresponding file number. He and Claire had conducted over a third of those interviews.


    Claire lifted a finger and touched a point on the map. “The crash site is barely a fifteen-minute drive from Matthew’s home.”


    “I know.”


    She marked the crash site with a red pin.


    “Sergeant Mornay, Constable Gillespie,” DI Byrne’s gravelly voice sounded behind them. “A word in my office.”


    Byrne’s office was primarily decorated with ashes from the cigars he chain-smoked, despite the strict no-smoking policy in the building. On the wall behind the door hung a massive framed corkboard. This was where he had tacked all of the Strategic Intentions literature headquarters printed. The literature outlined, in exhaustive detail, how everyone in the Grampian Police was supposed to perform their jobs. Next to the corkboard was a detailed map of all the land the Grampian Police covered. Byrne had put various colored pins across the map; only he knew their significance. He’d put up the map after his return to Macduff.


    “Why’s he back?” Mornay had asked Detective Chief Inspector McNab when word trickled down that Byrne was returning. He’d been assigned to the Scottish Crime Squad, and was supposed to have remained with them until his retirement the following year. “DI Gordon’s doing a fair job.”


    “She is,” McNab agreed. “It’s her father that has me concerned. Lord Gordon is systematically tearing the force down every time he has a camera pointed his way. He was silent for so long after Matthew Adair disappeared, I thought we were finally going to be free of him. But now he’s back at it.”


    Lord Murdo Gordon was one of the regional ministers in parliament for northeast Scotland and the deputy justice minister for the Scottish Executive. The cessation of his caustic interviews—which the media delighted in airing—had been viewed with relief by many on the force. On day eight of Matthew’s disappearance, Lord Gordon began conducting daily briefings from the front garden of Matthew Adair’s house. The resulting media blitz was unlike anything the Grampian Police had encountered. Lord Gordon’s hard-hitting tactics had skyrocketed his popularity.


    “Is Gordon off the Adair inquiry, then?” Mornay had asked.


    “She’s put in too much work to be pulled off at this stage.”


    Mornay didn’t follow the logic that put Byrne back in an office that was already adequately staffed by senior officers. “And Byrne will be working the Adair inquiry as well?”


    “He’s been around the force a long time,” was McNab’s nonanswer. “And we need a result.”


    “It hasn’t been six months since that fiasco in Glen Ross. His fiasco, mind you. We’re supposed to arrest people like Byrne—not let them run loose, endangering everyone who gets near him.”


    “He’s good at bending the ears of the right people. And he’s got a long memory.”


    Mornay realized McNab’s words were meant as a warning. They had months to wait until Byrne retired. It was just a drop in the bucket to McNab, who was contemplating another ten or fifteen years on the force, at progressively higher ranks.


    “You’ll just have to make it work.”


    Claire closed the door to Byrne’s office, jarring Mornay back to the present. Byrne plowed into the conversation. “You’re positive the body was Matthew Adair?”


    “Yes.”


    Matthew had gone missing two weeks earlier from Aberdeen, his disappearance led to a massive missing persons search. Matthew’s parents had turned their house into a search headquarters. They’d brought in fax machines and printers and phones. They’d organized and fed an army of volunteers. God be with them today.


    “Will the Adair briefing go as usual tonight?” Mornay asked.


    Byrne fixed him with an unfriendly look and shoved his hands in his pockets. Except for the weight he’d lost, this was vintage Byrne. “I understand you were late arriving at the scene this morning.”


    “I wasn’t home when the call came.”


    “That’s why you’re issued a pager and a mobile.” Byrne’s eyes narrowed. “Gordon’s been keeping you out late every night?”


    Byrne’s tone implied there was more to the late-evening shifts than Mornay’s being Laina Gordon’s glorified chauffeur, but there was damn all he could do about it. “We interviewed Lynda Palmer again last night. She had no new information to offer about her daughter’s disappearance. Then we went around to a few of her daughter’s favorite clubs. Then I had a four-hour shift at Jonathan Cross’s house.”


    “And had a grand time, I’m sure. Since you weren’t at your desk this morning, where you should have been, Gillespie covered for you.”


    Mornay hazarded a glance Claire’s way. There were bright spots of color on her cheeks. He studied her for a moment. She’d started wearing makeup recently, but she applied it with a light touch. She’d also put a rinse in her red-gold hair. He wondered if the changes were because DI Gordon was so fastidious with her own appearance. DI Gordon never had an eyelash out of place or wore anything that could’ve been bought on a DI’s salary.


    Or maybe the answer was simpler. Maybe Claire had a boyfriend.


    Claire kept her gaze straight ahead, intending to get through the meeting with minimal friction.


    “Just because Laina Bloody Gordon is on the Adair inquiry doesn’t mean we’re going to sit on our thumbs. Gordon’s father is no friend to the force, and it’s time someone went on the bloody offensive around here.”


    Lord Murdo Gordon was a friend of Matthew’s parents. Gordon’s briefings from the Adair’s front garden over the past six days were undoubtedly the reason the country had galvanized so thoroughly behind the Adairs and the reason the police were being viewed with such animosity. The public was taking the criticism to the next level; they were equating the failure to find Matthew with a lack of effort.


    “Gillespie,” Byrne continued, “I want you to assemble a list of horse trainers in Scotland.”


    “We already know who owned the trailer,” Mornay said.


    “Do you have a problem with Gillespie’s assignment?”


    “What’s the point of wasting time chasing down horse trainers when we know exactly where the Nissan came from?”


    “Off you go, Gillespie,” Byrne said without taking his gaze away from Mornay. “The sergeant will be along soon.” To Mornay he said, “Where are you on the Sunward inquiry?”


    “It’s been turned over to the Scottish Drug Enforcement Agency. I’m special liaison. The Paisley brothers have never been known for their intelligence; they probably blew themselves up.”


    The Sunward was a nineteen-foot fishing trawler that had mysteriously blown up in the North Sea. Another trawler had been nearby when the explosion occurred; the crew of the second boat had secured some of the Sunward’s wreckage after the destroyed trawler sank. Though there’d been three crew members aboard the Sunward—Trevor and Donald Paisley and Scott Gray—their bodies weren’t found. In his pocket, Mornay was carrying a bit of what might have been the fish hold area of the trawler. The strange piece of metal was the reason Mornay didn’t put up much of a fuss when he was told he’d been assigned as special liaison.


    “The briefing tonight?”


    Byrne puffed out his chest and swept his depressing little office with an expansive, proprietary gaze. “I’ll attend. You’ll do what you’re told, and you’ll do it with a smile. I don’t want to hear another word about Harold Cosgrove. He’s dead. That, coupled with the fact he’s an English citizen, brings up a jurisdictional predicament that will make our bandy-legged superintendent’s knees knock. So we’ll run along in the direction I’ve just set and see what we find.”


    If Mornay pushed, he’d be charged with personally contacting each horse trainer. “What about Matthew Adair?” he asked.


    “You’ll find out what we’re doing soon enough.”


    Mornay managed to keep his expression neutral. “So that leaves me with the Sunward and the missing Palmer girl.”


    “Tess Palmer has probably set up shop on a corner in Edinburgh or London by now.” Byrne leaned back in his chair and smiled. “Which leaves you with the Sunward. Mind you come back in one piece; Gillespie can’t do everything by herself, can she?”


    Mornay delayed his trip to the boatyard long enough to gulp down a cup of coffee. DCI McNab called him into his office as he was leaving.


    Byrne was seated in the corner of McNab’s office, scowling.


    “I’m glad we caught you,” McNab said, his gaze avoiding the corner where Byrne sat.


    “Sir?”


    “The Sunward inquiry can wait. There’s a briefing I want you to attend in two hours’ time. I want you to pick up the Adairs. Take Gillespie with you. The Adairs seem to prefer you two over everyone else.” McNab let the statement hang in the air for Byrne’s benefit, then focused on Mornay’s wrinkled suit. “You’ve something better to wear than that for the briefing, I hope?”


   


  





   

    Chapter Three


   


   

    

     

      I

     n the northeast part of Scotland, November was the damp segue Mother Nature used between the brisk months of fall and the frigid months of winter. Inhabitants resigned themselves to a world reduced to a gray skullcap of clouds, biting winds, and the occasional watery ray of sunshine that managed to squirm through the tightly knit heavens.


    David Lockwood stared down at Cordiff’s thick-walled cottages, which huddled in the bowl-shaped valley. Gray, squat, and square, the cottages were built to withstand the fierce gales that blew in from the North Sea. Each cottage looked like the next; individuality was expressed through the spot one chose to park the car, or the color one painted the front door, or what one did with the minuscule front garden. Smoke chugged out of chimneys, and lamps, glowing behind double and triple glazing, were lit early to ward off the gloom.


    Everyone in the valley wanted to be somewhere warmer, and David was no exception. He was an expert at ensuring he was always somewhere better than there, whatever the time of year. He’d rather be home or in his air-conditioned office overlooking Sydney Harbor, or playing one of his biweekly golf games beneath the blistering Australian sun. But this time there’d been no escaping.


    It was only half past three, and it looked like dusk. David scrutinized the hills surrounding the valley and wondered where the hell his seventeen-year-old stepsister could have wandered to. Why would she want to wander anywhere outside in weather like this? He’d been walking for an hour. If he didn’t find her soon, it would be dark when they returned to the castle.


    David followed one of the drystone walls that marked the eastern border of the property. His stepsister, Lady Eilish Lockwood, mistress of Finovar Castle, claimed to be familiar with every square meter of her estate.


    He came upon his quarry quite suddenly. She was sitting on a drystone wall, blending quite well because she wore an inordinate amount of muddy earth on her body between chin and ankles.


    “Birding again, Lee?” David asked, managing to restrain his smile of amusement.


    “Actually, I was walking along the walls, looking for damaged bits. We’re repairing them next spring.” Eilish solemnly watched David as she kicked the heels of her oversized Wellies against the wall. The Wellies were his castoffs, according to Eilish. In reality, they’d been innocently passing the time in his cupboard until she pounced on them and pronounced them hers. Mud splattered off their cleated soles with little plops.


    David inspected her, from the muddy damp spots at her knees to the snags in her sweater. The bits of dun-colored mud on Eilish’s cheeks were at odds with her flawless ivory skin.


    “It’s Thursday. You were supposed to come home tomorrow,” Eilish said.


    David clutched his chest with a theatrical flourish. “Such a warm welcome. I should return early more often.”


    Eilish turned her head, presenting him with her profile. “You-know-who is cooking tonight, and you know how annoyed he gets when he’s surprised.”


    “Lord Gordon might not make it tonight.” Murdo Gordon was going to marry their stepmother in April. He’d become a fixture at Finovar over the past year, a development neither of them cared for, though Deborah wasn’t related to them by anything more than a name. The semantics of their family was strange, but it worked for them.


    “Why not?” Eilish asked.


    “The police found that boy that went missing from Aberdeen this morning.”


    “He was dead?”


    “Unfortunately.”


    “Then you-know-who will be in a state when he does finally arrive. He always is, after he gives one of his interviews criticizing the police.” She hopped off the wall. They started walking across the field.


    “What sort of state?”


    “Frothing-at-the-mouth angry. He’s been horrid to Deborah these past two weeks. I’d have chucked him by now.” She picked at some of the mud on her pullover. “Matthew was a local boy, did you know?”


    “They mentioned it.”


    “Where did they find his body?”


    “Near John White’s farm. There was an accident of some sort. That’s all they would say.”


    “My God, so close to home.”


    “Just shows you that we’re vulnerable everywhere, even in the one place we should feel most secure.” Before she could ask what David meant, he reached out and plucked at the neck of her pullover. “I was wondering where this had gone.”


    “If you wanted it back all you had to do was come and get it.”


    David grinned. “I’ve seen the state of your cupboards. The QE2 could be buried at the bottom, and no one would be the wiser.”


    She noticed the white bandage around his hand. “What happened?”


    “A nasty accident with a paring knife. The doctors are almost positive I’ll survive.”


    The castle came into view. Finovar was built out of massive granite blocks, and the central part of the castle shot five stories up into the sky. Built as a fortress in the late 1200s, it had a crenellated roofline with a crenellated tower at each corner. The central tower had slotted archer’s windows and narrow circular staircases and low, narrow passages to prevent easy access to the interior if invaders breached the massive main entrance. Several later additions were more hospitable, the largest having been added in the late 1700s. The rooms in those additions were airy and pleasant and neatly sandwiched the central tower, forming the letter H if one were to view it from overhead. The family quarters were located in the south wing. The areas used for entertaining—billiards room, library, lounges—were located in the north wing, which had the more spectacular views of the North Sea.


    “When are you returning to Australia?”


    “Sunday.”


    Eilish halted her loose-limbed gallop. “Sunday! That’s only three days. Why do you never want to stay longer?”


    They were crossing the last bit of field to the west of the castle. David steered Eilish toward a narrow bridge that led to the carriage yard and stables, and eventually to the present front entrance to the castle. The bridge, installed half a century before the First World War, spanned a deep, steeply sided chasm. David always got vertigo if he looked over the side of the bridge, though the drop below them wasn’t nearly as harrowing as the drops that surrounded Finovar’s peninsula. He resolutely kept his gaze on the gravel square that served as the public car park.


    An older Mitsubishi was parked behind his car.


    Eilish cursed. “I’ve forgotten about Calvin.” She glanced down at her muddied clothes and cursed again.


    “Calvin?” David’s question echoed behind Eilish, who was trotting over to the Mitsubishi, which had HARRIS VETERINARY CLINIC stenciled in white letters along its side. When had Eilish ever cared about the state of her clothes?


    Eilish was fairly skipping when she returned with Calvin, which was quite the accomplishment in Wellies four sizes too large.


    David allowed his hand to be crushed and winced when he was clapped heartily on the shoulder while Eilish introduced Calvin Walsh; junior partner with Harris Veterinary Clinic. Broad was the best adjective to succinctly describe the young man: broad of face, shoulders, and hands, Calvin Walsh was conventionally handsome if you went for the outdoorsy type. And the animation in Eilish’s face suggested she did. Naturally.


    David followed the pair through the dark portal of the castle and wondered how the defenders of bygone years protected themselves against invaders of the heart.


     


    Mornay loathed everything about the morgue: the lack of windows, the low ceilings, and the smells that seemed to permeate the very blocks that formed the walls. He lounged against a scarred black filing cabinet in the small office of Dr. Cedric Hall, the chief of the Forensic Science Laboratory for the Grampian Police, and took shallow breaths. The worst smell was the industrial-strength cleanser used throughout the basement morgue. Its chemicals weren’t masked with lemon or pine scents to make it more tolerable. Every noxious breath seemed to scald the back of his throat.


    If there was anything he could be grateful for, it was the fact he didn’t need to spend very much time down there—this year there were only two homicides in his command area.


    Three, counting Matthew Adair.


    DI Laina Gordon led Charles and Rita Adair into the office. They were a handsome couple, despite the deep lines of anguish around their eyes and mouths.


    “They’ve been mentally preparing themselves for this eventuality,” Gordon had told him in the car park.


    Mornay tried, but couldn’t ignore Gordon’s smugness. “That’s as asinine as suggesting someone could practice drowning,” he’d shot back. “How do parents prepare themselves for the worst kind of news? They don’t; they fight its eventuality. Maybe not as thoroughly as the Adairs, but they fight it.”


    Gordon was not one of those officers who valued their subordinates’ opinions, and she ignored him as she tried to make the Adairs comfortable. Her red suit and red nails were ghoulish under the bright fluorescent lights that dominated the Forensic Science Laboratory.


    During his years on the force, he’d seen all sorts of families, most of them in the worst light possible: fathers who spent all their time in the pubs, mothers more interested in what Hollywood actresses were doing than what mischief their children were getting into. The Adairs had relocated to Cordiff from Portsmouth two months before their son was born. They’d chosen Cordiff because of its size, small enough to have the feeling of a country village, large enough to have a good school—the perfect environment to raise a family. And it was less than an hour from Aberdeen, where Charles Adair worked as an engineer at one of the North Sea oil companies.


    Dr. Cedric Hall walked into the office. Though he was small and wiry, he would never be lost in a crowd. Born in Trinidad, he still carried a hint of a musical lilt beneath the Doric accent he’d picked up as a child in Aberdeen. If Dr. Hall was surprised to see the Adairs, he didn’t let it show. Gordon shouldn’t have brought them down there, but that was something else she hadn’t wanted to hear from Mornay.


    Hall sent a curt nod in Mornay’s direction, then turned a compassionate gaze on Charles and Rita Adair.


    “Is it definitely…” Charles Adair began, but let the words trail off as his wife squeezed his hand. Adair knew he and his wife wouldn’t have been brought to Aberdeen if the police weren’t sure. But he’d still been hoping. “What happened to Matthew?” he asked when he’d regained his composure.


    “He sustained a massive blow to his right temple. Death would’ve been instantaneous.”


    The Adairs leaned closer together, supporting each other. Hall’s words had severed all hope of the future they’d expected to have with their son. There would be no more skinned knees. No more muddy football matches to attend. The Adairs’ grief radiated from their bodies like heat, scorching everyone in the room.


    Mornay examined the tiled floor next to his feet. This was one of the times he wished he hadn’t been forced to quit smoking; nicotine was exactly what he needed.


    He wanted to remain exempt from the depth of their emotions, but it was impossible. Gordon appeared the only one impervious. His own child was in a hospital half an hour away, growing inside a woman whose hold on life was so tenuous, the doctors refused to speculate on the survival of either of them.


    Charles Adair swallowed twice before asking, “Was he molested?”


    “There are no signs that I can detect.”


    “That’s not a particularly direct answer,” Charles Adair said.


    “My examination hasn’t been completed yet. If I seem to be answering your questions obliquely, it’s because I don’t want to give you false information.”


    “Can we see him?”


    “Yes, you may. I’m afraid you won’t be permitted in the same room, however. We’re still collecting evidence to discover, more clearly, what happened to your son.” Hall cast a withering glance in Gordon’s direction. “My assistant will take you now.”


    Charles Adair turned to his wife and seemed silently to communicate a question to her with his eyes. She nodded. They both turned to Mornay, and Charles Adair spoke.


    “We need you to find who did this to our son. You said you hunt men; that it’s what you’re good at. We need you to hunt down the person, the animal, who killed our boy.”


    Mornay could feel Laina Gordon’s anger from across the room. “Mr. Adair,” she began, but Charles Adair continued speaking, ignoring her as completely as if she’d just been vaporized from the face of the earth. It was a response Laina Gordon rarely encountered, which perversely pleased Mornay despite his apprehension regarding the Adairs’ expectations.


    “We know you can find him,” Charles Adair insisted quietly.


    In the face of such adamant need, Mornay could only nod and say, “We’ll do our best.”


    Dr. Hall motioned to someone through the window set in the door. Arthur, the lab technician Mornay dubbed Lothario because of his eagerness to assist Claire, entered the room. Beneath his open white lab coat, Lothario was dressed with his usual tasteless flair in a shirt made from a shiny black material that had lurid flames spurting down the front, black corduroy trousers, and black trainers. It was an outfit suited to a spotty fourteen-year-old, not a fortysomething computer nerd. On the plump side, Lothario made whisk, whisk sounds as he led the Adairs out of the room.
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