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  Preface

  When I was commissioned to write Prime Suspect for Granada Television, I had no notion that it would change my life. I had been very
  successful writing a series called Widows, but it had not resulted in offers of work that I felt excited about. The plot of Widows pivoted on four men attempting a dangerous armed
  robbery, and all died when the explosives held in their truck exploded. They left four widows, who discovered the detailed plans and decided they would audaciously attempt to pull the robbery.

  My meeting at Granada was to see if I had any other project they could consider. Due to offers coming in that were all similar to Widows, I decided that the best way to approach the
  possible commission was to find out exactly what the network was looking for, rather than pitch one or another of my ideas. I was told they were actually looking for a female-led police drama, but
  they did not want her to be in uniform.

  ‘Ah, I have been researching exactly that, and have some great material in a treatment,’ I LIED! But when I was asked what the title of this proposed new show was,
  out came, and with no forethought, the title Prime Suspect.

  I knew this was a great opportunity, and with nothing actually written, I had to launch into research to prepare a treatment for a possible series. I was fortunate enough to meet Detective Chief
  Inspector Jackie Malton. She was attached to the Metropolitan Scotland Yard murder squad, and had risen through the ranks from uniform to become one of only three high-ranking female officers. By
  the time I had completed a story line and treatment, we had become friends. The friendship continued as I gained a commission to write the series Prime Suspect.

  Via Jackie, and her eagerness for me to ‘get it right’, I went to my first autopsy. I spent time in incident rooms, pathology labs, and forensic departments. She was a never-ending
  source of encouragement and in many ways Jane Tennison was created via Jackie’s constant desire that for once a woman was portrayed within the police force in a realistic way. She would read
  every scene, make corrections and suggestions with anecdotes appertaining to her own career. She was a complex woman and had been subjected to discrimination throughout her career. As I rewrote and
  polished up the scripts she became quite emotional because I had acted like a sponge listening and inserting sections that she didn’t recall telling me about.

  The moment Prime Suspect aired on British television it created incredible critical acclaim. I had to fight for a number of scenes to be retained. Producers were concerned that I had
  written an unsympathetic woman, but I refused to change, explaining over and over that this was a character based on reality. When she examined a victim she didn’t, as they wanted, show
  emotion but retained a professional distance. To make her ambitious was yet again not wholly acceptable, but I persisted, and again I was helped by being able to introduce Jackie Malton.

  Helen Mirren was unafraid of the role and added a strong quality to the character. She was the right age, she was still a very attractive woman and yet her believability never faltered.

  The books cover Prime Suspect 1, 2, 3 . . . and they mean as much to me as the television show. Sadly with all good things, sometimes the powers that be have their own agendas and only
  these three books represent my voice. I only ever wrote three episodes, and three books. The learning curve from being a writer for hire, which I was on Prime Suspect, became the next
  major change in my career. I formed a production company, so that enabled me to produce my own work, cast, edit, and choose the directors. That said, although I have produced and written numerous
  series, I don’t think there will ever be one as close to me as Prime Suspect.

  Sincerely,

  Lynda La Plante

  


  Chapter One

  The colour slide of a naked female corpse flashed up on the screen. The girl was about seventeen, with long blond hair trailing over her white
  shoulders. She had once been very pretty. The projector clicked and the screen was filled with a close-up of the girl’s head. The ligature, a piece of fencing wire, bit deeply into the soft
  flesh of her neck. Her once pretty blue eyes were swollen, blood filled, bulging blindly towards the sky. Her tongue protruded like a fat purple worm.

  The audience in the darkened lecture hall didn’t stir. Trained not to display emotion and hardened by experience, the homicide officers, police medical teams, and Pathology scientists sat
  in silent rows, enduring the grisly peep show. Hardened or not, experienced or otherwise, some stomachs churned. A few of the younger men felt faint, nauseous, or both. The voice of the lecturer
  didn’t help. Jake Hunter went remorselessly on, the catalogue of human depravity and perversion made even more chilling by his educated Boston drawl.

  ‘So far, apart from a recent case in the United States, known serial killers have all been male, almost all white, often unusually intelligent or extremely cunning. Most victims are
  female, usually young women, whose death – as you see here – is frequently accompanied by violent sexual assault. Invariably there is evidence of torture and mutilation. A number of
  cases have involved homosexuals.’

  Another slide flashed up. A full-face close-up of a swarthy, dark-haired, unshaven man with piercing, crazed eyes separated by a bony blade of nose. His thin, veined neck was cut off by a
  nine-digit mug-shot ident code.

  ‘Richard Trenton Chase, the Sacramento “Vampire Killer,” ’ Hunter went on. ‘Arrested for seven murders.’ The slide changed. ‘Note his own handwriting,
  taken from a scrawled message left at the scene of one of his crimes. Catch Me Before I Kill More, I Cannot Control Myself.’

  Hunter turned to the audience. He was of medium height, with an athletic build that filled out his expensively tailored tweed suit. Under it he wore a button-down cream shirt with a striped silk
  tie. If the suit marked out his fashion sense as transatlantic, the brown cowhide boots with stirrup trim were strictly Dallas by way of Fifth Avenue.

  Hunter went on, ‘Later, I’ll come back to the clues the handwriting gave as an insight to the killer’s personality.’

  He hadn’t spotted Tennison. She’d arrived late, quite deliberately, and was standing by the door, her short hair a honey-blond blur in the flickering darkness. It rather amused her,
  Jake not knowing she was there, although they had already met twice during his lecture tour of England. Observing him secretly in the reflected glow of the screen gave her a tiny flutter of
  excitement, part nerves, part sexual danger.

  His short brown hair was a little more flecked with grey, especially noticeable at the neatly trimmed sideburns, yet the bastard was still as ruggedly handsome as ever. His eyebrows were sun
  bleached, standing out against his tanned, craggy features. Had she aged as attractively? She still got her share of looks on the street, workmen whistled at her from scaffolding, but inside she
  sometimes felt like the Wicked Witch of the West. That was the job. A woman in a man’s world. Required, expected, to handle the daily dish of crap and not flinch.

  So she wasn’t surprised, as she’d noticed on entering, to be the only woman present. She’d been the only female Detective Chief Inspector in the Murder Squad, at her previous
  posting at Southampton Row. About to move to Vice on the northern perimeter of Soho, Jane Tennison had no doubt that she’d be the senior female officer there by several light-years.

  ‘Mass murder is the quintessential American crime,’ Hunter told his attentive audience. ‘Virtually unheard of a century ago, it has now become almost an epidemic. We are coming
  through a phase where males in the thirty-to-fifty age group are more brutal, more violent, than ever before. I have no doubt that these mass murders have a contagious element . . . ’

  They were listening silently not out of politeness or boredom, but because Jake Hunter spoke with the authority of hard-won experience. He had lived through it, been there on the front line. As
  a consultant to the New York Police Pathology and Forensic Research Unit, he was one of the world’s top-ranked experts in the field; not only had he studied in depth the theoretical and
  historical background, he had witnessed the terrible bloody fact firsthand. He had been at the forefront in pioneering the technique of psychological profiling, now used by police forces in the
  United States and Europe. His books had become standard texts for the training of homicide officers, and were also required reading for students and academics specializing in criminal
  psychology.

  In recent years he’d turned to fiction, producing three best-selling novels, two of which were under option to Hollywood studios. His latest book, however – and the reason he was
  here, lecturing to colleges and promoting it to a wider public – was nonfiction, a distillation of his many years’ experience as a leading criminologist in the country that had patent
  rights on the concept of serial murder.

  Another slide flashed up.

  ‘George Henard executed’ – Hunter repeated the word in his soft drawl – ‘executed twenty-three people, aiming point-blank volleys to their heads before
  turning the . . . ’

  He stopped short, seeing Tennison, and paused, eyes blinking. Tennison gave him a warm, slightly mischievous smile.

  ‘ . . . before turning the nine-millimetre semiautomatic gun against his right temple for one final shot. What we cannot believe,’ Hunter said, winding up to his chilling conclusion,
  ‘is that the world is full of people with the potential to do this.’

  Someone had done something singularly unpleasant to little Connie. He was a slender, pale, waiflike creature with loose, curly red hair that in sunlight was imbued with a
  golden sheen. He was lying on a sagging sofa in the flat of a drag queen named Vernon – or Vera – Reynolds who at that precise moment, 9.35 p.m., was floating in a mauve spotlight
  dressed as Marlene Dietrich singing ‘Falling in Love Again’ in a husky, tremulous baritone.

  Connie tried to raise himself. His luminous dark brown eyes were muzzy. The cloud of auburn hair tumbled over his white forehead, but his beauty was marred by the dark stain of dried blood, like
  a slug’s trail on his smooth cheek, where it had oozed down from the sticky gash on his right temple.

  Again he tried to get up, failed, fell back. There was a racing blue edge of flame on the carpet. It touched the sofa and climbed the wrinkled cover. The flames turned to orange, their bright
  reflection twinkling in Vera’s spangled and sequined gowns on the rack in the rear alcove.

  The peacock feathers on another gown wafted in the updraught as the fire took hold. Half the room was ablaze, engulfing the sofa and the young boy so quickly that it sucked all the air from his
  lungs, leaving his scream stillborn in his raw throat.

  The rack of gowns caught fire. Feathers and charred bits of chiffon wafted upward in a writhing cloud of smoke. The curtains went up. The paintwork on the frame of the closed window bubbled and
  peeled off. The entire living room and cluttered tiny kitchen of Vera Reynolds’s shabby little flat were now ablaze.

  With the sound and fury of a small but powerful bomb, the window blasted out into the night. The explosion shattered the peace of the six redbrick blocks of the flats. Burning debris showered
  down into the paved courtyard three floors below, setting alight a line of washing.

  Already, from somewhere across the city, came the wail of an ambulance siren.

  He’d find that bastard! Jimmy Jackson swung the old midnight-blue Merc into a side street near the canal, the headlights making oily smears on the wet cobblestones. He
  gripped the wheel tightly, his scarred, pockmarked face thrust forward, his slitted eyes hot and mad, peering through the cracked windshield. His thick, fleshy lips were drawn back against his
  teeth. Where the fuck was the little turd! Sure bet that Fletcher was down here with the dregs, another homeless, snotty-nosed kid living in a cardboard box with winos, dossers, and sewer rats for
  neighbours.

  Jackson spotted a movement. He snarled a grin and stamped on the big brake pedal. Next second the door was flung open and he was out and running, tall and mean in a studded leather jacket and
  torn jeans, knee-length biker boots ringing on the greasy pavement.

  The terrified kid had taken off, heading for the iron bridge over the canal. But each of Jackson’s thumping strides was equal to three of Fletcher’s. He caught up with him by the
  edge of the canal that had the carcasses of bed frames, bikes, and supermarket carts sticking up from its putrid surface. Reaching out a clawed hand, Jackson grabbed the kid by the hair and yanked
  him to a skidding halt; the act of doing it, the thrill of power, gave him something close to sensual pleasure.

  The kid was babbling with abject terror. Jackson stooped over from his lean yet muscular six-foot height and smacked him in the teeth. He hit him again with both barrels, left fist, right fist,
  to forehead and jaw. The kid squirmed on the ground, one grimy hand with bitten nails forlornly held up to ward off more punishment.

  Jackson raised his fist.

  ‘Dunno . . . dunno where he is!’ Fletcher screamed through his bloody mouth. ‘I dunno where he is – I swear!’

  Jackson took a pace to one side and kicked him in the groin. The steel toe cap went in with a satisfying solid thunk. He pushed his spiky mop of hair back with both hands. The kid might
  not know after all, but then again he might. Jackson needed a bit more convincing. He reached down for him.

  Fletcher screamed, ‘No, please . . . I dunno, I swear! Please don’t, don’t . . . PLEASE DON’T HURT ME!’

  Small groups of people in nightclothes were standing on the balconies watching the fire crews at work. Some of the crowd had babies and toddlers in their arms. Hoses from three
  tenders snaked up the brick walls and over the concrete balconies to the third-floor flat. The fire was out, just a plume of dirty grey smoke eddying from the blackened, blasted-out window and
  wafting away on a northerly breeze.

  A patrol car, siren off but with lights flashing, sped into the courtyard from the main road and stopped with a squeal of brakes, rocking on its suspension. Two uniformed officers, bulky, square
  framed, leapt out and ran towards the stairway. A slighter figure, round shouldered and rather hunched, wearing a shapeless raincoat that should have been given to Oxfam years ago, climbed out and
  shambled after them. He paused to look up to the window. The bright flare of arc lamps, set up by the fire crews, illuminated the balcony like a film set. Detective Sergeant Bill Otley sniffed and
  pinched his beaked nose. The call on the closed police band had reported at least one body. Not strictly his line, but Otley was in the habit of poking his nose in where it didn’t belong.

  Taking his time, as he always did, Otley went up the bleak stairwell. On the third-floor landing, pools of water everywhere, he glanced around, sharp eyes in his narrow, intense face missing
  very little. He appeared intense, Otley, when he was reading the Mirror’s sports page or watching the weatherman on TV. As if he was suspicious of everybody and everything, seeking
  out the guilt, the real motive, behind life’s innocent facade. Life wasn’t all that innocent, he knew damn well; everybody was guilty of something.

  ‘Some of the tenants want to know if it’s safe to return to their flats,’ said a voice from within.

  ‘Keep everybody clear,’ the fire chief replied. ‘We’re checking the flats immediately above and below . . . ’

  The ambulance attendants were bringing out the body. Just the one. Otley stood a couple of feet inside the tiny hallway watching as they lifted it onto a stretcher and covered it with plastic
  sheeting. Curious position. The heat of the fire had petrified the charred, spindly black bones into what must have been the corpse’s physical attitude at the moment of death. Arms stuck out
  like rigid sticks. Legs bent, feet curled underneath. The skull was a shapeless knob of sticky tar.

  Otley pressed himself to the wall to let them pass.

  ‘Anybody got an ID on it?’

  ‘You jokin’?’ one of the ambulance attendants said, manoeuvring the stretcher through the front door. ‘Can’t even tell if it’s male or female yet!’

  Otley grinned. He let them go and stuck his head into the living room. The arc lamps made stark shadows of the firemen and the two uniformed officers rooting about in the wreckage.

  The fire chief gestured. ‘Can somebody get duckboards on the balcony landing?’

  Otley retreated through the hallway. As he went out he heard one of the uniformed officers say, ‘The flat belongs to a Vernon Reynolds. Lived alone. Aged somewhere between late twenties
  and early thirties . . . ’

  Otley pinched the hooked tip of his nose and descended into the gloom of the stairwell.

  ‘I thought it might be nice to eat in the room tonight,’ Jake Hunter said. He was lounging in the passenger seat, one arm draped casually along the back of
  Tennison’s seat as she drove him to Duke’s Hotel just off St James’s Street where his publisher had booked him a suite. A cheroot dangled from his lips. He had the expansive air
  of an actor winding down after a performance. But then he always felt easy in the company of Jane Tennison. She felt easy with him too, though sometimes she wondered why the hell she should.

  It had been ten years since his last trip over here. That was when they first met, and when they had their affair that became a long-term relationship. Long term in the sense of the seven months
  and fourteen days they had lived together in Jane’s Chiswick flat. As a Detective Sergeant with the Lambeth Met, she had attended a course at the Bramshill Officer Training College where Jake
  was visiting lecturer. She was unattached, and so was he. Drinks in the bar one evening plus an almost instantaneous mutual attraction had led, naturally and inevitably, to their becoming lovers.
  At thirty-four years of age she was no starry-eyed innocent virgin. Jake, two years older, had been married in his twenties; his wife had died in a car crash before they had celebrated their first
  anniversary. But when they embarked on their affair, neither of them had realized what they were getting into. And when they did, it was too late to do anything about it.

  Sooner or later, however, an awkward fact had to be faced. Jake was due to return to the States, to take up his consultative post with the New York Police Pathology and Forensic Research Unit.
  Jane was in line for promotion to Detective Inspector – something she had been fighting tooth and nail for – and had the chance of taking charge at the Reading Rape Centre. There was no
  middle way, for either of them. They were both committed to their careers, and both deeply in love. Impossible to reconcile the two. Jake had gone home, Jane had got her promotion and moved to
  Reading.

  Since then, nothing much. Postcards, a few telephone calls, one birthday card – from her, carefully worded, to his office. End of story, until three weeks ago, when the flame had been
  rekindled.

  Tennison was aware of his scrutiny, gentle, rather amused, and concentrated all the more on her driving.

  ‘I thought it went really well tonight,’ Jake said. Not bragging, just a simple statement of fact. ‘Better than last Tuesday. It felt more relaxed, don’t you
  think?’

  ‘Oh, you always impress me,’ Tennison said, with just a touch of mockery, though it was true, he always did. ‘How long will you be away?’

  ‘Two weeks.’ His publisher had fixed up nine speaking engagements and double that number of signing sessions from Brighton to Edinburgh; a punishing schedule. ‘You are coming
  with me?’

  Tennison hesitated. Then she gave a firm shake of the head. ‘I’ve been meaning to tell you. I’m starting this new job . . . ’

  ‘Aahhh . . . ’ Jake blew smoke at the windshield, nodding sagely. He might have expected this. In fact he had. ‘Are we still going back to the hotel?’ he asked, keeping
  his voice neutral.

  ‘Yes,’ Tennison said evenly, without a pause. ‘Just for a drink.’

  Mike Chow, the senior pathologist, and his three assistants in their long green plastic aprons and white wellington boots prepared the corpse for the autopsy. Lying on the
  stainless steel table, the body had been straightened to a more natural position. The blackened sticks of arms rested straight by its sides, the legs had been uncurled from their defensive foetal
  crouch.

  ‘Okay,’ Mike Chow said, poking at the charred scraps of fabric with a steel spatula, ‘we’ll get the clothes cut off and see what’s left.’

  A police photographer moved around the table, taking flash shots from every angle. One of the assistants began to snip away, delicately stripping off the burnt clothing with his gloved
  fingers.

  The pathologist leaned over, taking a close look at the corpse’s head. A few singed strands of reddish-auburn hair could be seen still clinging to the grey knob of skull. Impossible to
  tell, though, whether it was male or female.

  Mike Chow picked up his clipboard, flicked over a page. He blinked through his glasses. ‘Could be a . . . ’ A frown clouded his face as he turned to stare at the body. ‘Vera
  stroke Vernon Reynolds. What’s that supposed to mean?’

  They’d eaten a late supper, surprisingly good by hotel standards, in Jake’s suite. A bottle of vintage Chateauneuf-du-Pape to go with it, and two large brandies
  with their coffees. Jake was sprawled on the bed, waistcoat undone, his tie pulled loose from his unbuttoned collar. He still wore his fancy cowhide boots, which far from detracting from it, added
  to his aura of total well-being.

  Tennison stood at the small table next to the window, leafing through one of the twenty copies of Jake’s book stacked on it. There was a bookstore display unit with a blowup of the dust
  jacket and several glossy photographs of Jake at his most seriously thoughtful. One of these took up the whole back cover of the book Tennison was holding.

  She read the blurb inside the jacket and glanced up, smiling.

  ‘You’ve taken four years off your age!’

  Jake lazily swung his legs down and got up, flexing his shoulders. He wasn’t abashed. ‘Serial killers are big business.’ His voice was a little slurred at the edges as he made
  a flippant gesture towards the pile of books. ‘Help yourself. Well, they were big business – last year! I think I missed the gravy train.’ He gave her a look from under his
  sun-bleached eyebrows. ‘Story of my life.’

  ‘Can I?’ Tennison asked, holding up the book.

  ‘One? Just one?’ Jake came across and picked up a pen. ‘Take one, you get eight complimentary copies,’ he threatened, waggling the pen.

  Tennison rested her arm on his shoulder as he leaned over to write. She smiled as she read the dedication. Very personal, but not so intimate – or incriminating – that she
  couldn’t proudly show it off to a close friend or two. She gave him a hug.

  ‘Thank you.’

  Jake took her hand in both of his. ‘Why don’t you come with me?’ The wine and brandy may have gone to his head, but she knew he was serious, not just fooling around.

  ‘I don’t want to get hurt again,’ Tennison said quietly.

  ‘Again? That doesn’t make sense.’

  She swallowed. ‘Jake, there wasn’t anyone else before . . . you know.’ Ten years on, the memory hadn’t faded, though she had exorcized the pain, or so she thought.
  ‘Just it was going too fast. It was such a big decision.’

  ‘Then why didn’t you talk it through with me?’

  ‘Because if I had, you would have made the decision for me.’

  He raised an eyebrow, watching her intently. ‘Would that have been so bad?’

  ‘There’s no point in discussing it now,’ Tennison said, withdrawing her hand. She turned away.

  ‘There might not be for you, but there is for me. I wanted to marry you. I wanted to have kids with you, you know that.’ His voice rock steady now, befuddlement swept away.
  ‘Don’t you think I deserved more than a kiss-off phone call . . . “I’m sorry, Jake, it’s not going to work.” ’ He gave a slow, sad shake of the head.
  ‘You never gave it a chance.’

  Tennison spun around. She said in a tone of sharp accusation, ‘I didn’t know you wouldn’t come back.’

  ‘What did you expect me to do? Come running after you?’ He spread his hands helplessly. ‘You said it was over, then you hung up on me. Now you’re doing the same thing.
  What are you so afraid of?’

  ‘This is a bit ridiculous.’ Tennison clenched her fists impotently. If only she’d acted sensibly, like the mature woman she was, and stayed well away. If only she didn’t
  still fancy him like crazy. ‘It was all a long time ago, and it isn’t the same now.’ If only! ‘I shouldn’t have started seeing you again . . . ’

  ‘So why did you come tonight?’ Jake asked softly.

  ‘Maybe I just couldn’t stay away from you,’ she said, avoiding his eyes.

  ‘Just stay tonight,’ Jake said, softer still. ‘Then I’ll go on my tour, you go . . . ’ He gestured.

  ‘Vice. I’m heading a Vice Squad.’ Tennison was looking anywhere but at Jake, yet she was keenly aware of his approach. Her stomach muscles were knotted with tension. His
  fingers gently touched her shoulder, turned her towards him. Slowly he put his arms around her and drew her close. His warmth, his nearness, the musky odour of his aftershave mingled with tobacco
  smoke, took her breath away. She made no attempt to resist.

  ‘I mustn’t,’ she said, her grey-green eyes looking up directly into his. He touched her cheek. ‘I mustn’t.’

  


  Chapter Two

  Already, before 9.30 a.m., Commander Chiswick had twice tried to get through to Superintendent Halliday, and no joy. This had better be third time
  lucky. Tall but rather stooped, with receding grey hair, Chiswick stood at the window of his ninth-floor office at New Scotland Yard, phone in hand, gazing out across Victoria Embankment towards
  the Thames, barely a ripple on its sluggish, iron-grey surface. A mass of low dark cloud threatened the rain that the morning’s forecast had said was imminent.

  He straightened up and his eyes flicked into hard focus as Halliday, finally, came on the line.

  ‘It’s public.’ Chiswick’s tone was clipped. ‘John Kennington’s formal resignation accepted due to ill health. That’s it. No option, so I’ve heard
  – case dismissed.’ He listened, breathing heavily with irritation. ‘I’ve only just been told. I’ll see you there, why not? We’ll have to go, otherwise
  it’ll look suspicious . . . ’

  He glanced sharply over his shoulder as his personal assistant tapped at the door and came in, a sheaf of opened mail in her hand.

  ‘Good,’ Chiswick said impatiently into the phone. ‘I’d better be on my way over to you now. Your new DCI should be there any minute.’

  He banged the receiver down and headed for the door. His assistant held up the mail, but he walked on, ignoring her. His gruff voice floated back as he went out.

  ‘Call my wife. I have a dinner tonight. Ask her to send over my dinner suit.’

  His assistant opened her mouth to remind him of something, but too late, he was gone.

  When he’d worked with the Murder Squad at Southampton Row station, Bill Otley was known to everyone as ‘Skipper’. The name travelled with him when he
  transferred to Vice at the Soho Division on Broadwick Street. One of the longest-serving officers on the Metropolitan Force, yet still a lowly sergeant, his personal problems, his bolshie attitude,
  but even more his solitary drinking had held him back. His wife Ellen had died of cancer of the stomach eight years earlier. They’d always wanted children, never been able to have them. His
  marriage had been very happy, and since her death it seemed as though all warmth and light and joy had been wrung out of Skipper Bill Otley. He lived alone in a small terraced house in the East
  End, shunning emotional entanglements. The job, and nothing but the job, held him together, gave some meaning to what was otherwise a pointless existence. Without it he wouldn’t have thought
  twice about sticking his head in the gas oven.

  Now and then the notion still occasionally beckoned, like a smiling seductress, usually when the moon was full or Chelsea had lost at home.

  Leaning back in his swivel chair, a styrofoam cup of coffee with two sugars on the desk by his elbow, Otley jerked his leg, giving the metal wastebasket a kick that clanged like a gong.
  Everybody looked around. The full complement of Vice Squad officers was here, ten of them male, and five women. The WPCs acted as administrative support staff, as was usual in the chauvinist
  dinosaur of an institution that was the British police force.

  ‘We supposed to sit here all morning?’ Otley demanded with a sneer. The team was gathered to be formally introduced to their new DCI, Jane Tennison. Five minutes to ten and no
  Tennison. Otley was pissed-off, so of course he had to let everyone know it.

  Inspector Larry Hall walked by, cuffed Otley on the back of the head. Hall had a round, smooth-skinned face and large soft brown eyes, and to offset this babyish appearance he went in for sharp
  suits and snazzy ties, a different tie every day it seemed. He was also prematurely balding, so what hair he had was cropped close to the scalp to minimize the contrast.

  He addressed the room. ‘Right, everybody, I suggest we give it another five’ – ignoring Otley’s scowl – ‘and get on with the day’s schedule. We need an
  ID on the body found in the burned-out flat last night.’

  ‘Voluptuous Vera rents it.’ Otley gave Hall a snide grin. ‘But it wasn’t her. It was a kid aged between seventeen and twenty.’

  ‘Working overtime, are we?’ Hall ribbed him. But it wasn’t overtime to Otley, as everybody knew. He was on the case day and night; probably dreamt about the job too.

  ‘I wouldn’t say she’s overeager to get started,’ Otley came back, always having the last word. Turning the knife in Tennison gave him special satisfaction. He’d
  never liked the ball-breaking bitch when they’d worked together on the Marlow murder case at Southampton Row, and nothing had changed, he was bloody certain of that.

  He finished his coffee at a gulp, and instead of hanging around waiting like the other prats, scooted off to the morgue, a couple of blocks and ten minutes’ brisk walk away, north of
  Oxford Street.

  Mike Chow was in the sluice room, removing his mask and gloves. He dropped the soot-blackened gloves in the incinerator and was filling the bowl with hot water when Otley put his head around the
  door.

  ‘What you got on the barbecued lad?’

  ‘I’ll have to do more tests, but he had a nasty crack over his skull.’ The pathologist looked over the top of his rimless spectacles. ‘Legs and one arm third-degree
  burns, heat lacerations, rest of the body done to a crisp.’

  Otley tilted his head, indicating he’d like to take a gander. Nodding, Mike Chow wiped his hands on a towel and led him through into the lab. He pulled on a fresh pair of gloves.

  ‘We’ve got an elevated carboxyhaemoglobin – blood pink owing to high level of same.’

  Otley peered at the remains of the skull on a metal tray on the lab bench. He then took a long look at the illuminated skull and dental X-rays in the light box on the wall. Glancing over his
  shoulder, mouth pulled down at the corners, he gave Mike Chow his famous impression of a sardonic, world-weary hound dog. ‘Bloody hell . . . looks like someone took a hatchet to
  him!’

  Shit and corruption! First day in her new posting and she was over an hour late. After spending the night at the hotel she hadn’t arrived back at her flat till nearly
  ten. She’d freshened up, grabbed her briefcase, and battled with the traffic. Even the Commander had beaten her to it. He was waiting to show her around, make the introductions, though
  fortunately he seemed too preoccupied with something else to show any displeasure.

  Tennison tried to keep pace with Chiswick as he strode along the main corridor, shrugging out of her raincoat and trying not to get her feet caught up in her briefcase.

  ‘Bomb scare, so all the traffic was diverted, and then my battery ran low, so I . . . ’ It sounded pathetic and she knew it. ‘Sorry I’m late.’

  Chiswick didn’t appear to be even listening. He pointed to a pair of double doors with frosted panes, not breaking his stride. He seemed to be in one hell of a hurry. ‘That’s
  the Squad section office. You have a good hard-working team assigned to you.’

  Tennison nodded breathlessly.

  He turned a handle, pushed open a door to what Tennison first took to be the cleaners’ broom closet. Bare wooden desk, one metal-frame chair, dusty bookshelves, three filing cabinets, a
  small plastic vase with a wilting flower.

  ‘If you want to settle yourself in . . . ’ Chiswick was already moving back out, leaving her standing there on the carpetless floor. ‘I’ll see if Superintendent Halliday
  has made arrangements. He’s right next door.’ The Commander pointed to the wall, painted a mixture of old mustard and nicotine.

  He went out and closed the door.

  Tennison dumped her briefcase on the desk, sending up a cloud of dust. There was an odour she couldn’t identify. Dead cat maybe. A rickety blind covered the window. She raised it, hoping
  for some light and space. It rattled up and she stared out at a blank brick wall.

  She turned and said, ‘Come in,’ at a tap on the door. There was a scuffling sound. With a sigh, Tennison went to the door and opened it to find a red-faced uniformed policewoman
  weighed under a stack of files and ring binders. Tennison stood aside and watched as the pudgy, rather plain girl with short dark hair staggered in and deposited the files on the desk, sending up
  more dust.

  ‘You are?’

  ‘WPC Hastings. Norma. I was instructed to bring these to you.’

  No ‘ma’am’. Were things that casual around here, or just plain slack?

  Tennison folded her arms. Take it slow and easy, don’t jump the gun. ‘Do you have a listing of all the officers on the squad?’

  Sweating and flustered, WPC Hastings frowned. ‘Didn’t you get one this morning?’ She had large, square teeth with a gap in the middle.

  ‘I’ve just got here,’ Tennison said, breathing evenly, trying not to get irritated, though she already was. ‘If you could do that straightaway, and arrange for everyone
  to gather in the main office.’

  ‘Most of them are out.’ Norma shrugged. ‘Would you like a coffee?’

  ‘No, just the list,’ Tennison said patiently.

  The girl went off. Tennison gazed around at the four walls. This had to be a joke. This wasn’t April 1st, was it? She looked through the files, then tried the top drawer of the desk. It
  came out four inches and stuck. She tried the next one down and that stuck after only two. She kicked it shut, making her big toe sting, and the air blue. What kind of stinking shit-hole was
  this?

  Superintendent Halliday was a neat, fastidious-looking man with short fair hair and pale blue eyes fringed by blond lashes. Not puny, exactly – he was nearly six feet
  tall with bony shoulders that stretched the fabric of his dark grey suit – but not all that robust either, according to Tennison’s first impression. From the moment she entered his
  large, spacious, nicely decorated corner office (right next door to her rabbit hutch!) he kept glancing at the gold Rolex on his freckled wrist. She hadn’t expected the welcome mat, but at
  least he might have shown her the courtesy due a high-ranking officer who was about to take over the Vice Squad. Damn well would have too, Tennison reckoned, if only she’d been a man.

  ‘I want you to give Operation Contract your fullest and immediate attention. I know it’ll be a new area for you, but I am confident your past experience will be an added
  bonus.’

  All the feeling of a talking clock, Tennison thought. As if he’d rehearsed it in his sleep. She had no idea what Operation Contract was. She thought about asking, and then decided not to
  give him a stick to beat her with by displaying her ignorance. She nodded to seem willing.

  Halliday tapped the desk with manicured fingers. ‘It is imperative we get results – and fast. There’s been enough time wasted.’ He shot his cuff and glanced at his watch
  yet again.

  ‘As yet I have not had time to familiarize myself with any of the cases . . . ’ Tennison was distracted as WPC Hastings entered without knocking. Halliday showed no signs of noticing
  her presence. Norma draped a black evening suit in a cleaner’s bag over the back of a chair and went out.

  ‘ . . . the cases I will be taking over. But, er – Operation Contract I will make my priority.’

  Halliday stood up. ‘Good.’ He stuck his hand out. Tennison shook it. ‘The team will fill you in on our progress to date.’ Another swift glance at the Rolex. ‘I was
  expecting you earlier.’ Small wonder he could remember who she was, Tennison thought, leaving his office.

  Sergeant Otley flicked the sugar cube into the saucer. He did it twice more, leaning his head on his hand, elbow on the table. Observing him with heavy-lidded, soulful eyes,
  hands twisting nervously in her lap, Vera arched her neck, her Adam’s apple rippling like a trapped creature. Inspector Hall stood with casually folded arms near the door of the interview
  room. He was interested, and secretly amused, to see how the Skipper would handle Vernon stroke Vera Reynolds. There was the vexed question of gender, for a start.

  ‘I told you . . . I did the show and then went out for a bite to eat with some friends.’ The reply was half-whispered, yet it wasn’t a lisping, camp voice.

  Offstage, Vera wasn’t dragged up like some transvestite queen. There was no secret about who and what she was, but she chose to dress plainly and conservatively, favouring a simple blouse
  in dusky pink, a straight dark skirt, and leather sling-back shoes with low square heels. A few rings and a string of purple beads were the only bits and pieces of jewellery. Under her wig and
  make-up, in fact, Vera had rather a strong face, Hall reckoned, with good bones; though the mouth, shapely and sensitive, was a dead giveaway.

  Otley flicked the sugar cube. ‘And you don’t know who was in your flat?’ he inquired in his usual drab tone.

  Vera gave a little shake of the head.

  Hall put his hands on the back of Otley’s chair and leaned over. ‘Vernon,’ he said, not unkindly, ‘if I go out and leave somebody kippin’ in my place, I
  wouldn’t be stupid enough to say I don’t know them. I mean, that is stupid, isn’t it?’

  Vera threw up her hands, the knuckles red where she’d been kneading them. She swallowed hard, the Adam’s apple doing a double gyration. ‘It could have been any number of people
  – you see, it was well known I leave a key on top of the front door . . . ’

  Otley made a sound, a kind of muffled snort. He sighed and shook his head, crumbling the sugar cube between his long hard nails.

  ‘About seventeen years old?’ Hall said. ‘Reddish blond hair . . . ring any bells?’

  Vera bit her lip, staring down at the table. Then a tight, rapid shake of the head. She was steeling herself for the next question when she was saved by Norma’s face at the small glass
  panel in the door. She tapped and stuck her head in.

  ‘Fire team would like Mr Reynolds as soon as possible. There’s sandwiches and coffee served in the Squad Room. Can you get everybody mustered, same as this morning, for twelve-thirty
  sharp?’ Norma waggled her dark unplucked eyebrows at them. ‘She’s here.’

  While Inspector Hall escorted Vera Reynolds out and put her in the charge of two uniformed men, Otley followed Norma along the corridor to Tennison’s office, which at the moment was minus
  Tennison. The Skipper peered in, an evil grin on his face, watching Norma in the dim, dusty cubbyhole trying valiantly to wrench open one of the desk drawers. Norma looked up, perspiring.

  ‘She won’t like this,’ Otley gloated, rubbing his hands.

  ‘She’s not here, Sarge. Nor should you be,’ Norma said pointedly.

  Otley cackled.

  Tennison capped her fountain pen with a decisive click and stood up. She tugged her suit jacket straight at the front and came around the desk to face them. The Squad Room
  stilled. Not very tall, under five feet five, her honey-blond hair cut in a swath across her forehead, she seemed rather out of place in a room of hulking men; all but one of the women police
  officers were taller, even if they didn’t have her rounded, sensual figure.

  The tension in the hot, crowded room was almost palpable. Tennison certainly wasn’t relaxed, and neither were they. A new Detective Chief Inspector heading Vice might spell all kinds of
  trouble, and already she had two strikes against her. Her reputation as a tenacious round-the-clock obsessive who worked her team to the bone, and the fact that she was female. Even the WPCs were
  wary of that.

  Fingers laced together at her waist, feet braced apart, Tennison let the silence gather for a moment. She wanted control from the start, and was determined to have it.

  ‘So . . . please accept my apologies. Not got off on a very good footing on my first day.’ Small smile. Let them know you can afford it. ‘I will obviously need
  everybody’s cooperation, and I would also appreciate it if . . . ’

  She caught a movement as Hall slithered in. He gave her a weak, apologetic smile and she returned a curt nod. He grabbed a sandwich from the cafeteria tray and it was halfway to his mouth when
  Tennison said:

  ‘It’s Inspector Lawrence Hall, yes?’ He nodded, mouth open, sandwich unbitten. ‘Well, let’s you and me start off on the right footing, shall we? If I ask everyone
  to be at a place at a certain time, and only unless you have a good excuse . . . ’

  ‘I’m sorry,’ Hall interrupted, ‘but I had to arrange for Reynolds to be taken over to the Fire unit. I was waiting—’

  ‘Is Sergeant Otley with Reynolds?’ Tennison asked sharply. Hall hesitated. ‘Yes,’ he lied. ‘You know about the fire, do you?’

  Tennison nodded, slowly folding her arms. ‘Why is this fire and the boy of such interest to you, or this department? I know Vernon Reynolds. I know what he is, but that isn’t against
  the law.’

  ‘Well – one – it was on our patch. And in the area we have been targeting, Euston and St Pancras, on Operation Contract. The dead boy was possibly a rent boy.’ Hall
  glanced towards the door, wishing Otley would show up. ‘Vernon was probably taking a few quid for letting them use his place.’

  ‘Has he admitted that?’

  Hall shifted uneasily under her gaze. Where the fuck was Otley? ‘No, ma’am . . . well, he’s not likely to, is he? He’s saying he doesn’t even know who was in
  there.’

  Tennison scented that matters were spinning beyond her control. Nip it in the bud. No mavericks on her team. She said briskly, ‘I’d like a full report on this fire business and then
  I will tell you whether or not this department wishes to continue with the investigation. Our priority is Operation Contract.’

  Hall stared at his feet. The other officers, munching sandwiches and slurping coffee, exchanged looks. First morning in and she was throwing her weight around. This was going to be a load of
  fun, they didn’t think.

  With a curt nod of her head, Tennison indicated that work should continue. The officers turned back to their desks, to their mounds of paperwork, reaching for phones. They were all aware of her
  scrutiny: new regime, new boss, and they were being required to pass muster.

  Tennison beckoned to one of the WPCs standing in a small group next to the wall-length filing section. She came over, a tall, striking girl with frank, open features and friendly blue eyes.

  ‘What’s your name?’

  ‘Kathy.’

  ‘Can you give me a brief rundown on the operation?’

  WPC Kathy Trent led her over to the large board. ‘I’ve been trying to question as many of the kids as possible.’ She smiled diffidently, eager to help.

  Tennison watched closely as Kathy took her through it. She still hadn’t got a handle on this Operation Contract thing. The board was crammed with information. Under ‘TOMS’
  – police slang for female and male prostitutes – a long list of names and locations: Waterloo Street, Golden Fleece, Earls Court, Euston Station, Stars & Stripes. Farther along,
  headed ‘OPERATION CONTRACT’, photographs of young boys, some of them no older than eleven or twelve, with video stills of supermarket checkouts, tube station platforms, mainline station
  concourses. More typed lists of targeted locations – cafés, coffee shops, street markets, soup kitchens, cardboard cities – spotted in different colours. Tapes led from these to
  a huge map of central London with corresponding coloured pins. A duty rota of officers on surveillance was marked up in black felt-tip, with dates, times, and frequency, all cross-referenced to
  file number such-and-such. At first sight it seemed to be an efficient and comprehensive operation, well planned, rigorously executed.

  ‘Most of the older rent boys are carrying pagers, portable phones, so our team – four of us, ma’am – concentrate on the younger ones skiving around Soho.’ Kathy
  pointed to a sheet marked up in coloured felt-tip, a blizzard of asterisks, arrows, code numbers. ‘We staked out the Golden Fleece, Euston Station, Earls Court . . . ’

  Tennison nodded, content for now to listen and learn, get some kind of grip on it.

  ‘Our problem is that when the kids are actually out on the street, they’ve already accepted the lifestyle.’ Kathy didn’t sound sad, simply resigned to reality.

  Over by the door, behind Tennison’s back, Sergeant Otley sneaked in, made a rapid gesture to Hall. The Inspector scuttled over.

  ‘You’ve been with Reynolds and the Fire team,’ Hall said under his breath, tapping his nose.

  ‘I haven’t.’ Otley grinned. ‘I’ve been up at Records and we got . . . ’

  He pulled Hall behind the half-open door as Tennison glanced their way.

  ‘ . . . boy is Colin Jenkins, known as Connie.’

  Otley punched Hall’s arm. He then made a show of arriving for the first time, all innocent, to be met face-to-face by Tennison, who’d marched smartly over.

  ‘Sorry I’m late, ma’am,’ said Otley with a straight face. ‘But I’ve been seein’ if I can get your drawers loosened.’

  Everybody heard but nobody laughed.

  Tennison stood with her back to the window. On the other side of the desk piled high with three-inch thick files, Otley waited, sardonic grin absent for the moment. He’d
  had to deal with this slit-arsed bitch before, and knew what to expect.

  The room was still in an almighty mess, though WPC Hastings had managed to find her a desk lamp that worked and two more straight-backed chairs with the varnish worn through to bare wood. For
  the moment, Tennison had more important preoccupations.

  ‘Right, Sergeant, I am not prepared to take any crap from you, or stand by and let you stir it up. So let’s clear the air.’ Tennison jerked her head, eyes hard as flint.
  ‘Sit down.’

  ‘Judging by the state of the rest of your office I don’t think I should risk it!’ Otley pulled a chair forward and sat down, an uncertain half smile hovering on his face.
  ‘Joke!’

  ‘If you don’t want to work with me, I can get you transferred.’

  Otley studied his thumbnail. ‘I was out of line at Southampton Row, but, that said’ – he shrugged – ‘I know you did a good job.’

  ‘Thank you,’ Tennison said, her sarcasm like a saw’s edge.

  Her last case with the Murder Squad had been a racial and political minefield. Teenage half-caste girl dug up in the back garden of a West Indian area seething with antagonism against the
  police. Despite this, Tennison had stuck to the job like a terrier with a bone. Tracked down and collared a young white bloke with a sickening, sadistic streak who liked taking photographs while
  buggering his schoolgirl victims.

  Otley was looking anywhere but at Tennison as she moved a stack of files from her chair and sat down. She stared at him a long moment, letting him sweat a little, and then flipped open the green
  cover of a file. She tapped the report.

  ‘I have a lot of catching up to do, so, come on . . . are you going to help me or not?’

  ‘I got an ID on the boy in the fire at Reynolds’s place,’ Otley volunteered. He took a folded sheet from the pocket of his crumpled suit. ‘He was a runaway, fifteen years
  old. Colin, known as Connie, Jenkins. All the state-run homes have their kids’ teeth checked on a regular basis and filed on record—’

  ‘What’s this boy got to do with Operation Contract?’ Tennison asked bluntly.

  There were connections here she couldn’t make. Otley and Hall seemed to be running some cowboy operation of their own. Plus there was an undercurrent in the department; she’d sensed
  it right away. Not unease exactly, more a kind of apathy. Lack of motivation. She had to get to the bottom line of all this before the whole bloody mess swamped her.

  She strode along with Otley to the Squad Room and up to the board.

  ‘It was supposed to be a slow start to a massive big cleanup.’ He swept out his hand. ‘All the areas targeted were those specifically used by rent boys.’ A glance at her
  under his brows. ‘It’s Halliday’s obsession.’

  ‘Yes . . . And?’

  ‘That’s what it is – cleanup operation.’

  ‘So what’s the big deal? Why has it been taking so long?’

  ‘Because it’s a bloody cock-up – if you’ll excuse the pun!’ Otley said with some heat. ‘The Guv’nor before you got dumped. Somebody had to take the
  blame.’

  Tennison saw a chink of light. The entire room, while ostensibly working, was taking in every word. Kathy and Norma were sitting at their VDUs, staring at the green screens. Otley was about to
  go on, checked himself, and looked towards Inspector Hall. Hall came up and the two men swapped some kind of coded message.

  Hall turned to Tennison, keeping his voice low.

  ‘Ma’am, a few of us think the same way. There was a leak, word got out. No gamblers, no boys on the streets.’ His tone turned bitter. ‘We spent weeks getting ready for a
  big swoop, all hush-hush . . . came out empty-handed. Surveillance trucks, uniformed and plainclothes officers – it was a fiasco. It had to be a leak but Chiswick and Halliday keep on pushing
  it.’

  Tennison looked at Otley standing a few feet away, head sunk on his shoulders, flipping through the pages of a report that just happened to be on the desk.

  Under the force of her gaze he raised his eyes. ‘I’d say, now, the buck stops with you.’

  She knew that. It was the sly curl of his lip she didn’t like.

  


  Chapter Three

  ‘So we stop, and old John looks at this unattended vehicle, he looks at me, we’re both wet behind the ears, and I said, “What do
  you think?” There it was, parked without lights in the middle of this copse on a housing estate in Cardiff . . . ’

  Chief Superintendent Kernan paused, smiling down at the man seated next to him at the top table, the ‘old John’ in question. Kennington, receding silver hair brushed back,
  distinguished, with a supercilious air, returned the smile. He puffed on his cigar, smiling and nodding at the great and the good gathered for his farewell dinner in the banqueting room of the
  Café Royal. Every senior-ranking policeman on the Metropolitan Force was here. These were colleagues he had worked with, served under, commanded during the nearly forty years of his rise to
  very near the top of the heap.
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