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For Mrs High, who was my Mrs Peters






first frost




Edith Darke pushes her hands deeper into her fleece against the cold, exhales a cloud of water vapour, and crunches her way down the snow-covered bank, stumbling onto the narrow path round the lake. A startled moorhen flaps its way across the ice and disappears into a dark thicket.

Edith smiles.

She’s the first human to tread here this morning – not surprising given the hour – and her size-five Caterpillars leave patterned tracks behind her in the almost perfect snow. Almost perfect because, though she may be the first human being to pass this way, she’s not the first creature. The sharp, pronged prints of birds crisscross the path ahead of her, lit by the glacial light of an almost full moon. And something larger. A fox, maybe? Or a small badger. Something with fat padded paws that have left deep imprints in the snow. She slips her phone from her pocket and snaps a quick pic so she can look it up later and add it to her diary. Maybe she’ll ask Mrs Peters if she recognises it.

Her hands crackle in the biting cold, and the three metal studs in her right ear are aching. She’s beginning to regret shaving her head quite so thoroughly yesterday. She prefers to keep it as short as possible, less hassle that way. Less chance Alice Clitherow can attach chewing gum to her in Economics and, of course, cheaper than going to a hairdresser. But maybe she should have settled for the number three guard this time, at least until the weather gets warmer. She tucks her hands back into her pockets. She could do with some gloves, and a hat maybe. But there’s no way they can afford that at the moment. She moves on along the path.

When she walks, it’s for the sake of walking, and she varies her route with her mood. She sets out early, sometimes 4 or 5am, and enjoys the way the landscape wakens with the dawn. Sometimes she heads west towards Bradfield. Or, if she feels like going the full distance, she’ll follow the River Don as it winds its way north and west through Deepcar and towards Penistone. The river’s a constant companion, stretching away towards its source deep in the Pennines. She never has the time to go all that far but one day she will, she promises herself. There’s something about moving backward along the flow of a river that makes her feel as though she’s travelling through time, walking into history, greeting the water as it barrels towards her on its endless journey.

This morning though, she settles for a quick circuit of Damflask Reservoir. She’s been here a lot lately but given the snow will slow her down, it makes sense to pick a shorter route than some of the others she could choose. She can’t afford to be late to school. Not again. And there’s the dark to consider. The reservoir is better lit than the river, the silvery moonlight reflecting off the vast expanse of water and the cold blue blanket of snow.

This is her time. The small part of the day she carves out for herself, away from responsibility. For the rest of the day, people will want things from her. Her mother, her teachers, even Alice Clitherow. She has many roles to play and she knows them all well. But this short window of opportunity at the start of each day is just for her, a couple of hours before her mother wakes and calls out in pain – real or imagined, Edith isn’t sure anymore.

Now she’s off the main road though, she’s beginning to rethink her choice. It’s becoming a chore just to lift each foot and put it down again in front of her. She doesn’t think she’ll get much farther before she’s forced to turn back.

The gunshot, when it comes, cracks loudly across the lake, startling a number of birds into flight. Edith stops still, the hair raised on the back of her neck and arms, her heart beating in her chest as she listens to the echo fade. Birdsong slowly returns to fill the empty space left behind. She knows what a gunshot sounds like. She has grown up around farms. It has a distinctive, deep crack, not at all like a car backfiring, like they’re always saying on those old cop shows her mother watches all the time. Edith’s not even sure what a car backfiring is. No, it was a gunshot, she’s positive. She glances round, unsure which direction the sound came from. It could be a hunter, she supposes, but people don’t hunt at the reservoir. Do they? Still, if it is a hunter, she doesn’t want to be mistaken for a deer. She quickens her pace a little and decides to head back to the main road above, rather than finish circumnavigating the lake as was her original idea.

The path opens out before reaching the main road, and there’s an abandoned boatshed here, with a concrete slip leading down into the half-frozen water. In the summer, it’s busy with canoeists and sailors, and all those people who seem to love messing around on the water. But this morning the area’s empty. This particular place is the reason she comes here so often. It’s where she feels closest to her father. She knows it’s silly. After all, she’s never met the man, doesn’t know anything about him. Except that he was here once. A long time ago. And that tiny piece of information gives this place a special hold on her heart.

Edith’s almost level with the boatshed when the man steps out and stops, staring straight at her. There’s a bare bulb hanging above the door and her own pace slows as their eyes lock in the eerie orange light. There’s something about the man, or perhaps it’s the sound of the gun still echoing inside her mind that makes her instantly wary. It’s early enough that there’s no one else around, not so much as a lone car passing on the road above them. Still he stares and Edith’s pace slows further. He’s slightly ahead of her but the path to the road branches off here and the ground beneath her feet is already rising. A few more paces and she’ll be properly ahead of him.

The man raises a hand in greeting and says something. She can’t quite make it out and yet his intent seems clear. Hey, can I trouble you for a moment? Or, Morning, you couldn’t just give me a hand…? His body language is open, friendly. He just needs a moment of her time. Edith finds herself slowing further, unwilling to fully commit to stopping but too polite to ignore someone who’s addressing her directly. But then she notices his eyes and they say something entirely different. She’s seen that look before, or something like it. It raises her hackles, provokes some primal instinct that she has long been in tune with. She runs.

She’s past him quickly as the path turns away from the boatshed and angles up to the road, but even from the corner of her eye she sees him break after her and this spurs her on even more. She’s a fast runner, often in the top five at cross-country, and now she’s running faster than she ever has before. She doesn’t look back, just pushes on, her progress hampered by the thick snow. It occurs to her that he won’t have that same problem, following in the tracks she’s leaving for him.

Even as she thinks it she stumbles, her feet catching on something hidden but her body continuing forward with the momentum. She falls, pushing her hands out to brace herself and landing with a soft thump, her face dipping into the ice-cold snow. She pushes herself up, convinced she’s about to feel his hands on her shoulders at any moment. She doesn’t stop to look but stumbles on, ignoring the cold wet crystals encrusting her fingers, ploughing on up the hill.

A few more seconds and she breaks free of the trees, skidding out onto the tarmac. The snow’s less deep here and she has a split second to choose a direction, left towards the village, the closest sanctuary, or right towards Sheffield. Either way leaves her dangerously exposed. She’s younger than him. Fitter. But that gunshot still reverberates in her head. She’ll be an easy target, the sole traveller in a pristine white landscape. All this goes through her mind in nanoseconds and her feet never slow. She leaps into the treeline on the far side of the road and careers down the bank, bare branches and twigs slapping and tearing at her face and clothes. Still she doesn’t stop, hurling herself through undergrowth she hopes will hide her tracks. On through the trees and bushes.

Time passes. Minutes that feel like hours. The cold air burns in her lungs and throat. Still she hasn’t looked back. He could be right on her heels or she could have lost him ages ago. The trees end suddenly and she bursts out into an empty field, changing direction without slowing, cutting diagonally across the corner towards the next copse. Her feet are betraying her, leaving their tell-tale marks in the snow.

And then, all at once she finds herself back in civilisation, emerging onto a housing estate she knows well. There’s a man de-icing his car for the morning commute. He frowns as she passes him at full tilt. It only occurs to her afterwards that she might have stopped and asked for help. She’s too intent on getting away, putting as much distance as possible between her and that man.

Finally, her lungs give out. She turns even as she slows and stops, but there’s no sign of him. The road behind her is empty. She pants out the crisp morning air, her heart hammering in her chest, every part of her burning and freezing. Adrenaline, she thinks, or what’s left of it. Her science teacher, Dr Erikson, would be pleased with her. The sticky sweat on her forehead and neck begins to chill and she starts to wonder if she imagined the whole thing.

And only now does she realise her mistake. She has led him back to her home. Or near enough. He didn’t need to chase her. He can simply follow her tracks. It has been snowing for days; why did it have to stop today?

Edith trots up some steps onto the walkway of the nearest block of flats. It isn’t her own home but the paths that lead through the buildings are covered over and free of snow. She can pick her way from one to another until she’s almost home. He might know the general direction she’s taken but at least he won’t be able to follow her to her door.

She tells herself she’s being stupid. She imagined it all, surely? Why would this man want to do her harm? But there are people like that, aren’t there? Her mother’s always warning her about strange men. And Mrs Abassi, the newsagent; she’s always telling her to be careful as well. But she always thought they were just worrying about her. It’s never occurred to her before that there might actually be someone out there who would want to seriously hurt her. Not like Alice and her gang, throwing snowballs with rocks in, tripping her up in the street. No, that everyday cruelty she’s used to. This was something else. Something… cold and dark and pitiless. Something she’d glimpsed for a moment in those eyes.

Edith lets herself in through the front door and closes it firmly behind her.

‘Edith? Is that you?’ The familiar voice travels down the stairs.

‘Yeah, Mum. I’ll be right there.’

‘I need you.’

‘Yes, I’m coming.’

Edith shrugs herself out of her fleece and unlaces her boots while sitting on the floor. Within minutes she’s consumed with her mother and the daily routine. So much so that she pushes the thought of the man with the cold eyes to the back of her mind. She says nothing to her mother. After all, it would only worry her.

But it comes back to her later, no matter how hard she tries to forget. Long after she’s bathed her mother and combed her hair, and made sure there’s a sandwich prepared for her for lunch – Not corned beef again, Edith, Jesus Christ! – and remade it. After she gets a telling off from Mrs Khatri for being late, and a more serious rebuke from Dr Erikson for not having completed her science homework. When she’s sitting in Miss Foster’s class, trying to concentrate on the English Civil War while simultaneously trying to ignore Alice Clitherow making farting noises behind her and giggling with her gang. Edith feels something hit her in the back and there’s another round of tittering from Alice and the girls.

Then someone whispers, ‘Freak!’ a bit too loudly, and Miss Foster stops mid-sentence, plainly aware something’s got out of her control, if not entirely sure what. The chatter dissipates and Miss Foster goes on, but for some reason Edith’s heart has started pounding again. It’s not the threat of Alice Clitherow though, nor the objects and insults they throw at her. She can deal with all that.

No. It’s the memory of that man’s hateful eyes that sends a chill down her spine, and the thought of what he wanted to do to her.




day one




The ICER recordings #112

(Archivists’ note: Voice analysis would indicate this is a voice not previously heard on any of the earlier recordings. As such it is labelled: Unidentified Caller 4. Investigations continue as to the identity of this caller [03/05/18])

Call received: 20:18 Friday 2nd Mar 2018

Duration: 2 minutes 49 seconds

Partial Transcript:

ICER  Go ahead.

Unidentified Caller 4 (clearing of throat) Is this…? I… I was told to call this number.

(Recording is silent for 4 seconds, some audible sound of breathing)

We have a problem. I was told you… you could help with… unusual situations. (pause 2 seconds) This is the Emergency contact number?

ICER  This number is out of service. I’m retired.

UC4  Yes, I was told that too. But… under the circumstances, it was hoped you might… reconsider.

ICER  What circumstances?

UC4  Well… this problem, you see… it’s potentially… that is to say… this might be a problem for you as well.

ICER  I don’t respond well to threats.

UC4  No, no, no, no! I didn’t mean to… that is… Shit! (Inaudible speech 1 second) What I mean is the… the problem that needs sorting is connected to a previous problem that you… sorted for us. A while ago. If you remember the name of the guy was—

ICER  No names. Give me the file number.

UC4  Oh… sorry… just a minute (pause 3 seconds) Case number zero zero zero one. Oh! I guess that was the first one?

(recording is silent for 4 seconds)

ICER  That was a while ago.

UC4  Anyway, someone’s given a folder of information to the police – we think we know who, we’ve had our eye on him for a while now – but the bigger problem is that Stevens… Shit! Sorry, I mean, our man on the inside had to take… shall we say… precipitate action, and it’s left us vulnerable. (pause 1 second) It’s left us all vulnerable.

ICER  So you’re asking me to clear up your man’s mess and deal with the leak?

UC4  A sort of two birds, one stone approach, if you catch my drift. (laughter)

ICER  Double the usual fee.

UC4  Double?

ICER  There’s no negotiation here. Take it or leave it.

UC4  Can you just hang on a minute? (Recording is silent for 9 seconds. Sounds of mumbled conversation, content inaudible) Yes, that… that will be fine. So… how do we finalise the details?

ICER  I need full names and recent photographs. Use a messaging service that can’t be traced. If I agree to the job you’ll receive the bank details for transfer. Payment in full, in advance.

UC4  That’s… fine. Er… there’s a possibility we may need… one other problem dealing with. We think the informant might have been talking to someone else as well. Someone with a familial connection to case zero zero zero one. We were wondering, would you be prepared to…?

ICER  (pause 3 seconds) Yes, yes I would. In fact, I’d be delighted.

Call ends 20:21


The man with the scar on his cheek treads carefully up the steps built into the side of the hill, the biting wind forcing its way up and over his collar, sending a chill down his back. His shoes crunch through the deep snow, the noise louder than he might have expected. There’s that dull flatness to the air that heavy snowfall creates. The white fields around him reflect every sound, every glare. It’s dazzling.

Near the top of the hill he turns and looks back across the city below. Sheffield is blackened and dull, its usually distinctive sandstone buildings blanched of colour by the grey sky hanging heavy overhead and the impenetrable banks of white surrounding it. At least it’s stopped snowing. For now.

He walks on, turning left and working his way towards the towering expanse of the Park Hill Flats. An elderly man totters towards him across the icy pavement, leaning heavily on a walking stick. A gang of kids, six – no, seven of them – are gathered at the top of the overgrown path that leads back down to the station. One of them spots an opportunity and points, and soon all seven are peeling away from the path, crossing the road, heading straight for the man with the stick. One or two fall behind the pack as they stoop to gather fistfuls of snow but the three in the lead stay on target, closing the distance until they are alongside the man. They walk with him, chatting amiably at first.

The man with the scar on his cheek quickens his pace.

The elderly man senses danger but can do no more than politely field their enquiries. His own pace quickens, and he starts to take risks with his footing. One of the stragglers lets loose a snowball that hits the man low on his overcoat, a shot across the bow, as it were. The boys snicker. They’re all boys, the man with the scar notes, most of them barely into double figures. One of the ringleaders, the youngest-looking, perhaps only seven or eight, jostles the man slightly and he stumbles.

‘Hey!’ shouts the man with the scar, but the boys are still too far away and if they hear him they don’t acknowledge it. They have the scent of blood now, the victim displays ever more vulnerability as he raises his stick in a useless but provocative gesture.

The man with the scar begins to run but he knows he’s too late. One of the pack leaders pushes out a leg while another barks in the old man’s face, causing him to flinch and step back. He trips on the outstretched leg and two more snowballs make contact in quick succession, one to his abdomen, one glancing off his ear. The old man goes down.

The man with the scar shouts again as he closes the gap and the boys look up, aware perhaps they’ve gone too far but still revelling in the thrill of the attack. One of them, the youngster, shouts, ‘Mind your own business, fuck-tard!’ But they back off all the same.

He helps the elderly gentleman to his feet. ‘You okay?’

The old man nods nervously but doesn’t speak.

The boys close ranks and several begin scooping up more snow from the icy ground.

‘You don’t want to do that.’

The boys laugh as though he’s said something ridiculous. Perhaps he has. If he’s misjudged the situation and these are more than just school kids hyped up on jellied sweets, then he knows the odds are not good. Seven on one, and the old man to protect as well. As young as they are, they could still do some damage. But as long as they’re still gathering snow and not reaching for knives he thinks he can manage.

The ringleader sneers. ‘Who the fuck are you anyway?’

‘Tyler!’ says a voice from behind, and Tyler turns to see a familiar face crossing the road to join them. ‘Detective Sergeant Tyler. So unless you want to get hauled down the cop shop you best fuck off out of it, the lot of you.’

Tyler turns back to face the gang. They grumble and swear but several fists unclench and powdered snow falls back to the ground. There are a few more choice remarks from the ringleader but as some of the others break apart and melt back into the frozen landscape, he must realise the odds are shortening and decides on a tactical withdrawal. In one last stubborn act of defiance he throws the snowball in his hand. It falls short by a few feet and the boy and his lieutenants drift slowly back into the bushes.

Tyler helps the old man negotiate the kerb and watches until he reaches the relative safety of the main road.

‘I had it under control,’ he says as the newcomer arrives at his side. The high-pitched voices of the kids are fading into the distance behind them.

DI Jim Doggett smiles at him and pats him on the back. ‘You’re welcome,’ he says.



Tyler sits opposite Doggett and watches him. The DI licks a speck of brown sauce from his finger, then uses the wet tip to pick up a few errant crumbs from the plate. He washes them down with a gulp of weak tea, smacks his lips, and leans back in the chair. ‘So,’ he says. ‘Anything?’

Tyler picks up his own mug of black coffee and shakes his head. ‘I searched her place again last night.’

Doggett tips the chair back onto its hind legs. ‘What’s that, the third time now?’

It’s the fifth, but Tyler doesn’t tell him that. In fact, he has nothing new to say. It makes him question the point of these daily briefings Doggett insists upon, when neither of them have anything new to report. But he knows the answer to that question really. Neither of them are ready to give up either.

Doggett blows out his cheeks and rocks back and forth like a school kid. He’s a thin, wiry man – all hair and creases, as Tyler once heard Guy Daley describe him. He pushes the thought of Daley to the back of his mind. He’s getting quite good at that.

Tyler can almost see Doggett thinking, hoping perhaps that the answers they’ve been looking for will strike him in a moment of inspiration. His face creases even further as he comes up empty once again.

It has been three weeks since DCI Diane Jordan disappeared. She drove out of town in her Subaru on the Friday evening and, as far as anyone can tell, she never came back. The alarm was raised almost immediately when she didn’t turn up for work on Saturday morning. Tyler wasn’t the only one who was concerned; the last time Jordan took time off without notice was for an emergency appendectomy three years ago, and even then she’d managed to text someone as they were wheeling her into surgery.

When there was still no news of her on the Sunday there wasn’t a single member of the team who wasn’t deeply concerned but Tyler more so than most. Because Jordan’s more than a boss. She’s his godmother, his maternal role model, his friend. She’s the woman who saved him when he was at his lowest ebb.

He let himself into her house for the first time that evening and looked for anything that might explain her absence. But there was nothing. The house was a mess, clothes and belongings flung all over the place, but that in itself was not unusual. Diane isn’t the most fastidious of housekeepers. But there was no sign she intended on being away for any length of time. He’d gone straight to Superintendent Stevens who, to his credit – and Tyler really didn’t enjoy giving the man credit – had taken his concerns far more seriously than might have been expected.

The café doors slide open to let in some new patrons and a blast of ice-cold air fights its way past the heat curtain and cools the back of Tyler’s neck.

‘She can’t have just disappeared,’ Doggett says. He’s probably said it a dozen times by now and it’s no more convincing this time than the last eleven. They both know people disappear all the time. They know that better than anyone.

‘What are we missing?’ Tyler asks.

The DI rocks on his chair. ‘We’ve been through it a hundred times.’

‘So we go through it a hundred more!’ Tyler’s voice is louder than he means it to be, and the couple sitting opposite look up. Doggett simply nods. Tyler takes another mouthful of coffee. It’s already cold.

The chair settles back to the floor and Doggett puts his elbows on the table and steeples his fingers. ‘Okay,’ he says. ‘She went south-west, towards the Peaks. So where was she headed? Whirlow? Dore?’

‘Or Manchester.’

Doggett shakes his head. ‘If she was Manchester-bound, she’d have taken the Snake Pass. It’s quicker. And the cameras would have picked her up on the other side.’

‘Only if she made it that far.’

The last CCTV footage they have is from a garage forecourt on Ecclesall Road. Over the past weeks they’ve all taken turns following the various roads Diane could have taken from there. Himself, Doggett, Rabbani… half of South Yorkshire Police probably.

‘There’s no sign of an accident,’ Doggett says. ‘Let’s hold on to that.’

But the snow had started not long after and they both know that if she’d gone off one of the passes and into any of the deep ravines that line the major routes through the Peaks, her car could easily still be covered. Tyler pushes the thought out of his mind. Doggett’s right, there are no signs of anything like that. And both Derbyshire Police and the Peak District Mountain Rescue Organisation seem adamant she’s not out there somewhere. He just wishes he believed them.

Doggett picks up what’s left of his bacon sandwich. ‘Someone’s nobbled her,’ he says, and sinks his teeth into soft white bread.

‘We don’t know that.’

‘True enough,’ Doggett says, chewing his words along with his mouthful. ‘But…’ He pauses to swallow. ‘… we don’t know I’m not gonna be on the Queen’s Honours List this year either, but we can hazard a fair guess.’

Tyler turns away and looks out at the snow. Somewhere behind him a milk steamer is hissing. ‘She’s alive,’ he says, and immediately feels guilty for voicing the thought, as though it implies the opposite.

‘Maybe.’ Doggett finishes his breakfast and drains the last of his tea. ‘But if she is, someone’s got her.’

‘Who? Why?’

‘That’s exactly what we need to work out.’

Tyler pauses, unwilling to voice the thought that jumps into his head. The same thought this conversation of theirs always leads to, the same thought every conversation with Doggett leads to, and has done for the past year or more – the death of his father, Richard Tyler.

‘Do you think it’s connected?’ he says, finally. He doesn’t need to say more, the shorthand he and Doggett have established is becoming increasingly effective.

‘I don’t see how,’ Doggett says, just as he always does. ‘Jordan didn’t know anything about that.’

And Tyler replies, just as he always does. ‘That we know of.’

His mobile vibrates in his pocket and he pulls it out and reads the name Laura Franklin on the screen. His chest tightens.

Doggett must read something in his expression. ‘What?’ he asks.

‘Our new Assistant Chief Constable.’

‘Well? Answer it then.’

He lifts the mobile to his ear. ‘Any news, ma’am?’

There’s a slight pause. ‘I’m sorry, Tyler, no. Nothing.’

Doggett’s watching him intently across the table so he shakes his head. The scruffy little man sighs and falls back in his chair.

‘There’s a case, Tyler. Body found this morning out at Damflask Reservoir.’ And then, as though she’s read his mind, she adds, ‘Male body.’

He can’t help breathing a sigh of relief. ‘Ma’am, I—’

‘Before you start, Tyler, this is a cold case. I need your expertise on it.’

‘You need me out of the way,’ he tells her. She’s trying to distract him so that he doesn’t involve himself with the investigation into Jordan’s disappearance.

Doggett looks up and rolls his eyes. He mouths the word, careful, across the table. At least Tyler thinks that’s what it was.

‘Either way, DS Tyler, this isn’t a request. I’ll text you the location. Oh, I’m assuming DI Doggett’s with you at the moment?’

Tyler hesitates. How could she possibly know that? ‘He is.’

‘Then you can save me a phone call and ask him to tag along as well. I want him as SIO on this.’ She hangs up on him.

‘We’ve got a case,’ Tyler tells Doggett.

‘We?’

‘She wants us both on it.’

Doggett shrugs. ‘Must be because we work so well together,’ he says, grinning.



Detective Constable Amina Rabbani looks across the water at some little black birds with white heads that are flapping their way to the far bank. Ducks? She doesn’t think so but she’s always been a bit rubbish with birds. It’s beautiful out here. The dam wall itself is effectively a long road bridge across the southern end of the water and that’s where Mina stands now, her back to the road and nothing but a small stone wall between her and the vast expanse of water. It’s a magnificent view, even more so with the wooded landscape to either side coated in snow. She shivers and clutches the arms of her faux leather jacket.

‘Not exactly dressed for it, are you?’

She turns to see DI Doggett trudging towards her along the pavement.

‘I didn’t exactly expect to be freezing me arse off out here this morning.’

She’d dressed for the office which, due to a faulty thermostat, is experiencing an unseasonable heatwave. That, and the fact she’d been running late again, so she’d grabbed the first jacket that came to hand when she ran out of the house. For some reason there had been no sign of the fur-collared, fleece-lined puffer jacket she’d bought last week. No doubt it was just a coincidence that her cousin had been round last night, although Priti’s inquiry – Is that Michael Kors? – cast some suspicion on the matter. Maybe her cousin didn’t believe her when Mina told her it was just River Island. Or maybe she didn’t care as much as the lip curl had suggested.

Despite his question, Doggett hasn’t made any concessions to the weather either, dressed as he is in his usual uniform of un-ironed striped blue shirt and brown chinos. The crumpled three-quarter-length coat’s the same one he always wears, as well. At least Mina has a scarf and gloves.

‘Never mind,’ says Doggett. ‘Jill will have us all wrapped in polythene before you know it.’ He gestures down to the reservoir below them and the old boatshed where Jill Harris is bossing about her SOCOs and making sure no one steps anywhere they shouldn’t.

Jill is the main reason Mina’s standing about waiting in the cold. The crime scene manager wouldn’t let her in until the others arrived. ‘No point contaminating everything twice. DS Vaughan’s done enough damage already. I’d rather the rest of you went in together.’

Jenny Vaughan had scowled across at them at the sound of her own name. Having recently transferred from Doncaster to make up numbers, Vaughan had yet to win herself many fans. The poor woman can’t do right for doing wrong. Mina wonders how much of that is Vaughan’s fault though, or whether it has more to do with her filling a dead man’s shoes.

‘What’s it like down there?’ Doggett asks.

‘I’m not sure,’ Mina admits. ‘But from what I’ve gathered so far, it’s a bit… unusual.’

Doggett looks as though he wants to ask more but he doesn’t. He’s always banging on at her about how important it is to make your own appraisal of a scene, to not let your perceptions be coloured by the opinions of others, so maybe he’s trying to set a good example. More than likely he’s just refusing to ask because he knows she wants him to. It’s like he gets off on being an awkward bastard. She consoles herself with the thought that it’ll be killing him she might know more than he does.

‘Where’s Tyler?’ she asks.

Another shrug. ‘He was right behind me but he drives like an old woman.’

She realises that’s what Doggett’s waiting for now, Tyler’s arrival. She is too, of course, and once again she isn’t looking forward to seeing him. He’s taken to checking up on her lately, and asking if she’s all right all the time. But it’s as though he’s doing it because he thinks he has to rather than out of genuine concern. It’s infinitely more annoying than when he used to just ignore her. And – Damn him! – it makes her feel so much more guilty about what she’s agreed to do.

He has been different recently. Certainly, since DCI Jordan went missing. But now she thinks about it, it’s longer than that.

Ever since Daley.

Mina can’t help herself, her mind flashes back to that night in the Botanical Gardens a few months ago looking down into the Bear Pit at Guy Daley’s body slumped in a heap. She’d been the first to reach him, faster than the injured Tyler, and had gone straight into first-aid mode, tearing off her jumper and using it to try and plug the holes in Daley’s chest. She’d never felt so useless, his warm blood soaking through in seconds, pumping its way over her hands and wrists, running in a thick itchy trail down to her elbow.

She shudders and rubs her arms again.

‘You okay?’ Doggett asks, displaying an uncharacteristic concern of his own. Perhaps they’re all a bit different since that night in the Gardens.

‘I’m fine,’ she says, and he nods in a manner that somehow manages to convey the fact that he doesn’t believe a word of it.

Tyler arrives and pulls up onto the kerb, risking his tyres getting stuck in the deep snow. Doggett heads across to meet him but Mina stays where she is. She watches the DS get out of the car and the two of them exchange a few words by the roadside. Here we go again! It’s only a short conversation but given their history it’s remarkably civil. A casual acquaintance might think this makes sense, they both care about Jordan enough to put their differences aside and work together to find her. But it’s more than that. And whatever it is they’re up to, it’s her job to find out.

Doggett heads off towards the path that leads down to the reservoir but Tyler crosses the road to meet her. He looks out across the semi-frozen water.

‘You okay?’ he asks, and Mina resists the urge to sigh. ‘What have we got?’

She points to the boatshed. ‘Dog walker was coming round the lake this morning and the door to this boatshed thing was open. Apparently the place has been abandoned for a while and it’s usually locked. The dog ran in and she went in after it. Found a body.’

Tyler nods, still looking out at the dark water. ‘That’s it?’

‘That’s all I’ve got so far. Jill’s trying to limit any further contamination of evidence. The dog and its owner have already made enough of a mess down there apparently.’ She leaves out DS Vaughan’s involvement. No need to drop her in it any further.

‘Right,’ he says. He turns to look at her for the first time and frowns. ‘Aren’t you a bit cold in that?’

‘Yes.’

‘Right.’ He seems to consider this for a moment but obviously decides not to pursue it. ‘Come on, then. Let’s see what she’s got for us.’



Doggett whistles one long descending note. ‘Well,’ he says. ‘That’s a new one, all right!’

The boatshed is bigger than Tyler would have imagined, a good thirty or forty feet end to end and maybe fifteen feet across. Big enough to have held a lifeboat perhaps, although it seems unlikely the RNLI would have had a rescue boat on a reservoir. Unless it was for training, he supposes. But Doggett assures them the place has only ever been used to store equipment for the university sailing club. There are still a handful of items lying about, visible under the flickering light of the one remaining fluorescent strip – a couple of deflated life vests, a long oar held up on one wall by two large rusting iron brackets, a chalkboard with faint markings still visible even in the gloom of the shed – but the bulk of whatever equipment used to be stored here is now in a purpose-built facility a little ways around the lake. Doggett’s inside knowledge comes courtesy of a dalliance he once had with a South African canoeist named Thelma, the details of which he was only too happy to share while they were suiting up outside.

The building has two entrances. The first is a regular, human-sized doorway at the end nearest the road. The three of them – Tyler, Doggett and Rabbani – had filed through in their matching white scene-of-crime outfits, with Jill shouting instructions at them to be careful. The wooden floor of the shed slopes downward away from them towards the second entrance, a pair of enormous wooden doors that take up most of the far wall and open onto the lake. At one time whatever boats were stored in the shed could be wheeled down the sloping wooden jetty directly into the water but, even if there were still boats here, that would no longer be possible, given that a substantial section of the floor at that end is missing.

They found Dr Emma Ridgeway squatting precariously close to the hole in the floor, looking down into the darkness beneath. She’d beckoned them forward. ‘Appreciate yer coming slowly,’ she’d said through her mask with her southern US twang. ‘Don’t y’all fall into my crime scene.’ And with that the two SOCOs flanking her finished setting up the arc lamps and switched them on.

Cue Doggett’s whistle.

Lying just beneath the wooden planks of the boatshed floor is the shallow edge of the reservoir. Resting in the half-frozen water is the body of an adult male. He’s curled into a foetal position with his wrists and ankles bound together with what looks like rope. The details are remarkably clear. The flesh of the body appears to have shrunken slightly and there are dark mottled patches all over his skin but it’s still easy enough to make out his features, even through the permafrost that covers him. He looks to be in his early to mid-twenties at most.

‘Frozen solid,’ Ridgeway informs them. ‘But starting to thaw.’

‘Bloody hell!’ says Rabbani.

‘I guess that about covers it.’ Ridgeway straightens up and steps back so they can take turns peering into the hole. ‘Adult male, dressed in some kind of work boots and overalls. There’s a symbol on the arm, looks like a hammer. Or a tool of some kind, I guess.’

‘It’s a hammer,’ Tyler says, his stomach turning in recognition. He glances at Doggett and the DI nods. ‘This is why Franklin wanted us here?’

Ridgeway nods. ‘She thought it could be related to a cold case and you’d wanna be involved.’

How the hell could Franklin know that?

‘And me?’ asks Doggett. ‘Any particular reason I’m freezing m’ knackers off as well?’

‘You’re here, Detective Inspector, because of this.’ Ridgeway turns and treads carefully towards the side wall of the boatshed. She lifts the torch to illuminate what looks like a darker patch of wall about six feet from the ground. The blood has hit the wooden panels with some force and is splayed out in a rough circle. Gravity has pulled the thicker red at the centre downward in three distinctive streaks. Tyler always thinks of those Rorschach inkblot tests when he sees blood spatter patterns. This one looks like some obscene three-stemmed flower. A dandelion with its tiny red seeds flying away. He wonders what that says about him. If anything.

Ridgeway uses the torch beam like a pointer. ‘Gunshot back spatter. From the height, I think it’s safe to say it was a head wound. There’re no visible fragments of bone or brain matter but we’re most likely gonna find ’em.’

‘Fatal?’ Tyler asks.

Ridgeway hesitates and then nods. ‘Yes, sir. I’d say so.’

Doggett tuts. ‘If not, he’s certainly got a headache.’

‘He?’ Tyler asks faintly. He’s not sure anyone else heard but Doggett steps closer and lowers his voice.

‘Diane’s five foot nothing,’ he says softly. ‘Unless she was standing on a box, it’s not her.’

Tyler nods. He’s missing things. Obvious things. He needs to focus. ‘Anything else?’ he asks Ridgeway.

‘There’s more blood on the floor where the body likely fell but not a lot else so far. No body, no bullet, no signs of struggle. Jill’s team are examining the local area, just in case the victim wandered off somewhere and collapsed but it looks very much like whoever killed the guy took the body with him. Cleanly too, apart from that.’ She points at the blood spatter on the wall. ‘I guess he either ran out of time or was disturbed in some way, or he wouldn’t have left the mess that he did.’

Rabbani is crouched over the body in the hole. ‘And it couldn’t be this bloke?’ she asks. ‘I mean, I know we can’t see a bullet hole but it doesn’t mean there isn’t one… somewhere.’

Ridgeway gestures to the SOCO standing by and he steps forward to begin collecting samples from the wall. She inches her way carefully back over the busted planks towards them. ‘The blood’s fresh. It’s been there a few hours at most. This guy’s been frozen a lot longer than that.’

Doggett sucks air in through his teeth and sighs heavily. ‘We have a body that could be connected to an old crime then and evidence connected to a new one.’ He turns to Tyler. ‘Looks like Franklin’s got a team-up on her mind.’

‘Good job we work so well together,’ Tyler says, and Doggett grins again. Above her mask, Rabbani’s eyes roll.

‘So,’ Doggett asks Ridgeway, ‘how the fuck are you gonna get him out?’

Ridgeway turns to face him. ‘That there, sir, is the sixty-four billion dollar question.’

They all stand there staring down at the body in silence for a few moments. The wind whistles through the slats in the slipway doors. Somewhere behind him, Tyler can hear water dripping. At least, he hopes it’s water. Another scratching sound makes him turn and glance back at the SOCO, who is scraping some kind of metal tool across the blood-stained wooden planks.

It’s not her, he tells himself. It can’t be.



‘How are we going to do this?’ Tyler asks Doggett.

They’re standing on the bridge again, looking down at the SOCOs securing the scene of the crime. There are white-clad figures crawling all over the equally white landscape. The glare of the winter sun reflecting off the ice is dazzling. Rabbani’s a little further down the road re-interviewing the dog walker who found the body.

Doggett sucks some saliva through his teeth. ‘We can’t establish much until the evidence has been fully collected and fuck knows how long it’s gonna take to get that body out! Why don’t you head back and start things rolling there? No point all of us freezing our arses off.’

It makes sense but Tyler knows that Doggett often has an agenda he doesn’t tell you about.

‘You recognised the logo, didn’t you?’

The DI stares out at the dark flat surface of the reservoir. ‘Of course I did. Demeter Fabrications. I’ve looked at that case file a thousand times.’

A little over a year ago Jim Doggett had told Tyler something that had changed his life – that his father hadn’t taken his own life, as he’d always been told, but that he had in fact been murdered. Doggett told him Richard Tyler had come to him the week before he died to tell him about a conspiracy he’d uncovered, something involving old cases he’d been looking into. And then, only a week later, he was dead.

For more than a year the two of them had gone over every case Richard had been looking into before he died, a large number of them cold cases from years before. But there was one case that was more recent. The death of a security guard killed during the robbery of a steel factory. It had happened only a month or so before Richard died, in 2002.

‘We never found any link between Demeter and any of the other cases,’ Tyler says.

‘We didn’t have a body then.’

‘You think this body is from way back then? It was sixteen years ago.’

‘I don’t know, maybe the body’s from back then or maybe just the uniform is. All I’m saying is I recognised that logo.’

‘So did Franklin. How could she possibly know about that case?’

Doggett shrugs. It’s his signature move and he’s very good at it. ‘She was around back then. It’s possible she could have remembered it.’

‘But she can’t have been to the crime scene already this morning.’

‘Nope. Which means someone who has been here, told her about it.’

Tyler finds himself looking around at the team of officers and SOCOs working the area. It was unnerving to think they had a colleague reporting things over their heads but the alternative was worse; that somehow Franklin could have known in advance what they were going to find.

Doggett sends a flurry of snow skittering over the edge to the frozen surface of the reservoir. ‘I suggest you start by digging out that file.’

‘What are you going to do?’

‘I’ll stick around here for now, in case the SOCOs turn up anything in the woods.’

‘You hoping for a trail of footprints to lead you to the killer?’ Tyler kicks at some ice himself. He’s not good at sarcasm but he must have managed to convey some of his feeling because Doggett smiles.

‘Something like that.’ He reaches out suddenly and puts a hand on Tyler’s arm. ‘This doesn’t change anything, right? We work this case, and we see where it leads us and whether it helps us with our… other little project.’ Doggett makes bunny ear motions with his fingers around the last words. ‘But our main focus is still finding Jordan. If we have to work twenty-four hours a day, we’ll bloody well find her.’

Tyler wants to believe him but the truth is they both know they’re running out of options. The first twenty-four hours are the most crucial in a missing person’s case. If Diane hasn’t been found by now it’s either because she doesn’t want to be or… It has to be that.

Down the road, Rabbani has finished with the dog-walker and stands jogging on the spot, rubbing her arms. Doggett points her out. ‘You’d best take that one with you as well before we end up with another frozen corpse on our hands.’

Tyler can’t help smiling but then he remembers the crime scene and the frozen body staring up at them from the ice. ‘Have you ever seen anything like that?’ he asks. ‘I mean, how does someone end up frozen in a lake?’

‘It’s a reservoir,’ says Doggett. ‘And no, I haven’t.’

‘It has to have been staged, surely?’

Doggett nods. ‘That body hasn’t been lying there since 2002. Which means someone put it there deliberately.’

‘Before or after they shot someone else in the head and carried the body away?’

‘Precisely. We’ve got too many questions and not enough answers.’

Tyler feels his mobile vibrate in his pocket and he hurries to dig it out. It could be news. It could be her. But it’s not. He reads the message in silence, pauses for a moment and then slips the phone back into his jeans.

‘Anything?’ asks Doggett.

Tyler rubs his hands together against the cold. ‘Our new ACC again. She wants to see Rabbani and me, as soon as we get back.’

‘Cheer up, son.’ Doggett grins. ‘You never know, it might be good news.’

Tyler leaves him there chuckling to himself and goes to fetch Rabbani.



Mina stares out of the car window at the bank of snow piled next to her. The radio chatters away with some mid-morning talk show, the voice of the presenter almost as irritating as that of the caller, who has dialled in apoplectic about the number of homeless littering the city’s streets.

‘Do we have to listen to this?’ She doesn’t mean to sound so sharp and the fact she’s given away her frustration annoys her even more.

Tyler ceases his drumming on the steering wheel and glances at her. He leans forward and switches off the radio.

‘Thanks,’ she says.

If he notices her prickly behaviour he says nothing about it, just continues to stare out of the windscreen at the endless line of stationary red lights visible ahead of them. The rush hour has spread long and dug in deep, the commuters starting later than usual after their morning ritual of de-icing the car. Mina shivers and flicks the air vent so that the blast of warm stale air hits her square in the face. The window next to her begins to fog up with condensation.

‘You okay?’ Tyler asks without looking at her, but not because he’s actually noticed her mood. It’s just another one of his annoying attempts to be human.

‘I’m fine!’ she says, and she can hear the petulance in her own voice. Her mother’s voice echoes in response. Ay, Mina, stop acting like a child! She sighs heavily and closes her eyes for a moment, calming her frustration. After all, he isn’t the sole reason she’s out of sorts. You should never have agreed to it, says the voice in her head, and her arms break out in goosebumps. ‘What were you and Doggett talking about?’

‘Nothing really.’

‘There,’ she snaps before she can help herself. ‘That’s what’s wrong.’

He turns in his seat slightly so that he’s facing her. He stares at her for a moment in that way that always makes her feel so uncomfortable. Not like he’s eyeing her up – not in a sexual sense anyway – but as though he’s analysing her, working out in his own very particular way who she is and what she’s about. It’s the same thing he does with suspects, she realises. But it’s long past time they had this talk and she isn’t a suspect. Even if she does feel guilty enough to be one. She turns in her own seat and forces herself to meet his eye. She knows this trick. He’s trying to make her speak first. She isn’t going to be the one to break. So what if it’s childish! She crosses her arms.

He smiles. ‘Talk to me, Mina.’

‘That’s my point,’ she tells him. ‘You don’t talk to me. You never talk about anything. I have to drag every little bit of information out of you and even then I’m not sure if you’re telling me everything.’ She trails off, slightly embarrassed at her own tirade. No, I’m not gonna back down. ‘We need to start communicating better or…’ She stops.

‘Or what?’

‘I don’t know,’ she says, feeling her cheeks warm. ‘We just do, that’s all.’

Or someone else is gonna end up dead. That’s what she had been about to say. But that isn’t fair. She doesn’t really blame him for Daley. Does she? Is that why I agreed to do this?

‘Okay. Doggett was telling me that the logo on the arm of the uniform was from a company called Demeter Fabrications. He recognised it from an old case involving a murdered security guard back in 2002. He wants us to look into it.’

Liar. The thought brings her up short. She’s never caught him in an outright lie before but she’d seen the look in his eyes back at the reservoir and he’d recognised that logo just as much as Doggett had. ‘That’s it? That’s all he said?’

Tyler shrugs. ‘I guess I’m not the only one who likes to keep secrets.’

For a moment she thinks he means her and she can’t stop herself blushing. But he’s referring to Doggett. He means it as a joke, but she knows he still isn’t telling her everything. The pair of them think no one’s noticed this new-found camaraderie that’s sprung up between them but she has. On the surface they argue just as much as they used to and they’re careful around the office to make it obvious that one can barely tolerate the presence of the other, but she’s seen them when they don’t think they’re being watched. On smoke breaks at the end of the car park, fielding mysterious phone calls from each other. If it wasn’t so laughable she might believe there was something romantic going on between them. But that is laughable. The DCI going missing might explain some of it but it’s been going on longer than that. It’s something else. Something they’re doing their best to keep her out of, and the fact they might be doing that for her own good doesn’t make it any less annoying.

But the impetus she’d felt a few moments ago has faded and she can no longer bring herself to pursue it. Fine, let them have their secrets. She’s a detective now too. She’ll find out what they’re up to on her own.

As the traffic inches forward and Tyler turns his attention back to the road, Mina takes out her mobile and googles Demeter Fabrications. As she reads she becomes aware of Tyler glancing in her direction whenever the traffic allows. Bollocks to him! She’s not going to volunteer any information until he asks.



Assistant Chief Constable Laura Franklin welcomes Tyler and Rabbani into the conference suite. It’s a grand title for what is effectively just a meeting room cordoned off at one end of the office but titles are important. Like Assistant Chief Constable. Important enough that she’s pretty much commandeered this room as her own since she arrived. She gestures that they should take a seat, using both hands to point to either side of the table. She’s splitting them up, Tyler realises. Divide and conquer.

She’s a small woman, in terms of both height and build, and yet there’s nothing diminutive about her presence, not least because she comes with a mighty reputation for dealing with trouble.

She’s tidy and precise in every way, with her cropped grey hair and her shiny pleated uniform. The opposite to Jordan, in fact. And even Superintendent Stevens has been known to loosen his tie once in a while. Tyler can’t imagine this woman ever loosening anything. Certainly not the leash she has already effectively placed around his neck by forcing him to work this cold case. What is she up to?

To give her some credit, however, she doesn’t wait for him to ask about Diane. ‘There’s still no more news, I’m afraid,’ she tells him specifically, as the two of them file in and sit down at the conference table. ‘We’re doing everything we can, I promise you that, Adam.’

He baulks at the use of his name. No one at work calls him Adam. No one except Diane. But he appreciates the sentiment behind the update nevertheless. He nods an acknowledgment and she nods back.

‘Right,’ she says, ‘down to business.’ She tosses a manila folder to each of them and Rabbani meets his eye as they retrieve them. She seems worried about something. She often looks nervous around the ACC but he supposes that’s understandable. Lately though she’s begun to seem anxious around him as well. She’d seemed pissed off at him in the car but that’s nothing new. It’s more than that though. Unless he’s misreading things again; normally he’d rely on Diane to tell him if it was that.

As Tyler leafs through the reports inside, he wonders how Franklin’s found time to put this together, to get so involved in something that’s so far beneath her purview. Assistant Chief Constables are there to attend press conferences and political parties where their sole purpose as far as he can see is to press the flesh, and try to wring more money out of the government. Why is she so involved in this case, so quickly?

‘In the summer of 2002,’ she goes on, ‘there was a robbery at a steelworks in the Don Valley called—’

‘Demeter Fabrications Limited.’ It’s a small win, intended to demonstrate that he knows stuff too. But he catches Rabbani shaking her head slightly and grimacing.

‘Very good,’ Franklin says, apparently unfazed. ‘I see someone’s done their homework. You must thank DI Doggett for me.’ She meets his eye directly with an inscrutable expression she’s very good at. ‘As I was saying. In 2002 Demeter Fabrications were a struggling steel manufacturer specialising in parts for construction machinery and farm equipment. On the 23rd of August their factory was broken into and the safe robbed. The owner of the business was a little old school when it came to operating in cash, no doubt one of the reasons his business didn’t make it through the financial crisis of ’08. So there was a significant amount of money in the safe at the time, some fifty thousand pounds which was never recovered. Added to this, the security guard who was working that night received a blow to the head that killed him. It was a big news story at the time so if this body we’ve found does have some link to that case I would very much like to know about it before the media does.’

‘I’m curious, ma’am,’ Tyler asks. ‘Do you have a personal interest in the case?’

Franklin blinks at him without speaking.

‘It’s just that you seem very well informed about a body that was only discovered a few hours ago. I wondered if you were involved in the original investigation.’

‘I don’t know what you’ve been used to in the past, DS Tyler, but it’s my job to be very well informed. I make it my business to be aware of everything I’m in charge of. And everyone.’ She stands up. ‘Now, if there are no further questions, I’ll leave you to familiarise yourself with the details.’ She clearly has no intention of answering the question he didn’t quite ask.

Rabbani stands up as well and Tyler reluctantly follows her, picking up the folder Franklin’s prepared for them. How has she managed it so quickly? Unless… she was already looking into this for some reason.

Rabbani makes it to the door first but as Tyler turns to follow Franklin speaks again. ‘A moment, DS Tyler.’

Rabbani hesitates and then lets the door close behind her.

‘Take a seat,’ she says again.

She waits for him to comply and then sits down herself, putting her hands together and her elbows on the table, and staring over the top of her knitted fingers at him as though she’s about to pass judgement. He wonders what he’s done this time. He can’t think of anything in particular.

‘How are you?’ she asks, eventually.

The question catches him on the back foot. ‘Sorry?’

‘I wanted to make sure you’re okay.’ She waits for him to respond but when he doesn’t go on she evidently decides to explain further. ‘Given everything you’ve been through in recent months.’

‘Everything I’ve been through?’ He knows what she’s referring to, of course, but it doesn’t pay to let them know you know too much, as Doggett never tires of reminding him.

‘First, that unfortunate business with the fires and Gerald Cartwright. That case struck uncomfortably close to home for you, I believe.’ This time she doesn’t wait for him to respond. ‘And then the tragic circumstances surrounding DC Daley’s death last year—’

‘That wasn’t my fault.’ He didn’t mean to say that but now it’s out he can’t think of a way to retrieve it.

Franklin stares at him across the table. ‘I’m not looking to apportion blame, Adam. I just want to make sure you’re coping after what has been a very challenging time for all of us, but perhaps for you most of all.’

‘Why me most of all?’

‘I just know that under more normal circumstances you would have had the luxury of a shoulder to cry on, in the form of your godmother, DCI Jordan.’ Her chumminess is beginning to irritate him. ‘In light of Diane’s disappearance… well, it would be enough to upset even those with the most robust mental constitutions.’

‘The implication being that I am not one of those.’

‘Adam, I’m not the enemy here. I’m on your side.’

‘I’d rather you were on Diane’s side. What’s happening with the investigation?’

‘I appreciate this is hard for you, Adam, but I can assure you I will keep you informed of any new developments. As soon as I know anything, you’ll know.’

She says all the right things but he’s struggling to believe them.

‘As you know,’ she goes on, ‘I’ve been brought in to this department to examine the way we operate. Not solely because of the events you’ve been involved in lately.’ Again, the words say one thing on the surface but the implication is something else. ‘My job here is to shift the paradigm,’ she says, smiling.

‘Do what?’

She smiles again. ‘To see if we can’t… leverage a best practice into place. You’ve been doing impressive work with this CCRU unit of yours but we are long past the days when results counted more than procedure. I simply wanted to touch base with you and ensure you have everything you need to take CCRU forward in a more… progressive, future-proof manner.’

He can’t decide if she’s messing with him. ‘Leverage a best practice’? She’s going to start running things up flagpoles in a minute. ‘I was very much under the impression Superintendent Stevens wanted to shift the paradigm in a different direction. At our last meeting he made it clear CCRU had no future, progressive or otherwise.’

Franklin inclines her head. ‘The Superintendent has his own ideas about restructuring but there’s a bigger picture now.’

What bigger picture? ‘So you do want to make changes to CCRU?

‘I’m impressed with the work you’ve been doing. I want you to think of me as being here solely to empower. To ensure you have the resources you need to take your department to the next level. You can reach out to me, you know? If you need anything, want to talk to me about anything, all you have to do is ask.’

What does she think he wants to talk about? CCRU? Daley? Or something else? Maybe he and Doggett haven’t been as careful in their investigations as they thought. Could she know what they’ve been doing? And if she does… does that mean she’s involved in some way? He realises he hasn’t spoken for a while. ‘I… We certainly appreciate that CCRU has your full support,’ he manages.

Franklin smiles again. ‘Well, if it ain’t broke, don’t fix it, I always say.’ And then the smile vanishes. ‘It isn’t broken, is it, Adam?’

‘No. No, ma’am.’
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