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  Chapter One

  ‘Good morning, nice to see you all hard at work,’ Detective Chief Inspector Anna Travis said cheerfully as she made her way across the
  newly refurbished major incident room in Belgravia Police Station. Both Joan Falkland and Barbara Maddox, busy setting up computer equipment, turned sharply on hearing her voice. Taken aback by her
  tanned glowing appearance, their jaws dropped.

  ‘Oh, ma’am, it’s so good to see you and you look so well. I told my mum last night that I felt it in my waters you’d be heading up our next case,’ gasped Joan.

  ‘Well, your waters were right,’ Anna said, smiling at the detective constable’s choice of words.

  ‘You look stunning,’ Barbara Maddox conceded enviously as she looked Anna up and down.

  ‘I finally took some leave and had the voyage of a lifetime sailing around the Aegean. I only got back last night.’

  ‘Bit young for a cruise, aren’t you?’ Barbara remarked.

  ‘It was a large clipper yacht not the QE2, Barbara. So who’s the DI on the team?’ Anna asked.

  ‘I am. Believe it or not, they finally promoted me,’ a voice from behind her replied.

  Anna, recognizing the voice, turned to see Paul Barolli with a proud grin across his face coming out of the DI’s office. She immediately noticed how neat and tidy he looked in a new
  pinstripe woollen suit, white shirt, red tie and well-polished brogues. She was surprised that Paul had recovered so quickly since the serial killer Henry Oates had shot him the previous
  October.

  ‘It’s well deserved and I’m glad to see you’re fully fit again.’

  ‘Doctor advised me to stay off a bit longer but I was bored to tears sitting at home doing nothing,’ Paul told her.

  ‘So who’s replaced you as the team DS?’ Anna enquired.

  ‘Now you really are in for a surprise,’ Joan said.

  ‘I can answer for myself, Joan, and my promotion was also well deserved,’ Barbara said tersely.

  ‘I’m sure it was, Barbara, and well done. I’ve no doubt Paul will give you the benefit of his experiences as a former DS,’ Anna said.

  ‘My office door is always open for advice, Barbara,’ Paul added.

  ‘It will never be closed now,’ Joan muttered under her breath.

  Anna asked if anyone knew anything about the case they were to investigate but everyone shrugged their shoulders. All she herself knew was that she’d got back late last night to find an
  answerphone message left by Detective Chief Superintendent James Langton, requesting her to be at the Belgravia station for a 10 a.m. case briefing. Joan remarked that all the office equipment was
  new and state-of-the-art. Barolli wondered if the case was a sensitive one, only to be discussed within the four walls of the incident room.

  ‘Has Langton appointed a superintendent on this team?’ Anna asked Paul.

  ‘Not that I know of; be great if it was Mike Lewis.’

  Although Anna had enjoyed working alongside Mike Lewis on a number of cases, she doubted it would be him, as he was now overseeing all the murder teams in North London following his recent
  promotion. She wondered if Langton himself, seeing as he was being so secretive, would head up the inquiry.

  Anna could not help but be impressed by the new high-tech incident room and the abundance of computer screens on every officer’s desk. Instead of the traditional incident-room board, on
  which all details of the case were pinned, there was a huge plasma touch-screen monitor, which would be used to load information and photographs direct from any one of their office computers. Paul
  said that one of the local officers had told him the whole office had been gutted, rebuilt, decorated and furnished in just over three months.

  Intrigued, Anna couldn’t wait to see her office and was instantly struck by how plush it was, with a modern computer desk and chair, a two-seater sofa and two armchairs placed around a
  small coffee table. It all made her wonder not only why everything was brand-new but also who, in times of major police budget cuts, had authorized this kind of spending. Sitting down at her desk
  she began to check through her work e-mails that had piled up during her holiday leave, but before long she was interrupted by the beep of her mobile. It was a text message from Langton saying he
  was running an hour late. Exasperated but not surprised, she went into the main office to tell everyone.

  Shrugging at her news, Paul Barolli headed into his office and Anna followed. ‘Do you have time for a catch-up?’ she asked.

  ‘Come on in,’ he said proudly. Anna smiled, knowing that this was the first time in his career that he had had an office of his own.

  ‘It’s not as glamorous as yours, but I’m well pleased,’ he said, pulling out a chair for her, then walking behind his desk to sit opposite.

  Anna looked around and noticed there were pictures on the walls of classic sports cars.

  ‘It’s nice, but why all the photographs of cars?’

  ‘Classic cars are my hobby,’ he said proudly. ‘So, have you seen Langton recently?’

  Anna nodded, somewhat amazed that you could work with someone for so many years without knowing about a personal interest such as this.

  ‘After the Oates case, I went back to cold casework at the Yard and bumped into him a few times in the canteen. You?’ she asked.

  ‘It’s been a while, but he came to see me in hospital after Oates shot me and then at home when I was on sick leave. Last time, he brought me a big bottle of malt whisky. Said it was
  the best medicine money could buy.’ Barolli chuckled.

  An hour later found Anna and Paul deep in discussion with the rest of the team when Langton finally made his appearance. He looked as if he had taken a well-earned rest; he was
  tanned and had lost weight, his hair longer. Everyone welcomed him, Barbara remarking to Joan that the new hairstyle suited him – he had always worn it in a crew cut, but now it was combed
  back, making him look younger. He stood in front of everyone, beaming, and apologized for keeping them waiting, then loaded a USB stick onto a computer and asked them all to gather round.

  ‘How do you like the new office?’ he demanded as he quickly removed his suit jacket and hung it over a chair. Everyone nodded in approval and commented how modern it was.

  ‘Well, I’m glad that’s the case as this is the first of its kind under a new modernization scheme for the Met Homicide Command,’ Langton informed them.

  ‘So every murder team across London is going to get equipment like this?’ Barbara asked.

  ‘Eventually. This however is your new working home and you will be permanently based here.’

  ‘I live in Harlow. It will be a three-hour round trip every day and if they stop our free rail travel the cost will be astronomical,’ Barbara blurted angrily but Langton ignored
  her.

  ‘You’re probably all wondering what your new case is,’ he said as he opened his briefcase, removed a file and placed it on the table.

  Anna was slightly irritated that he hadn’t discussed the details with her before informing the team, but she let it go for now.

  Langton touched the large plasma screen and a picture came up of a handsome light-skinned, mixed-race man. Langton informed the team that their victim Joshua Reynolds had been age thirty-one,
  and married to Donna Reynolds, now twenty-seven, and he had died just over six months ago from a single gunshot wound to the head. At the time of his death, Reynolds was co-owner of a club called
  the Trojan.

  As Langton spoke, Anna whispered to Joan to run Reynolds’ name on the major investigation database. Quietly, Joan typed in the victim’s details but could find no sign of anyone by
  that name having been the subject of a murder investigation.

  ‘Excuse me, sir, but there doesn’t appear to be a computer record concerning the murder of Reynolds,’ Anna said.

  If Langton was annoyed by the interruption he didn’t show it. ‘That, DCI Travis, is because he was believed to have committed suicide and the inquiry was dealt with on Borough by the
  local detective inspector. It has since been alleged that he may have been murdered and I have decided that the allegation will be properly investigated. Treat it like you would a cold case.’
  He held up the thin case file.

  ‘There is not much contained here other than scene photographs, copy of a suicide note found on his laptop, a statement from his wife who discovered the body, pathology and closing report
  by DI Paul Simms.’

  Anna knew Paul Simms well; he was an openly gay officer whom she had previously worked with on the Alan Rawlins murder. She had found him to be a dedicated and competent officer and doubted he
  would have made mistakes or come to the wrong conclusions in this case.

  ‘Has the Coroner’s inquest hearing been held?’ Anna asked.

  ‘Yes, just over a month ago . . .’

  ‘And the verdict was?’ Anna enquired.

  ‘Suicide,’ Langton replied.

  ‘And the new evidence that has come to light is . . .?’

  ‘I was about to inform you all so if you would kindly let me finish, DCI Travis.’

  Langton then brought up a mug shot of a black male that bore the caption: Delon Taylor, age twenty-eight years.

  ‘Taylor is currently in custody at Belmarsh Prison awaiting trial for armed robbery and serious assault on a police officer. He has told one of his guards that he has information that
  Joshua Reynolds was murdered. And before you ask, Travis, Taylor’s allegation was only made last week and he refuses to say any more until he speaks to a murder squad detective. It may well
  be a totally unfounded allegation.’

  ‘Is Taylor going to be pleading guilty?’ Barolli asked.

  ‘It would appear so, yes,’ Langton replied, becoming irritated with the obvious lack of enthusiasm from the team.

  ‘So he could be making it up. Looking for a way to get a reduced sentence?’ Anna remarked, to nods of agreement from around the room.

  ‘There’s no deal on the table. If it’s lies then he gets nothing and will be prosecuted for wasting police time,’ Langton snapped.

  ‘Will you be overseeing the inquiry personally, sir?’ Joan asked.

  ‘No, and as yet I haven’t decided who will be.’

  Anna was somewhat confused, as the case didn’t really seem to merit Langton’s involvement, but now he was in effect stating that he had no interest in it himself. Then he gave his
  reason. Smiling, he gestured to everyone and said that he would not be overseeing the inquiry because he had been given a rare opportunity to be seconded to the Federal Bureau of Investigation in
  the United States for a year. He was to work at the Quantico Academy, specializing in the study of serial killers, alongside some of the most highly regarded and experienced agents who had made
  their careers creating offender profiles. His enthusiasm was obvious as he revealed he would also be working on unsolved cases at Quantico.

  Anna couldn’t help but smile – sometimes he was so childlike, beaming from ear to ear, unable to disguise his pleasure at what this invaluable opportunity meant to him. Everyone was
  congratulating him, but Anna was also slightly disappointed. It was almost as if he was retiring from the Met and although he expressed his eagerness to go, it didn’t feel right.

  Langton had always been an old-school detective, often politically incorrect, abrupt and averse to new policies or procedures. Obstinate he could be, yet he had a suppleness about him, not only
  in the way he bent the rules, but also in how he treated his colleagues. There was one thing no one could or would ever deny and that was that James Langton got results.

  Anna knew that he had ruffled a few high-ranking feathers along the way. Most notably, since his promotion to chief superintendent, those of Deputy Commissioner Walters over the case of Anthony
  Fitzpatrick, a notorious drug dealer and murderer, or ‘the one that got away’, as Langton referred to him. More recently, there was the shooting of Paul Barolli during the escape from
  custody of the serial killer Henry Oates. Walters had been appointed to investigate Langton’s alleged breaches of discipline in both cases.

  Walters had really given Anna a grilling to establish exactly what had occurred in the Fitzpatrick case. Langton had warned her to keep her mouth shut about the mishandling of evidence that
  would have led to the capture of the highly elusive drug dealer. Anna knew she had been at fault and Langton had warned her at the time that it was a possible career-ending fiasco, but assured her
  that he would resolve the entire screw-up. Initially, it had appeared that he was as good as his word as Walters accepted Langton’s version of events. However, a year later the Deputy
  Commissioner called in Anna just as she was being fast-tracked for promotion, for what he misleadingly called an ‘off the record’ meeting, in which he duped her into believing he
  already had all the details regarding the Fitzpatrick mess. The truth was that the notorious drug dealer had had the audacity to walk into the team’s incident room posing as an FBI agent,
  thereby gaining information about where his stolen drugs were hidden. He committed three murders and then to top it all evaded arrest by flying off in his own plane with his haul of drugs, worth
  millions, and his young son on board.

  For Anna, Fitzpatrick’s escape had been an unforgettable moment. She had witnessed at first hand Langton’s fury, which escalated further when she admitted that she had actually seen
  a photograph of the plane at a country cottage owned by the dealer’s brother and had failed to connect it to their suspect.

  Although Anna had inadvertently let it slip to Walters that mistakes were made during the Fitzpatrick investigation, she never confessed her own concerning the plane, or revealed that Langton
  was present in the murder squad office when Fitzpatrick had posed as an FBI agent. She had always felt somewhat relieved that the Deputy Commissioner never reopened the case against Langton. She
  could only surmise that Walters still felt there was not enough evidence for disciplinary action.

  Similarly in the Oates case, Langton had ensured that everyone on the team was ‘singing off the same hymn sheet’. When interviewed by Walters, they all stuck to the story that the
  sudden atrocious turn in the weather could not have been foreseen and had led directly to Oates’s opportunity to escape. Langton actually told Walters he saw it as ‘an indiscriminate
  act of God’ and played on the fact that the suspect was quickly rearrested and had confessed to a number of murders. Anna knew deep down that Walters was Langton’s nemesis and the real
  reason behind his failure to make Commander. However, Langton’s promotion was a subject she had decided to never again raise in his presence for fear he would discover she’d unwittingly
  betrayed him to the Deputy Commissioner. That would be something he could never forgive.

  Many cherished moments had passed between Anna and Langton and they had both known their own tragedies; Langton with the sudden death of his first wife, and Anna herself when a prison inmate
  murdered her beloved fiancé, Ken. She had fought to salvage her career, and had even worked alongside Langton since the Fitzpatrick case, but he had never been as friendly or as close to her
  – in fact the reverse. He appeared to be watching her progress as she rose quickly through the ranks, as if loath to ever again become emotionally involved.

  Anna had not worked with Langton since the Oates inquiry. She had no current personal relationship or could even contemplate one. Work had become her priority and her whole life, and she had
  managed to earn the respect of all her colleagues. However, this new case Langton had given them just didn’t sit right with her. To reopen a suicide as a cold case, because of a spurious
  allegation from an untrustworthy source like Delon Taylor, was highly irregular. Anna knew Langton better than anyone and was suspicious that there was a hidden agenda to his allocating an
  apparently simple case of suicide to a highly experienced murder team. She wondered if Langton had some personal connection. If that was the case, as the DCI she needed to know before he left the
  office.

  ‘Could have a quick word with you?’ she asked him.

  ‘As it happens there a couple of matters that I need to speak to you about,’ Langton said as he removed his jacket from the chair.

  ‘We can use my office then,’ Anna said, starting to head that way.

  ‘I’ve got to go to the US Embassy in Grosvenor Square for a meeting at their FBI office. I will be back about four p.m. and we can talk then. In the meantime, you can get cracking
  uploading the Reynolds case onto the computers, he threw at her as he turned away.

  ‘Well that should take up about ten minutes of our time,’ Anna retorted, irritated.

  ‘That’s a nice glowing tan you’ve got, hides the red face when you’re annoyed with me.’

  Langton was quickly out the door, leaving Anna even more convinced he was hiding something from her.




  Chapter Two

  Deciding that she might as well make good use of her time until Langton returned, Anna picked up the file Paul Simms had prepared on Joshua
  Reynolds’ death. Although the contents were sparse, it seemed to her the verdict of suicide was correct. She knew that if the Coroner had any doubts he would have given an open verdict or
  requested a more in-depth police inquiry.

  Anna spread out the scene photographs across her desk. Reynolds was lying beside the sofa on his right side with his right arm outstretched in front of him, the revolver still in his hand. His
  knees were in an almost foetal position and on the left temple there was a bullet exit wound. There was a very large pool of blood around Reynolds’ head and upper torso, which his white shirt
  had soaked up like blotting paper. Blood spatter, along with brain and skull tissue, was distributed on the seat and upright cushions of the sofa. Amongst the postmortem photographs, one showed a
  bullet entry wound to the right temple. The wound had many pinprick-sized black burns around it, indicating a close-range shot. The exit wound, the pathologist’s report remarked, indicated
  the gun being held by the victim at a slight upward angle. The forensic swabs taken from Reynolds’ right hand revealed heavy traces of firearms residue and were consistent with him pulling
  the trigger. The wall safe in the bedroom fitted wardrobe was open and contained four loose bullets, which were the same kind as the single empty cartridge case in the gun. Firearms residue
  matching that on the gun and Reynolds’ body was found in the safe, indicating it had been kept there. His blood alcohol level was high, indicating he was drunk at the time he shot himself.
  The pathologist’s report concluded death by injuries to the head from a gunshot wound. From the state of rigor mortis the pathologist estimated the body had been dead between eight to twenty
  hours prior to its discovery at midday on the sixth of November.

  Anna didn’t have the enthusiasm to read through what little else there was in the case file, as the pathology and forensic reports spoke for themselves. Like the rest of the team she was
  finding it hard to work up any interest and she was deeply annoyed that Langton, for reasons she was unable to fathom, had lumbered her with such an open-and-shut case of suicide. There was a knock
  at her door and Paul Barolli entered.

  ‘We’ve finally got all the computers set up and linked, so if I can take a copy of the file we can get the contents uploaded.’

  ‘By all means take a copy for yourself and a couple for the office but hold off on the upload for now,’ Anna told him.

  ‘I thought DCS Langton wanted it treated as a cold case investigation and put on the computer system.’

  ‘I know what he said, Paul, but honestly, read the file and tell me if there’s something I’m missing. Reynolds even left a suicide note on his laptop.’

  ‘Why has Langton given us this case then?’

  ‘I haven’t a bloody clue. The sooner we interview Delon Taylor the quicker we can be freed up for a proper murder investigation. You and I will pay him a visit in
  Belmarsh.’

  ‘You want me to go with you?’

  ‘Well you are my number two now.’

  ‘You think Taylor is lying?’

  ‘We won’t know until we speak to him.’

  Anna handed Paul the file and followed him back into the main office.

  ‘Right, listen up,’ she said, attempting to hide her own frustration. ‘I know you are all feeling a bit down-hearted, what with all this wonderful new technical equipment and
  no case to play with. DI Barolli and I will see Delon Taylor tomorrow and hopefully by the next day we will be free to take a live case. I know you all kindly came in at seven a.m. this morning to
  set up the office, and it’s nearly three p.m. and—’

  ‘Don’t tell us there’s no overtime, ma’am!’ the voice of Detective Dan Ross shouted jovially from the back of the room, resulting in a chorus of laughter from the
  team.

  ‘Ten out of ten,’ Anna said with a wry smile to the detective, a dapper dresser in his early thirties who was renowned as the office joker.

  ‘For you, ma’am, we’d work for nothing,’ he said.

  ‘Go on, bugger off, the lot of you,’ Anna said, knowing that whatever the outcome of the interview with Taylor, this team had already gelled and, she felt, accepted her as their
  leader.

  It was just before four p.m. when Langton finally walked into Anna’s office with a cup of coffee in each hand, sitting himself down in one of the comfortable armchairs
  and putting the cups on the small coffee table.

  ‘White no sugar for you, as I recall.’

  ‘Thanks.’ Anna went over to join him, sitting opposite on the sofa.

  ‘Any Scotch?’

  ‘No. But I’ll put it on the shopping list.’

  ‘Where is everyone?’

  ‘They’d all done their eight hours so I told them to call it a day.’

  ‘Good. They’ll have to get used to it as there’s no overtime allocated to this case.’

  ‘So this new state-of-the-art office is budget money well spent, is it?’ Anna enquired.

  ‘I knew this was going to be the first of the new high-tech murder investigation offices and I pulled a few strings to make sure your team was permanently based here.’

  ‘Is it a fixed post for a DCI as well?’

  ‘Yes, and before you get on your high horse, you’ve worked with nearly everyone out there. They respect you and above all you know how to motivate them. The best team for the best
  SIO.’

  Anna leaned forward with a sharp grin and looked Langton directly in the eye.

  ‘Please don’t flatter me, James. I know you too well. The best team with the best office and SIO, I’ll give you, but why lumber us with a crap job?’

  ‘If I gave the team a case before this office opened I couldn’t guarantee to get you based here. The Reynolds thing is just something to tide you over and shouldn’t take long
  to put to bed. Anyway, there were no live murder cases to allocate you.’

  ‘I know you’re hiding something. Joshua Reynolds isn’t some long lost relation or friend of an auntie’s uncle twice removed, is he?’

  Langton now mimicked Anna, leaning forward with a grin and staring her in the eye.

  ‘How would you feel about joining me . . .?’

  ‘You can’t fob me off with dinner.’

  ‘I meant at Quantico.’

  Her jaw dropped in surprise. ‘Joining you! At the FBI Academy?’

  ‘There’s a place that’s just become available on their Senior Command course. But if you have too much on your plate at the moment then . . .’

  ‘Not at all, I’d love to do it!’ Anna exclaimed.

  Langton stared at her and nodded.

  ‘Good. Sorry it’s short notice but we leave in eleven days on the Thursday-morning flight from Heathrow. It’ll mean being away for nearly three months. Well, for you. As you
  know, I will be staying on longer.’

  ‘Thank you, but why me?’

  ‘Well, Mike Lewis was supposed to be going but he pulled out after his daughter was in a car accident last week . . .’

  ‘Elisa? She’s only twelve, please tell me it isn’t serious,’ Anna said, shocked at the news.

  ‘No. A drunken cyclist hit her on a zebra crossing. Broken leg, a few cuts and bruises, but she’ll be fine.’

  ‘That’s a relief. I hope Mike doesn’t mind me taking his place.’

  ‘Of course he won’t. Anyway, he’s pencilled in for the next course and I knew that you had no current commitments. I told Deputy Commissioner Walters you’d be the best
  replacement for Mike and he agreed.’

  ‘Thank you, it’ll be an amazing experience.’

  ‘For both of us, and good for your future promotion prospects.’

  ‘And yours, I hope.’

  ‘Maybe – it’s hard to say where Walters is concerned, but I live in hope,’ Langton said optimistically.

  ‘What about arranging my flight?’

  ‘It’s just a case of changing your name and details from Mike’s, so e-mail me your passport details.’

  ‘Great. I can’t wait – and again, thank you for putting my name forward.’

  She was suspicious about Walters’ involvement, especially knowing that he did not like Langton, and she wondered why he was allowing them both to go. Perhaps this might be Walters creating
  a façade, a way of ridding himself of Langton and in his absence ensuring that he would never make Commander.

  ‘About the Joshua Reynolds investigation . . . If it isn’t done with before we leave, who is going to take over from me?’ Anna enquired.

  ‘Paul Barolli’s perfectly capable of dealing with it. Also I’ve arranged for an FBI agent called Jessie Dewar to do some work experience with your team.’

  ‘Why?’

  ‘All part of her research for a doctorate in Forensic Psychology. She’s in France at the moment.’

  ‘Have you met her?’

  ‘Yes, at a European homicide conference in Paris. She’s pleasant and seems very capable.’

  ‘Well, if you’re happy and you think she will fit in with the team . . .’

  ‘She starts tomorrow morning. Show her the ropes before we leave for the States. She’ll no doubt give you a heads-up about what to expect on the FBI course.’

  ‘Any more surprises for me?’

  ‘Yeah, I forgot that she lands at eight p.m. this evening, Terminal Five Heathrow. I’ve got a prior engagement and I wondered if you could . . .’

  ‘I’m sorry, I can’t, but I can arrange for a local detective to meet her.’

  Langton never ceased to amaze her, even after all these years, still trying to offload what he saw as the mundane things in life. She was annoyed that he hadn’t given her more notice.

  They were interrupted by a knock at the door and Paul Barolli walked in, to tell them he had finished reading the Reynolds file and was now off home. Langton was quick to seize the moment and
  ask Paul if he was doing anything that evening.

  ‘No, sir. You fancy a pint then?’ Barolli asked, thinking his new rank had knocked him up the social pecking order.

  ‘Maybe another time, but I need a favour.’

  ‘Then I’m just your man,’ Barolli smiled.

  ‘DCI Travis will be joining me at Quantico and FBI Agent Jessie Dewar will be working with the team in her absence.’

  ‘Right. I see,’ Barolli said with a forlorn look.

  ‘However, you will be running the show as SIO in DCI Travis’s absence.’

  Paul was chuffed with Langton’s faith in him and remarked that he wouldn’t let Langton or Anna down. He turned to leave the room but Langton continued.

  ‘Running the team’s not the favour. I was wondering if you could pick up Agent Dewar from the airport this evening.’

  ‘Sure, it’ll be a good opportunity to brief her on the Reynolds case.’

  ‘I’ve arranged the use of a Met-owned flat in Vauxhall for her,’ Langton said, handing Barolli a set of keys.

  ‘What does she look like?’ Paul asked.

  ‘Five seven, medium build, blonde hair.’

  Barolli felt none the wiser about Agent Dewar as he put the keys in his pocket and said good night.

  It was only after Langton had left the building that Anna had a chance to think about what it would mean for him to spend a whole year in the States working with the FBI. Like
  Mike Lewis, he too had a family. There was Laura his second wife and her daughter Kitty from a previous marriage, whom he had adopted. There was also their young son Tommy. She contemplated how
  Laura and the children would be feeling about his long-term absence. Although Anna did not know Laura, she could not believe that she would be happy about the situation. Anna’s past
  relationship with Langton had made her more than aware that he was never a man who put his family obligations above his career. Anna knew from experience that Langton could be difficult to live
  with and envisaged that he and Laura also had many ups and downs. It crossed her mind that maybe Laura didn’t care any more and was perfectly content to let him go to America. His family life
  was something he never discussed and a subject she knew was absolutely taboo.

  The automatic doors of the Terminal Five Arrivals area slid slowly open revealing a number of people pushing luggage trolleys, pulling suitcases, mothers with stroppy children.
  Barolli, holding a small sign with MS J DEWAR written on it in black marker, noticed a lone middle-aged, plain-looking blonde woman pushing a luggage-laden trolley. She
  matched the brief description Langton had given him of their new team member. Paul raised his sign and waved it at her.

  ‘I believe it’s me you should be waving at,’ an American voice said.

  The Jessie Dewar standing beside him was not what he was expecting. Stunningly attractive, she had soft, shoulder-length shiny-blonde hair and wide hazel-grey eyes. She wore little makeup; she
  didn’t need to with her flawless, lightly tanned skin. She was wearing a pink Solaro blouse and smart grey tailored suit, while the cut of her clothing and her high heels accentuated her
  curvaceous figure. She gave off an air of knowing she was a sexually attractive woman but also one who would take no nonsense.

  ‘I was expecting Jimmy Langton,’ Dewar said, causing Paul to rouse from his transfixed stupor.

  ‘He’s blind . . . I mean he got stuck behind . . . at work with a meeting. I’m Paul Barolli, the Detective Inspector on the murder squad you’ll be working with.
  It’s a pleasure to meet you, Agent Dewar.’

  She gave him a small cool nod and shook his hand firmly.

  ‘I’m a supervisory special agent, Detective Barolli,’ Dewar replied in a matter-of-fact tone as he took hold of her suitcase.

  ‘That’s a mouthful. We use rank initials as abbreviations. Like DI for my rank, DCI for Chief Inspector . . .’

  ‘I hardly think SS Dewar would be appropriate.’

  Although Paul Barolli felt that Agent Dewar was somewhat abrupt, he put it down to her having had a long tiring day. As he drove to Vauxhall he sensed that she was not in the mood for
  conversation so he pointed out various sights of interest and suggested that when she felt like it he would be only too pleased to give her a proper tour round London. Dewar thanked him for his
  offer but doubted that her work commitments would allow time for sightseeing. Paul told her that there was a copy of the Reynolds file for her on the back seat and started to give her a run-down on
  the case, to which Dewar said nothing but leaned over to retrieve the file and began reading. Paul knew she wasn’t listening to a word he said.

  It was just after ten p.m. when they reached Nine Elms Lane in Vauxhall. The sat-nav voice informed them that their destination was two hundred yards on the left and Paul could
  see that meant St George’s Wharf, an award-winning development of luxury flats and penthouses with riverside views of the Thames. He was somewhat surprised that Dewar was being provided with
  such upmarket accommodation and suspected that it must be one of the flats used by the top brass at Scotland Yard.

  As Dewar looked round the apartment, Barolli followed her and explained how to use the kitchen equipment, under-floor heating and air-conditioning.

  ‘There’s a garage with a Tesco Express down the road. Do you want me to get you some groceries while you unpack?’ he offered, but she said that she’d prefer to do her own
  shopping the following day. Paul told her that he would pick her up at nine a.m. to take her to Belgravia to meet the team. Dewar thanked him but said she would make her own way into the station,
  and then turned and walked off into the bedroom, leaving Barolli with little option but to bid her good night. He had just placed his hand on the door latch, about to open it, when there was a loud
  repeated knock, which made him jump. Opening the door he was surprised to see DCS Langton standing there with a bouquet of roses, bottle of champagne and bulging bag of groceries.

  ‘And there I was thinking you didn’t care about me any more,’ Paul quipped.

  ‘It’s past your bedtime, Barolli,’ Langton replied.

  Jessie Dewar walked out of the bedroom and suddenly came to life, greeting Langton with a howl of pleasure as she leaped into his arms and gave him a big hug.

  ‘How come you weren’t at the airport to meet me, Jimmy?’

  Paul watched Langton disentangle himself and explain he had been caught up at work.

  ‘Well, I’ll be off then, shall I?’ Paul asked.

  ‘Yeah, yeah, you take off,’ Langton said, wafting his hand and following Jessie into the living room.

  Paul let himself out, still not knowing exactly what to make of Agent Dewar. It was more than obvious Langton and Jessie knew each other well but he wondered how the rest of the team would take
  to her, especially DCI Travis, who thanks to Langton’s description would be expecting to meet a plain Jane




  Chapter Three

  Anna was in good spirits the next morning, thrilled about her trip to the FBI Academy at Quantico. She knew that she should be drawing up things
  about the cold case to go over with Dewar but a list of what to pack and take with her seemed more important. She had decided to wait and tell the rest of the team about her US trip when Agent
  Dewar arrived at the office and introductions were made. In her excitement it hadn’t crossed her mind to tell Paul Barolli to let her be the bearer of the news to the rest of the team.

  Barolli entered the main office with a spring in his step.

  ‘Morning, ladies, have I got a bit of news for you two,’ he said to Joan and Barbara, who were sitting drinking coffee.

  ‘You’ve got a girlfriend,’ Barbara said, sarcastically.

  ‘Ha-ha.’ Barolli looked around the room to make sure no one else was in earshot. He moved closer to the two women.

  ‘Just between us, Travis is off to the States on the FBI course with Langton, and Special Agent Jessie Dewar is attached to the team as from today.’

  ‘You serious?’ asked Barbara.

  ‘Yes. Langton told me last night. I had to pick Dewar up from the airport. Langton got her a Met flat in St George’s Wharf. He even turned up there after ten o’clock with
  champagne and roses.’

  ‘How romantic,’ Joan said.

  ‘Did he stay the night?’ Barbara asked, always wanting to know the gritty details when it came to gossip.

  ‘Don’t be stupid!’ Barolli said in Langton’s defence.

  ‘Who’s taking over as SIO while Travis is away?’ Joan asked.

  ‘Me. Langton said I will be team leader in her absence,’ Paul said proudly.

  ‘You must be joking. You’ve only been a DI two minutes,’ Barbara exclaimed loudly.

  Anna, distracted by Barbara’s booming voice, looked up through her office window and instinctively knew that gossip had to be on the menu.

  ‘What’s Agent Dewar like?’ Joan asked.

  ‘Drop-dead gorgeous, thirty-ish, great figure, amazing complexion and sensuous lips,’ Barolli said, wanting to irritate Barbara.

  Joan and Barbara suddenly pretended to be busy on their computers, but the Detective Inspector failed to recognize the significance of this.

  ‘And to whom are you referring, DI Barolli?’ Anna asked, coming up behind him.

  Paul cringed, looking as if he wished the ground would open up and swallow him. He turned to face her.

  ‘Sorry, ma’am, I wasn’t talking about anyone in particular.’

  Anna took Paul into her office and reminded him that throw-away sexist remarks could lead to an official complaint and discipline.

  ‘While I am away you’re the one who will have to lead by example and make the important decisions. It’s all about earning their respect, and believe me that doesn’t come
  easily.’

  ‘I’m sorry, ma’am, it won’t happen again.’

  ‘Right, that’s the bollocking over. So drop-dead gorgeous and sensuous lips aside, what’s this Dewar like?

  ‘A bit abrupt, but I put it down to her being tired after a long day,’ Paul said, deciding it was best not to mention Langton turning up at the flat.

  ‘Our interview with Taylor at Belmarsh has been arranged for tomorrow morning at half-eleven.’ Anna showed Paul the signed document the prison had faxed her.

  Paul again apologized and went back into the main office as Langton and Jessie Dewar entered the incident room. Barbara, never one to miss a trick, was straight out of her seat, introducing
  herself to Dewar and informing her that Barolli had told them all about her. Langton glared at Barolli, wondering what else he had told the team, and ushered Dewar away into DCI Travis’s
  office.

  Anna looked up from her desk as Langton entered with Dewar. The agent was wearing a neat navy-blue jacket, matching knee-length tight skirt, sensible shoes and a pristine white
  shirt with starched collar and cuffs. She was also carrying a laptop bag and two zip-up clothes carriers, which she hung on the coat stand. Anna stood up and Langton made the introductions as they
  shook hands. Anna asked her if she would like tea or coffee but Dewar declined her offer of refreshments, adding that in any case she only drank bottled water.

  ‘DCI Travis is a fount of knowledge when it comes to murder inquiries. I hope you don’t mind sharing an office until she goes to Quantico,’ Langton remarked.

  ‘No, if it’s all that is available.’

  ‘Good, you’ll get to know each other in no time.’

  Dewar got her copy of the Reynolds file out of her laptop bag and placed it down on Anna’s desk.

  ‘From what I’ve read so far the original investigation is poor and raises quite a few questions.’

  ‘And they would be?’ Anna asked, unimpressed with Dewar’s blunt attitude.

  ‘I’d rather finish reading it first and then I can compile a full list of all my observations, DCI Travis.’

  Anna took a breath, determined not to react. ‘Let me introduce you to the team then.’

  Anna had everyone gather round as she introduced Agent Jessie Dewar who would be working with them while she was on the FBI course. The team gave Anna a round of applause and shouted out their
  congratulations. Dewar said she looked forward to working with them all but was quick to point out that her full title was Supervisory Special Agent and she worked at the FBI Behavioural Science
  Unit. Dewar went on to inform them that she advised police forces across the United States and the world about how criminals think and behave and had helped to solve many serious crimes.

  If first impressions were anything to go by, Dewar had not done very well in the eyes of the team, Anna thought as she headed for the canteen to get herself a coffee. She consoled herself that
  having just met the agent it was too early to make any firm judgement on her character or working practices.

  Returning with her drink, Anna was surprised to be told by Joan that Langton had left. She had wanted to have a word with him in private about Agent Dewar’s role on the case. Anna also
  felt that Langton, having met Dewar before, might have given her more of an insight into what she was really like.

  Dewar was sitting at Anna’s desk, typing away on the laptop she had brought, and Anna immediately noticed that her own filing trays and paperwork were heaped in a loose
  pile on the floor. Her usually tidy desk was in disarray with the Reynolds papers and photographs strewn around, covering every part of the large work surface. Post-it notes of various colours were
  stuck onto different pages of DI Simms’ reports and photographs.

  ‘Hard at it, I see. Anything I can help you with?’ Anna asked Dewar.

  ‘Jimmy said I was to go with you to interview Delon Taylor,’ Dewar said without even making eye contact.

  Anna was caught off guard by Dewar’s information. ‘Oh, right, well I had told DI Barolli that he would be going with me.’

  ‘I’m sure you can find him something else to do.’

  ‘Yes, well I’d better have a word with him then. He’s in the canteen having a sandwich, so would you like to join us?’

  ‘No, I’m too busy at the moment. Could you bring me a pastrami on rye sub?’ Dewar asked, again without looking up at Anna, who couldn’t believe the cheek of the
  woman.

  ‘The canteen’s pretty basic, will ham on brown do?’

  ‘No,’ Dewar said, and sighed.

  Abandoning her coffee, Anna made her way back to the canteen to speak with Barolli. She still didn’t know what to make of Dewar. Was she actually just nervous or, as Anna
  feared, rather full of her own perceived self-importance?

  Having got herself a chicken sandwich and fruit juice, Anna went and sat with Barolli.

  ‘There’s been a change of plan, Paul. Agent Dewar will be going with me to see Delon Taylor.’

  ‘Is it because of my earlier indiscretion?’ Paul asked anxiously.

  ‘No. Dewar must have seen the prison-visit document on my desk and asked Langton if she could go with me.’

  ‘Looks like she used Langton to force your hand.’

  ‘Possibly, but look on the bright side – if she’s with me, I can keep an eye on her.’

  No sooner had Anna placated Barolli than Barbara came into the canteen looking furious, followed by a very flustered Joan.

  ‘Joan and I had just started preparing a house-to-house enquiries file for where Joshua Reynolds lived when Dewar demanded to see it,’’ Barbara said.

  ‘She didn’t demand, Barbara, she asked,’ Joan pointed out.

  ‘Dewar grabbed it out of my hand, took a brief look, and tossed it back, saying that it wasn’t good enough and needed to be extended to the surrounding streets and not just
  Reynolds’ block of flats.’

  ‘She didn’t grab it, but she did throw it back down on the desk and say she expected better,’ Joan admitted.

  ‘I’m beginning to wonder if FBI stands for Fast But Ignorant,’ Barbara said.

  ‘Better not say that in front of Langton as he’s clearly supportive of her,’ Barolli remarked.

  ‘She even wanted Joan to go out and get her a pastrami on rye sub!’ Barbara said crossly.

  Joan nodded that it was true but said that Barbara told Dewar there were no delis near the station and Dewar had stormed off in a huff.

  Anna realized that things were going from bad to worse where Dewar’s attitude was concerned.

  ‘Okay, points made and noted. Sometimes first impressions can be misleading, but I will have a word with her,’ she said but it fell on deaf ears.

  ‘That’s all well and good but what if she’s like this while you’re in Quantico?’ Barbara said, and Joan nodded.

  Barolli was quick to interject, taking some of the heat off Anna.

  ‘In DCI Travis’s absence, I will be in charge of the team, so if there are any problems, then come to me and I will deal with them.’

  Barbara was about to make a remark but Travis cut her off. ‘Paul is right. I back him one hundred per cent and expect you to do the same.’

  Having finished placating everyone, Anna decided that she would speak with Dewar privately to advise her on how the team worked and hopefully make her realize that she was not endearing herself
  to them.

  ‘Looks like Jessie is the only one doing any work round here while everyone else is having extended lunch breaks!’ Langton said with a frown as Anna entered her office.

  ‘Actually, Barolli and I were discussing the case over lunch. I did invite Agent Dewar but she said she was busy.’

  ‘Well, she’s made some interesting and impressive observations,’ Langton remarked, whilst Dewar placed her laptop in its carrying case.

  ‘Really. I’d be interested to hear them.’

  ‘Sorry, I’m done for today, be ready to start talking to the team tomorrow morning,’ Dewar said, and Langton stood up.

  ‘You got everything you need?’ Langton asked her.

  Dewar grabbed her jacket then picked up her handbag and laptop.

  ‘Sure thing, but I am starving. Did you track down a good grocery store? I’d like to stock up with provisions. I need gluten-free biscuits, bread and pasta, and fresh
  vegetables.’

  As Langton ushered her out of the office, Dewar turned at the door.

  ‘Don’t tidy anything up, it’s laid out in a specific order,’ she said, pointing to Anna’s desk that was still strewn with the Reynolds file, paperwork and
  photographs.

  ‘I’ll use the coffee table as a desk,’ Anna remarked curtly, but Dewar ignored her and walked out the door with Langton.

  Anna drew up a list of do’s and don’ts to discuss with the agent and then looked over the documents Dewar had left on her desk. Anna was unable to decipher the
  notes, which had been written in a personal form of shorthand. However, the scene and post-mortem photographs were marked in red felt-tip pen, highlighting around the wound, the position of the
  body, the gun, the sofa, and, strangely to Anna, the washing machine in the kitchen. There were crosses marked on the victim’s knees, head and hands in the post-mortem photographs. Written in
  the same red ink on an attached Post-it note was, GDR, DTT, STIP, BD. Anna was not sure exactly what
  the abbreviations meant and decided any guesswork would be pointless. Turning to the copy of Donna Reynolds’ statement, she noticed that it too had been annotated with a marker pen. Anna had
  just begun to read through the highlighted areas when Barolli knocked and walked in, making her jump.

  ‘Did you get a chance to speak with her?’

  ‘No. Langton was here and she was off like a shot. I think she’s avoiding discussing the case with me.’

  ‘And no doubt filling Langton with crap and trying to find fault.’

  ‘No comment,’ Anna said, and Paul laughed as he sat down.

  ‘I’ve gone over the file myself. It’s not an in-depth investigation but I don’t think what Paul Simms has or hasn’t done would have made any difference to the
  Coroner’s verdict,’ Paul said.

  ‘I agree with you but I think Dewar will take delight in pointing out areas where she feels DI Simms should have been more professional. That’ll embarrass Langton, who will want
  answers as to why more wasn’t done at the time.’

  ‘We’ve all been guilty of cutting corners on suicide cases,’ Paul remarked.

  ‘I suspect Dewar will try and find fault wherever she can. I think I might touch base with Paul Simms, give him a heads-up about her.’

  ‘I’ve got to go out and restore some property on an old case then I’ll head home from there if that’s okay with you?’

  ‘See you tomorrow then. And thanks for the backup in the canteen with Joan and Barbara.’ Anna smiled in gratitude.

  ‘No problem, good practice for me when you’re in the States. See you in the morning.’

  Barolli hesitated at the door as he watched Anna collecting up Dewar’s paperwork and photographs, placing them on the floor next to the desk and putting her own filing trays and papers
  back where they had been before Dewar had moved them. She looked up at Paul.

  ‘Childish, I know, but it’s still my bloody office!’




  Chapter Four

  The next morning, Anna went into the office early, conscious that she had left a list of things to discuss with Jessie Dewar on her desk and
  worried the agent might see them. It was 7.30 a.m. and Anna was surprised to find Dewar already planted at her desk working away, Anna’s filing trays and papers tucked neatly to one side.
  Dewar was dressed in a figure-hugging running suit, her long blonde hair held back with a headband, and there were drops of perspiration on her brow.

  ‘Good morning, DCI Travis,’ Dewar said with a smile.

  ‘Morning. Been out for a run?’

  ‘Yes, four point three miles,’ Dewar said, checking her iPhone running app. ‘Daily routine for everyone on a course at the FBI Academy.’

  ‘Is it compulsory?’ Anna enquired.

  ‘Yes. Initiated by our founder, J. Edgar Hoover.’

  ‘Really,’ Anna remarked with a distinct lack of interest.

  ‘Physical fitness is a big part of the Senior Command course.’

  ‘I’m looking forward to it,’ Anna said.

  ‘I can give you a run-down on what to expect at Quantico on the way to Belmarsh,’ Dewar offered.

  ‘Thanks. I’d appreciate that.’

  ‘Just going to shower and change. Would you mind if I gave a team briefing this morning? I sensed an air of hostility yesterday and I’d like to start again. Put them at ease with
  me.’

  Anna looked directly at her and smiled. ‘That would be good, they should all be in by nine.’

  Dewar nodded as she went off for her shower.

  Anna couldn’t get over Dewar’s sudden change of personality, and wondered if she had seen the do’s and don’ts list on her desk. The other possibility
  was Langton had spoken with Dewar, and advised her about her interaction with the team. Yet Anna doubted that was the case, as she knew Langton would have been straight on the phone to her to see
  what the problem was. It seemed that Dewar must have realized the tension she had created and wanted to rectify the situation. Anna was pleased and felt it was a step in the right direction.

  Paul Barolli arrived just before nine and Anna told him to make sure the team were all gathered for a briefing by nine-fifteen. Paul asked what it was about and Anna explained
  that it seemed Dewar had ‘seen the light’ and wanted to apologize to the team.

  ‘You spoke with her?’ Paul asked, trying to keep the disbelief out of his voice.

  ‘Actually, she approached me. Said she felt there was an air of hostility towards her and wanted to start again.’

  ‘Langton’s influence?’

  ‘I don’t think so. Her own decision by the looks of it and one we should respect her for.’

  ‘I’ll hold on that until I hear what she has to say,’ Paul said and went to his office.

  Jessie Dewar returned from her shower and once again she looked immaculate, wearing a black two-piece suit and white silk shirt. Anna thought she looked very professional and
  eager to make a good impression. As members of the team arrived, Barolli told them to grab a tea or coffee from the canteen and bring it to the incident room for an urgent briefing. Barbara moaned
  that she wanted to have a cooked breakfast but Paul told her it was not an option and she should grab a sandwich if she was hungry.

  Everyone was sitting at their desks as Dewar linked her laptop to the projector and, using a remote control, opened up a PowerPoint display.

  ‘What’s all this about?’ Paul whispered to Anna.

  ‘No idea,’ she muttered back. ‘I thought we were getting an apology, not a show.’

  Dewar pressed the remote and a picture of the blue-and-gold FBI seal came up on the screen. In its centre was a set of scales, five alternating red and white horizontal bands and the words
  FIDELITY, BRAVERY, INTEGRITY. Members of the team looked at each other, wondering what was going on.

  ‘Good morning and thank you for your time. Don’t worry, this is not a history lesson,’ Dewar said.

  ‘We know . . . because America hasn’t got any,’ Dan Ross joked, causing the others to laugh.

  ‘Tell me about it . . . In more than thirty seconds,’ Dewar smiled and everyone laughed again.

  Anna had expected Dewar to react badly to the gibe, but the humorous reply had got their attention.

  ‘I realize that I did not get off to a good start yesterday and may have upset some of you, but that was not my intention. As a supervisory special agent at the FBI, I know that not
  everyone is going to like me or what I may have to say during an investigation but it goes with the territory, or job, as you say in the Met.’

  Dewar then brought up a slide with the Met Police Statement of Common Purpose written on it.

  ‘Although I work on the other side of the pond under different laws, we as investigators all do the same job, that being . . .’ Dewar pressed the remote to highlight the words:
  ‘to pursue and bring to justice those who break the law’.

  ‘It is a great privilege for me to be here and work alongside you and I believe that along the way we can learn from each other.’

  Anna was impressed. Dewar was clearly a good speaker who knew how to use PowerPoint to not only get an audience’s attention but also get her point across. Anna could see members of the
  team nodding in agreement as the agent, it seemed, was winning them over. Anna, thinking that Dewar had finished, stepped forward to say a few supportive words, but Dewar suddenly brought up
  another slide showing a wide-angled photograph of Reynolds lying dead in his living room.

  ‘I have had the opportunity to read through the Joshua Reynolds file and record my observations regarding his death,’ Dewar said, and glared at Travis, who took a step back.

  Anna would rather have discussed Dewar’s ‘observations’ in private, but since the agent had their attention and Anna did not want to appear rude she gestured with a nod for
  Dewar to continue.

  Dewar pressed the remote and the word SUICIDE? came up on the screen.

  ‘I believe that the original investigation by DI Simms is flawed and the scene of Reynolds’ death may have been staged to look like a suicide,’ she said bluntly.

  As Anna looked around the room she could see that members of the team were instantly agitated at what they perceived to be an attack on ‘one of their own’, even though many of them
  had never worked with DI Simms. Upset by the remarks, many of the officers looked at each other in amazement and began to fidget in their seats.

  Barolli, standing next to Anna, leaned closer and whispered, ‘Might be best to stop her before the gloves are off and one of them says something.’

  ‘No. She wanted the floor so she can have it,’ Anna replied.

  ‘Reynolds’ death was assumed to be a suicide from the outset and because of this DI Simms sought, or conveyed, information that confirmed his belief.’

  ‘But the pathology and forensic reports both confirmed that Reynolds committed suicide,’ Barolli said.

  ‘As did the Coroner’s verdict. Are you seriously saying he was wrong as well?’ Barbara added in support of Barolli.

  ‘Confirmation bias is not necessarily intentional but it does affect us all and we don’t even realize it. We look for evidence to support our theory about what happened at a scene.
  This in turn causes us to ignore or miss evidence that opposes it,’ Dewar calmly replied and brought up a copy of Joshua Reynolds’ suicide note on the screen.

  ‘I’d ask you all to bear with me on this and read Reynolds’ alleged suicide note.’

  
    
      My Dear Wife, please forgive me for having left you all with the troubles that my death has caused you. I loved all of you very much and more than you can ever know.
      Everything had become too much for me and I have felt very depressed since mothers death and the money problems with the club.

      I know I have let you all down but your mother and sister will help you through this. Bye for the last time, and never forget that you were the best thing that ever happened to me.

      Love Joshua

    

  

  Dewar paused while everyone read the note.

  Anna, who was already aware of the dangers of confirmation bias in an investigation, wondered how and why Dewar was implying that someone else had written the suicide note.

  ‘The problem here is the design of the note is wrong. It’s set up for an audience rather than just the addressee and even that’s wrong. Can anyone tell me why?’ Dewar
  asked, but no one answered her.

  ‘My Dear Wife? Surely, Reynolds would write his own wife’s name. “Mothers” should be apostrophe “s” and there are other grammatical errors – this man
  was university-educated!’ Dewar said with conviction.

  ‘He was just about to kill himself. His state of mind must have been all over the place so that would affect the way he wrote the note,’ Barbara suggested, but Dewar ignored her and
  continued.

  ‘He refers to Donna’s sister and their mother yet he never once writes their actual names. Some of the note is written in the past tense. It’s as if he was already dead when he
  wrote it and that’s impossible.’

  ‘The toxicology results showed he was pissed. So that coupled with his state of mind would explain—’ Barbara argued, but was cut off by Dewar, who replied calmly but
  firmly.

  ‘I am not talking about his state of mind or how drunk he may have been. What I am saying is I don’t believe he wrote this note.’

  ‘Well, only Reynolds can tell us that and he’s dead,’ Barbara replied.

  ‘I understand what you’re saying. But there’s no direct evidence that the note’s a fake. It is what it is,’ Barolli said, trying to be diplomatic.

  ‘This note was taken on face value for what it was perceived to be. It supported a suicide theory. The validity of the note was never challenged. Was a forensic linguist asked to examine
  it? Why leave it on a computer screen and not hand-write it? Did they check his computer for other notes? The answer to every question and many others I haven’t yet raised is, NO.’

  ‘So you’re saying if the note is a fake, the scene was staged and Reynolds was murdered,’ Barolli said.

  ‘Yes,’ Dewar replied, emphatically.

  Anna thought Dewar was conducting herself reasonably well and that she had remained calm and collected, even when challenged. She had raised valid points about the authenticity of the note,
  indicating that the contents should have been further investigated at the time. Anna knew this was something Dewar would tell Langton, meaning that she needed to discuss it as soon as possible with
  DI Simms.

  Anna looked at her watch. ‘Sorry to interrupt you, Jessie, but we’re running late for the Taylor interview.’

  ‘There are other observations concerning the crime scene that I’d like to bring to everyone’s attention.’

  ‘You and I can discuss them on the way to Belmarsh.’

  ‘It will only take a few minutes—’

  ‘Time is pressing and we really need to leave now,’ Anna said.

  ‘If you insist, DCI Travis.’ Dewar was clearly annoyed as she then picked up her laptop and walked off into Anna’s office.

  Anna asked Barolli for a quick word in private.

  ‘You give her the floor. She spouts a load of psycho-babble and because we don’t agree, she storms off,’ Barolli remarked.

  ‘At least you were tactful, Paul, unlike Barbara who wanted to go head to head with her,’ Anna replied.

  ‘Agreed, but Barbara’s comments were justified and as valid as Dewar’s.’

  ‘I’d like you to check over the house to house file, extend it beyond Reynolds’ block of flats and draw up a list of everyone who was close to him.’

  ‘Do you want full background and intelligence enquiries as well?’ he asked.

  ‘Keep it close to home to start with – the wife, his family, business associates . . .’

  ‘His wife already made a statement.’

  ‘It’s not very detailed and gives little insight into Joshua Reynolds’ lifestyle. To be honest, I only skimmed over it myself.’

  ‘Do you think Reynolds was murdered?’

  ‘As yet, no, but I can see Dewar stirring things up with Langton so we need to be one step ahead of the game.’

  Dewar hurriedly put down the desk phone as Anna entered her office, leading Anna to suspect that she had been speaking to Langton.

  ‘Everything all right, Jessie?’ Anna asked, knowing full well it wasn’t.

  ‘First names is fine between us in private but in front of the office, I’d appreciate it if you referred to me as Special Agent Dewar.’

  ‘I thought you gave an excellent presentation about the suicide note,’ Anna said, trying to soothe Dewar’s mood.

  ‘Really? Then why didn’t you back me up out there when I was being challenged by Maddox and Barolli?’

  ‘What you said has given me food for thought but as the SIO on this case I need to keep an open mind,’ Anna reminded her.

  ‘Well, if your DI Simms had kept an open mind last November, you’d have started a murder investigation then and there.’

  ‘Paul Simms is a good detective and, as you said, confirmation bias is not necessarily intentional.’

  ‘What’s with you guys? It’s all shock, horror because I show someone fucked up and then you get defensive!’ Dewar barked, waving her hands as if frightened.

  Anna shook her head in disbelief at Dewar’s theatrics.

  ‘It’s how you said it. The team took it as an attack on a colleague and thereby on the Met as a whole. You instigated the barrier, not them.’

  Dewar paused, looking at Anna, and sighed before continuing.

  ‘That wasn’t my intention. Sometimes my passion for a case leads to frustration, which makes me angry and then people misunderstand what I say.’

  ‘It would have helped if you had discussed your thoughts with me before the briefing.’

  ‘You only had to ask and I would have. If the suicide note is fake then the most likely person to have killed Reynolds is his wife.’

  ‘She was at the Savoy Hotel all night at a big charity do. DI Simms confirmed it,’ Anna observed.

  ‘She could have hired someone to do her dirty work.’

  ‘There were no signs of a struggle or forced entry.’

  ‘If I knocked on your door then stuck a gun in your face, you would do exactly what I told you. I shoot you in the side of the head, stick the gun in your hand and type up a fake suicide
  note.’

  ‘There was firearms residue and bullets for the gun in the wardrobe safe. Only Reynolds knew the code, so how did your killer get the gun out?’ Anna demanded, beginning to get bored
  with the conversation.

  ‘How do you know he was the only person who knew the code?’

  ‘Donna said so in her statement.’

  ‘Of course she would if she took the gun out and gave it to the killer or told him the code.’

  ‘This is all very interesting, but a lot of what you’re saying is conjecture.’

  ‘I like to think of it as an alternative proposition. It helps to work out the balance of probabilities.’

  ‘Any other alternative propositions?’

  ‘Not for the moment.’

  Anna couldn’t help but think that Dewar was rather self-opinionated, with an answer for everything, and in many ways wanted the pieces of the puzzle to fit together her
  way. The manner in which she presented her theory made it seem possible but Anna knew a story could be twisted. She felt that Dewar was biased towards Donna Reynolds being responsible for the
  murder, although there was not a shred of evidence to show that she was involved, and Dewar’s inflexible attitude worried her.

  Anna looked at her watch.

  ‘We’re running late. Grab your stuff, we need to get a move on,’ she said, picking up her briefcase and bag while Dewar did the same.

  ‘One other thing, if it was a suicide and the neighbours were in, how come no one heard a loud bang that night? The killer must have used a silencer of some sort.’

  ‘It was November fifth. No one would have noticed.’

  ‘What?’

  ‘Guy Fawkes Night.’

  ‘What’s he got to do with it?’

  ‘I’m so glad you didn’t raise this in front of the rest of the office or they would still be laughing now.’

  ‘Why?’

  ‘English tradition. Bonfires and fireworks. Guy Fawkes tried to blow up the Houses of Parliament with gunpowder.’

  ‘Shit, I know nothing about your history,’ Dewar said, and laughed loudly as they both left the office.




  Chapter Five

  Dewar had insisted on driving and Anna was beginning to regret letting her as it was very nerve-wracking. She was constantly over the speed limit,
  and on a few occasions verging onto the wrong side of the road. Dewar was very tense, her lips pursed as she muttered about the ridiculous road signs being outdated and dangerous. When Dewar
  ignored a red light and turned right into the path of oncoming traffic Anna had no alternative but to remind her that it was illegal to do that in the UK. Dewar grimly replied it was force of habit
  as it was allowed in the States.

  However, she seemed to relax as the journey continued and Anna gradually felt more at ease with her driving.

  ‘Have you known DCS Langton long?’ she asked.

  ‘Yeah, a while, he was over in Los Angeles on a case about an actor, be a few years back now, and we met up again recently at a homicide conference in Paris.’

  ‘LA, yes, I remember he went there once.’

  Anna had accompanied Langton to Los Angeles on that inquiry but she was certain that she had not met Dewar before, and that he had never mentioned her name until two days ago when he referred to
  them meeting at the homicide conference.

  ‘In case you are fishin’ for information, my relationship with him is purely business. I know he has quite a reputation. Is he married?’

  ‘Yes, to Laura. His first wife died of a brain tumour, so it’s his second marriage. He adopted Laura’s daughter Kitty from a previous relationship, and they have a young son
  Tommy. He likes to keep his private life close to his chest.’

  ‘Well that was very concise. What about you, married or single?’

  Anna hesitated. She didn’t want to talk with someone she didn’t really know about the tragic death of her fiancé Ken or her past relationship with Langton.

  ‘Me? Footloose and fancy-free, apart from work, that is.’

  Dewar nodded and laughed. ‘Same with me. It’s hard in this job being surrounded by men, but I’ve never mixed work with sex. There are so many divorces and separations due to
  the pressures, not to mention the shagging around, but I live in hope.’

  ‘I’m really looking forward to the FBI course,’ Anna said, deliberately changing the subject.

  ‘Good. You’ll really enjoy it. No walk in the park though. It’s rare but some people do fail it and there’s no going back for a second chance.’ Dewar’s tone
  made Anna feel she was implying that was what she expected to happen to her.

  ‘I was on the Met’s accelerated promotion course so I know what hard graft is,’ Anna countered.

  ‘Jimmy said you were a degree entrant like me. I joined the FBI at twenty-three after completing my master’s degree in Forensic Psychology. After three years’ fieldwork I
  became the youngest agent ever to be asked to join the Behavioural Science Unit.’

  ‘You have done well.’

  ‘Within seven years I was promoted to supervising level. As well as profiling on live cases I now head up the behavioural profiling input on all the courses at Quantico. So you will be
  studying some of my cases,’ Dewar said in a rather pompous manner.

  ‘What else is on the course syllabus?’ Anna asked, tired of hearing about Dewar’s achievements. She thought that three years in the field was not a lot of ground experience and
  wondered if, as a profiler, Dewar actually visited crime scenes or based her opinions on photographs and statements like the UK profilers did.

  ‘I’ll give you some advice: keep your mouth shut unless you have something of value to add. They jump on anyone who likes to think they know it all.’

  Anna thought this was rich coming from her.

  ‘There’s a wealth of knowledge and experience at Quantico. Especially on the behavioural module I designed. Don Blane is standing in for me while I’m away so I’ll give
  him a ring and tell him you’re on the course. See if you can accompany him on a live case over a free weekend. Watching Don working is a masterclass in itself. His interview technique is so
  good he can make a virgin open up.’

  ‘Thank you,’ Anna said, not appreciating the analogy and hoping that Dewar would forget her offer to ring Don. If he was anything like Dewar, she didn’t fancy getting stuck
  with him, especially not over a free weekend.

  ‘Jesus, these frickin’ traffic circles, you got cars comin’ at you from all directions.’

  They drove on in silence before arriving at the vast modern-looking prison, which held some of the UK’s most dangerous and violent criminals. As they walked over to the
  visitors’ centre, Dewar said she would like to conduct the interview with Taylor, but Anna tactfully suggested that as he was expecting someone from the Met, it would be best for her to
  handle it and she would introduce Dewar as a US detective over on work experience.

  Once inside, Anna produced her warrant card while Dewar showed her FBI badge, after which they had their fingerprints scanned and a photograph taken before being issued prison passes. The
  receptionist pointed to the lockers behind them as he explained that mobile phones, handbags and other personal belongings had to be locked away during the visit. They were allowed to take in
  writing paper, pens and a Dictaphone if they had one, which Anna did and showed it to the guard, who checked it over. They were asked to sign a form agreeing to abide by the rules and then told to
  wait for a prison officer to escort them to the main building.

  ‘I thought it was bad in the States trying to visit a prisoner but this is ridiculous,’ Dewar moaned.

  ‘Well this is a maximum-security prison housing terrorists and—’

  ‘It’s hardly Guantanamo Bay, is it!’

  Anna was surprised by Dewar’s disparaging remark and now realized how impatient the woman could be.

  She herself was feeling very uneasy and her stomach was churning. It wasn’t so much the interview with Taylor that worried her, more that she had not been inside a prison since the death
  of Ken. They had actually met when he was a senior officer on a segregated high-security wing at a different prison. She had been interviewing an inmate, the same one who later murdered Ken just
  after their engagement. Anna was dreading stepping inside the prison gates and the sad memories it would reignite, her greatest fear being how she would react when she saw prison officers all
  dressed in the standard-issue uniform that Ken had worn with pride. She was so absorbed in her thoughts that she hadn’t noticed the male prison officer approach.

  ‘Detective Travis, Agent Dewar, if you would like to follow me, please.’

  On hearing his voice, Anna was afraid to look at him, fearing that she would see an image of Ken in front of her. She felt her heart pounding and her breathing increase as she stood up too
  quickly. Suddenly she felt faint and the room began to spin. ‘Pull yourself together,’ she thought and, in fear of falling over, sat back down.

  ‘You all right?’ Dewar asked.

  ‘Yeah, I just stood up too quickly. It made me feel dizzy.’

  ‘Would you like some water?’ the prison officer asked.

  ‘Yes, please,’ Anna said and looked up to see that the officer was not only Asian but much younger than Ken. She smiled, somehow feeling as if Ken was with her and telling her not to
  be stupid and get on with the interview.

  After Anna drank her cold water they were escorted through the main entry gates and into a holding room with a set of airlock doors. Anna entered the first then proceeded into the second one
  before Dewar was allowed to follow. Once through the airlocks, they had to go through an X-ray machine and metal detector and were then patted down by a female officer with a sniffer dog. Anna
  wondered how on earth visitors still managed to smuggle anything in. For her the real irony was that prisoners were still able to make weapons from almost anything they could get their hands on.
  Ken, her fiancé, was stabbed in his neck artery with a homemade knife and had bled to death.

  The interview room was small, with only a table and four chairs. To the left of the table there was a panic alarm that could be pressed if assistance was needed. The escorting
  officer told them that Delon Taylor would be brought from his cell shortly and Anna sat down and placed her Dictaphone, notebook and pen on the table. Dewar sat next to her.

  ‘I can’t believe all the rigmarole for a police officer and senior FBI agent to come and see some lowlife prisoner,’ Dewar complained.

  ‘The officers are just doing their job.’

  ‘I wonder if the pain-in-the-ass bureaucrats will put us through the same irritating process on the way out?’

  ‘Do me a favour and cut the cynical remarks about the prison officers, please!’ Anna said bluntly.

  ‘Well, excuse me if I offend you.’

  ‘You didn’t offend me. You offended someone I knew.’

  Before Dewar could say anything else the interview-room door opened and Taylor was brought in and sat opposite them. Delon Taylor was black, in his mid-twenties, very muscular and six feet tall.
  Anna had looked at his criminal file and noted that he was a professional cage fighter, which accounted for his misshapen nose and numerous facial scars, but nevertheless he had a very handsome
  face.

  Anna introduced herself as the DCI investigating Joshua Reynolds’ death, showing Taylor her warrant card, and told him that although he would be interviewed as a witness, not a suspect,
  she would like to record the interview. Taylor said nothing but nodded in agreement. Anna was about to introduce Dewar as a US detective on work experience with the Met when the agent produced her
  FBI badge and cut in.

  ‘I’m Jessie Dewar, a supervisory special agent with the FBI and—’

  ‘Fucking FBI! What they doing here?’ Taylor shouted at Anna in a broad London accent.

  ‘I’m working the case with Detective Travis,’ Dewar replied.

  ‘Well you can fuck off back to where you came from!’

  Anna was livid. Dewar had managed to upset Taylor before she had asked a single question. She wanted to give Dewar a piece of her mind but knew it was totally against protocol to chastize a
  fellow officer in front of a prisoner. Instead, Anna gave Dewar a stare that made it quite clear how she felt and quickly calmed the situation by explaining to Taylor that the agent was merely an
  observer benefiting from work experience with the Met.

  ‘Good, because I ain’t talking to no Yank,’ Taylor said. Anna was pleased that he had made his position on the matter quite clear and hoped that it would curtail any further
  disruption by Dewar. Anna informed Taylor that she had been told that he had information concerning Joshua Reynolds’ death and asked him to tell her what he knew and give some background
  detail of his association with the dead man. Taylor told them that everyone called Reynolds by his preferred name of Josh and that he had worked as a bouncer at his club.

  ‘Josh was a real nice geezer, everyone liked him. Not like his tosser of a partner Marcus Williams. He was ripping Josh off left, right and centre. I’m sitting in this shit-hole
  because of him.’

  ‘You’re awaiting trial for robbery and serious assault on a police officer. Are you saying Williams was involved in that?’ Anna asked.

  ‘No. Williams had me set up for thieving from the club tills so Josh would sack me. With no job I soon ran out of money and had no choice other than do a robbery.’

  ‘You were armed with a gun at the time.’

  ‘The gun was fake and the assault was a fucking accident. I ran out the building society straight into the copper and the money went flying everywhere. Knocked the poor bloke straight on
  his arse and he split his head open on the pavement. I legged it with what I could pick up, which was only a few hundred, yet I got charged with nicking over two grand.’

  ‘That was nearly six months ago. Why do you want to talk to us now?’

  ‘No, the robbery was, but I went on the run to Liverpool and only got nicked two weeks ago, me mum of all people turned me in. Anyways I only heard about Josh’s death in here when I
  saw an old workmate so that’s why I had to speak with you. Tell you what I knew.’

  Anna chuckled inside. Although Taylor came across as a very fit and hard man he made a rather inept criminal. She asked him to get to the point regarding Josh’s death.

  ‘Williams had a prostitution set-up going on in the Trojan with high-rolling Arabs, foreign millionaires, film and TV celebs. They paid big money. Five hundred a wank, a grand a blowjob,
  two grand for sex and those who will do it three K for anal. Williams pocketed seventy per cent.’

  ‘Did Josh Reynolds know about this?’ Anna asked.

  ‘Not until I told him, which was a day or two before he died. He was shocked – he’d worked hard to turn the Trojan into a decent club.’

  Anna leaned back in her chair to take in what Taylor had just said. She looked at Dewar, who smirked at her as if to say, ‘I told you it was a murder and the suicide note was
  fake.’

  ‘So how long had this been going on?’ Anna asked.

  ‘A couple of months or so.’

  ‘Tell me, what are you expecting for this information?’

  ‘My solicitor told me that helping the police about other crimes could be beneficial to my sentence.’

  ‘I think your solicitor was actually referring to other crimes you may have committed,’ Anna pointed out.

  ‘I haven’t done any, but you can tell the judge that I helped in a murder inquiry, can’t you?’

  ‘I’ll be investigating what you said and if it turns out you have deliberately wasted police time you could find that heaped onto the charges you already face.’

  ‘I swear on my mum’s life that I’m not lying.’

  ‘Not convincing, seeing she’s the one who shopped you to the police.’

  Taylor sat back, unable to meet Anna’s eye after she had questioned him about the truth behind his information.

  She looked at Dewar, who had been writing notes furiously throughout the interview.

  ‘I wonder if I could ask you a couple of questions as part of my work experience?’ Dewar asked, glancing pointedly at Anna.

  ‘May as well, ’cause she ain’t listening to me no more,’ Taylor said, clearly angry with Anna.

  ‘Donna Reynolds, Josh’s wife, did you know her?’

  ‘Yeah, nice girl.’

  ‘So why did she leave the club?’

  ‘I think she got tired of dirty old geezers squeezing her arse and tits. They treated her like she was still dancing.’

  ‘Dancing?’

  ‘Yeah, she was a lap dancer at the Trojan – that’s how her and Josh met. She wasn’t very good and Josh didn’t like her dancing so he made her the head hostess.
  Better with her lips than her hips,’ Taylor said with a loud guffaw.

  ‘Was she overfamiliar with the customers?’

  ‘If it meant a bit of flirting to get a punter’s money out of his pockets then yeah. She knew how to play the game.’

  ‘So their relationship was strained. They argued a lot?’

  Anna knew exactly where Dewar was going with what was clearly a leading question.

  ‘I heard them argue sometimes but all couples—’

  ‘What about? Was it her flirting?’

  ‘He didn’t like it but he put up with it.’

  ‘Did they argue about money?’

  ‘I know they didn’t have much in their pockets. Everything was invested in the club and their flat. Donna was the one who watched the pennies, checked all the cash tills against the
  receipts every night.’

  ‘What about Donna and Marcus Williams?’

  ‘What about them?’

  ‘Was there anything going on between them?’

  ‘You havin’ a laugh? She was too good for that bastard. Donna wasn’t that kind of girl.’

  ‘Did Josh think she was having an affair with any of the VIPs?’

  ‘He never asked me if she was.’

  ‘Did he slap her around?’

  ‘I never saw her with a black eye if that’s what you mean.’

  ‘Were you and Donna lovers? Did she need you to do her dirty work?’

  ‘What the fuck are you on!’ Taylor screamed at Dewar and stood up.

  ‘Delon, please calm down. You misunderstood Agent Dewar,’ Anna said, trying desperately to calm the situation.

  ‘No, he didn’t. His reaction made that quite clear,’ Dewar said confidently.

  Taylor banged his hands down on the table.

  ‘Fuck you, you bitch. Josh and Donna Reynolds are good people. I told Josh about Williams and now he’s dead. It ain’t rocket science, not even for the fucking FBI.’

  ‘Sit down and don’t speak to me like that,’ Dewar said firmly.

  ‘I ain’t no murderer and I’ll speak to you how I fucking like.’

  Taylor began to shout for the prison officer, who rushed into the room. Taylor claimed that Dewar was ‘doing his head in’ and asked to be taken back to his cell, at which point
  Travis held her hand up, indicating to the prison officer that the interview was over.

  ‘Well, that’s the end of that then. All in all, I thought it went pretty well,’ Dewar said, then flipped the cover of her notebook closed and jumped to her feet, smiling at
  Anna.

  Anna was completely taken aback by Dewar’s remark and her method of questioning a witness. Not only was it, in her opinion, a poor technique, but the agent was also trying to put words
  into Taylor’s mouth to reinforce her own suspicions. It seemed that Dewar was convinced Donna Reynolds was involved in her husband’s murder even though Taylor was insinuating Marcus
  Williams was responsible. Anna suspected Taylor was lying, but the reality was that the interview with Taylor, like the suicide note, had raised further unanswered questions.

  They walked back to the car in silence. Anna, out of Dewar’s hearing, rang the office and asked Joan Falkland to make an appointment for her to meet with Donna Reynolds
  and not to mention the murder squad, but just say it was to do with the current owner of the Trojan. She also left a text message on Paul Simms’ mobile asking him to contact her regarding
  Joshua Reynolds’ suicide.

  As they pulled out of the prison car park, Anna asked Dewar what she made of the interview with Taylor.

  ‘I thought you handled it reasonably well, but if you’d drawn him out more you’d have got the intended reaction I did.’

  ‘You wanted him to let rip at you?’ Anna asked in disbelief.

  ‘Yes, it’s about reaction and gauging the truth. I made a false accusation, he reacted with anger, thus from his tone, demeanour and other facial expressions he is telling the
  truth.’

  ‘If Donna wanted to kill Reynolds then making it look like a robbery gone wrong at the flat or Trojan would have been a better option. Plus, there’s no insurance pay-out on a
  suicide.’

  ‘She’d still get the apartment and his share of the Trojan.’

  ‘So what’s Williams’ part in this great conspiracy then?’

  ‘Hard to say until I’ve spoken with him. I doubt he and Donna were lovers but they both had reason to want Josh dead,’ Dewar said with great assurance.

  ‘So now you think it was either Donna or Williams that killed Josh.’

  ‘No. I think Donna wanted him dead and maybe she got Williams to do it or arrange it.’

  Anna felt it would be a waste of time to contradict any of Dewar’s varying and conflicting opinions, as once again, she seemed to have an answer for everything. One thing she knew for
  certain was that Dewar would inform Langton of the day’s developments and her skewed beliefs as soon as she had a chance to contact him.




  Chapter Six

  Anna completed her report at home and handed it to Joan the next morning to upload onto the Reynolds computer file. ‘Any luck with Donna
  Reynolds, Joan?’

  Joan replied that she had rung Donna Reynolds’ mobile yesterday evening, claiming to be from the vice squad, and that a DCI Travis wanted to come and see her regarding the Trojan club.
  Anna sensed that Joan was rather anxious.

  ‘Was there a problem?’

  ‘Well, yes and no: I didn’t realize her mother Gloria had answered the phone. She said Donna was having a swim in the pool, so I arranged through her for you to meet with Donna at
  four p.m. She started asking questions and I just said I didn’t know, but I think she knew I was lying.’ The constable clearly wasn’t happy.

  ‘Don’t look so worried, you salvaged a tricky situation.’

  ‘But she kept pressing me and I said she’d have to speak with you so I had to give her your mobile number.’

  ‘Well, she hasn’t called me yet.’

  ‘Donna’s living with her mum in Weybridge, Surrey,’ Joan said, handing Anna the address on a piece of paper. ‘Langton’s in your office with Agent Dewar, I had to
  tell her about the meeting with Donna.’

  ‘Why?’

  ‘I had no choice – she asked me for Donna’s mobile number as she wanted to arrange a meeting with her. I said you had already done so.’

  ‘How did she take that?’ Anna grinned.

  ‘Mumbled something about being left in the dark again and stormed off.’

  ‘After her performance with Taylor, DI Barolli and I will be speaking with Donna,’ Anna assured her, heading towards the DI’s door.

  She popped her head around it and told him to be free for a four-p.m. meeting with Donna Reynolds in Weybridge.

  Entering her office, the first thing she noticed was that her desk was yet again littered with Dewar’s papers, and enlarged photographs of the Reynolds crime scene were laid out on the
  sofa and floor.

  ‘Good morning, Travis,’ said Langton. ‘Jessie here was in at half seven drawing up further lines of enquiry for your investigation.’

  ‘Well I’ve been busy completing my notes on the interview with Taylor.’

  ‘Interesting interview. Jessie was just telling me about it and her observations concerning the suicide note being fake. Opens up a can of worms, doesn’t it?’

  ‘Depends how you look at it,’ Anna said.

  ‘How do you mean?’ Langton asked.

  ‘Taylor could be telling a pack of lies and the suicide note could be genuine. As you’ve often said yourself, there can be many sides to a story.’

  ‘True. But I have to say Jessie has raised issues that DI Simms should clearly have considered at the time. If he made the wrong call at the scene then everything that followed is a total
  fuck-up. We could have a murderer out there who thinks they’ve got away with it.’

  ‘Hindsight is a wonderful thing but Paul Simms never knew about Delon Taylor back then,’ Anna replied.

  ‘He might have done if he’d dug a bit deeper and made some in-depth enquiries at the Trojan,’ Dewar remarked.

  ‘Why do you think Taylor’s lying?’ Langton asked Anna.

  ‘There may be elements of truth in what he said but that doesn’t mean Reynolds was murdered. He could be trying to use circumstances for his own benefit. He never came forward until
  he ended up on remand for robbery and assault.’

  ‘If I may interject, Jimmy,’ Dewar said.

  Every time she called him ‘Jimmy’ it grated on Anna’s nerves, but she knew it was perfectly possible that Dewar could have read the list of issues about her attitude to
  discuss, and was now attempting to turn things to her advantage. Anna was sorely tempted to give Dewar a piece of her mind, but with Langton on the FBI agent’s side she decided it was better
  to keep quiet and just let her drone on.

  ‘In my experience the behavioural actions of the person being interviewed can help to detect whether or not they are lying.’

  ‘Are you referring to Taylor?’ Langton asked.

  ‘Yes. I focused on his micro-expressions. I wrote a chapter about it in my published paper, “The Language of Lies”.’

  ‘So what exactly are micro-expressions?’ Langton asked, intrigued, and Dewar clearly knew it.

  ‘Movements that flash up on a person’s face for a fraction of a second. When someone is lying their eyes will move to the left or they may blink more rapidly.’

  ‘How interesting,’ Langton remarked.

  ‘We still don’t know what Taylor was actually thinking,’ Anna said, annoyed that Langton of all people was fooled by Dewar’s drivel.

  ‘It takes experience and understanding to spot the signs, Anna. Emotions that betray a liar are fear, guilt about lying. Taylor showed none of those signs and that is why I believe he was
  telling the truth.’

  ‘What about his emotional outburst and banging the table when you accused him of being Donna’s lover and doing her dirty work?’

  ‘I already told you I wanted to draw him out and see how he reacted to a statement that I had no evidence to support.’
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