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    Prologue




    Day One: Wednesday Afternoon




    A sudden swell threw Giles sideways. His elbow cracked against the wheel, and pain spiked up his arm like an electric shock.




    The momentary agony made him sicker than anything since the markets had crashed around him in 2008 and he’d had to sink three bottles of fizz in twenty minutes to dull the horror. Clutching the funny bone with his other hand, he hoped his blood’s warmth would stop the torture on its own this time. He couldn’t risk getting drunk today with a tricky sail ahead of him.




    Waiting for the pain to recede, he silently added his niece to the list of people he’d be happy to see dead at his feet. There’d been plenty of those over the last couple of years, but he’d never expected to include pretty Suzie until now. The little bitch was twenty-five minutes late and the weather was closing in. As he scowled up at the sky, he thought it looked like a cross between decaying lead and a massive goose turd.




    Giles’s cheek caught a blast of the freshening wind, as the sea heaved again. He was ready for it this time and rode the rocking deck well enough to avoid any more damage. Like him, the sea was getting angry.




    He’d promised his sister he’d deliver her bloody daughter to Lymington by five and if Suzie didn’t appear within ten more minutes they’d miss the tide. Which would also make him late for his mates, who’d be waiting for him a few miles east of the Hamble estuary half an hour later.




    A thin, panting, rhythmic sound reached him through the creaking of the sheets and the groaning of the timbers of his magnificent old yawl. He leaned forwards against the wheel, enjoying the way the rounded end of one spoke massaged his solar plexus. The words of the rhythmic chant became clearer: ‘Oh shit, oh fuck, oh shit, oh fuck, oh shit, oh fuck.’




    ‘Suzie?’ he shouted into the murk. ‘That you?’




    ‘Uncle Giles! I’m sorry.’ The fifteen-year-old’s high voice was breathless but much more chirpy than it should have been. ‘I got held up. Don’t be cross. I’ve been running as fast as I can.’




    She emerged into the light at the foot of his gangway, all tangled blonde hair, bouncing tits and bee-stung lips. The little cow had been in bed with someone. You couldn’t miss the signs. Her skin was glowing, even in this filthy light, and she had the smug look of every woman who’s ever reduced a man to a heaving, grunting wreck of his former self. So that’s why she was late. Making him hang about and risk missing a crucial rendezvous for an under-age fuck. Little tart.




    He opened his mouth to tell her what he thought, then saw she was wearing heels: teetering, pointed, destructive heels.




    ‘Kick off those fucking shoes before you come one step closer,’ he yelled.




    ‘Can’t, Uncle Giles. ’s too cold for bare feet. Let me on board. I need to . . .’ She broke off, and giggled. ‘Come on, darling Giley-Wiley, let me on board. I’m cold and wet, and I need a pee.’




    Giles saw she hadn’t any tights under her stretchy pelmet of a skirt. Silly little cow. He stuffed his hand into his fat wallet and peeled ten twenties off the pile, before running down to meet her.




    ‘I’m not having you on my deck in those fucking heels,’ he said, shoving the money at her. ‘Run back and buy some socks and deckies at Captain Joe’s at the top of the quay. Run fast. If you make me miss the tide, I’ll be really cross. And your mother will blame me till the end of time. She’s never yet let me forget anything I’ve ever done.’




    ‘Don’t tell her it was me who was late, Uncle Giles.’ All the giggles had gone from Suzie’s breathless voice now. ‘You can’t. Promise you won’t tell.’




    Suzie wound her hands around his sore elbow, hanging on for dear life and completely ignoring the money. He caught a blast of Malibu on her breath. She wasn’t going to be much good as crew today. He wondered who it was who’d got her drunk and shagged her, but she was beginning to sound a lot more sober now. He wasn’t surprised. His sister might look fragile but her disapproval could fell most people at fifty paces.




    ‘She’ll kill me if she thinks I’ve . . . Promise, Giley-Wiley? Please. I’ll do anything for you if you promise. Anything.’




    ‘We’ll see,’ he said, grinning to control his sudden fear of what she could make him do. ‘Run fast enough, get some decent deckies, and behave yourself on the sail, and I might help you out. But I’m not promising anything. Go on. Fuck off.’




    She slobbered a big, wet Malibu-scented kiss on his cheek and ran, disappearing into the gloom. Moments later he heard the sound of her tripping over her feet, then a high cascade of giggles. It was going to be a fun trip.




    His elbow was better now, but that was the only thing going for him. He squinted up at the looming grey-green sky and knew that any safety-first, shore-hugging, weekend sailor would get on the phone to explain to both parties why he wasn’t going to make it this afternoon, before dumping Suzie at the ferry terminal to make her own way home. But he wasn’t one of them. He’d always been a risk-taker.




    Suddenly Giles smiled and drew in a huge gulp of salt-laden, tarry air, feeling the old power and the pleasure it had always brought him. Of course he was a risk-taker! How else would he ever have made it so big in the City? Or ridden out the financial storms after the crash and more than doubled his income in retirement here on the Isle of Wight?




    Even risk-takers needed to check on the weather sometimes though, so he nipped below to tap the barometer, revelling as he always did in the antique perfection of every plank of his beloved Dasher.




    A series of pinging drops sounded, muffled by the thickness of what he always thought of as the deckhead insulation but still noisy enough to get through. Rain. Now he had to deal with that as well as a rising gale. Bloody Suzie. They could have been home and dry by now. If the temperature dropped again and the rain turned to snow, he’d be in real trouble. The weight of freezing snow on the sails added to the other odd imbalances in the old boat caused every sort of problem, even for an experienced winter sailor like him.




    The cabin floor lurched under his feet as if to underline the danger. Giles looked at his chart table and the course he’d plotted so carefully, timing everything to the second.




    Three twenty-two already. The light would soon be gone completely, and the tide with it. He was buggered if he was going to make this journey with the engine and the navigation lights. That would spoil everything.




    He reached for his phone and made a quick call to one of the blokes from his investment syndicate, who would all soon be mustering at the tiny bay east of the Hamble estuary to divide the spoils of their latest coup, before cracking open the fizz to celebrate.




    ‘Hah!’ Giles laughed out loud as he put down the phone again, then ran up the companionway.




    Where the hell was Suzie? It couldn’t take seventeen minutes to go fifty yards and buy some deckies. Not if you were using cash.




    Ten minutes later his rage was turning to something else, something much less familiar and distinctly uncomfortable. He was getting worried about the little cow. What was she up to now? She should have been safely back a good quarter of an hour ago. More.




    Huddled in the shadows thrown by the big schooner tied up next to the Dasher, Billy watched big Mr Henty lock his cabin and stumble down the gangplank, shouting the girl’s name in his posh voice. When he got nothing back but the screaming of the gulls and the creaking of the reefed sails, he speeded up and sprinted towards the shops at the end of the marina.




    Billy waited till he was sure the old man had really gone, then he scuttled up on deck silently, like a vole. This was his chance because no one would be coming this way now.




    The crappy lock on the cabin doors wasn’t going to hold him back for a second, and he’d only have to be inside for moments. He knew where the food was and the stash of emergency cash hidden behind the galley stove in case Mr Henty ran aground and wanted to pay off any rescuers quick so they couldn’t claim the boat for salvage.




    He’d explained it all one day when the weather was rough and Billy’d asked what would happen if they needed help. Anyone towing you off a sandbank could make you sell the boat to pay them off if you didn’t have the cash to give them there and then.




    Billy wouldn’t be able to spend any of the money on the Island itself. Too many CCTV cameras near all the shops. But he’d need dosh when he got to the mainland, and this was the best chance he had of getting his hands on some.




    The food locker was nearly always full of tins and bottles. Billy’s mouth watered at the thought. This wasn’t thieving. Not really. Not like the old days. He would’ve asked to work for his food – and his passage across the Solent – today if things had been different.




    Billy had waited so long for the Dasher to come back from wherever the old man had taken her that he wasn’t going to blow it by asking for anything till Mr Henty had calmed down again.




    The lock gave in to Billy’s frozen fingers and he was in the warm cabin in seconds. The sudden heat hurt his hands and he knew they’d turn bright red any minute now and then they’d hurt even more.




    What wouldn’t he give to stow away, safely warm?




    Billy shut off the thought at once. Stowing away was too risky, specially now. Mr Henty might look like he was on Billy’s side against his crap parents, but you couldn’t trust a grown-up. Not when they were cross like Mr Henty was today. Not when you were thirteen and on the run. Specially not when you’d seen everything Billy’d seen today.




    He grabbed some tins of beans and sausages and spaghetti from the stock in the locker. His penknife had a tin-opener on it, so he didn’t have to worry about getting at the food. When he’d shoved the tins in the backpack he had with him, on top of the stuff he didn’t want to think about, he slipped his now-warmer hands in the gap behind the galley stove. Big enough for Mr Henty’s fat fins, the narrow space was no problem for Billy. His fingers found the money and tugged it out.




    The pile of fifties and twenties looked bigger than ever. It didn’t even seem like real money when there was this much; more like a game. Billy didn’t know if the old man had a record of the numbers, but, just in case, he pushed his finger and thumb into the middle of the pile and pulled out a big pinch of notes from where they wouldn’t be missed, slapping the rest back into shape. He didn’t even count what he’d got. Wasn’t worth the risk of being found here.




    As he turned to climb back on deck, he listened, pushing his head forward and upward to make sure there was no sound of the old man returning. His eye was caught by a patch of dark blue, and he waited long enough to see it was a sweater, soft and thick. It couldn’t be the old man’s – too small for that – but it would fit Billy. He’d need it if it got any colder. He took it, stuffed it in the backpack and ran.




    He didn’t want to go anywhere near the alley at the top of the marina but there was no other way into Cowes itself.




    Voices, scared angry voices, came to him as he got near it. One voice, sharp and female, came over clearer than all the others.




    ‘A foot. That’s what I saw. A naked foot in a new blue deck shoe with the price label still on it. That’s why I looked. And then there was all that blood. Blood everywhere. They ought to do something. It’s not right. All that blood for anyone to see. And her face . . .’




    Billy pushed his fingers in his ears and ran.








  



    

       

    




    Chapter 1




    Day One: Wednesday Afternoon




    ‘So that’s it, Karen,’ said Max Pitton, Professor of Forensic Psychology at Southampton University, as he shoved his notes on their discussion of next term’s responsibilities into the top drawer of his desk soon after half past five. ‘Thanks. Now you can concentrate on your book. How’s it going, by the way?’




    Karen Taylor shivered a little, then decided she owed him honesty: ‘It’s sticky. The first bit, explaining the concept of cognitive dissonance, is fine, but now I’m stuck on chapter seven, where the self-help chunk begins.’




    Max produced a great bellow of derisive laughter.




    ‘Serve you right for trying to make money prostituting your profession,’ he said. ‘Self-help, my ar— my foot! You won’t be having much of a Christmas break then, will you? Going away with Will?’




    Holding the thick mass of files between her left elbow and her ribs, Karen fought to remember how much she liked him.




    ‘I’m not sure where we’ll be.’ She pushed her free hand through her thick blonde hair and looked out of the high window at the grey sleety sky, not even wanting to think of her mother’s increasingly shrill demands for a joint Christmas in the parental penthouse in London. ‘Will and I are . . . we’re in discussion about whose flat’s going to be best. Mine’s bigger, but he thinks his is more comfortable. One more . . .’ Her voice faded and she didn’t let her eyes meet those of her broad-shouldered boss.




    Max and her boyfriend, Will, were old friends and she had always thought they might share a few too many of her confidences for comfort, especially now that Will was trying to make her say she’d marry him. She couldn’t pretend she’d never thought of it herself, but they both had way too much emotional baggage for her to want it so soon.




    ‘One more what?’ There was another laugh somewhere in Max’s deep, rattly voice. Karen glanced at him and saw that his dark eyes, which could look unforgiving when he was angry, were now full of friendliness.




    ‘Oh, I don’t know.’




    Max’s jowly face lost its affection in a familiar taunting expression.




    ‘Are you ever going to do the decent thing and make an honest man of him?’ he said. ‘Or is it too much fun playing hard to get?’




    In spite of the warmth of the cluttered office and the thick black cashmere polo-neck Karen was wearing over her skinny jeans, she shivered all over again.




    ‘Don’t, Max. I have enough of that from Will.’




    ‘Relationships can’t be static, you know. You’ll either have to move on to the next stage or get out. What’s stopping you?’ Max picked up his fat, expensive fountain pen and examined a minute scratch on the barrel. After a moment, he looked up. Some of the kindness was back in his expression, as though he could see how hard the question was for her. ‘You know I’m only asking because I care about you both.’




    The assurance made her laugh out loud. Max, whose early training had taken place in the days when formal psychoanalytic theory had ruled nearly all branches of their profession, was incapable of ignoring the more Byzantine workings of anyone’s mind. No question from him about her feelings or behaviour could be anything but loaded.




    ‘If I knew I’d probably tell you,’ Karen said, lying.




    The heaviest bit of her own baggage was her difficult first marriage, which had ended with her husband’s violent death a decade ago. Will’s sometimes seemed to her to be unresolved infantile omnipotence, but she was never going to share that disloyal thought with a brilliant, manipulative man like Max.




    ‘Only probably?’ His eyebrows were raised into almost clown-like hoops above his popping eyes.




    ‘What about you?’ she said, determined to move them away from the tricky subject of her love life. ‘Where are you going for Christmas?’




    ‘Touché,’ he said. ‘We’re more alike in our misanthropy than I ever realized in your early days as a lecturer here, Karen. In a mad moment, I committed myself to eating the wretched bird with my sister, her pompous husband, their screaming hordes of children and God knows how many hangers-on, but there’s still plenty of time to find the perfect excuse to duck out of it.’




    ‘You wouldn’t.’ Karen was sure. ‘Not if she’s expecting you and making her plans around you.’




    ‘Want to bet?’




    Karen nodded. She knew how much genuine warmth lay behind his acerbity and occasionally deliberate mischief-making. ‘Ten quid?’




    Max heaved a huge sigh, then said:




    ‘OK. OK. So I probably won’t dump her at the last minute – unless the weather’s bad enough to give me an excuse. But I’d much rather sip some fabulous vintage alone in the company of my books and music and contemplate the heavenly peace of no longer having a wife to tick off my faults one by one.’




    He came round the desk to kiss Karen’s cheek. His skin was rough with the day’s stubble, and he smelled of the strong coffee they’d just shared.




    ‘Think about it, won’t you?’ he said as he drew back. His voice was more serious than usual. ‘I want to be godfather to your first, and your biological clock’s ticking fast.’




    ‘Sod my biological clock,’ Karen said.




    ‘You won’t think like that in a few years. What are you now? Thirty-six?’




    Karen’s phone rang, vibrating against her thigh. She could almost feel Will’s presence, urging her to answer him.




    ‘Pick it up,’ Max said. ‘And get out of here. I must be off and I need to lock up.’




    Karen felt for the phone in her jeans pocket as she left his office. The number on the screen was strange.




    ‘Karen Taylor,’ she said into the phone as she walked down the long dull corridor to her own much smaller room.




    ‘Karen? Great,’ said a familiar Geordie accent. ‘It’s Charlie.’




    ‘I recognized your voice.’ She allowed her own to sound dry. The last thing she needed now that Will was being so demanding was the complication of Charlie Trench, officially Detective Chief Inspector of Police, unofficially chief disturber of her peace.




    His rough tough dark sexiness, powerful rages, equally powerful neediness, and great company, might not be the reasons why she couldn’t yet bring herself to say ‘yes’ to Will’s pleas for a wedding and a family. But they were still a problem.




    Karen thought of one evening last summer, when she and Charlie had been working together on the same case and he had suddenly kissed her. She hadn’t meant it to happen, and they’d never gone any further, but the memory of his hard muscles and the softness of his lips, and the way her nerve endings had jingled all over her body made him a dangerous proposition for a woman fighting her doubts about committing herself to the very different charms of Will Hawkins, neurosurgeon and – most of the time – supreme manifestation of rationality and self-control.




    ‘You’ve changed your number, Charlie,’ she said, playing for time. ‘Why?’




    ‘Everything changed with my job.’




    ‘I didn’t know you’d moved. Are you back with the Met?’




    He’d been pushed out of the London force a few years ago after a false allegation of assault had almost wrecked his career, and she was fairly sure his ultimate aim was to get back there and make his detractors admit just what they’d risked losing for ever when they’d shafted him.




    ‘Nope,’ he said. ‘I’m with Major Crimes on the mainland now. Started a couple of weeks ago. Ironically, my first big case takes me right back to the Island. I’m there now and I need you.’




    ‘Me?’ Karen fought a scary upsurge of excitement at the thought of working with him again. But she had to be careful: last time his budget had run out. She couldn’t afford to work for nothing now. ‘Why?’




    ‘Fifteen-year-old girl murdered,’ he said in his usual staccato style. ‘We’ve got the boy who did it. Covered in blood. Found at the scene: squatting in a corner between two buildings, only feet from the body, jabbering nonsense. Dozens of samples of what looks like her hair on him and his on her. The lab’s bound to link them. But his denial’s got just enough in it to make the CPS itchy. I need a shrink. Will you come?’




    ‘Why me?’ Karen was keeping her voice under much better control than her blood pressure, which felt as though it was rising with every second. ‘Major Crimes must have dozens of specialist interviewers.’




    ‘The boy’s a psychotic schizophrenic off his meds. Highly vulnerable. Unless he’s faking it. We’ve got to have a forensic psychologist in on the interview to stop any defence lawyer’s garbage about unfair pressure – or worse – in court. You’re one of the best I’ve seen, and I’d trust you to pick up on any acting.’




    ‘Charlie . . .’ she began, but he didn’t give her time to finish her protest.




    ‘You’ve good professional standing,’ he said, the words emerging like water from a boiling kettle, ‘and you’re already accredited to take part in murder investigations. I’ve got enough in the budget to pay you for once. Will you come?’




    Karen thought of her flat and the emails and messages from Will that were likely to be waiting for her there. Or maybe there’d be nothing. Which would be worse. Maybe all she’d find at home would be silence and coldness. Too much of either would force her to face everything she preferred not to admit about why she dreaded letting anyone else have any rights over her, even a man she loved as much as Will.




    Work was the answer. Deep professional engagement could always distract her from anything and everything else, and Will would accept it without question. After all, work was his god, too; and his refuge.




    ‘When do you want me?’ she said to Charlie down the phone. ‘And where?’




    ‘Thank fuck! Now. On the Island. We’re setting up an incident room here in Cowes. At the nick in fact; the big unused room on the first floor. Get the first Red Jet you can. The clock’s ticking and our boy’s already off with the fairies and on suicide watch.’




    ‘Then why are you questioning him at all? He can’t be fit for interview.’




    ‘There’s off with the fairies and off with the fairies,’ Charlie said impatiently. ‘He’s been classed as fit for interview with his appropriate adult – that’s Dad – and the solicitor. They’re happy for us to talk to him. So don’t waste time arsing about asking questions. I’ll meet you on Fountain Quay and brief you on the way. Hurry, Karen.’




    She didn’t bother to go home, merely dumping her files in her own office and scooping her old dark-blue parka off the back of the door, before locking up. Her bag had a little cash and plenty of credit and debit cards, BlackBerry, phone and aspirin, and she was already wearing thick-soled ankle boots. What more could she want?




    A Red Jet was rocking on the rising sea, clearly on the point of departure. She waved from twenty yards away and began to run.




    ‘You just made it,’ said the bloke in charge. ‘I shouldn’t have waited, but it’s nice to have a few passengers in this weather.’




    Karen sank gratefully into one of the many empty seats for the fifteen-minute journey across the Solent.




    Not until she’d got her breathing back into its normal easy rhythm did she notice quite how rough the waves were today. This sheltered patch of sea was usually like a child’s bathwater, which was what made it so appealing for novice sailing lessons. But today the surface was more than lively. She felt lucky the hovercraft were still running. Ferries took much longer, and she wanted to get stuck in to Charlie’s case fast.




    A strange sensation of being off the leash, like a schoolchild bunking off, filled her mind as she sat by the rain-savaged window watching the swooping waves, thinking about the Island.




    Unglamorous, deeply old-fashioned, rather shabby, it was her favourite place in the world. Not only had it been the scene of all the best moments in a chaotic childhood, it was also the setting for the holiday house she hoped would start to rise from the ruins of an ancient shack as soon as the planners cooperated and the weather improved in spring. With or without Will’s encouragement. So far he was withholding his approval, and she occasionally wondered whether he was subconsciously using it to barter: you say you’ll marry me and I’ll show enthusiasm for your building project. If you don’t, then I won’t.




    Charlie was waiting for her on the quay, just as he’d promised. Standing under a light in his usual winter gear of black jeans, black leather jacket, and grey flannel granddad shirt, he looked more than dangerous. Not the kind of man you’d want to meet on a dark night, she thought, checking off the familiar features with guilty pleasure: the round dark eyes, creased in the corners by deep frowns as much as smiles; the high, barely lined forehead under stiff spiky black hair; the sexy mouth; the hard chin.




    When he smiled as she hurried across the wet concrete to join him, he revealed teeth that were white and even enough for any advertisement. They were also clenched, and the little muscles at either side of his jaw were pumping. She knew what that meant: he was worried, as well as excited by his big new investigation. His skin was tight and yellow enough to tell her he hadn’t been getting his full share of sleep or food for some time.




    ‘Karen,’ he said, gripping her elbows so hard they hurt. ‘Thanks for coming.’




    ‘It sounded important. Do you know why the boy came off his meds? How old is he anyway?’




    ‘Seventeen.’ Charlie let her go and they swung round together to walk up towards the familiar old police station. He was only a couple of inches taller than her five feet nine inches and so she could easily match his impatient strides. ‘His shrink doesn’t agree with medicalizing distress, believes in something about excess cortisol triggering psychotic episodes, or something like that, and . . .’




    ‘Not James Blazon?’




    ‘Yeah.’ Charlie looked suspicious. ‘You know him?’




    ‘A bit. Even if I didn’t, I’d certainly know of him. He’s a pretty big name, you know.’




    ‘But you’re not mates? You’re not going to fudge your report out of . . . you know, professional loyalty, are you?’




    ‘Have you ever known me fudge anything?’ Karen allowed herself to sound offended, but Charlie didn’t notice. ‘I respect his ideas though.’




    ‘Agree with them?’




    When Charlie rapped out angry questions like that, Karen was always glad she wasn’t a suspect in one of his cells.




    ‘Not entirely. Although he has got a lot of evidence on his side, and he’s had some good results with his own way of treating patients. Why isn’t he helping interview your suspect? If he already knows the boy, he’d get much more out of him than a stranger like me ever could.’




    As she spoke, Karen looked sideways and was interested to see the muscles pumping even faster under Charlie’s sallow skin.




    ‘What?’ she said. ‘What’s the matter?’




    ‘I did try to have Blazon in on all the sessions. Like you say, it’s the obvious thing to do. But the boy’s parents got me stopped.’




    ‘What?’ Karen was amazed. ‘I mean, why? And how?’




    ‘In his condition, he has to have one of them present when he’s interviewed. We sent for them. They got straight on to their lawyers. Moved with the speed of light. And we had an order from on high: Doctor James Blazon is not to be allowed anywhere near the suspect.’




    ‘But . . .’ Karen began just as they reached the police station.




    ‘Later, Karen.’ Charlie put a hand in the small of her back and ushered her towards the security door between the public foyer, where some eager hands had already strung up sparkly Christmas decorations, and the reality of the small station behind. She heard her name called and whirled round to see James Blazon himself.




    His face was grey and haggard. His blue eyes were half hidden behind tightly clenched lids, and his blond hair looked both wispy and unwashed. His expression was that of a man in physical pain.




    ‘Karen?’ He sounded amazed, then wary, ‘It is Karen Taylor, isn’t it?’




    ‘Yes. Hang on a sec, Charlie.’ She walked towards her colleague and reached out to shake his hand.




    He flinched at her touch, then relaxed before gripping her hand between both of his.




    ‘Karen, will you . . .? I mean, can you . . .? Sorry. Are you here officially? For Olly Matken?’ he said, sounding more like a patient than an internationally known expert in the anti-psychiatry movement.




    ‘I don’t know the suspect’s name.’ She glanced over her shoulder at Charlie, who nodded. She turned back to James. ‘Yup.’




    ‘Then take care with him. Please.’ James was still holding her hand between his. She was aware he was sweating, but she didn’t try to pull away. She couldn’t choke off any information he might give her. ‘He’s immensely vulnerable. You could . . . I mean, they may already have done incalculable damage. He needs the gentlest possible handling at this point in his treatment. Now that he’s beginning to respond, he’s on a knife edge. Lost all his old defences and hasn’t had time to figure out new ones.’




    ‘I can imagine, James.’ Karen made her voice soft. But she couldn’t promise anything. From the little Charlie had said, it sounded as though the seventeen-year-old was guilty of murder. Kindness and care could go only so far. ‘You have been told what they think he’s done, haven’t you?’




    ‘Knifed a girl he grew up with,’ Blazon said, letting go of her hands and staring at the floor. ‘Not just cut her throat or anything, but slashed her all over. Cut after cut. Her body’s almost exsanguinated. They say he’s denying it, but . . . I think . . . If he was . . .’ His voice faltered and died. Then he visibly took a grip on his emotions and added more professionally, ‘I’d be amazed if he’s proved capable of anything like that.’




    Karen thought if James became this deeply embroiled in all his patients’ problems, he was going to need a lot of help himself, and soon. Such lack of boundaries would have affected his judgment, and it must be tearing him apart emotionally.




    She ignored Charlie, who was now tugging at her other arm, to focus on her troubled colleague.




    ‘James, why don’t you think Olly would be capable of doing this?’




    James’s hurt eyes closed completely. He breathed with great care, then offered what sounded more like an expression of faith than anything else:




    ‘Even when he’s been in the grip of paranoid psychosis, Oliver Matken has never manifested any tendency towards violence whatsoever.’ He opened his eyes again. ‘Does that cover it?’








  



    

       

    




    Chapter 2




    Day One: Wednesday Late Afternoon




    ‘I didn’t hurt her. All I did was keep her from the devil. He was waiting for the minute my back was turned to have another go at her.’ The boy sitting on the far side of the table from Karen spoke so calmly that his statement sounded shocking rather than straightforwardly delusional. No wonder Charlie wanted to know whether he was for real. He wouldn’t be the first schizophrenic patient who believed his life was organized by supernatural forces, but she herself had never met any others who spoke so sensibly about the irrational.




    Beside him were his father and their solicitor. Neither had said a word since Karen had been introduced into the interview. Richard Walby, the solicitor, was formally dressed in suit and tie and looked concerned but unshaken, while Philip Matken was in gardening gear, with mud and torn tufts of grass still sticking to his ribbed sweater and the knees of his thick khaki cargo pants. A Swiss army knife hung off one of his belt loops and a hank of green twine was falling out of his pocket. His face was that of a man at the extreme edge of endurance.




    Apart from his exhaustion and suppressed anger, Philip looked almost exactly like his son, their faces square, with prominent chins, full lips, grey eyes and thick but well-shaped brows. What must it be like, Karen wondered, to watch a mirror image of yourself disappear into wild and dangerous mental disturbance?




    ‘How did you protect her from the devil, Olly?’ she asked, holding down her sympathy for both father and son. The only way she would get anywhere with this session would be to keep her own feelings right out of it.




    ‘By straightening her out and pulling down her skirt and wiping off as much blood as I could. I used my sleeves and my fleece. Everything. Then I sat over her so he couldn’t get at her again,’ Olly said with an earnestness that made him sound like a boy scout, reporting on some fully sanctioned adventure.




    ‘So, if you didn’t hurt her – stab her,’ Karen went on, with the same matter-of-fact air, ‘who did?’




    ‘The devil. I told you.’ Olly had one of the clearest, most appealing voices she had ever heard. He sounded intelligent and aware, as though he believed he was making perfect sense.




    ‘The devil?’ she said, making a question out of her repetition.




    ‘Yeah. That’s right.’ Olly was nodding, as though pleased that she was catching up at last.




    He’d been cleaned up, and there was no trace of blood anywhere on his face, or in his hair, but Karen had been shown photographs of how he’d looked when they’d brought him in.




    His short dark hair had been matted in clumps by the dark-purple dried blood, and smears had been rubbed all over his face. His blue jeans and loose, hooded grey sweatshirt had had great splashes all over them. Karen could imagine the stench.




    Now he smelled of nothing but soap, like a child just out of his bath, and he was wearing a pristine white paper suit. He hadn’t zipped it right up and, in the neckline, she could see faint marks of last summer’s tan. The twin bumps of his collar bones and his bobbing Adam’s apple made him look very vulnerable.




    ‘I had to tidy her up when I saw her like that, with the blood pumping out of all those slices in her skin, and I had to stay with her to keep him off and make sure he didn’t do anything else.’ Olly smiled up at Karen, with a little pleading mixed in with the confidence in his expression. ‘You can see how I had to stay, can’t you, Doctor Taylor? She wasn’t decent like that, or safe.’




    ‘I can see exactly why you had to stay,’ Karen said carefully, smiling back at him. ‘What did the devil look like?’




    Olly seemed surprised by the question.




    ‘Like he always does. You know. When he makes you do things you don’t want to do.’




    Karen saw a tiny movement from his father and let her eyes shift sideways for a second. He met her gaze and she couldn’t tell from the pleading expression whether what he wanted to say was ‘make this stop’ or ‘let this be true and he’ll be someone else’s problem’. She watched him, but he didn’t let his eyes drop and she recognized the grit that had kept him going this far.




    ‘Suzie was scared of him,’ Olly volunteered, making Karen look back at him. ‘All the time. But she had to do the things he said. Like everyone does. So she was trying to run away.’




    Now Karen had questions almost bursting out of her brain, and the answers she could imagine jostled them for space, but she couldn’t let any of them out. Olly might sound as though he was telling her the devil was inside him, part of him, but she couldn’t make that kind of assumption, and she mustn’t lead him to say anything that might not be real. The tapes of this interview would form the basis for any prosecution – and defence – that might be heard in court.




    ‘What did he make Suzie do?’ Karen asked.




    Olly looked puzzled. ‘I don’t know. It’s private, like always. She never said.’




    ‘Did you know her well?’ Karen said, trying to find her way into the patterns of his mind. One of her few certainties was that even the most disturbed had their own particular logic, usually well hidden from outsiders.




    ‘Yeah.’ Olly smiled with real sweetness. ‘Since we were little.’




    ‘Were you in love with her?’ Karen asked, looking away so he wouldn’t feel crowded by her attention.




    ‘Love? Of course not. I mean, she was OK. I liked her. Sometimes she got on my tits. Not often, but sometimes.’ Now Olly sounded almost middle-aged, and weary. ‘But she’s safe now, so what’s it matter?’




    ‘What was making her unsafe today of all days?’ Karen asked, with care.




    ‘The devil. I told you. She was running away.’




    ‘Running away from you?’ She allowed herself one crucial suggestion.




    ‘No. I told you: from the devil. She was running away from the devil.’ Olly’s voice had risen. ‘Not me.’




    ‘Does the devil talk to you, Olly?’ Karen said, watching him but still not trying to force him to meet her gaze.




    ‘Of course,’ he whispered, flicking a glance over his shoulder.




    ‘What does the devil say when he’s talking to you?’




    Olly looked at her and shook his head. His lips were clamped together, as though he was determined not to let out another word.




    In the silence Karen became aware of all the noises outside. Doors banged, some people shouted, others talked normally. Bells rang. Computers beeped. Someone crashed a fist heavily on the door of a nearby room.




    Suddenly Olly’s whole body jerked and he pushed his right hand over his left shoulder, brushing madly like someone trying to get rid of a shower of dandruff.




    ‘What does the devil tell you to do, Olly?’ Karen said, keeping her voice very calm in the face of his growing panic.




    He drew up his legs, balancing his feet on the edge of the chair and hugging his knees. Then he opened his mouth at last and produced an eerie keening sound, all on one note: a high, plaintive signal of extreme distress.




    Beside him, his father looked ready to faint.




    A moment later, Philip leaned sideways to mutter something to the solicitor, who was sitting with them to ensure fair play. He listened, paused, nodded and then turned to Charlie.




    ‘Chief Inspector, my client needs a break. These questions and answers are merely going round and round the same points. Oliver has answered them in the same way both to you and now for the past half hour with Doctor Taylor. You are putting him under quite unnecessary pressure.’




    Charlie turned to Karen, who took a moment to decide how far pushing the boy would get her, then she said: ‘I think a break would be a good idea.’




    Obediently Charlie organized a uniformed constable to take Olly back to his cell.




    As soon as the interview room door had closed behind them, Philip dropped his handsome, greying head into his hands, sighing for longer than Karen would have thought he had breath in his lungs. At last the sound ended, and he pushed his garden-stained hands hard against his forehead then up over his scalp, forcing the hair to stand straight up.




    ‘How long is this agony going on?’ he asked at last in an ordinary voice.




    ‘As long as it takes, I’m afraid,’ Karen said, still concealing her sympathy as well as she could.




    ‘What on earth do you think you’re going to get out of him? If he thinks it was the devil who killed Suzie, he’s not going to give you the confession you so obviously want. In any case, he’s not fit to give a meaningful confession.’ Philip looked at his solicitor, who pursed his lips, nodded, then shrugged in a strange set of gestures that Karen assumed were intended to suggest sympathy, uncertainty, and emotional support. ‘You must see that.’




    ‘We need to get a clearer picture of what happened, sir,’ Charlie said. ‘It’s possible that Oliver is telling the truth, that he saw someone else kill Suzie. If so, we have to get every scrap of information so we can . . .’




    ‘Where’s the knife?’ Karen asked, having only just thought of it.




    Charlie looked at her as though she’d pulled down his jeans: furious, embarrassed; almost agitated. Philip sighed again.




    ‘That’s what this is about, isn’t it? You can’t find the weapon, and you know our barrister will get Olly off because of that, so you want to force a confession out of him. Christ! If I knew where the knife was, I’d tell you. And save us all from this hellish pantomime.’




    ‘You would?’ Karen said, fighting the knowledge that she’d seriously pissed off Charlie.




    He could be the most entertaining man she knew, and the best flirt ever, but he had a hair-trigger temper and enough dark matter in his mind to make him a scary adversary.




    ‘I bloody would,’ Philip said. ‘You’ve no idea what we’ve been through, how we’ve tried to get help for Olly, how we’ve tried to find someone – anyone – who can tell us what to do for him. If he did this, if he killed that poor child, then he can be put somewhere he’ll be cared for by experts. He’ll be safe and we’ll be . . .’ Philip stopped talking, and there was so much misery in his eyes that Karen’s sympathy ratcheted up to almost unbearable levels. ‘Oh, Christ! Don’t tell his mother I said any of this.’




    ‘Olly will be safe and you’ll be free?’ Karen suggested. With no possibility of a record of this question and answer session being needed in court, she didn’t have to avoid leading questions.




    ‘Right,’ Philip said, gratitude fighting a whole lot of other emotions, the toughest of which looked like shame.




    ‘You’re not the first parent of a schizophrenic child to think like that,’ Karen told him, with as much sympathy as truth. ‘It’s more than understandable. You must have a tough life, worrying all the time. And being afraid, too. Is Olly your only child?’




    At her question, Philip’s face hardened, as though he was summoning up just a little more of that fading endurance.




    ‘Nope,’ he said, keeping emotion out of his voice. ‘We’ve an elder daughter, Caroline. Twenty. At university now. Bristol. Clever and artistic.’ For a second he was almost smiling, then his face stiffened up again. ‘And another boy, Matt. He’s twelve. A mistake. We never meant to have any more, even though at that stage we didn’t know how dangerous it could be.’




    ‘When did you first notice Olly had a problem?’ Karen asked, aware that she was making Charlie’s impatience worse, but needing to know.




    Philip looked away.




    ‘His mother said something was wrong from quite early on. But, well . . . I thought it was her imagination. For a long time. She’s . . . she’s always been quite fragile, emotionally speaking.’ His whole body stiffened and he sat up straighter, adding briskly, ‘Unmistakable trouble started to show about three years ago, soon after Olly was fourteen. When he was sacked from his school – my old school – on the mainland. We had to send him to St Cuthbert’s, here in Cowes. Only place that would take him.’




    ‘I’m sorry,’ Karen said. ‘Has he . . .?’




    But Philip wasn’t listening to her now that he’d been launched on his family’s tragic history.




    ‘I don’t think my wife and I will be able to breathe properly until Matt’s well past his next two birthdays,’ he went on. ‘They say it’s genetic, don’t they?’




    Karen could feel how much Charlie wanted her to wind up this conversation, but she still needed more information.




    ‘Some do,’ she said. ‘But none of the evidence is clear enough yet. If you have identical twins and one has schizophrenia there’s a fifty per cent chance the other will develop it too. But it’s only fifty per cent, so clearly there are other factors that have an effect on the genes involved. Cannabis, for one. Has Olly used that?’




    Philip nodded, looking beaten. ‘Skunk, unfortunately. That’s why he was sacked from school. But how can you stop them trying it unless you keep them tethered at home for ever and watch them every moment of the day and night? What are you supposed to do? How can you ensure they don’t wreck their . . .?’ His voice died.




    ‘How long has Olly been treated by James Blazon?’ Karen asked, not answering his question because there was no answer to give.




    Philip’s hands clenched into fists and he beat them against his thighs. ‘Ten months. Olly was more or less stable under his old NHS regime. Doped up and not exactly functional, but more or less stable. Then my wife started talking about the miracles Blazon was achieving and she insisted we take Olly out of the system and send him privately to Blazon.’




    Tears were welling in Philip’s grey eyes, but he paid no attention to them, even when one slipped out to hang on the lower lashes of his right eye.




    ‘She wanted him to be himself again and not a shaking zombie. It’s true he did stop shaking when Blazon took him off his pills. But look what’s happened now.’




    ‘You think he killed Suzie, don’t you?’ Karen said.




    Philip paid no attention to his solicitor, even when the man pulled at his sleeve. Instead he looked first at Karen and then directly at Charlie.




    ‘How can I not?’ he said at last, with sadness throbbing in his voice. ‘Poor girl. And poor Jib and Simon. Oh, Christ! How are we going to face them now?’




    Karen glanced at Charlie, who supplied a translation: ‘Jib is Jennifer Gray, the dead girl’s mother, and Simon’s her husband. They live on the mainland, but have been holidaying over here all the girl’s life.’




    ‘Second husband,’ said Philip. ‘But he’s been on the scene since Suzie was two. You’d never know she wasn’t his. Adored her from day one. Thought she was the brightest and best. He’ll want to kill us all now. Us and Giles.’




    Karen looked round at Charlie again, who said, ‘Later.’ Then he turned to the solicitor to add, ‘How long will your client need for his break?’




    Richard Walby shrugged. ‘Half an hour?’




    ‘OK. We’ll reconvene at seven. Karen!’




    She followed Charlie out of the interview room and heard a babble of voices coming from most of the doors along the bleak corridor. His hand grabbed her wrist as he backed into one of the doors and dragged her into an empty office, snapping on the fluorescent strip lights. They flickered uncomfortably until they slowly built up into a single steady glow.




    ‘Don’t ever do that again,’ Charlie said, leaning against the wall, with his arms crossed over his chest in a classic defensive pose.




    I’m sorry.’ Karen knew he was talking about her question about the missing knife. ‘It just slipped out.’




    ‘Well it fucking shouldn’t. OK?’ Charlie’s bleak gaze warmed a little as he saw how worried she was. ‘OK, then. So, do you think Olly killed her?’




    ‘Probably. But that’s not going to be much help. Even if he did, it’ll be a psychiatric defence. He’s clearly disturbed. A good barrister could probably get him off altogether – unless you find the weapon with his prints and DNA on it. Any other evidence of his DNA on Suzie, or hers on him, could be accounted for by his admitted rearranging of the body.’




    Karen moved closer to him and laid a hand on Charlie’s arm, feeling in its taut readiness what the pumping jaw muscles had already shown her: something about this case was really getting to him.




    ‘You don’t need me for this,’ she said. ‘You need a really good SOCO – CSI – whatever you call them now, to find you that weapon. Without it, you’ve got nothing. Even if Olly did give you a confession, it might not stand up to a determined lawyer.’




    Charlie’s lips bunched into a stubborn mass of whitening flesh as he fought frustration and anger and probably a lot else along with them.




    ‘I’ve got the best CSI in the whole region going over that scene like a starving man in an empty grain store,’ he said at last, his voice even more clipped and punchy than usual. ‘Using the most powerful lights we’ve got. Naturally. We’ll carry on in daylight tomorrow if we haven’t found anything tonight, but the lights should be good enough to pick up anything that’s there.’




    ‘And presumably you’ll be digging up the drains,’ Karen said.




    ‘Yeah. Right. And sewers, if we have to. We’re already doing house-to-house all round where they were found.’ Charlie looked at Karen and she saw in his eyes a desperation that worried her. ‘But if you were Olly wouldn’t you run that short distance to the marina and chuck the knife in the sea?’




    ‘Probably. Unless I was beyond that kind of rational behaviour,’ Karen said. ‘If he was hallucinating and saw his devil, he wouldn’t have thought of anything as mundane as getting rid of the knife. If he was merely delusional, he might; but then again he might not. You can’t tell.’




    ‘So you don’t think he’s faking?’




    ‘Absolutely not, Charlie. There’s plenty of doubt about all sorts of things to do with this killing, and Olly’s condition, but not that. I’d risk my professional reputation on it.’




    He stared at her for a long, uncomfortable moment. ‘You may have to.’




    Karen waited a little, thinking through the consequences, then said carefully, ‘So be it.’




    A smile warmed her face as she thought of an old mentor and the test he had used for serious mental illness.




    ‘What?’ Charlie said. ‘What’s so fucking funny?’




    ‘I was thinking of the sabre-toothed-tiger test.’




    ‘You what?’




    ‘Someone with a personality disorder noticing a tiger behind him will run like hell. A schizophrenic noticing a tiger behind him stays where he is, still convinced it’s the voices from the dead telly that are his biggest threat.’ Karen paused for a second. ‘I’ve always found it works. And from the way Olly was talking just now, it fits him well enough. It’s the devil worrying him, not the girl’s death.’




    ‘Great. So where do we go from here?’ Charlie was unusually tentative, which made her want to help more than ever. His mixture of ferocity and overt need aroused a protectiveness in her that Will’s certainty never touched.




    ‘After his break, we start again, and I try to get him to give us a physical description of his devil.’ Karen tried to will confidence into him. ‘That should give us a clearer idea of whether there could – just possibly – have been another real individual involved, instead of a hallucination or delusion.’




    ‘And if not?’ Charlie said. ‘What then?’




    ‘Then we break for the night, and pray your CSI finds a weapon. How much longer have you got before you have to charge Olly or let him go?’




    ‘We picked him up at ten to four, the first questions didn’t start till he’d been processed and his father got here. I arrived at five ten, and the first interview started five minutes later. Five eighteen, if you want to be precise.’




    ‘So you’ve got ages,’ Karen said, wondering why he’d sounded quite so urgent when he’d phoned her. ‘Sixty-something hours if a magistrate extends the time. Listen, Charlie, I think if we don’t get anywhere with my questions about the physical appearance of the devil, you and I should go and eat something, get home, get some sleep and reconvene if and when the CSI comes up with a knife.’




    ‘OK,’ he said, ‘but . . .’




    Karen heard a familiar woman’s voice from outside the door and held up her hand to quieten Charlie.




    ‘Isn’t that Eve Clarke?’ she said, remembering the difficult sergeant, whose passionate but unwanted determination to protect Charlie from the rest of the world had made her almost impossible to deal with in any civilized way.




    He nodded. Karen listened more carefully, wondering with a kind of shamefaced satisfaction just how Eve was filling her life now that Charlie’s job had moved him to the mainland.




    ‘Of course it’s not your fault, sir,’ Eve was saying out in the corridor. Her voice was far softer than usual. She sounded as though she really meant to be comforting. ‘You mustn’t blame yourself.’




    ‘How can I not?’ asked the plummiest of male voices. ‘If I’d gone to buy her shoes for her, or even gone with her to buy them, she wouldn’t be dead now. It is my fucking fault. And nothing you or anyone else can ever say will make it any better.’




    ‘The uncle,’ Charlie said in a low voice. ‘Giles Henty. I’ll fill you in as we eat. Let’s just let them get clear of the passage.’




    Glad he’d accepted her advice, Karen turned back to him, ready to ask another question, but a bellow from further away distracted them. It was followed by a confusion of shouted curses. Over it all, Karen heard the plummy man yell, ‘You irresponsible, dangerous fuck! Encouraging that psychopathic boy to leave off his pills so he kills the first girl he sees. We’ve all trusted you for months, you bastard. Now this! If I had my way, you’d be in court on a charge of inciting murder. You . . .’




    Karen moved towards the door. ‘Come on, Charlie! Shouldn’t you do something? There’s a fight going on out there.’




    ‘The desk sergeant can handle it. Leave it to him. It’s what he’s there for. And Eve can make a note of anything useful either bloke says.’




    As they waited, Karen wasn’t surprised the uncle had switched from anxiety about his own part in Suzie’s death to accusing James Blazon. There was nothing like guilt for making you want to blame someone else.




    Outside, the shouts gradually diminished. Doors banged. High heels clattered on the hard floor outside. At last Charlie moved. Opening the door, he looked out.




    ‘Ah, Eve. Come on in, and tell us what that was about.’




    ‘Us?’ she repeated in the same resentful, nasal accent that had once been all-too familiar to Karen. ‘Oh, it’s you. I didn’t know Charlie had involved you in this.’




    Eve flexed her narrow nostrils, as though Karen smelled of rotting rubbish, which seemed unfair. She was pretty sure no one would catch anything but a faint whiff of CKOne from her skin or clothes.




    ‘I brought her in to talk to the boy,’ Charlie said. ‘What was that all about?’




    ‘The uncle, Giles Henty, was giving me a statement – everything he remembers about this afternoon. And a DNA sample for elimination purposes. He gave me everything I asked, like a lamb really. It’s what you wanted, isn’t it?’




    Charlie nodded. Karen hid a smile. Not even Charlie was immune to the urge to placate Eve in her unjustified aggression. She looked thinner than ever today in a tight skirt suit made of thin stuff in a khaki colour that gave her skin a muddy look. As usual she was showing off her tiny ankles with high heels, which had the unfortunate effect of keeping the muscles in her calves permanently bunched.




    ‘Not surprisingly,’ Eve went on, unaware of Karen’s critical assessment of her clothes, ‘Mr Henty blames himself for sending the victim off in the dusk to buy something more suitable to wear on deck than her stilettos. But he wasn’t to know there was a killer waiting for her. He caught sight of Matken’s psychiatrist in the foyer and let fly. I can’t say I blame him. These shrinks always . . .’




    She coughed, looked Karen in the eye and clearly decided to leave her intended insult hanging, unsaid but obvious.




    ‘Did he actually hit James?’ Karen asked, curious about the violence she’d heard in the uncle’s voice. After all, according to the account Charlie had given her, the uncle had been very close to where the girl’s body was found, and not all that long after she’d been killed. In any search for other suspects, he’d have to be on the list of targets.




    Eve glared at her, then turned to face Charlie. ‘We managed to stop any actual contact between the two men, and I made the psychologist wait until Mr Henty had driven away, but of course I can’t say what will happen off our premises.’




    ‘No, right, Eve. Thanks,’ Charlie said, giving her another unnecessarily pacific smile. ‘There’s not a lot more any of us can do tonight until the CSI reports. We’ve taken statements from everyone in the party that found the body. Doctor Taylor wants one more interview with Olly. After that we’ll let the doctor in again, then get him bedded down for the night.’




    ‘Fine,’ she said, ignoring Karen. ‘There is one thing you should know.’




    ‘Like?’




    ‘Mr Henty said he was sure Suzie had been making love before she came to his boat,’ Eve explained. ‘He’s never heard of a boyfriend, so we should—’




    ‘Find out more,’ Charlie said, interrupting as though he couldn’t bear to wait for her to finish the sentence. ‘Yeah. The PM will be done first thing in the morning, and we’ll know then if he was right. In the meantime, I’ll get a call in to her parents.’




    ‘Right,’ Eve said. She moved closer to him, turning her back on Karen and added, ‘When you’ve finished with Matken tonight, d’you want to eat? I’ve got some lasagne ready to go.’




    ‘No thanks,’ he said, without a pause or the slightest tact. ‘I’ll be going back to the mainland with Karen. You know how to find me if anything turns up.’




    As Eve moved away from him and scowled, the sight of her face made Karen think of all the mythical creatures that could turn an enemy to stone with a single glance. Charlie noticed it too, and did his clumsy best to make things better.




    ‘Didn’t you say you were busy yourselves over here?’




    Eve bit her lower lip. ‘Yeah. We’ve got a thirteen-year-old boy gone missing. Clearly run away, but the parents won’t believe it. They’re talking about abduction and worse. Since the news got out about Suzie’s body, they’ve been on the phone non-stop. She was only two years older in real terms, but . . .’




    ‘But nearly a decade in experience and emotional development,’ Karen suggested in her friendliest manner. ‘A rich fifteen-year-old girl, already having sex, is a world away from most thirteen-year-old boys. Who is he?’




    ‘Name’s Billy Jenkins.’




    Charlie groaned, but there was a light in his eyes that intrigued Karen.




    ‘I can see why you’re not so worried, Eve,’ he said. ‘If anyone of that age can look after himself, it’s Billy.’




    ‘Who is he?’ Karen asked, throwing a brief smile in Eve’s direction, in the vain hope of easing her dislike. ‘Can you fill me in?’




    ‘We must’ve pulled him in a dozen times while I was here,’ Charlie said for her. ‘Thieving, damage to cars, causing trouble, harassing tourists for money, breaking windows with his football. No evidence because he knows every CCTV camera in the area and how to get about without being caught on them. A right little tearaway. But nothing cruel about him, no torturing animals or scaring old women. A real boy.’
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