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  Preface

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

  Sincerely,

  Lynda La Plante



    
  

  Chapter One

  The young black man was very good-looking. Tall and lithe, with a fine pair of shoulders, he kept himself in shape with regular workouts. He sat at
  the square wooden table in the interview room, long supple hands clasped in his lap, his body erect, and his handsome face impassive. His suit was well cut with an immaculate white shirt and a
  neat, precise knot in his tie. He was very calm, very sure of himself. The remote-control video camera high in one corner recorded all this, as he tilted his head back slightly, looking straight
  into the eyes of the woman opposite with just a hint of lazy insolence.

  She stared back unflinchingly. ‘I am Detective Chief Inspector Jane Tennison, attached to Southampton Row Police Station. We are in the interview room at Southampton Row. I am interviewing . . . ’ She leaned her elbows on the table. ‘Would you please state your full name and date of birth.’ When the man didn’t respond, she patiently tried again in the same
  quiet, unhurried tone. ‘Will you please state your full name and date of birth.’

  ‘Robert Oswalde. The t’irteenth of August, 1961.’

  From his appearance you might have expected an educated voice, but it was a strong Jamaican accent, the t’s and d’s heavily emphasized.

  ‘You are entitled to speak to a solicitor at any time,’ Tennison informed him, ‘and this legal advice is free.’

  Oswalde stared back, black man to white woman, the insolence in his dark eyes almost like a blatant sexual challenge.

  There was a dumpster half-filled with rubbish outside Number 15 Honeyford Road, so the police car was parked at an angle, its rear end sticking out into the street. Already,
  within minutes of its arrival, a small crowd was gathering in the late-afternoon November gloom, peering out from under umbrellas as the drizzle thickened and swirled in the sodium-yellow
  streetlights. The neighbourhood was mainly West Indian, with a sprinkling of Asians, and rumour spread much faster here than it might have done in a white middle-class area. And ever since the
  Derrick Cameron case a few years ago, any police activity aroused curiosity and suspicion in equal measure; the presence of white cops didn’t mean protection for the local community, it
  invariably spelled trouble.

  The front door of Number 15 was wide open, with a uniformed policeman on the top step and his colleague in the hallway talking to the builder. Or trying to hear him, which was difficult with Mr
  Viswandha, the house’s owner, gabbling away in Urdu on the phone. His wife and their two children stood shivering and bewildered in the foyer, the draught from the front door whipping through
  the house.

  ‘One of my men found it.’ The builder jerked a grimy thumb towards the rear. ‘We’re laying new drains. Seems to be wrapped in polythene . . . ’

  The crowd at the garden gate was growing by the minute. Several young black kids had climbed on the wall, trying to peer through the open door. One had propped his bike against the gatepost and
  was jostling for a position. The murmur and rumble of voices continued under the pattering of rain on the umbrellas and plastic hoods as the drizzle turned into a steady downpour. Then a real buzz
  rose. Two cars had pulled up, Criminal Investigation Department officers piling out, shouldering their way through the crowd. Rumour and speculation were rife now: the heavy mob didn’t show
  up unless a serious crime had been committed, and by the look of it this was shaping up to be the most serious of all.

  As the officers came through, the young boy with the bike piped up, ‘Have the Pakis murdered someone?’

  Detective Inspector Frank Burkin didn’t break his stride. ‘Shut up and move that bike!’

  The kid’s older brother, wearing a beaded cap with dreadlocks trailing down, wasn’t too thrilled with Burkin’s attitude. ‘What makes you think you can talk to him like
  that?’ he burst out angrily. ‘We live here, man, not you . . . what is it with you?’

  Impatiently, DI Tony Muddyman pushed past, leaving Burkin to argue with the youth. Diplomacy never was top priority on Burkin’s list, but why the hell did he have to alienate the local
  community the minute he planted his size elevens on Honeyford Road, he thought. Getting people’s backs up was no way to start.

  Mr Viswandha had finished on the phone and met Muddyman as he came through the front door. Eyes glittering, head jerking back and forth, the Indian watched the file of men troop past him down
  the hall.

  ‘Are you in charge?’

  ‘For the time being, sir,’ Muddyman nodded.

  ‘Then please . . . ’ Mr Viswandha’s brown, plump hands paddled the air nervously. ‘Just take it away.’

  ‘We will, sir, as soon as possible—’

  ‘Not as soon as possible.’ He glanced at his wife hugging the two children to her, a boy of seven and a girl of five. ‘Now. I pay my poll tax.’

  ‘I’m afraid it’s a suspicious death, sir, and as such, all this has to be done properly.’ Muddyman beckoned a detective constable forward. ‘Now, will you go with
  this officer and answer his questions, please.’

  With a nod to Mrs Viswandha, Muddyman went on; he always tried to be polite, especially with the ethnics, but why was it that he always felt he had to compensate for Burkin’s crass,
  insensitive behaviour? As if the bloody job wasn’t hard enough.

  ‘So she consented to sex with you?’

  Tennison kept her voice deliberately flat, unemotional. She wanted to feed him just enough rope to hang himself with.

  Oswalde gave a lazy grin. ‘What ya gwan an with? She was beggin’ for it, man.’

  ‘If she was a willing partner, why did you use violence?’ Casually the Chief Inspector fed him a bit more rope. ‘Why did you hit her?’

  ‘You know these t’ings,’ said Oswalde with a shrug, ‘how them happen . . . ’

  ‘No, I don’t know.’

  ‘Some of them white t’ing like it rough.’ Again the overt sexual insult in his eyes, teasing, taunting. Watching him, Tennison decided to draw the noose tighter. She glanced
  down at the sheet of paper in front of her.

  ‘But the doctor reports “severe gripping contusions to the upper arms”.’ She glanced up. ‘Bruises where you’d held her down.’

  Oswalde looked blank. Turning, he frowned at DCI Thorndike who was sitting to one side, arms folded across his double-breasted lapels, his narrow, pale face and watery eyes just beyond the arc
  of lamplight. Thorndike dropped his eyes, as though embarrassed by the explicit nature of the interrogation. But Tennison was not in the least put out. It seemed as if nothing could shock her, not
  even if Oswalde had stripped and done a handstand on the table.

  ‘All right, Robert, let me ask you this.’ Tennison leaned forward, the curtain of honey-blond hair slanting across her forehead. ‘How did you know that this girl liked it
  “rough”?’

  ‘I knew. The way she looked.’

  ‘Well . . . how did she look?’ Tennison pressed him.

  ‘She had blond hair.’ Oswalde stared straight back. ‘She was wearin’ a red blouse . . . ’

  Tennison had on a red blouse.

  ‘An’ she had a tight, tight black skirt . . . like for you.’

  ‘I see. So she didn’t actually say anything to encourage you?’

  Tennison let the silence hang for a moment, and then her voice had a harder edge to it. ‘But then that’s not surprising since you tore her tights off and rammed them down her
  throat.’

  Oswalde stiffened. ‘That’s just her word against mine.’ There was a faint sheen of perspiration on his smooth wide forehead.

  ‘No, it’s the doctor’s report, the forensic evidence, and her word against yours,’ Tennison corrected him. She pulled the rope a notch tighter. ‘How many
  other women have you attacked? How long before you kill someone, Robert?’

  Oswalde’s handsome face had gotten sullen. Perhaps he could feel the noose tightening around his neck.

  By the time Superintendent Mike Kernan arrived at Honeyford Road, the Area Major Incident Team, known as AMIT, based at Southampton Row, was already in action. Kernan had been
  looking forward to a quiet evening at home, feet up, glass of Famous Grouse, something undemanding on the TV. In fact, already hightailing it in his BMW when the call had come through, he had
  debated whether to respond or let the AMIT boys get on with it. But he hadn’t debated for long; first reports from the scene of the crime suggested that this was more than just a
  run-of-the-mill case of domestic violence – the cause of most murders. And with his interview coming up, the Super didn’t want to be conspicuously absent in what might turn out to be a
  major homicide investigation. So he turned around at the next intersection and headed back, grimly reconciled to his duty, the TV and the Scotch already a fading memory.

  ‘Heh – policeman! Kernan!’

  A small pudgy West Indian woman in a shapeless dark coat tried to grab his sleeve as he pushed his burly frame through the crowd on the slick, wet pavement. Kernan was annoyed – not so
  much with the woman, whom he recognized as Nola Cameron – but that the area hadn’t been cleared and cordoned off. Where were the uniformed men? This could reach the level of public
  disorder if it wasn’t nipped in the bud.

  ‘What’s happenin’? Heh, policeman, listen to me! If that’s my Simone in there . . . ’

  Kernan appealed to her. ‘Nola, you can see I’ve just arrived. Give me a chance to find out what’s happening. We won’t be issuing any statements tonight. Now go
  home.’ He looked around, raising his voice. ‘You should all just go home.’

  ‘You never tried to find my daughter,’ Nola accused him passionately, bitterly. ‘If it’s her in that garden . . . ’

  Halfway up the path, Kernan swung his head around, really angry now. ‘You people should go home!’ He went on, gritting his teeth as Nola’s wailing voice pursued him.
  ‘If that’s my Simone . . . you won’t be able to stop us getting to her . . . ’

  Kernan made a beeline for Muddyman, who seemed to be directing operations from the kitchen.

  ‘Get the area cordoned off properly,’ he snapped. ‘If it turns out to be Simone Cameron we could have a real problem.’

  Notepad in hand, his muscular six-foot-three frame looming over her, DI Burkin was interviewing Mrs Viswandha, while the two kids clutched their mother and peered out with large brown eyes, more
  curious than apprehensive. Burkin was having problems. She had to spell ‘Viswandha’ for him, and when he asked for her first name, she said, ‘Sakuntala.’ Burkin sighed.

  DC Jones and Mr Viswandha were just inside the front room, off the hall. The constable’s glasses had misted up, and he was peering over the top of them, looking like an eager boy
  scientist, with his fresh-faced looks and wavy, brown hair.

  ‘And the slabs were already in place when you bought the house?’

  ‘Of course.’

  ‘You’ve done no work yourself in the garden? Or had any work done?’

  ‘I’m telling you, no,’ said Mr Viswandha through tight lips, his patience wearing thin.

  Superintendent Kernan took Muddyman by the arm, leading him to the back door, which overlooked the garden. ‘Are the forensic boys here?’ he asked, satisfied that inquiries with the
  family were proceeding smoothly.

  ‘Waiting for you, Guv.’ Tony Muddyman opened the door. Kernan went first down the steps. With the entire garden area as brightly lit as a film set, the steady downpour was like a
  boiling mist under the arc lamps.

  The back garden had been completely paved over when the Viswandhas moved in. But then there was trouble with the drains. A local building firm had been brought in to lay new
  pipes to connect with the main sewage system which ran along the rear alleyway. Paving slabs had been lifted and digging begun to remove the old pipework. About two feet down, the workmen had
  uncovered something far more grisly than broken pipes. Their spades had slashed through some polythene sheeting, exposing the pale gleam of human bones.

  Kernan, raincoat collar turned up, stood at the edge of the makeshift structure of plastic sheeting the forensic people had erected to keep the rain out. There were three or four people down in
  the shallow trench, so it was difficult to make anything out. Water had seeped down, and the bottom and sides had congealed into sticky, clinging mud. Peter Gold, Forensic’s bright new boy,
  was there, Kernan saw, clad in white overalls and green wellington boots, down on his knees in the mire. Above him, crouched down on the paving slabs, Richards, the police photographer, was trying
  for the best position to get a clear shot.

  Farther along the trench, buttoned up to the neck in his rain gear, the portly, balding figure of Oscar Bream, Chief Pathologist, was leaning forward, gloved hands gripping his knees.
  Bream’s heavily lidded eyes, as ever, revealed nothing. He had only one expression – inscrutable. Perhaps he really felt nothing, felt no real emotion, just another job of work; or
  perhaps the years of looking into the pit of horrors of what human beings were capable of doing to their fellow creatures had forced him to adopt this dead-eyed mask as a form of protective
  camouflage.

  Gold was using a small trowel and paintbrush to clear away the mud. ‘Over here, sir . . . see?’

  ‘Right,’ Bream grunted, bending lower. ‘Let’s take a look.’ Protruding from the wall of the trench, about eighteen inches from the surface, part of a rib cage and
  pelvis gleamed under the arc lamps. Bream stepped back and gestured to Richards. The camera flashed three times. Bream bent forward, brushing away a smear of mud with his gloved hand. The remains
  of a human skull stared up, black sockets for eyes, with an expression almost as inscrutable as Oscar Bream’s.

  ‘So tell me what happened,’ Tennison said, ‘when you sodomized her.’

  Oswalde was out of his chair. She had him on the run now; she knew it, and he was catching on fast.

  ‘I know what’s gwan on . . . ’ He looked down on Tennison, and then his eyes flicked across to Thorndike, who was trying not to meet his gaze. Oswalde was nodding, dredging up
  a faint smile. ‘ . . . with little pinktoes here.’ His accent thickened. ‘Look ’pon her nuh,’ he sneered derisively, inviting the other male in the room to join forces
  against this sly, female conspiracy.

  ‘Sit down please, Robert,’ Tennison said calmly.

  ‘She love it.’ Oswalde snapped his fingers. ‘Cockteaser, ennit? What she say I did to that bitch is just turnin’ her on—’

  ‘Sit down please, Robert,’ Tennison repeated, and under the force of her level stare he slowly sank back into the chair. ‘The thought of a woman being humiliated doesn’t
  turn me on, Robert. Someone being frightened half to death. But that turns you on, doesn’t it?’

  Oswalde twitched his broad shoulders in a shrug.

  ‘It must. Why else would you need to force yourself on someone? You’re a very attractive man. How tall are you?’

  ‘Six foot four.’

  Tennison raised one eyebrow. ‘Really? I’m sure a lot of women do fall for you. But not this one.’

  ‘Some women say “no” when they mean “yes”.’

  Tennison’s head snapped up, eyes narrowed. ‘So she said “no” to you?’

  ‘I said “some” women.’

  ‘But she said “no” to you?’

  ‘I got nothin’ to say . . . ’

  ‘She said “no” and that’s not begging for it. That’s not consent.’

  ‘Bullshit.’ Oswalde licked his lips. Getting rattled, he turned again to Thorndike, complaining, ‘She puttin’ words into my mouth.’

  ‘She said no – that’s rape.’ Tennison pointed a finger. ‘Okay, let me ask you this—’

  ‘Good,’ Thorndike interrupted, standing up. He cleared his throat, running his finger nervously inside his short collar. ‘Yes, well, that seems a convenient place to
  stop.’

  ‘Oh no – Mr Thorndike,’ Tennison protested, ‘I haven’t finished yet.’

  DCI Thorndike slid back his cuff to reveal his thin freckled wrist and tapped his watch. ‘Unfortunately we’re going to have to since it’s well past six.’ And with that he
  opened the door and went out.

  Tennison brushed a hand through her hair and rolled her eyes towards the ceiling. ‘Unbelievable,’ she said through gritted teeth.

  Oswalde stared at her, laughter bubbling in his chest. He smothered it with a cough. Tennison just shook her head.

  As DCI Thorndike emerged through the door of the prefabricated ‘interview room’, built into one corner of the conference hall, he wondered what the grins and smirks
  were all about. Over ninety grins and smirks, lurking on the faces of the police officers seated at rows of tables who had been watching the interrogation on the banks of screens. They’d
  caught Jane Tennison’s final words and seen her expression, but he hadn’t, so he was never to know.

  With his jerky, stiff-legged walk, Thorndike strode to the front of the hall and faced the assembly. This was the second session of a three-day seminar on interviewing techniques: lectures and
  study groups interspersed with simulated interview situations conducted by senior officers. The hall quieted as Thorndike raised his hand.

  ‘Excellent . . . though I would just sound one word of warning. Some of DCI Tennison’s more unconventional questions might get a less-experienced officer into difficulties.
  Remember,’ he went on pedantically, ‘under PACE no attempt may be made to bully or threaten a suspect.’ This was a reference to the rules and regulations for dealing with
  detainees as laid down by the Police and Criminal Evidence Act. ‘Finally, well-done to Detective Sergeant Oswalde for playing his part so convincingly.’

  There were a few more snide grins at that. Convincing all right, because it seemed like he was damn well enjoying it, a lowly DS coming on strong to a female DCI – one of only four such
  female senior officers in the country. And although Tennison had a reputation as a ballbreaker, there was hardly a man in the room who didn’t fancy her.

  She joined Thorndike at the front, shrugging into her tailored, dark jacket. ‘And finally, finally, tomorrow’s first session will be on interviewing the victims of rape.
  I’ll see you all at ten o’clock.’

  As the meeting broke up to the shuffling of papers and the scraping of chairs, Thorndike gave her a patronizing pat on the shoulder, and she returned a brief, tight smile. God, she thought,
  he’s like some prissy, old maiden aunt. It was all theory with him, book learning. If he encountered a real-life villain he’d have been totally clueless; probably have to skim through
  the PACE manual to find the right questions and in which order to ask them. He wasn’t attached to the regular force, but a member of MSI5, the Metropolitan body which investigated complaints
  by the public on matters of police procedure and suspected rule bending – in other words, digging the dirt on his fellow officers.

  Going up to her room in the crowded lift, Tennison glanced behind her to DS Oswalde. ‘You’re too good at that, Detective Sergeant.’

  ‘Thank you, ma’am.’

  ‘Are you going for a drink later on?’

  ‘Maybe. But I might just have an early night.’

  The bell pinged for the second floor and the doors slid open.

  ‘Oh, well, might see you,’ Tennison said, going out. ‘Good night.’

  ‘Quick as you can,’ Bream urged Richards, standing aside as the photographer took another series of shots. When he was done, the pathologist had another look at the
  crumbling trench wall. ‘I’m going to need all the bones if I’m to reassemble the bugger,’ he told Gold. ‘So make sure you collect all the earth from around the corpse
  as well.’

  Gold was relishing this. It was his first really juicy forensic investigation, and working with Professor Oscar Bream was a bonus. He instructed his helpers with enthusiasm: ‘We’ll
  put all this in these boxes and take it to the labs for sifting. We’re after small bones, cloth fragments, jewellery, coins . . . well, absolutely anything, really.’

  ‘The skull’s been badly smashed, so collect those pieces with care,’ Bream cautioned the two assistants.

  Standing just inside the plastic canopy, Kernan said gloomily, ‘Let’s hope the rain gets people back inside.’

  Gold was carefully scooping out dollops of mud and putting them in plastic boxes, his assistants sealing the lids and marking each one to indicate the sequence in which the various fragments
  were excavated. Gradually, piece by painstaking piece, the corpse was excavated, the larger bones bagged and tagged in black plastic bags.

  ‘Looks like it is a female, Oscar . . . ’

  ‘Oh yes, and what makes you say that, Mr Gold?’

  The young scientist looked up, positively beaming. ‘It’s wearing a bra.’

  Kernan rubbed his chin and groaned. ‘Oh God.’

  ‘Don’t worry, Mike,’ said Bream, deadpan as usual. ‘It could still turn out to be Danny La Rue.’

  ‘Yeah, and if it is, Nola Cameron will claim him for a daughter.’ Kernan had seen enough. He turned to Muddyman, whose brown, curly hair was plastered down, his bald spot plainly
  visible. ‘Tony, take over until Tennison gets here.’

  Muddyman blinked at him. ‘She’s got on that course, isn’t she, Guv?’

  ‘Not anymore she’s not,’ Kernan said, trudging back over the muddy paving stones and mounting the steps.

  Muddyman huddled deeper into his raincoat. ‘Oh, great . . . ’

  The kiss was long and deep, making her senses swirl. He had gorgeous skin, smooth enough for a woman’s, but with the hard, sensual feel of solid muscle rippling
  underneath. Jane drew back, took a breath, and gazed into Bob Oswalde’s dark brown eyes. He smiled as her fingers slid from his chest and probed under the terry bathrobe to his shoulder.

  ‘Already?’ he teased.

  ‘Mmmm . . . ’ Wrapped in his arms, she gave him a wicked little grin.

  They had dined here, in her room, drunk the bottle of Chateauneuf-du-Pape dry, and then made love. Secretly, she was amazed at how naturally it had come about, without, it seemed, any devious
  planning or premeditation on either part. She wasn’t a promiscuous woman, had had only one brief fling since she broke up with Peter with whom she’d lived for less than six months. The
  demands and pressures of her job had been the cause of that; taking charge of the Marlow case, her first murder investigation, had consumed every waking moment – and most sleeping ones too.
  Peter had been understanding, up to a point, though he was going through a rough time himself, trying to get his building firm up and running, and the pair of them found themselves between a rock
  and a hard place. Something had to give, and something had. The relationship.

  While her job still had priority, the attraction, the sexual chemistry between her and Bob Oswalde had been just too great to resist. And she’d thought, Why the hell not? All work and no
  play makes Jane a dull girl. She wasn’t feeling dull and jaded now; her body felt vibrant and alive, and the night was still young.

  Taking up his teasing mood, she said archly, ‘Now what was it you were saying about white women liking it rough?’

  The instant the words came out, she knew that it was the wrong thing to say. Bob Oswalde reared back a little, his arms slackening, and she cursed her own clumsiness.

  ‘Hey, that wasn’t me,’ he protested, hurt. ‘I don’t think like that.’

  ‘I know – I’m sorry.’ She kissed his chest and then the side of his neck, snuggling up to him, cosy and warm in the fluffy, white bathrobe, feeling the heat of his body.
  She had an idea. ‘Know what I’d like to do now?’

  ‘No, what?’ Bob Oswalde said through a crooked half-grin.

  ‘Let’s drink the entire contents of the minibar.’

  ‘Why?’

  ‘Oh, I don’t know – I just feel like it.’ Jane suddenly sat up and grinned at him. Her short, ruffled blond hair and impish grin made her appear like a mischievous
  tomboy, a startling transformation from her conventional role as the cool, at times obsessive professional policewoman with a daunting reputation.

  Bob Oswalde swung his long legs around to sit on the edge of the bed. ‘Okay, what would you like first?’

  Jane clapped her hands. ‘Champagne!’

  ‘Right.’

  As he went over to the minibar she flopped full-length on the bed, stretching out her arms luxuriously. She hadn’t felt so content and totally relaxed in a long time. She hadn’t been
  looking forward to this three-day conference at all, confined to airless, smoke-filled rooms and conference halls (especially as she was trying to give up the noxious weed!), having her brains
  picked by male colleagues who, deep down, probably resented being lectured to by a woman. The Super had suggested she ‘volunteer’, which was his unsubtle way of giving a direct order by
  stealth. Well, the laugh was on him. She was enjoying herself, and at the public’s expense to boot.

  The phone rang, a soft trilling tone. Bob Oswalde was stripping the foil from a half-bottle of champagne, and Jane said quickly before she answered it, ‘That’s Dame Sybil.
  Don’t make a sound.’

  But it was Kernan, and Jane sat up straighter, holding her robe close to her neck, as if it made any difference.

  ‘Oh, hello, Guv. About two hours . . . why?’ She listened, her eyes serious, nodding her head. ‘Yeah, right . . . okay. Oh yeah, absolutely. Okay, see you.
  ’Bye.’

  She hung up, staring straight ahead at the built-in closet.

  ‘What’s wrong?’

  ‘That was my Guv. He wants me back.’

  ‘Oh.’ The champagne dangled in his hand.

  ‘Now.’

  ‘What?’

  ‘Yeah.’ Jane slid off the bed, unfastening her bathrobe, while she hopped around to open the closet door. ‘He wants me to head a murder inquiry. I’ll have to tell
  Thorndike.’ She brushed her fingers through her hair. ‘Damn, and it’s my lecture tomorrow too . . . ’

  ‘Look, nuts to Thorndike.’ Oswalde glanced down at the bottle he was holding, then placed it on top of the minibar.

  Burrowing in the closet, Jane said over her shoulder, ‘I’m sorry, Bob, there’s nothing I can do about it.’

  ‘I know that.’ The words were neutral enough, though he was looking at her sharply. Jane paused in laying out her blouse and suit on the bed. She glanced up.

  ‘So what’s your problem then?’

  ‘What about us?’

  ‘What about us?’ she asked, frowning slightly.

  ‘Oh, I see.’

  Jane spread her hands. ‘Bob, I’m not saying I don’t want to see you again. Okay?’

  ‘Aren’t you?’

  She watched him in silence as he whipped off his bathrobe and rapidly dressed, eyes downcast, handsome face empty of expression.

  Jane sighed, ‘C’mon, this is hard enough as it is . . . ’

  ‘Look, I hear you, okay?’ He sat with his back to her, pulling on his socks and shoes. He stated flatly, ‘The Detective Chief Inspector has received her orders.’

  ‘What did you expect?’ His attitude was annoying her, and she clenched her fists. ‘You know that’s really unfair. It’s not as though the love of your life is
  walking out on you.’

  Bob Oswalde snatched his sweater from the back of a chair and dragged it on over his T-shirt. His dark eyes flashed at her. ‘I just don’t like being treated like some black
  stud.’

  Hands on hips, Jane said with faint disbelief, ‘Is that what you think’s been going on here?’

  ‘Yes, I do.’

  ‘Well, that’s in your head.’

  ‘Is it?’

  She could do without this. It was he who was hung up on racial stereotyping, not her. He was an attractive man, period, and she’d enjoyed tremendously having sex with him, but if he had
  difficulty accepting it simply for what it was, tough luck.

  Jane said, ‘I think you’d better go.’

  ‘Don’t worry,’ Oswalde said, already on the move, ‘I’m going.’

  ‘I hope I can rely on you to be discreet.’

  With his hand on the doorknob, Oswalde slowly turned his head and gave her a long, hard stare over his shoulder.

  ‘You really are something else, aren’t you?’ he muttered softly, and with a little shake of the head went out.

  Returning to his room after dinner, DCI David Thorndike was fumbling for his key when he heard a door slam, followed by the rapid thump of footsteps. Craning backwards, he
  spied DS Oswalde, head down, marching along the corridor towards the lift. He’d come out of the room two doors away from his, Thorndike noted. Well, well, well. Tennison . . . fraternizing
  with the troops no less.

  He turned the key in the lock and slipped into his room as Oswalde, muttering to himself, came up to the lift. Standing with his ear to the crack in the door, Thorndike heard Oswalde’s
  low, angry ‘Bitch!’ as he punched the button.

  Pursing his lips prudishly, DCI Thorndike eased the door shut.



    
  

  Chapter Two

  Within ten minutes Tennison was fully-dressed, had applied a dab of make-up, run a brush through her hair, packed her bag and was ready to go. She
  gave herself a final once-over in the dressing table mirror and set off to see Thorndike in his lair. He was the type, she knew very well, who never made life easy, always had to nitpick. But she
  steeled herself to deal with him as quickly and calmly as possible and get the hell out. She had a job to do.

  After she’d broken the news, he paced up and down his room, rubbing the little cluster of blue veins at his temple, shaking his head distractedly. ‘But I don’t know anything
  about rape victims,’ he complained, realizing he would have to give the lecture at ten the next morning.

  ‘Then it’s time you did. It’s attitudes like that that account for the fact that only eight per cent of rapes are ever reported.’ Tennison took a sheaf of papers from her
  briefcase and held them out. ‘I’ll leave you my notes.’

  ‘Well, that would be a help, but . . . ’ Thorndike dropped the papers on a table, sighing. ‘It’s still bloody annoying.’

  ‘What can I do, David?’ She was fed up to the back teeth with his prissy, old-womanish whining, but she controlled her temper.

  He glanced at her with a pained expression. ‘Hasn’t Mike Kernan got other DCIs available?’

  ‘Yes, but he wants me to head it.’

  ‘Why?’

  ‘Maybe he thinks I’m a good detective,’ Tennison said tightly.

  Thorndike nagged on. ‘But why this specific investigation?’

  ‘The body’s been found in Honeyford Road, where the Cameron family still lives. Added to which, it looks like it could be Simone Cameron.’

  ‘Politically sensitive, certainly,’ Thorndike agreed. He gave her a sideways look. ‘A word of advice. Charges may be brought against the officers involved in the Derrick
  Cameron case if it goes to the Court of Appeal . . . ’

  ‘Quite right too if that boy was framed.’ She frowned at him. ‘What are you getting at?’

  ‘I’d be careful if I were you – this may not turn out to be such a prize for you.’ And then turning away, not meeting her eye, he added, ‘Obviously you’re a
  liberated and enlightened woman.’

  ‘Thank you, David,’ said Tennison dryly. But she still didn’t have a clue what, in his pussy-footing way, he was driving at. Of course it wasn’t straightforward police
  work to him, it was bloody politics, dropping poison into people’s ears, watching your back all the time in case there was a knife sticking in it. Tennison hadn’t the time or the
  patience for all that bullshit; life was too short.

  Thorndike saw her to the door. ‘Don’t be too trusting of our Afro-Caribbean friends.’

  ‘That’s your advice, is it?’ She tucked the briefcase under her arm, giving him a quick, formal smile. ‘Good luck tomorrow.’

  Thorndike waited by the open door, his weak, watery eyes fixed on her as she entered the lift. ‘Oh, and drive carefully if you’ve been drinking,’ was his final word of
  warning.

  Going down in the lift, Tennison cupped her hand to her mouth, trying to smell her own breath. Didn’t seem that bad, and besides, she’d only had two glasses of red wine. Old Mother
  Thorndike must have a keen sense of smell if he’d got a whiff of alcohol fumes from that.

  Honeyford Road was quiet again. The crowd had dispersed, returned to their homes, the stretch of pavement outside Number 15 cordoned off with striped tape that had POLICE
  – NO ENTRY stamped on it in red letters. The rain had eased off, but there was a damp, chill breeze blowing as Tennison drove her car along the street, searching for a place to park. She
  slowed down, bending sideways to peer through the misted-up passenger window at a lone figure still standing vigil next to the flapping tape. Tennison recognized the short, dumpy woman in the woven
  cap, the long shapeless coat reaching almost to the ground; she pressed the button to lower the window.

  ‘Nola – go home!’

  Nola Cameron shook her head defiantly. ‘Not if that’s my Simone. I won’t lose her a second time!’ She turned back to stare at the house, chin set stubbornly, feet planted
  on the wet pavement.

  Gold was enjoying himself. He didn’t seem to notice, or to mind, that he had been kneeling at the bottom of a cold, slimy trench since early evening, and it was now past
  ten-thirty. With the arrival of DCI Tennison, the officer appointed to take charge of the case, he had a new and receptive listener on which to vent his expertise. Crouched down on her haunches on
  the paving stones, muffled inside the hood of her raincoat, Tennison watched intently as the work of excavation went on; the skull and most of the upper part of the skeleton had been removed, and
  the team was now concentrating on the lower torso. For the moment she was content to listen to Gold give his impromptu lecture.

  ‘ . . . natural plant fibre such as cotton tends to disintegrate, form part of the diet of the early inhabitants of the corpse. But wool, like hair – they’re made of the same
  stuff – can be remarkably resilient. Now, I’ve got some pieces of sweater and Professor Bream has quite a lot of hair—’

  ‘If only,’ Bream said lugubriously, cleaning his spectacles with the end of his tie. It was meant to be a joke, but everyone was too tired and cold and pissed-off to even give a
  smile.

  ‘With beads in it,’ Gold continued, so intent that the pathologist’s remark hadn’t even registered with him.

  ‘Did the Cameron girl wear her hair like this?’ Tennison’s question was addressed to the assembly at large.

  ‘I’m told she did sometimes,’ DI Muddyman put it.

  Arms clasped around her knees, Tennison rubbed her gloved palms together, already feeling the cold night air creeping into her fingers and toes. ‘How old do you think she is,
  Oscar?’

  ‘She hasn’t quite finished growing, so still in her teens, I’d say.’

  ‘Well, how long do you think it would take for a corpse to get like this?’

  ‘That I can’t tell.’ There was the suggestion of a weary sigh in Bream’s voice. Always the same, the murder squad, expecting answers up front to impossible questions.
  They’d only ever be happy if he could look at the decaying remains of a corpse and give them its name, address, and national insurance number.

  Tennison was a terrier, not so easily put off. ‘Come on, Oscar. Minimum time?’

  ‘Two years? Don’t quote me on that.’

  ‘So it could be Simone . . . ’

  ‘You see, you’re doing it already!’

  Tennison eased herself up, stamping her feet to get the circulation going. She could have cheerfully murdered for a cigarette, but this was the real testing time, and she was determined to kick
  the habit. It had scared her badly when her consumption climbed to sixty a day, the dread spectre of the big C giving her the cold sweats. Now or never, shit or bust. Quelling the desire, she
  glanced around to her officers, Muddyman, Lillie and Jones, their tall figures silhouetted in the glare of the arc lamps.

  ‘When were these garden slabs laid?’

  ‘Before the Viswandhas came here,’ Jones told her.

  ‘Which was?’

  ‘About eighteen months ago.’

  ‘Do we know who they bought the house from?’

  ‘All Mr Viswandha could tell me was the name of a property developer,’ Jones said.

  ‘So have these slabs been disturbed since then?’

  DC Lillie shook his head. ‘Not according to the workmen.’

  Tennison gazed down into the shallow trench, trying to get the chronology straight in her own mind. ‘So she must have been put there before the slabs were laid, which means our prime
  suspect has to be whoever was living here when she was buried. We need a definite date of death, Oscar.’

  Bream gave her his fishy-eyed stare and called out to Lillie, ‘Is there any of that soup left?’

  ‘Oh – if there is,’ Tennison said, ‘can you get some to Nola Cameron, if she’s still out there?’ She looked at her watch. ‘The rest of you might as well
  go home and get some sleep. I’ll aim to brief the team at ten in the morning.’

  ‘Right, Guv,’ said Muddyman, not bothering to hide his heartfelt relief. Knowing Tennison, her obsessive tenacity with any case she took on, he’d been afraid she’d keep
  them there till the wee small hours, standing around watching Bream & Co. digging up the rest of Simone Cameron – if that’s who it was. The woman didn’t seem to have a home to
  go to; any private life at all, as far as that went.

  The officers dispersed, leaving through the back garden gate. Tennison stayed. She was glad she did, because a few moments later Gold made an important discovery. He beckoned the photographer
  over to take several close-up shots of the corpse’s wrists, behind its back, beneath the pelvis.
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