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Praise for Mari Hannah

‘Nobody understands the many faces of cops better than Mari Hannah’

Val McDermid

‘Mari Hannah writes with a sharp eye and a dark heart’

Peter James

‘Truly absorbing’

Peter Robinson

‘Thrilling, exciting and kept me on the edge of my seat. Expertly written and paced, pulling me from one chapter to the next, I couldn’t put it down!’

Angela Marsons

‘Mari Hannah is a consummate storyteller and her books genuine must reads for any serious crime fan’

Eva Dolan

‘Emotionally captivating’

The Times

‘If you read only one police procedural this year, make it The Insider. It deserves it’

Daily Mail

‘Original and modern, rooted in the fast-changing relationships between men and women’

Sunday Times

‘A pacy, gritty and authentic read’

Heat
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Prologue

The rush of euphoria didn’t last. The feeling of disconnect was strong this time. He could hear the sea crashing to shore on the shingle beach in front of his parental home in Iceland. The house of horror. Impossible. The place had been derelict for years, though that didn’t stop the walls closing in on him now. A pair of hateful eyes arrived in his head, his father’s motor-mouth in full working order. Accusations. Recriminations. Yelling at his mother over stuff she had or hadn’t done, beating her senseless if she spoke back.

The ruthless moron showed no mercy.

He was beyond tears now, but the images wouldn’t budge. The flashback was the worst ever, accompanied by a vivid soundtrack. He covered his ears, trying to shut out her screams, cowering on the cold ground with his hands over his head to fend off imaginary blows. They seemed as real as when his younger self would run and hide under the stairs until the silence came.

Drenched in sweat, he shivered.

It was chilly close to the shoreline. The slap-slap of water against the retaining wall of the reservoir soothed him, but not for long. His head lolled to one side, eyes struggling to adjust to the darkness, mouth parched from too much Brennivin he’d consumed on the flight over. The Black Death some called it. Mixed with drugs, it was a lethal cocktail.

If only.

The hypodermic broke the skin.

Take the plunge.

What are you waiting for?

He had no clue, even less as to how he’d arrived here tonight, only a vague recollection of stumbling through the dark – a metaphor for his life. Suicidal thoughts were no stranger. He’d tried before, but was found and taken to A&E. The tosser should’ve minded his own business and left him to it. He’d get it done this time.

His thumb hovered.

Empty the syringe.

Do it now.

One press and your pain will be over.

Those walls will collapse, one brick at a time.

He rolled onto his back and was met by a million stars against the night sky, a sight so beautiful it made him weep. If he were to die tonight there was no better view. A rare moment of clarity. The sound rushing through his ears wasn’t the Atlantic Ocean. It was the power of a stiff easterly through a forest of conifers – nothing to be scared of – and yet, beneath the tree canopy, everything appeared still.

Too still.

Unsettling.

He turned his head to one side, a pinprick of light appearing through the trees in the distance, closing on him … thirty metres … twenty … ten … closer and closer still. The light shot off to his left like a comet, then vanished. What the fuck? He blinked, looked again, harder this time. He could’ve sworn he’d seen movement but there was nothing there. A trick of the light, an addled mind.

Get a grip.

No, there it was again.

There was something.

He not only heard it. He saw it. Moving rapidly through the trees. Hard to tell if it was human or animal, probably a deer come to check out a stranger in distress, or was it something more sinister? That was a possibility, even here – especially here. It wouldn’t surprise him if it was someone with a score to settle. He had enemies.

This could turn ugly.

Hauling himself into a sitting position, ripping out the needle, he strained to focus on the narrow path in front of him. A memory stirred, arriving like a disjointed movie sequence: a party getting out of hand; a roaring flame; pissed-off faces; a fight. Hard eyes. Harsh words. The glint of a long curved blade. That was it. Drugs had fried his brain to a mush of confusion and amnesia.

Pity it hadn’t extended to his childhood.

For a split second, he was back in that house, a pool of red slime creeping across the floor. It triggered a panic attack, a shameful reminder that he’d done nothing to stop it. He was not to blame. They all said so. Then he remembered that he was in the UK and why. He’d come with good intentions, to make recompense for a deed he was deeply ashamed of. He never knew her name, though he’d never forgotten her face.

Fate had brought them together.

Tanked up on booze, he’d blown his last chance of redemption. She wouldn’t listen. To her, he was as much a monster as his old man whose face came out of nowhere, a whispered curse spooking him further: One fucking word from you and I will kill her. And when I’m done, I’ll kill you too. Now stop your snivelling and get to bed.

Like his five-year-old self, he felt warm liquid spread out between his legs, every tree in his eyeline morphing into a familiar and terrifying psychopath waiting to strike. More whispering. Same voice. A slew of insults coming at him from every direction, each one louder and more intimidating than the one before.

Run and I will find you.

It will not end well.

He was out.

He was here.

Move, move!

Out in the open he was a sitting duck, a target pinned to his chest. Grabbing his knife, with superhuman effort he managed to haul himself upright, the drive to protect himself overriding all else. The thought sounded ridiculous in his head. For as long as he could remember, all he’d longed for was to rock himself off. His choice. No one else’s. Now he desperately wanted to live.
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But secrets ALWAYS surface
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