

[image: The Accomplice by Steve Cavanagh]



About the Author

Steve Cavanagh has sold over a million copies of his novels in the UK alone. His books have all been nominated for major awards and many are international bestsellers.

His third novel, The Liar, won the CWA Gold Dagger for Crime Novel of the Year 2018. Thirteen won the Theakston Old Peculier Crime Novel of the Year 2019. Fifty-Fifty was a Richard and Judy Book club choice, and was also selected for the BBC Between The Covers book club. Twisted, Fifty-Fifty and The Devil’s Advocate, The Accomplice, Kill For Me Kill For You and Witness 8 were all Sunday Times Top 10 bestsellers.

To find out more, visit Steve’s website or follow him on social media.

www.stevecavanaghauthor.com

[image: ] /SSCavI

[image: ] @SteveCavanagh_

[image: ] @SSCav




Also by Steve Cavanagh

The Defence

The Cross (novella)

The Plea

The Liar

Thirteen

Twisted

Fifty-Fifty

The Devil’s Advocate

The Accomplice

Kill For Me Kill For You

Witness 8




THE ACCOMPLICE

STEVE CAVANAGH

[image: ]




Copyright © Steve Cavanagh 2022

The right of Steve Cavanagh to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

First published in 2022 by Orion Books

An imprint of The Orion Publishing Group Ltd

This eBook edition first published in 2025 by HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

eISBN: 9781409198765

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP LIMITED

An Hachette UK Company

Carmelite House

50 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DZ

www.headline.co.uk

www.hachette.co.uk




Contents

About the Author

Also by Steve Cavanagh

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Praise for Top Five Sunday Times Praise for Top Five Sunday Times

Epigraph

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Chapter Forty-Two

Chapter Forty-Three

Chapter Forty-Four

Chapter Forty-Five

Chapter Forty-Six

Chapter Forty-Seven

Chapter Forty-Eight

Chapter Forty-Nine

Chapter Fifty

Chapter Fifty-One

Chapter Fifty-Two

Chapter Fifty-Three

Chapter Fifty-Four

Chapter Fifty-Five

Chapter Fifty-Six

Chapter Fifty-Seven

Chapter Fifty-Eight

Chapter Fifty-Nine

Chapter Sixty

Chapter Sixty-One

Chapter Sixty-Two

Chapter Sixty-Three

Acknowledgements




For Tracy.




PRAISE FOR TOP FIVE SUNDAY TIMES PRAISE FOR TOP FIVE SUNDAY TIMES

‘Th is guy is the real deal. Trust me’

LEE CHILD

‘Th e British John Grisham’

RICHARD OSMAN

‘Steve Cavanagh’s twists hit you between the eyes. You never see them coming’

ANTHONY HOROWITZ

‘Th e very defi nition of a page-turner!’

IAN RANKIN

‘Top notch thrills’

SHARI LAPENA

‘A fantastic thriller writer’

MARK BILLINGHAM

‘One of the most ingenious thrillers I’ve read in a long time’

ALEX MICHAELIDES

‘A brilliant, twisty, ingeniously constructed puzzle of a book’

RUTH WARE

‘One of the most purely entertaining books you’ll read this year’

JOHN CONNOLLY

‘Smart and original’

CLARE MACKINTOSH

‘The real magic is in Steve Cavanagh’s hypnotic storytelling power’

SUNDAY EXPRESS

‘Cavanagh is a genius . . . page-turning stuff’

EVENING STANDARD

‘If you read the fi rst eight pages you’ll be hooked’

THE TIMES

‘A masterclass in misdirection’

THE GUARDIAN

‘Enthralling’

SUNDAY TIMES

‘Just when you thought there were no new twists to bring to the legal thriller, Cavanagh comes along and knocks your socks off’

LINWOOD BARCLAY

‘Impossible to put down’

DAILY MAIL

‘One of my very favourite authors, but even by his high standards this is an extraordinary book. Absolutely recommended’

M. W. CRAVEN

‘Very clever, darkly funny, moving, fast-paced’

JANE CASEY

‘Intelligent, sophisticated and tense’

MARI HANNAH

‘A superb thriller’

ALEX NORTH

‘Absolutely brilliant. Addictive, clever, pacy’

JO SPAIN

‘Not to be missed’

S. A. COSBY

‘Addictive, unpredictable and timely’

WILL DEAN




“In the evening . . . he comes up the stairs very softly, for he walks in his socks, then he opens the [children’s] doors without the slightest noise, and throws a small quantity of very fine dust in their eyes, just enough to prevent them from keeping them open, and so they do not see him. Then he creeps behind them, and blows softly upon their necks, till their heads begin to droop. [My brother] he is also called Ole-Luk-Oie but he never visits any one but once, and when he does come, he takes them away on his horse, and tells them stories as they ride along . . . he is also called Death.”

– “Ole Luk-Oie”, from Hans Andersen’s Fairytales,
by Hans Christian Andersen (1888).
A legend of the Sandman.




PROLOGUE

PAIGE DELANEY

The SWAT leader called it.

Ten seconds.

Once the count reached zero, they had a hundred yards of well-tended lawn to clear before they reached the back door. Paige Delaney eased herself up from the wet leaves, pulled down a thin branch from a pine tree to get a better view of the house. A chalk ball moon sat over the silhouette of a brick colonial-style mansion set in Old Westbury, New York.

Delaney filled her lungs, breathed out slow. Listened to the count over the comms.

Ten . . .

She liked numbers. In her tenure in the FBI as Special Agent in Behavioral Science Unit 2, she had come to trust numbers more than people. And the figures in this case were extraordinary.

Nine . . .

For fourteen months and twelve days she had been hunting the man the papers first called the Coney Island Killer. Of course, he had given himself another name. He had talked all about it in one of his letters to the FBI, which he copied to the Washington Post. He called himself the Sandman.

Eight . . .

On average, Delaney worked fifteen-hour days. The taskforce she ran with special agent in charge, Bill Seong, was made up of two hundred police officers and federal agents. The taskforce had interviewed over a thousand potential witnesses. Spoken to seventy-one suspects. And compiled case files that ran to sixty-three boxes spread over two evidence rooms in the New York field office.

Seven . . .

Then there were the big numbers. The ones that made the front pages.

Seventeen victims. Men and women.

The first victims had been found half buried in the sand on Coney Island beach. They had been shot, stabbed and mutilated. A heavy police presence at the beach had caused a change in the killer’s pattern. The remainder of the victims had been killed in their homes. Mostly it was a single victim. Sometimes he killed more than one person in the house.

Six . . .

Delaney’s profile of the Sandman highlighted two consistent patterns with every killing. One everyone knew about. And the media loved to post those gory details. After the victims were killed their wounds, mouths and empty eye sockets were filled with sand. The killer took the eyes with him. The whole of New York seemed to hold its breath at night, waiting for another attack.

Five . . .

Only Delaney and a select few in the taskforce command knew the second profile marker. This couldn’t be leaked to the press. The killer took a personal item from each victim. This might help catch and convict him someday, and so this was a closely guarded secret. Mostly, it was jewelry.

Four . . .

Eventually, the numbers started to work against the Sandman. You can’t commit the perfect murder every time. Sooner or later, he would make a mistake. Delaney had been sure of this, and she had been right. Three days ago, they found his latest victims. The Nielsen family. Husband and wife, kids sedated during the killing. The children said during the night they felt someone blowing on their necks, then a sharp sting and then they fell asleep.

A bloody thumbprint had been found on the wife’s torso, just beneath her right arm.

Three . . .

Within two days they had a match on the thumbprint, but not from any criminal databases. Daniel Miller, forty-five years old, had to give his ID and fingerprints when he registered for his trading license under the Banking Act. The next fifteen hours had gone quickly as Delaney built up a picture of Miller’s life, his private equity business, his background and most importantly his current location. He was not on their list of suspects, which they had narrowed down from several thousand potentials.

Two . . .

It was coming up on ten o’clock. There were a few lights on downstairs in the Miller residence. The kitchen, lounge and hallway.

Delaney drew her Glock 19. Leaned forward. Her muscles tense. Palms already greased in sweat. She was ready to be free of the smell of pine and rotten leaves. Ready to burst out of the tree line. Ready to get her man. They estimated two occupants of the house – Daniel Miller and his wife, Carrie.

One . . .

She didn’t wait for zero.

The roar of a Ford Crown Victoria sounded somewhere in the distance. The sound of that engine was like a starter pistol. By the time the SWAT leader called GO, everyone was on their feet, boots tearing up the lawn, hauling ass to the points of entry. There were a dozen agents and NYPD ahead of Delaney, even wearing their heavy assault gear, helmets and Kevlar. She wasn’t going to win any foot races tonight, but that didn’t matter. Others would go in first. Officers and agents who trained to kick down the doors of hostile buildings.

By the time Delaney put a foot on the patio, and passed the swimming pool, the SWAT team was already inside, the back door hanging loose off its hinges. She heard a voice. A scream. Female.

Delaney waited at the back door ; weapon drawn. There were five other FBI agents with her – the search team. Laminated cards hung off their lanyards alongside their FBI IDs. The cards were pictures of key search items – items of jewelry known to have been taken from the victims. Some of them would be easy to spot because of their rarity. Like the Tahitian black pearl necklace taken from Stacy Nielsen three days ago.

A call came over the comms.

‘He’s not here. House, grounds and garage are clear. The wife is in the kitchen. Property secure.’

Delaney swore, entered the house through the back door. A large utility room led to a vast kitchen. The twelve-foot-high arched ceiling accommodated a huge window that would flood the space with light during the day. Now, it only seemed to let in the dark. A wine glass lay on its side on the marble counter top. The red wine pooled on the counter and slowly dripped onto the white tile floor.

There was a woman with short, dark hair sitting on a couch at the far corner of the room. Carrie Miller was shaking her head, crying, looking up at two armed NYPD SWAT officers standing over her, asking her questions. She wore a white tee, gray sweat pants and cream house socks. As Delaney approached, she noticed the woman’s perfect oval face, clear skin and bright green eyes glazed in tears.

‘I don’t know where he is. He hasn’t been home in days. He-he s-said he was going away on business, p-please, what is this about I—’

‘Mrs. Miller, I’m special agent Paige Delaney. I know how scared you must be feeling right now. I’m sorry for the intrusion. We have a warrant to search your property and arrest your husband, Daniel Miller.’

It’s hard to gauge someone’s reaction to this kind of news. Right then, Delaney wasn’t sure Carrie was taking this in.

‘Mrs. Miller, what I’m going to say will upset you a great deal, but it’s important for your safety that you know the truth.’

Before she laid the motherload on Carrie Miller, she paused and searched the woman’s eyes. Carrie already looked grief stricken – traumatized. The tears were stripping the make-up from her face. She sniffed and wiped at her cheeks, smudging her lipstick against her white teeth. There was something about trauma that was a great leveler. Delaney had sat on a lot of couches with a lot of women and given them all bad news.

Carrie looked like those women.

Her marriage had made her rich. Delaney knew Carrie came from a poor Midwestern family, had come to New York to become an actor and somewhere on that journey she had met Daniel Miller. Did it matter whether those women Delaney had held and comforted on all those couches touched up their smudged lips with a ten-buck stick of Maybelline or a ninety-dollar stick of Christian Louboutin ? Carrie’s purse sat open on the glass coffee table and Delaney was pleased to see a cheap brand of lipstick. It didn’t look like the money had changed Carrie. That showed character. She thought Carrie would need every bit of that fortitude to get through this next chapter in her life.

It was not unusual for serial killers to carry out their crimes while simultaneously leading relatively normal lives. The BTK killer, Gacy, the Green River Killer, and many more serial murderers were married men. Once the shock and disbelief subside, and the wives accept who their husbands really are, a different kind of internal struggle begins. In time, Carrie, just like those women, would ask the same question again and again. How could they not know they were married to a monster ? Then guilt would kick in. Unwarranted guilt, but it would feel real and hurt just as bad. Not only would those women suddenly realize they had no future, but any happiness they had enjoyed in the past would disappear. Every kiss, every embrace, every shared moment would turn poisonous. And then the real pain would kick in with this question – what was it about them that attracted someone who was so evil ? If that didn’t rip Carrie apart in the next couple of years, she might get through it. Delaney sure hoped so. She glanced at the ten-dollar lipstick in Carrie’s purse and thought she might have a better shot than most.

‘May I call you Carrie ?’ asked Delaney.

Carrie nodded in agreement, her lips parted as if to let the fear and dread flood inside, making her shake.

‘Carrie, we think your husband is the killer known as the Sandman.’

What do you say to that ? How do you react ? Delaney thought that any reaction would be okay. It’s not something that can be easily processed. But she knew this was a process. And the first step was denial : you’ve got the wrong man. I know my husband – don’t be ridiculous – he’s not a violent man – he’s such a good father, he provides for us, takes care of us. I’m sorry this must be a mistake . . .

Carrie Miller’s open mouth trembled, and she searched Delaney’s face.

But she didn’t say anything. She didn’t protest her husband’s innocence. It reminded Delaney of her tenth birthday. That same day her father died. He had been in hospital for a month with a brain tumor, inoperable and terminal. He was in a coma, and she had been to see him that morning. In the afternoon there was a small party – three of her best friends and some cake. After everyone left, her mother was putting on her coat to go back to the hospital when the phone rang. Delaney would never forget her mom’s face. It looked like the tears were freezing her expression. Carrie had that same look. A woman who knew something terrible was going to happen, even had time to prepare for it, but when it did happen, the pain was worse than she had expected.

‘Could we get Carrie a glass of water ?’ said Delaney to one of the SWAT, and he moved to the cupboard, found the glasses and filled one from the faucet then handed it to Carrie.

She held the glass in both hands, brought it, quivering, to her mouth.

‘If you know where he is, I need you to tell me that location,’ said Delaney.

‘I don’t know where he is,’ said Carrie. ‘And I don’t care. I don’t ever want to lay eyes on him again.’

Delaney squeezed the radio attached to her stab vest, said, ‘Any news on the search, Bill ?’

Her message was answered straight away by agent in charge, Bill Seong, ‘Come on upstairs. Master bedroom.’

She took the grand staircase two steps at a time. Found the large master bedroom at the end of the hall on her left. Inside were two lounge chairs, a mirror, a king-size bed in the center of the room and a flatscreen on the wall.

‘Here, in the closet,’ said Bill.

There were two doors off the master. A private bathroom and a walk-in closet that was the same size as her apartment in Manhattan. The closet had mahogany shelves, drawers and wardrobes built into both sides. His and hers. Bill shone his flashlight at a rack of white shirts, tightly packed together.

‘Check the cuff on this one,’ he said.

There was a stain on the cuff. It looked like a splash of dark liquid. Even though the shirt had been laundered, the rust-colored mark was still there. Delaney had seen enough bloodstained clothing in her time to know this looked suspicious.

‘Bag it,’ said Delaney.

Bill clicked his fingers at a tech behind him, who started opening an evidence bag.

‘That’s not all,’ said Bill, pointing at an open drawer with his flashlight.

Delaney took a look at the drawer and saw an array of jewelry resting on black cloth. Some of the items looked familiar. One in particular.

Stacy Nielsen’s black pearl necklace.

‘Jackpot,’ said Bill, with a smile.

‘Is this the right shirt ?’ said the tech.

Delaney turned. It was the right one. White with a stain on the . . .

For the first time, Delaney realized it wasn’t a man’s shirt.

It was a woman’s blouse.

She turned back to the jewelry drawer. It was on the ‘hers’ side of the closet.

Clutching his radio, Bill spoke over the comms, ‘Any sign of the van on the property ?’

‘Not in the garage,’ came the answer.

‘Shit,’ said Bill.

‘We’ve got the jewelry and his DNA,’ said Delaney. ‘We don’t really need the van.’

‘I want it all,’ said Bill.

A few of the witnesses who had been in the vicinity of the crime scenes around the time of the murders had reported seeing a dark-colored panel truck nearby. The FBI had identified some eleven thousand registered owners of dark-colored panel trucks in New York. A good thing it wasn’t a white truck that had been spotted as there were fifty-five thousand of those in circulation. Along with local law enforcement, they had gone house to house with the dark-colored van owners, eliminating names from the database on a set criteria.

The truck wasn’t at Daniel Miller’s office. And it wasn’t at his home.

Bill’s phone rang. He saw the caller ID, handed the phone to Delaney who stepped out into the hall to answer.

‘Bill Seong’s phone,’ she said.

‘Where’s Bill ?’ said Drew White, the assistant district attorney in charge of the Sandman case.

‘He’s busy. We’re in the middle of a search here, Drew.’

‘Tell me you got the truck.’

‘We’ve got something better. We’ve got the jewelry,’ said Delaney.

‘Well, that’s good news. I’m afraid I have some bad news. Want to know why Daniel Miller wasn’t on our list of potentials for the truck search ?’

Delaney covered her other ear, focusing on White.

‘He bought it second hand and didn’t register it ?’ asked Delaney.

‘Nope. He was on our list, goddamn it. We could’ve got him two months ago.’

‘Jesus, why was he eliminated ?’

All around Delaney was the sound of cupboards and doors being opened and their contents emptied on the floor, heavy boots stomping around her, men talking, and despite all of it she only heard White’s voice.

When he’d finished talking, he hung up. Delaney felt sick.

She went downstairs, Bill followed.

‘What did White want ?’ he asked.

Delaney said nothing, so he asked again. She continued downstairs without another word. Went through the hallway, into the lounge and stood in front of a shaking Carrie.

‘Carrie Miller,’ said Delaney. ‘I’m arresting you on suspicion of multiple homicide . . .’



BREAKING NEWS – THE SANDMAN NAMED

Breaking news this hour on the Sandman case out of New York. The FBI-led joint taskforce has confirmed it has definitively identified the serial killer who terrorized the city for over a year. Taskforce lead, Special Agent William Seong, held a press conference where he stated they now hold forensic evidence identifying forty-five-year-old Daniel Miller, a hedge fund manager from New York, as the Sandman. Alerts have been set up at every bus station, train station, ferry terminal and airport in the country. People are to be on the lookout for Miller, who is described by Special Agent Seong as armed and extremely dangerous. For more on this breaking story, we’re going live now to our crime and justice correspondent, Shimon Prokupecz, who is in Federal Plaza . . .

CNN NEWSHOUR

INDICTMENT IN THE SANDMAN CASE

The District Attorney’s office for the Southern District of New York has confirmed that six months after her arrest, Carrie Miller, wife of the alleged serial killer, Daniel Miller, has been indicted by a grand jury on six counts of homicide. Assistant district attorney in charge of the case, Drew White, told reporters that they believe Carrie Miller not only knew her husband was the Sandman, but she also acted as his accomplice in at least six murders. Mr. White stressed that these charges reflect the evidence, which directly links Carrie Miller as an accomplice to the murder of these six victims. Each count on the indictment carries a life sentence . . .

The New York Times

THE MOST EVIL WOMAN IN AMERICA

Her husband is the most wanted man in America. She is the wife of the alleged serial killer Daniel Miller, better known as the Sandman. She is due to stand trial next month on six counts of homicide. The District Attorney’s office for the Southern District of New York says she acted as an accomplice, knowing her husband was a serial killer and actively assisting him in his crimes and even helping him evade capture. She denies all charges, but this hasn’t stopped speculation about what she knew, and what she didn’t know, about her husband’s reign of terror. We spoke to Carrie Miller’s former co-workers. They describe a woman as cold as the grave . . .

The National Enquirer

Killer Carrie’s Neighbors and Friends Speak

The trial of Carrie Miller, known as the Sandman’s wife, begins next week and with speculation rampant about what Carrie Miller knew of her husband’s murderous activities, we spoke to her neighbors and high school friends on condition of anonymity, and asked them what’s it like knowing someone who may have been responsible for multiple homicides, and were there any early signs that Carrie Miller was in league with a serial killer ?

‘I just always thought she was strange. Quiet, you know,’ said a close neighbor.

‘I’ve known Carrie for fifteen years. We were best friends in high school. I was her maid-of-honor at the wedding. Jesus, even thinking about that now gives me the creeps. If you’re asking me could she kill someone, I have to say I don’t know . . .’

‘I don’t trust her. I never did. Not from the moment she moved in. You get a sense off of her, you know, just pure evil. I can’t even look at her house anymore.’

There has been no trace of the Sandman since he went on the run from police. But there has been speculation recently that a deal is on the table for his wife. In exchange for information that could lead to the capture of the Sandman, Carrie Miller may walk free. We asked lead prosecutor Drew White if there was any truth to that rumor. ‘The victims require justice. There is no deal.’ The trial will begin next week as planned . . .

The Washington Post.
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