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				About the Book

				Even death cannot part these couples . . .

				DI Damen Brook is on a rare period of leave and determined to make the most of it by reconnecting with his daughter Terri. But with her heavy drinking proving a challenge, Brook takes the opportunity to visit a local murder scene when his help is requested.

				An elderly couple have each been executed with a single shot to the heart and the method echoes that of a middle-aged gay couple killed the previous month.

				With the same killer suspected and the officer currently in charge nearing retirement, Brook knows that he has little choice but to cut short his leave when forced by his superiors to take the lead on the case.

				Brook believes that he can catch this ruthless killer, but already distracted by Terri’s problems, is he about to make a fatal mistake and lead the killer right to his own door?
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				One

				October

				Reardon Thorogood gripped the door handle and tried to turn it, but her palm slipped on the 
cold metal. She stared at the blood on her trembling fingers, unable to remember what it was, who it belonged to, how it had got there. Instinctively she went to wipe the sticky mess on her clothes, but remembered she wasn’t wearing any.

				‘It’s okay. It’s okay,’ she panted, trying to accept the lie. ‘You’re alive. You’re alive.’ Her eyes flicked round the room, sliding past the bleeding carcass lying half on, half off the bed, knees on the floor, naked to the ankles, his jeans bunched and crumpled like a concertina. His face was to one side, eyes glazed and open.

				She ran to pick up her mobile, lying broken apart on the floor, and tried to piece it together, but it wouldn’t respond after its violent collision with the wall.

				Closing her eyes, she sucked in a deep, calming breath before stepping over JJ’s long legs and padding into the bathroom to run cold water over her hands. She dried herself on a damp bath towel, blood smears staining the pale yellow cotton. Her blood or JJ’s? She couldn’t be sure.

				Catching sight of her battered face in the mirror, she recoiled in horror at the stranger staring back. Her mouth was bloodied and swollen, her nose leaking a mixture of snot and blood, her left eye bruised and beginning to close. Wet hair trailed across her shoulders, mopping up some of the arterial blood spatter from JJ’s neck. Using the bloodied towel, she wiped more splashes of red from the top of her breasts and shoulders before dropping it into the bath, the draught causing some of the tea lights burning around the porcelain ledge to gutter.

				Unable to look at her disfigured face, she moved across to the wardrobe to find clothes. She yanked at the doors, but they wouldn’t budge with JJ’s massive feet blocking them. She stooped to move them but withdrew her hand, reluctant to touch his still-warm body, momentarily transfixed by the trickle of blood that had rolled down his muscular thigh to collect in the well at the back of his knee. His shocked face glared at her, the frozen expression still trying to make sense of the sharp pain in his neck as the knife was drawn across his throat.

				‘What the fuck, JJ!’ she mumbled, feebly kicking his thigh, remembering the blows inflicted on her by the ex-boyfriend from her school years, long since discarded in her teens.

				With a clench of fists to dispel the shaking in her hands, she composed herself. Luke Coulson was still out there roaming the house. Another old schoolmate, though him she barely knew. Luke had been the quiet one, awkward even – nobody invited him to parties or pubs as teenagers dipped toes into adulthood.

				Her brother Ray knew him better, had kicked around with both Luke and JJ all through primary school and beyond.

				How long ago? Seventeen years since that first day of primary school. She remembered it like yesterday.

				Ray, a year older, had been ordered to walk his sister to her first day. He was annoyed at Mum and Dad for weeks after, and she remembered how he chivvied her along the country lanes, impatient to be there so he could cut the umbilical and play football with his mates.

				JJ had been in her form, though, had marched in that first day like he owned the place, the only new kid not cowed with fear on that first step towards distant maturity. Even at five years old, JJ wasn’t scared of the teachers, with their big rooms and bigger voices.

				Reardon stared at his lifeless corpse, baffled that she could ever have imagined herself in love with him. It hadn’t ended well.

				JJ had started drinking in local pubs at fifteen, where he’d found his one true love. Alcohol. From that time onwards he was regularly drunk, and when JJ drank, he resorted to his fists. With his height and power, plenty of people had felt the weight of his destructive anger. And though he had never actually hit her during their courtship, there was the occasional push and shove. Towards the end his manner was rarely less than aggressive, and the one time he’d threatened to slap her was all the reason she’d needed to dump her ‘bit of rough’.

				By the time the police got to know him, his life was already turning sour, leaving school at sixteen with no qualifications and few prospects. Reardon had stayed on for A levels followed by university, and as their paths diverged, they lost touch with each other.

				Ray had kept tabs on him, though, and it was no surprise when he reported that JJ had slipped seamlessly into a life of petty crime, picking up a two-year sentence for burglary and assault when he was eighteen.

				She closed her eyes to the gore but opened them immediately. Concentrate. Luke was still out there – and he had a knife.

				You have to leave. Looking around, she discounted the clothes she’d been wearing when JJ had burst into her bedroom – the T-shirt and skimpy shorts lay in tatters on the floor, torn to shreds in his powerful hands.

				Instead, she picked up JJ’s sweatshirt, discarded gleefully not ten minutes ago, and pulled it over her head. It reeked of his body odour and she had a flashback to him grinding his teeth as he struggled to pacify her, his breath reeking of cheap brandy and cigarettes, his underarms damp and pungent.

				She found sensible cotton knickers in a drawer and stepped into them, being careful not to overbalance, then pulled them delicately over her thighs.

				Padding barefoot to the door, she opened it and moved warily into the corridor, closing the bedroom door behind her. She crept along on the thick wool carpet towards the kitchen, placing her bare feet carefully to avoid the trail of bloody footprints coming in the opposite direction, trying to tamp down visions about their source. Everything felt so unreal, so incongruous in the deep quiet of a Monday lunchtime in the Derbyshire countryside.

				As she moved, she barely noticed the sonorous tick of the grandfather clock in the entrance hall until it struck twelve thirty and she leapt out of her skin, pushing herself back against the wall to regain her breath.

				Twelve thirty? Is that all? Hard to believe JJ had burst into her room only twenty minutes before – a lifetime seemed to have passed since then.

				She glanced up at the security camera at the end of the hall. The ever-present red dot was gone, the camera switched off. At that same moment, she saw the door on her right and tried the handle. It opened, so she bolted inside, closing the door behind her then flicking on the light in the tiny, windowless cupboard of a space, an ideal location for the farm’s security control room.

				It was Ray who’d insisted his parents put in cameras after several outhouses had been broken into. In fact he had personally overseen their installation. But now the bank of closed-circuit monitors was dark. Reardon sat at the console and examined the controls. The system’s master switch had been turned to ‘Off’, so she pushed it back up and pressed the reboot button. The drone of waking machinery was immediate.

				‘Come on, come on.’ She looked anxiously behind her, waiting for the monitors to spring to life, expecting Luke to rush in at any moment and investigate what seemed to her a deafening noise. Finally the monitors flickered into life and she clicked urgently at the control button, maximising the camera feed throughout the one-storey house, room by room. Living room, sitting and dining rooms, corridors leading to the other bedrooms of the sprawling bungalow. There was no sign of life. ‘Where are you?’

				Finally she loaded the kitchen camera and for a second was forced to turn her head away. She looked again at the grainy image of her father lying draped over her mother’s contorted body, dark stains covering his neck and back. Both appeared lifeless.

				Panting, she scrolled through the other cameras again but found no sign of the prowling Luke. She checked the front and back doors, which seemed clear, the drive too. Ray’s silver Porsche wasn’t there. Only her father’s Range Rover stood on the gravel.

				She turned off the security suite light before opening the door, putting her eye to the crack. The hall was still clear, so she skittered to the front entrance, looking all about her, senses supercharged.

				She glanced up at the entrance camera, red light now winking at her. ‘Ray?’ she mimed softly towards the lens as though he might see her. ‘Where are you?’ Torn between flight and fright, she opened the heavy front door, allowing the sharp autumn air to sweep in from the grounds, damp and soothing. A couple of large leaves tumbled on to the welcome mat, sucked in by the draught.

				With a deep breath, Reardon stepped barefoot across the threshold on to the chilled stone flags beyond. On the point of fleeing, her eye alighted on the closed kitchen doors. She hesitated.

				What if Mum and Dad are alive? She couldn’t just leave. Not without knowing. She took a moment to gather her nerve and approached the ranch-style double doors. After pressing an ear to the lacquered wood, she turned the handle and stepped inside.

				Unlike the black-and-white world of the security monitor, the tableau that greeted her literally dripped with colour. The floor was awash with blood, some pooling beneath her parents’ heads, some smeared into a slithering pattern where her father had crawled across the terracotta tiles to reach his dying wife. His arms enfolded her and his head sagged next to hers, their cheeks touching.

				Reardon closed her eyes, forcing out a tear, which rolled down her cheek. She wiped it away and inched closer. To her bare feet, the floor seemed hot to the touch, and the bloody footprints of killer and victims were already drying to a stain.

				Reardon spied her mother’s orange Crocs at the edge of the scarlet pool, so she slipped them on to her feet and crept towards her parents through the coagulating blood. She knelt in the warm, sticky liquid, holding the back of her hand to her mouth, the smell of death, feisty and invasive, assaulting her nostrils.

				She pressed fingers against her father’s wrist then her mother’s. Neither had a pulse. She held her hand to her mum’s mouth and nose but could feel no breath, then withdrew it when she noticed it trembling.

				Finally she knelt by her father, leaning in to listen for sounds of breathing. Her long hair trailed in the blood. No sign of life. Her parents were dead.

				She leaned back on her haunches, kissed her fingers and pressed them to both her parents’ lips in turn. Her eye was caught by the phone on the wall, and she rose to her feet to hold the receiver against her ear, leaning an arm against the adjacent thermostat to support her bruised forehead, seemingly on the point of collapse. The landline was as dead as her parents.

				Blindly she pushed the bloodied handset in the vague direction of the cradle. She missed and tried again. Again she missed and the receiver fell to earth, the cord dangling in space, twisting and jerking like a bungee jumper. Now she covered her face with both hands, her shoulders shuddering with emotion, slumping against the wall in an effort to hold herself upright.

				Turning, she spotted her mother’s handbag on the kitchen table and hurried over to it, emptying the contents on to the pitted wooden surface. She scoured the debris and plucked the elderly mobile from among the junk her mum habitually kept in her bag – mints, empty lipsticks, cheap mascara and eyeliner. Her thumb trembled as she pushed at the buttons.

				‘Come on, come on.’ A warning noise from the phone. The battery was flat. Reardon hurled the device at a wall, screaming then immediately putting a hand over her mouth when she realised she might be heard.

				Trying to think, she remembered the Range Rover sitting on the drive and sifted through the detritus on the table for the keys. They weren’t there. Looking round, she moved across to the French windows, peering out over the rear of the farm, at the mature lawn, the brick outhouses and beyond, the rolling fields across to Findern and safety. She tried the handle but the doors were locked and the keys weren’t there. Worse, Sargent wasn’t stomping around on the lawn or pawing at the glass for a walk or a ball to chase. She closed her eyes. Please God, let Sargent be okay.

				Turning back, her eye alighted on the unblinking scrutiny of the wall-mounted camera. ‘Where are you, Ray?’ she pleaded at the lens as though it could answer. ‘Help me!’ She retraced her steps to the hall, gaze averted from the savagery, and dashing out towards the front door ran straight into the burly figure of Luke Coulson.

				She screamed and pushed herself away, raising her arms in a defensive stance, eyes widening in fear.

				Luke was short and a little dumpy, but powerful through the shoulders. His nose was studded with blackheads and his hair was greasy and pushed back from his pockmarked face. Reardon tried not to stare at the bloodied butcher’s knife in his reddened hand.

				His clothes, strangely, were free of blood, and she realised he was wearing some of her father’s – corduroys and a checked shirt – which were a little baggy on him. Simultaneously she registered the plastic bag in his other hand, bulging with the bloody clothing he’d been wearing as he’d pulled the knife across JJ’s throat. The bag handles were tied in a tight knot but blood had accumulated in one corner and was dripping on to the floor through the plastic.

				‘Hello, Reardon,’ Luke said shyly, his eyes running up and down her long, slim legs, smiling at first before a look of dismay distorted his features when he saw her swollen face. He held out a hand, but she shrank back. ‘You’re hurt,’ he said, the speech impediment that had limited his verbal contributions at school pronounced in the deathly quiet of the farm.

				‘Yes, I’m fucking hurt,’ she spat, finding some useful anger. She was shocked at her thick voice, as though she’d had gas at the dentist, and blood and saliva sprayed from her damaged mouth. ‘Where’s Sargent?’

				‘Your dog? JJ gave him some meat. I don’t know what was in it. I think he’s all right.’ Reardon inched to her left for a clear sight of the door, but Luke was alert. ‘Where are you going?’

				‘I have to leave,’ she said warily, not taking her eyes from him. Freedom was just yards away.

				Luke dropped his gaze to the bloodied Crocs on her feet. ‘You’ve seen them.’ Reardon gulped and dipped her head, unable to speak. ‘I’m sorry,’ he mumbled, smiling to reassure her. ‘They were nice.’ He glanced up at the security camera then back at Reardon. ‘But your dad shouldn’t have shouted. He shouldn’t have chased me.’

				‘What?’ said Reardon, dumbfounded.

				‘He didn’t give me much choice,’ said Luke. Dismayed at her shocked expression, he smiled again, trying to affect levity. ‘I had to borrow some of his clothes. I hope you don’t mind.’

				Baffled, she shook her head. ‘What have you done with Ray?’ she said, sounding out the words as though teaching a language.

				‘Your brother? Nuffin’.’

				‘He was here,’ said Reardon. ‘But now his car’s gone.’

				Luke grinned. ‘Then it’s just you and me.’

				‘What have you done with him?’ she said more forcefully.

				Luke’s face contorted in anger. ‘I just told you.’

				Reardon swallowed, glancing gimlet-eyed at the knife. She held out her hands to pacify. ‘Please put the knife down.’

				‘Knife?’ Luke looked enquiringly at her then in surprise at the weapon in his bloodstained hand. His expression darkened. ‘I didn’t want to. I had no choice. You shouldn’t have let JJ do that. He doesn’t love you.’

				Reardon trembled at Luke’s sudden animation, realising she wouldn’t have the strength to outrun him. Thinking weakness might rile him further, she tried to rustle up some aggression. ‘Look at my face, Luke. I didn’t let him. He made me.’

				Luke stared, and a smile of understanding slowly creased his features. ‘He made you. He hit you.’

				‘Yes, he hit me.’

				‘Then you don’t love him.’

				‘Of course I don’t fucking love him,’ she snapped, holding back the tears.

				‘But he was your boyfriend,’ insisted Luke.

				‘A lifetime ago. But I don’t love him now. Why do you think he hit me?’

				‘I didn’t realise . . .’

				‘Tell me where my brother is.’

				‘I haven’t seen him,’ insisted Luke, irritation catching in his voice. ‘Why do you keep asking?’

				‘Because I’m worried about him.’ She glanced at the front door, but her path was still blocked, then back towards the kitchen, where her parents lay butchered. She was trapped. She had to get past Luke and on to the drive. ‘His car’s gone.’

				‘Car?’

				‘The silver Porsche.’

				‘Sweet ride,’ nodded Luke. He pulled a cotton bag from his belt and rummaged around. She saw her father and mother’s watches and rings and a wad of cash. A second later, he held out the Range Rover’s key fob. ‘These were in your mum’s handbag.’

				‘They’re for the Ranger Rover,’ said Reardon softly.

				‘I would’ve preferred the Porsche,’ said Luke sulkily.

				‘Can I have those then?’ asked Reardon, nodding at the key fob.

				Luke shook his head. ‘Think I’m gonna need ’em.’ His lip wobbled and he seemed suddenly close to tears. ‘I’m in trouble, ain’t I?’

				Reardon tried to think of an answer that wouldn’t end up with Luke stabbing her.

				‘Ain’t I?’ he screamed.

				She jumped out of her skin and nodded, her speech ragged and breathless. ‘Yes, Luke. You’re in trouble.’

				She braced herself for the consequences of her admission, but suddenly Luke’s anger dissipated and his eyes sparkled. ‘You remember my name.’

				‘What?’

				‘You remember me,’ grinned Luke. ‘From school.’

				Reardon hesitated. ‘Of course I remember you. You’re JJ’s friend. You were in Ray’s year.’

				‘I was in your year,’ he snarled, tightening his grip on the knife.

				‘Yes. I remember now,’ panted Reardon, holding out her hands in self-defence. She scrambled to get her wits back. ‘It’s just you seemed so much older.’

				Luke’s grin reappeared. ‘Older?’

				‘Much older,’ said Reardon, breathless at the deceit. ‘I’m surprised.’

				‘You noticed me at school, then.’

				‘Of course.’

				Luke’s expression hardened. ‘That’s funny, because whenever I was near you, you acted like I weren’t there.’

				‘I . . . it wasn’t deliberate, Luke.’ She cast around for a palliative. ‘But you were very quiet. You never spoke to me either.’

				Luke looked at the floor, nodding. ‘I couldn’t. I daren’t.’ He gestured at his mouth. ‘Not with this.’ He looked sheepishly at his feet. ‘I love you, Reardon. From the first minute I saw you. You were beautiful.’ He looked her up and down. ‘You still are!’

				‘I didn’t know,’ said Reardon, trying to load sympathy into her voice.

				‘You must of.’

				‘I didn’t, I swear. You . . . you should have told me.’

				‘Yeah?’ scoffed Luke. ‘And have people laughing their arses off at me like JJ done. He wet himself. Said you was popular. Reardon’s clever and fit, he said. A girl like her wouldn’t never look at a freak like you, he said. Not without pissing herself.’

				‘I wouldn’t have laughed.’

				‘You did laugh,’ said Luke, his eyes burning into her. ‘JJ told Ray I loved you. He said Ray laughed. And next day Ray told JJ he told you and that you laughed so hard you were almost sick . . .’

				‘It’s not true.’

				‘He told JJ to tell me you said I was a fucking loser.’ Luke raised the knife and Reardon took a sidestep that moved her closer to the front door, her hands held in front, palms open.

				‘Ray never said anything, Luke. You have to believe me. Is that why you’re here now? To pay me back for something that didn’t happen?’

				‘I . . . it was JJ’s idea. You did the same to him.’

				‘It’s not true.’

				‘Said you treated him like shit and he wanted to talk to you, tell you how he felt.’

				‘He was lying, Luke. He didn’t want to tell me anything. He wanted to hurt me. Look!’ she exclaimed, gesturing at her face.

				Luke looked shamefaced at the floor. ‘When he was hurting you, I felt bad.’

				‘I know.’

				‘I couldn’t just stand there,’ he continued, encouraged. ‘I had to stop him.’

				‘You did a good thing, Luke,’ she said, slow and clear. With a sudden inspiration, she added, ‘You saved me.’

				A shy smile invaded Luke’s features. ‘I did, didn’t I? That’s because I love you.’

				‘I know that. Now.’ She paused, trying to smile. ‘But if you really love me, Luke, you’ll let me go.’

				‘You didn’t laugh at me?’

				‘Never. You and Ray were just kids. He never said a word about you. He was taking the piss. That’s what teenage boys do. Now please put the knife down.’

				Luke dropped the knife and the tension in Reardon’s shoulders eased a notch. ‘I wouldn’t have hurt you, Reardon. Promise.’

				‘I know.’ Breathing easier, Reardon moved slowly to the door. ‘I’m leaving now.’

				Luke’s eyes filled with tears. ‘You’re afraid of me.’

				‘No. It’s just . . .’

				‘You are! And that’s not what I wanted. Is it because of what I done to JJ?’

				‘No, I—’

				‘I had to. I’m not like him. You have to believe that.’

				Reardon swallowed hard as he opened his arms and advanced on her. She couldn’t bring herself to move closer, but it didn’t matter as he stepped in to her and pushed his face into her neck, sighing like a well-fed puppy. He stank of fear and sweat and blood. She felt his hot breath on her neck as his hands pressed on her shoulder blades, pulling her body to him. She eyed the knife, but it was out of reach. Instead she laid a hand on his broad back, tilting her head away. He moved his mouth over her ear to speak.

				She pulled away and stared at him, her eyes fixed on his beseeching expression. Finally, she nodded. ‘Of course I will.’

				‘No sign of life,’ mumbled DC Kevin Drinkwater, lowering binoculars as he crouched on the drive in front of the farm.

				‘The Thorogood girl said it was a massacre.’ Detective Sergeant Rachel Caskey narrowed her eyes, hand subconsciously held to the pendant under her shirt. ‘She mentioned a dog.’

				Drinkwater flicked at his radio and put the question out there. A voice crackled on the radio.

				‘They’ve found the dog,’ relayed Drinkwater. ‘Seems to be breathing. Looks like it’s been drugged.’

				‘That’s bad,’ said Caskey.

				‘Sarge?’

				‘Drugs smack of planning, and planning is bad. A random is one thing . . .’ Caskey turned to the heavily padded uniformed sergeant in a baseball cap on his haunches a few feet away. ‘What do you reckon, Tink?’

				‘Looks quiet,’ said Authorised Firearms Officer Ellis Tinkerman. ‘And no vehicles. The bird may have flown.’

				‘The victim said there was a Range Rover and maybe a Porsche,’ said Drinkwater. ‘We put them out on the wire. No hits yet.’

				‘Then my team had better saddle up,’ murmured Tinkerman. He thumbed the radio on his epaulette. ‘This is Bronze Commander . . .’

				‘Shouldn’t we wait for the chopper?’ said Caskey.

				‘Where is it?’

				‘About ten minutes out of Bradford.’

				Tinkerman considered. ‘That’s too long.’ He thumbed at his radio again, giving the signal. ‘Be quick and small,’ he added, raising his large frame into a crouching position – harder than it looked in his uncomfortable-looking garb of black combat trousers, heavy-duty black boots and black flak jacket – then broke into a trot, the carbine nestled easily under his right arm. Similarly dressed firearms officers stood in unison around the farmhouse and advanced from all directions on the property, each making haste without quite running but all hunched to present the smallest target.

				Three officers arrived at the front door while others disappeared behind the building. At the front, one of the AFOs waited with the enforcer ram, while another had his hand poised on the handle. When the door opened, he pushed it back and the second AFO put down the ram and disappeared into the murk beyond, looking first left, then right, gun held high against his cheek. Tinkerman and the other officer fell in behind, their weapons poised, glancing all about as they entered the building.

				Caskey and Drinkwater crouched to wait, ears cocked for gunfire, but all they heard was the word Clear shouted at short intervals, so they moved slowly towards the farmhouse.

				‘Sounds like he’s in the wind, guv,’ said Drinkwater.

				‘Then let’s hope he has a plan,’ said Caskey.

				‘Guv?’

				‘A spree killer with nowhere to run is a dangerous animal.’

				‘He’s had a few hours’ start. Could be anywhere.’

				Caskey nodded faintly and flicked at her mobile, then held it to her ear. ‘Still no answer from DI Ford,’ she cursed.

				‘Maybe he’s . . .’ Drinkwater hesitated before tailing off, wishing he hadn’t started the sentence.

				Caskey gave him an admonishing glare before coming to a decision. ‘Get someone round to his house, Kev. Pick him up.’

				‘Guv,’ he acknowledged, turning to comply.

				Caskey’s radio crackled. We’re all clear. Three down, all dead. She fired off an acknowledgement before setting off towards the farmhouse.

				‘That’s an awful lot of claret,’ said Tinkerman, staring at the intertwined bodies of Monty and Patricia Thorogood from the edge of the blood pool. Caskey was equally saucer-eyed, unable to reply.

				‘Just a bit,’ replied Drinkwater, eyes also glued to the carnage.

				‘Tap an artery like that and there’s no way back,’ said Tinkerman, indicating Reardon’s mother. ‘Looks like the husband was trying to protect her from the perp.’

				‘True love,’ quipped Drinkwater.

				‘Sorry, did I make a joke?’ retorted Tinkerman. Drinkwater reddened.

				‘Go check if there’s any news on the Range Rover, Kev,’ said Caskey. Drinkwater shuffled past the pool of blood, heading for the front door.

				‘You okay, Rachel?’

				Caskey blinked and turned to face Tinkerman. ‘Whatever he did, it wasn’t enough to save her.’

				‘At least he tried.’

				Caskey nodded. ‘That’s something. Anything in the grounds?’

				Tinkerman answered his radio, on the move. ‘We’ve checked the perimeter.’ He turned at the door with a further glance down at the entwined bodies. ‘The site’s secure. The other deceased is in one of the bedrooms. Blood trail all the way from here. Looks like one of the perps did the parents first, then went for the daughter only to find she was already taken.’

				‘And a difference of opinion ensued,’ observed Caskey.

				‘Boyfriend?’

				‘Not according to the Thorogood girl. Both were perps.’

				‘So one perp killed the other perp over her,’ nodded Tinkerman. ‘No honour amongst rapists. I don’t envy you clearing this lot up, Rachel. You should ditch CID and get back to shooting bad guys. Life’s a lot simpler in Armed Response.’

				‘Life is never simple,’ said Caskey, trying to force out a smile.

				‘Copy that,’ said Tinkerman. ‘Outside if you need us.’

				‘Guv!’ said DC Drinkwater, hurrying in. ‘Traffic pulled over the Range Rover on the M25. Provisional ID on our suspect. They’ve got him.’

				Caskey looked at her watch. ‘M25 – he didn’t hang about. Any trouble?’

				Drinkwater shook his head. ‘Meek as a mouse.’

				‘Chalk one up to the Black Rats. What happened?’

				‘A patrol spotted the car parked at South Mimms and staked it out. Seemed the guy was off buying fizzy drinks and Mars bars and walked straight into their arms.’

				‘Outstanding.’

				‘It gets better,’ said Drinkwater. ‘He had clothes in a bag in the boot to dump but hadn’t got round to it. Blood caked all over them. Plus he had inscribed watches, gold coins and cash. It’s a slam dunk.’

				Caskey’s smile was slight but enduring. ‘Good enough. This’ll be a nice win for the guv’nor. Get the tape up, Kev, and scramble a SOCO team, stat.’

			

		

	OEBPS/images/Headline_Logo_fmt.jpeg
headline





OEBPS/images/DDUSPART_TTP_fmt.jpeg
STEVEN DUNNE





OEBPS/images/Steven_Dunne_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/DDUPart_cover.jpg
STEVEN DUNNE

‘Crime writing at its best’






