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About the Book


Two teenage girls are victims of a bloody Valentine’s Day shooting; one survives, the other is less fortunate…

It’s one of a rising number of violent incidents in the city, and DI Charlie Resnick, nearing retirement, is hauled back to the front line to help deal with the fallout.

But when the dead girl’s father seeks to lay the blame on DI Lynn Kellogg, Resnick’s colleague and lover, the line between personal and professional becomes dangerously blurred.

As Lynn, shaken by this very public accusation, is forced to question her part in the teenager’s death, Resnick struggles against those in the force who disapprove of his maverick ways. But when the unimaginable occurs, an emotional Resnick takes matters into his own hands. No one could have foreseen where this case would lead, and this time Resnick will need all his strength to see justice done…
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All gone too soon


PART ONE


1

It was that curious time, neither day nor night, not even properly dusk, the light beginning to shorten and fade, the headlights of a few overcautious drivers raising a quick, pale reflection from the slick surface of the road, the main route back into the city. Past Ezee-Fit Tyre Change & Exhaust. Quality Decking. Nottingham Building Supplies. Carpet World. The occasional small parade of shops set back to one side: newsagents, florists, Chinese takeaways, bookies, Bargain Booze.

Lynn Kellogg was driving an unmarked saloon that jolted slightly when she changed down from fourth to third, the force radio whispering sweet nothings through a field of static. She was wearing blue jeans and a pair of scuffed Timberlands, her bulletproof vest still fastened beneath a red-and-black ski jacket, unzipped.

There were school kids all along both sides of the street, spilling over the pavements, pushing, shoving, shirts hanging loose, rucksacks slung over their shoulders, sharing, some of them, the headphones from their MP3s and iPod nanos; a covey of girls, no older than thirteen or fourteen, skirts barely covering their skinny behinds, passing a joint between them. Another day, Lynn might have pulled over, stopped, delivered a lecture. Not today.

The fourteenth of February, Valentine’s Day, a little after four p.m. and she wanted nothing as much as to get home at a reasonable time, strip off these clothes and soak in a hot bath. She’d bought a present, nothing fancy, a DVD, Thelonious Monk, Live in ’66, but it still needed to be wrapped. The card she’d left propped up against the toaster where she thought it might get found. When she glanced in the mirror, the tiredness was all too clear in her eyes.

She had been sitting with her second cup of coffee that morning, half-listening to the early news: another fifteen-year-old had been shot in Peckham, South London, the third in almost as few days. Payback. Bravado. Respect. Some part of her thinking, at least this time it isn’t here. She knew the number of senior detectives currently investigating gun-related incidents in the Nottingham area and around was such that the Homicide Unit were having to consider bringing in officers from outside.

As the newsreader moved on to the prospect of more job losses in the industrial sector and she reached for the off switch, the phone cut in.

‘It’s okay,’ she called through to the other room. ‘It’s probably for me.’

It was. A man holding his wife and children prisoner in Worksop, north of the county, threatening them harm. Almost certainly armed. Lynn swallowed another mouthful of coffee, poured the remainder down the sink, and grabbed her coat from where it was hanging in the hall.

‘Charlie, I’ve got to run.’

‘I’ll see you later,’ he said, hurrying to the door.

‘You better.’ Her kiss just missed the side of his mouth.

‘The table’s booked for eight.’

‘I know.’

A moment and she was gone.

Nine months earlier, Lynn had finished her training as a hostage negotiator, ancillary to her main role as detective inspector on the Homicide Unit, and since that time she had been called out twice, both incidents being peacefully resolved. In the first, a fifty-five-year-old man, forcibly retired, had held his previous employer captive for eighteen hours, under the threat of trepanning his skull with a sharpened scythe; Lynn had eventually talked him into setting his weapon aside and releasing his prisoner with promises of a hot meal, a probable maximum of seventy-two hours’ community service and a personal interview at the local jobcentre. Her second call-out had been to a twenty-four-hour grocery store, where an attempted robbery had resulted in one youth being arrested as he tried to flee the scene, leaving another inside with a Stanley knife to the throat of the terrified Somali shopkeeper. Against Lynn’s advice, the incident commander had allowed the youth’s mother to talk to the boy directly and her pleas for him to surrender had succeeded where Lynn’s had so far failed. Bad practice but a good result, the shopkeeper unharmed, the youth walking out in tears into his mother’s arms.

This particular morning it was a thirty-four-year-old engineer who’d returned from a six-month stint in Bahrain the previous evening to find his wife in bed with his ex-best mate, the three kids all downstairs, clustered round the television watching Scooby-Doo. The mate had legged it, leaving his trousers dangling from the bedpost and the wife to face the music. Neighbours had registered a lot of banging and shouting, but not thought too much of it, until, in the early hours, the oldest of the children, barely seven, had shinnied through the bathroom window and gone running to the nearest house. ‘My dad’s gonna kill my mum. He’s gonna kill us all.’

By the time Lynn had arrived, the street had been cordoned off, the house surrounded, anyone with a close knowledge of the interior and the family debriefed, both the layout and the names and ages of those inside clear in their minds. Firearms officers were already in position, ambulances ready and waiting. What the boy had told them was halting and confused; some of the time he seemed to be saying that his father had a gun and sometimes not. They weren’t about to take any chances.

The incident commander was Phil Chambers, a detective superintendent Lynn had worked with once before, a murder-suicide out at Ollerton: a husband and wife who’d been together for forty-seven years and wanted it to end the same way. Ben Fowles was the senior firearms officer at the scene, a good thirty pounds heavier than when Lynn had first known him, the pair of them young CID officers working out of Canning Circus station; Fowles moonlighting most weekends, fronting a band called Splitzoid that somehow never seemed to have made the grade.

There was telephone contact with the house, but after the briefest of conversations – little more than grunts and curses – the connection had been broken and the man had so far refused to pick up again. Lynn was forced to resort to a loudhailer, self-conscious despite herself, knowing that all of the assembled officers would be hearing what she said, how she handled the situation, listening and judging.

The man had stepped into clear sight several times, once with what looked like a kitchen knife held against the side of his wife’s throat, not an easy shot but possible, nine times, maybe, out of ten. Not a risk they were anxious to run. Not yet, anyway. Lynn had seen Chambers and Ben Fowles several times in close conversation, weighing up the pros and cons, the decision to shoot theirs and not hers. Neither of the remaining children, a girl of five and a three-year-old boy, had been seen for some little time.

‘Let the children go,’ Lynn said, her voice echoing across the late morning air; the sun up there somewhere, trapped behind a bank of cloud. ‘Let them come outside. Their gran’s here. She can look after them. Let them come to her.’

The grandmother was standing off to the left of the cordon with other members of the family, agitated, distraught, chain-smoking Silk Cut; a deal had already been struck with a local reporter who was a stringer for one of the nationals – My Little Angels: a Grandmother’s Anguish. Should the worst happen.

‘Let me see them,’ Lynn said. ‘The children. I just want to be sure they’re all right.’

A short while later, he held them up awkwardly to the window, both crying, the boy squirming in his hands.

‘Let them go now,’ Lynn said. ‘Let them out and then we can talk this over. Nobody’s hurt yet. Nothing’s happened. You should let them go.’

Half an hour later, the front door opened just wide enough for the girl to squeeze through; for a moment, out there on a square of cracked paving, she froze, before running towards a female officer, who scooped her up and carried her off to where her grandmother was waiting. Another minute and the little boy followed, running, falling, scrambling to his feet and then falling again.

The mother’s face showed, anxious, at the upstairs window, before she was pulled away.

‘Let your wife out now,’ Lynn said. ‘Then you and I can talk.’

The window was thrown suddenly open. ‘The only way she’s coming out’s in a fuckin’ box!’

And the window slammed shut.

‘Could’ve taken him then,’ Ben Fowles said softly at Lynn’s shoulder. ‘Back home in time for a spot of lunch.’

‘Not my call.’

‘I know.’

‘What’s the thinking on the gun?’ Lynn asked. ‘He armed or not?’

‘No sign.’

‘Maybe the boy was wrong.’

‘Seven, isn’t he? Six or seven? Old enough to know what a gun looks like, I should say.’

‘He must have been frightened out of his wits, poor kid.’

‘Doesn’t mean he made a mistake.’

Lynn shook her head. ‘I think if he had a gun we’d have seen it by now. His situation, he’d have made sure we did.’

‘And if you’re wrong?’

She looked at him squarely. ‘Either way, unless you and Chambers have got something cooked up between you, we carry on waiting.’

Fowles smiled. ‘Till what? He sees the hopelessness of his position? Walks out with his hands above his head?’

‘Something like that.’

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Chambers checking his watch and wondered what calculations he was making.

Not so many minutes later, the man picked up the phone. Lynn was pliant but firm, letting him have something to hold on to, something that could lead to a way out. Little by little, bit by bit. She shook her head, some old song ringing like tinnitus in her ears. Retro nights at the Lizard Lounge. Some white soul singer, she couldn’t remember the name. Back when she was a young DC. Before she’d met Charlie. Before everything.

It was close to two and a slow rain was starting to fall.

‘Let your wife out through the front door. Once she’s outside she should turn to the right where she’ll see a female police officer in uniform. She should walk towards her with her hands well away from her body. Is that understood?’

Come on, come on.

The front door budged open an inch or so, then swung wide and the woman stumbled out, blinking as if emerging from the dark. As she began to walk, less than steadily, towards the waiting officer, the door behind her slammed shut.

Lynn gave the man time to get back to the phone.

‘All right,’ she said. ‘If you have a weapon, I want you to throw it out now. Then, once that weapon is secured, you can come out yourself. Walk towards the uniformed officer with your hands in the air and follow his instructions. Lie down on the ground when you are told.’

Moments later there was the sound of a gunshot, muffled, from inside the house.

‘Shit!’ Lynn said beneath her breath and for a split second she closed her eyes.

Fowles looked across at Chambers and Chambers shook his head. Instead of sending the troops charging in like some SWAT squad on late-night TV, the incident commander was content to bide his time. The man was alone in the house now and a danger only to himself. Assuming he was still alive.

Time was on their side.

When the man failed to pick up the phone, Lynn used the loudhailer instead. Firm but fair. If he could hear her, this is what he had to do.

She repeated it again, unflustered and clear.

Nothing happened.

And then it did. The door opened gradually and a handgun was thrown out on to the grass.

‘All right,’ Lynn said, ‘now step outside slowly with your hands in the air...’

Halfway across the patchy square of lawn he stopped. ‘Couldn’t even do that,’ he said to no one in particular. ‘Couldn’t even do fucking that.’

‘Pathetic,’ Ben Fowles remarked.

There was a scorch mark on one side of his face; at the last moment he had pulled his head away.

One of the children tried to run towards him, but the grandmother held him back.

Not for the first time, Lynn caught herself wishing that she still smoked.

Chambers came over and shook her hand.

Fowles nudged her on the shoulder with his fist. ‘Good job,’ he said.

Lynn did her best not to smile. Dusty Springfield, she said to herself on the way back to the car, that’s who it was. Dusty, the one and only.

She tried Charlie’s office number but there was no reply; his mobile seemed to be switched off. No matter, she’d be home now soon enough. A table for two at Petit Paris on King’s Walk. Paris, Nottingham, that is. Moules, steak frites. A decent bottle of wine. Try to leave room for dessert.

Lucky?

Her hands were still shaking a little when they touched the wheel.

Like a tooth you couldn’t stop probing with the tip of your tongue, the song was still nagging away at her as she made a turn on to the Woodborough Road and eased into the outside lane. She heard the call over the force radio nonetheless: disturbance on Cranmer Street, near the junction with St Ann’s Hill Road. Only moments away.

‘Tango Golf 13 to Control.’

‘Control to Tango Golf 13, go ahead.’

‘Tango Golf 13 to Control. I’m on Woodborough Road, just turning into Cranmer Street now.’

Lynn swung sharp left across the traffic, cutting off a mud-spattered four-by-four and causing it to brake sharply. Cranmer Street was only narrow, barely a two-car width, vehicles parked down the left-hand side making it narrower still. A builder’s van with fading Forest stickers in its rear windows made to pull out in front of her and then thought better of it.

‘Control to Tango Golf 13. Response units are attending. Advise await their arrival.’

There were several small blocks of new-build flats high on the right and beyond those an old municipal building that was now student accommodation. Behind fencing along the near side, the ground was being cleared, deep holes being dug; council housing demolished and replaced. Just opposite the intersection with St Ann’s Hill Road, a crowd of youths, many of them wearing hoodies – what else? – had gathered in a rough circle that spread out across the street.

As Lynn cut the engine, she heard the sound of shouting, raucous and angry; chanting, like a soccer crowd baying for blood.

‘Control, this is Tango Golf 13. I’m on Cranmer Street at the scene. A gang of fifteen or twenty youths fighting.’

Lowering her window she heard a scream, urgent and shrill, the one followed almost immediately by another.

‘Control, this is Tango Golf 13. I’m on top of the incident and shall have to intervene. Immediate backup required.’

‘Control to Tango Golf 13, advise—’

But she was already out of the car and running towards the crowd.

‘Police! Police, let me through.’

As she pushed her way into the circle, an elbow struck Lynn in the ribs and an outflung hand caught her high on her cheek, a signet ring breaking the skin.

A few of those standing at the front turned to see what was happening and she was able to force her way to the centre. Faces, all shades, stared at her, showing everything from indifference to pure hate. Young males mostly, wide-leg jeans slung so low it seemed as if their crotch hung somewhere down between their knees. More than a few wearing black and white, Radford colours. A gang thing, is that what this was?

‘Fuck off, bitch!’

A head arched sharply back then jerked forward and the next second she was wiping a gobbet of spittle from her hair.

Jeers. Laughter.

More shouts, more threats.

The two young women – girls – who’d been at the heart of the fighting had broken apart when Lynn pushed her way through.

Fifteen, she guessed, sixteen at best.

The one closest to her – thin white face, head close-shaven like a boy’s, leather jacket, black-and-white scarf, skintight black jeans – was bleeding from a cut high on her left cheek, a slow trickle of blood running down. There was another cut on her arm. Her adversary, facing Lynn, was most likely mixed race, dark hair tied back, denim jacket and jeans, a short-bladed knife in her hand.

Lynn took a step forward, focusing on the girl’s eyes.

‘Okay, put the knife down.’

Two steps more, then three. Slow, measured, as assured as she could be. Somewhere in the middle distance, the sound of a police siren coming closer. Overhead, the street lights seemed to be getting brighter with each second.

‘Put it down.’

The girl’s eyes were bright, taunting, only the merest flicker of fear. Of doubt.

The crowd almost silent, scarcely moving.

‘Down.’

Another half-step and the expression on the girl’s face changed, her shoulders seeming to relax as she shifted her hold on the knife and lowered it to her side.

‘On the ground,’ Lynn said quietly. ‘Put it on the ground.’

The girl began to bend as if to obey, Lynn reading too late the widening of her eyes, too slow to counter the movement, lithe, as she sprang past, the blade slashing at the right side of the other girl’s face and opening it like a ripe plum.

The girl screamed.

Lynn pivoted on her left foot, seizing the attacker by the sleeve and swinging her hard round, one knee coming up into the small of her back, her fist chopping down on the girl’s elbow and the knife tumbling to the kerb, the girl continuing to struggle all the same.

The police siren was closer still, the sound of an ambulance in its wake.

Lynn had forced the girl’s right arm high behind her back when, from the corner of her vision, she saw the youth step forward from the retreating crowd, arm raised. Time enough, as she swung towards him, to note the black-and-white bandana wound tight around his head, the pistol held almost steady in his hand, the contempt in his eyes. The force of her movement took the girl round with her, propelling her forwards, the first shot striking Lynn in the chest and seeming to lift her off her feet before sending her stumbling back, legs folding beneath her, falling away even as the girl, still standing, free hand outstretched as if to ward off what was to come, took the second bullet in the neck, immediately above the gold chain she wore with her lover’s name engraved, a wash of blood arcing over the mottled ground and into Lynn’s mouth and eyes.
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Early evening. A & E at the Queen’s Medical Centre housed the usual miscellany: elderly ladies who had lost their footing on slippery, uneven pavements and taken a tumble, bruising a coccyx or fracturing for the second time an already pinned hip; disorientated men of uncertain years with voices like rusted industrial saws, whose clothes stank of stale urine and hostel disinfectant; distraught mothers with babies who would simply not stop crying or fractious toddlers with badly grazed heads and gashed knees; a scaffolder who had stepped, helmetless, out into the air from the roof of a four-storey building; a trainee chef with the first two joints of his middle finger safe in a plastic bag of slowly melting ice; a young Muslim girl of twelve who had just started her first period; a cyclist who had been sent somersaulting high into the road by the outflung door of a Cherokee Jeep; a charmless fourteen-year-old boy, alarmed and obese, who had been taunted into swallowing the dregs of a bottle of toilet cleaner: each and every one waiting.

Later, when the clubs had spilled out on to the streets and the pubs had finally called last orders, there would be the usual motley collection of barely walking wounded, drunk many of them, drugged, loud and angry and all too ready to strike out in frustration, bleeding from encounters with brick walls or nightclub bouncers, or injured in scuffles that had set off for no better reason than an ill-judged look, a nudged shoulder, a drink sent flying; and this being Valentine’s Night there would be a slow procession of discarded lovers, for whom the occasion had led to bitter accusations, confessions of infidelity, sudden realisations, overdoses, stabbings, attempted suicides, broken relationships that would be mended tearfully, some of them, there amongst the crowded chairs with dawn approaching.

The triage nurse barely looked up as Resnick approached, tall, bulky, his shirt crumpled, jacket unfastened.

‘Lynn Kellogg,’ Resnick said, ‘she was brought in twenty minutes ago. Half-hour at most.’

The name rang no obvious bells.

‘She’s a police officer,’ Resnick said, persevering. ‘She was shot.’

The nurse looked up then, little more than a glance, enough to read the anxiety in his eyes. ‘And you’re what? The father?’

Resnick bridled, reining back his anger. ‘No, I’m... we live together.’

‘Right.’ She looked at him again. One of the buttons on his jacket, she noticed, was just hanging by a thread.

‘Look...’ Resnick fumbled in his wallet. ‘I’m a police officer too. Detective inspector.’

The nurse handed him back his warrant card. ‘Go down that corridor, third cubicle on the left.’ And went back to her list.

Lynn was lying on a narrow bed, pillows at her head and back, wearing a flimsy hospital gown. Her own clothes were neatly folded on a plastic chair.

He had been standing there for some moments before she opened her eyes.

‘Hello, Charlie.’

Her voice was faint, like something passing on the wind.

‘How you feeling?’ he asked, reaching for her hand.

She made an effort to smile. ‘Like I’ve walked into a ten-ton truck.’

‘She’s a little woozy,’ the doctor said, appearing at Resnick’s shoulder. ‘Something we’ve given her for the pain.’

He was young, late twenties Resnick reckoned, little more, and spoke with an Australian accent, not too strong. Australia or New Zealand, he could never be sure.

‘How is she?’ Resnick asked.

‘I’m fine,’ Lynn said from the bed.

‘A lot of bruising around the point of impact,’ the doctor said. ‘Tender certainly. Could be a fractured rib or two. We’re going to run her down to X-ray, get that checked.’

‘Nothing more?’ Resnick asked. ‘Internal?’

‘Not as far as we can tell. I’ve had a good listen to the lungs and they seem to be functioning properly.’

Resnick was still holding Lynn’s hand and he gave it a squeeze.

‘Up and around in no time,’ the doctor said cheerfully. ‘Chasing down the bad guys.’

Lynn said something neither of them could properly hear.

‘Back in two shakes,’ the doctor said, leaving them alone.

Resnick lowered himself on to the edge of the bed, careful of her legs.

‘I’m sorry,’ Lynn said.

‘What for?’

‘Dinner. We were meant to be having dinner.’

‘That doesn’t matter.’

‘Your card...’

‘I saw the card. Thank you. It was lovely.’

There were tears at the corners of her eyes.

‘What?’ Resnick said.

‘I should have waited, shouldn’t I?’

He didn’t answer.

‘Back-up. I should have waited for back-up instead of going blundering in...’

‘You didn’t blunder.’

‘I made a mistake.’

Resnick shook his head. ‘You did what you had to do.’

‘And nearly got myself killed.’

Resnick breathed out slowly. ‘Yes,’ he said and folded both of her hands in his.

‘The girl,’ Lynn said. ‘The one who was shot...’

‘I don’t know. Touch and go, I think.’

‘You’ll find out.’

‘Yes.’

‘You could go now.’

He shook his head. ‘I’ll wait. A few minutes won’t make any difference, either way.’

‘What about the other one?’ Lynn asked. ‘The other girl. Her face was badly cut.’

‘Here now, as far as I know. Getting stitched up.’

The curtain was pulled to one side and a nurse came through with a wheelchair. ‘Time to take you for a little ride,’ she said cheerily.

Resnick leaned over carefully and kissed Lynn on the cheek.

‘Here,’ she said, holding out one hand, loosely closed into a fist.

‘What is it?’

When she opened her fingers, there was his loose button, snug in her palm. ‘Take care of it. I’ll sew it back on when I get home.’

‘Promises,’ Resnick said, and grinned.

The officer outside Intensive Care hastily dropped his newspaper to the floor, the crossword less than a quarter done.

‘Sorry, sir. I... the girl, Kelly, they’ve taken her down. She’s being operated on now. I thought it best to stay here.’

‘The family?’

‘In the cafeteria, waiting. I said I’d contact them if there was any news.’

‘Kelly, you said the girl’s called?’

‘Yes, sir.’ He checked his notebook. ‘Kelly Brent.’

Resnick nodded. The name meant nothing to him. Not until that moment.

‘I’ll be down in A & E,’ he said. ‘You hear anything specific, any change, find me, let me know.’

Lynn was sleeping, her face, devoid of any make-up, young and pale. A thin dribble of saliva ran down on to the pillow from one corner of her partly open mouth and Resnick wiped it away.

‘She’s lucky,’ the doctor said. ‘No fracture, as far as I can tell. Heavy bruising around the third and fourth ribs, close to the sternum. Breathing’s going to be painful for a while, and she’ll likely be tired, sleepy, but otherwise she’ll be okay.’

‘How long before she’s up on her feet?’

‘On her feet? As long as she’s sensible, nothing too strenuous, a matter of days. Fully operational, though, if that’s what you’re asking, I’d say a couple of weeks.’ He nodded back towards Lynn. ‘You two, you’re an item?’

An item, Resnick thought. He supposed they were, that at least.

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘Word to the wise,’ the doctor said, and winked. ‘These next few weeks, take your weight on your elbows, okay?’

Home, she slept.

Resnick, fearful of accidentally knocking into her, dismissed himself to the spare bed, where he lay fitfully, staring at the ceiling, getting up finally at two and mooching from room to room, unable to stop his mind from playing over what might have been.

Lucky, the doctor had said.

Nearly got myself killed.

If Lynn hadn’t been in too much of a hurry to get home and still wearing the bulletproof jacket, she would likely have been where Kelly Brent was now, in the operating theatre, fighting for her life.

Resnick poured himself another Scotch and looked again at the Valentine’s card Lynn had given him, a simple heart, red against a pale background. Written inside, in her sloping hand: Still here, Charlie, against all the odds. All my love. Then kisses, a small triangle of them, pointing down.

When Lynn had first moved in with him, the best part of three years before – and this after a plethora of overnights and occasional weekends, holidays, periods when they were close and others when they pulled apart, unable to decide – a friend of hers had sent her a CD by a singer called Aimee Mann, the title of one particular track, ‘Mr Harris’, highlighted in green. The story of a younger woman falling in love with an older man, despite her mother’s best advice. A father figure, the song goes, must be what she wants.

When they had first slept together, made love, himself and Lynn, it had been soon after her father’s funeral, dead from cancer at not so much more than Resnick was now. A blessing, in a way, that he went when he did. Better than it dragging on. The pain. Death. Sooner or later, it came to us all.

I suppose, Resnick thought, we’re programmed to think the oldest die first, fathers before daughters, mothers before sons. It’s the way it most usually is. Anything else seems wrong. Aberrant. Yet in a split second yesterday, the time it takes to squeeze back on the trigger, propel a bullet from a gun, that could all have changed.

Lucky?

Resnick turned and looked around the room. A magazine Lynn had been reading left on the floor by where she normally sat. Her bag hung over the back of a chair. A painting that she’d bought in a charity shop – a landscape of hills, bare trees and snow – brought home and hung on the wall alongside the stereo. A photograph of her parents, leaning on a farm gate, looking out. A pair of slippers on the floor. Reading glasses. A glove. Clutter. Stuff. A life they shared.

This house he’d lived alone in for years, some of the rooms unused and thick with dust. Must rattle around in there, Charlie, like a pea in a drum. Find somewhere smaller, why don’t you? Nice little flat. Take in a lodger, at least.

No, he’d say, I’m fine. Suits me just as it is.

And it did.

Until the day – the afternoon – he had heard her car, recognised the sound of the engine as it pulled up outside – the interior jam-packed, barely room for her to squeeze behind the wheel. Just a few boxes, Charlie, I’ll go back later for the rest.

Now it was different: it was this.

Lucky?

At twenty-one minutes past three that morning, sixteen-year-old Kelly Brent, sixteen years and nine months, was declared dead at the Queen’s Medical Centre, two operations unable to successfully repair the lacerated tissue and stem the bleeding, or to restore the flow of blood to the brain.

Lucky for some.

Resnick stood for a while at the bedroom door, listening to Lynn’s breathing, before settling back into the spare bed and, against the odds, falling almost immediately to sleep.

The phone rang at twenty to seven, startling him awake: Detective Superintendent Berry from the Homicide Unit.

‘Breakfast, Charlie? That Polish place up on Derby Road, still a favourite of yours? Thought we might have a little chat.’
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Five years Resnick’s junior, Bill Berry was a hard-edged Lancastrian who had settled in the Midlands some twenty or so years before, without ever losing an accent that had been honed close to the Pennines, or an abiding interest in the fortunes of Lancashire County Cricket Club and Preston North End.

Much like Resnick himself, Berry had worked his way up through the ranks, the difference being that where Resnick’s career had stalled, in part through his somewhat curmudgeonly resistance to change, Berry’s had elevated him to the rank of detective superintendent.

Not without it being earned.

He was, in the old-fashioned argot of the trade, a good copper.

He had a full head of hair, a chiselled face and, since his last promotion, a taste for tailored suits that sat a touch uneasily on his rawboned, angular body. He was already at the table, leafing through the morning paper, when Resnick arrived.

‘Charlie,’ he said, half-rising. ‘Good to see you.’

The two men shook hands.

‘In the news again for all the wrong sodding reasons.’

Resnick grunted agreement. However hard the public-relations staff at Reputation Nottingham tried to put a positive spin on things, the public perception of the city these past years had changed. And not always for the better.

When it had been announced that London had won the bid for the 2012 Olympics, the joke had been that with several of the events being outsourced, the rowing would be at Henley, the horse riding at Badminton and the shooting would be in Nottingham. Robin Hood had now, it seemed, abandoned Lincoln green for upmarket sportswear, developed a taste for crack cocaine, and, instead of his trusty bow, had a 9mm automatic tucked down into the back of his jeans.

Unfair or not, mud stuck.

‘How’s the lass?’ Berry asked.

‘Lynn? Well enough. Bruised ribs, nothing worse.’

‘Young bones,’ Berry said with a wink. ‘Soon mend, eh?’

‘Something you wanted to see me about,’ Resnick said.

‘You didn’t catch local TV this morning, any chance?’

Resnick shook his head.

‘Brent family out in force, bigging it up for the cameras. Breakdown in law and order, too many guns on the streets, police failing in their duty, the usual malarkey.’

‘They’re angry.’

‘Course they’re bloody angry. And looking for someone to blame, I can see that. Schools, teachers, the courts, the council, probation, you and me – everyone except them-bloody-selves. Anything other than accept responsibility. Fathers, especially. No, easier to go off and raise a petition, start a campaign. Come Sunday there’ll be a minute’s silence out on Slab Square and everyone’ll go off feeling better about themselves, but what flaming good does it do? By evening kids’ll be back out on the streets and it starts all over.’

Resnick sighed. Education, wasn’t that at the heart of it? Jobs, housing? Maybe the Brents were right to feel they deserved better.

‘What was she, Charlie, this kid? Sixteen? Barely that. My kid or yours, she’d not be out there running with a gang, likely doing drugs, getting laid. Ask yourself why.’

Resnick didn’t have a daughter. If he had, he’d no idea what it would be like to help her live her life without due harm. Except that it would be hard.

‘Let’s order,’ Berry said. ‘Smell from that grill’s making me fair starving.’

He had bacon, sausage and fried eggs, Resnick pancakes with a couple of rashers of bacon on the side. Coffee, rye bread. Resnick exchanged with the proprietress the few Polish pleasantries that came easily to the tongue. Since he’d started living with Lynn, his visits to the Polish Club had become less and less frequent; now months could pass without him ever stepping through the door.

‘Kelly Brent’s murder,’ Berry said. ‘I’ve drawn the short straw.’

Resnick broke off a piece of bread and wiped it around the bacon juices that had collected at the side of his plate.

‘I want you for my number two.’

Resnick stopped what he was doing and looked at Berry squarely.

‘Jerry Latham for office manager,’ Berry said, ‘and the outside team, that’d be down to you.’

‘Prentiss’d love that,’ Resnick said, popping the bread into his mouth.

‘Fuck him,’ Berry said.

Derek Prentiss was the City Division commander, accountable for balancing budgets and hitting an array of ever-shifting targets, one of which, relating to robbery, was currently Resnick’s specific area of responsibility. Since he’d taken charge of the division’s robbery squad, the number of offences was down, all right marginally, but improving further, even if the clear-up rate was, as yet, lagging behind. Prentiss wasn’t going to be happy with anything that put those figures under threat.

‘Besides,’ Resnick said, ‘with Lynn involved...’

‘Outside team, Charlie, that’s where I want you, like I said. No conflict of interest there. Any part she’s got to play, evidence, whatever, you steer well clear.’

‘I don’t know.’ Resnick shook his head.

‘It’s your patch, Charlie.’

‘Used to be.’

‘Youths likely involved’ll be known to some of your lot, I’d not be surprised. Street robberies and the like.’

‘Possible.’

‘More than bloody possible.’ Berry speared a piece of sausage with his fork. ‘Come on, Charlie. Stop dicking me around. Bring one of your lads in with you, if it’d make you feel happier.’

Resnick leaned back, pushing away his plate as he did so. ‘What you’re not saying, Bill, behind all this flannel, Homicide’s stripped so bare there’s no bugger else. It’s either me or a DI you don’t know from outside.’

Berry laughed. ‘Some clever bastard wheeled up from the Met. I’d love that, right enough. But no, that’s not it. That’s not it at all.’

‘No?’

‘Charlie, Charlie. A bloke with a good head on his shoulders, someone I can bloody rely on, someone I can trust. That’s why I want you.’

‘Is it, bollocks!’

Berry laughed even louder. ‘Come on, Charlie. Kids thievin’ mobile phones and MP3 players, old dears having their pensions snatched, that’s not your mark. This’ll get you out of the office for a bit, instead of shuffling bloody papers. Bit of real police work for a change. Let me put my feet up on the desk, instead.’

Angling away, Resnick looked out through the glass at the traffic making its way up Derby Road from the city centre. For years he’d been stationed at Canning Circus, no more than a stone’s throw from where they were now, his squad handling everything from petty misdemeanours to murder. Not much time in those days for Best Value Programmes or monthly Performance Scrutiny Boards, little of the pressure of constantly changing Home Office directives.

What had Berry just said? Some real police work for a change.

‘Prentiss,’ Resnick said, swivelling back round. ‘Even if I wanted to go along. If. He’ll never wear it.’

‘Don’t be so sure. I had a word with the ACC, before I rang you. He’d like to get this little lot sorted as soon as possible. Now what d’you say. In or out?’

Resnick hesitated, but he didn’t hesitate for long. ‘In,’ he said.

‘Good man. Now let’s get out of here and get things started.’

‘Over my dead fucking body!’ Derek Prentiss said.

The Assistant Chief Constable smiled a corporate smile. ‘I wonder, Derek, if we need to be so extreme.’

If the Divisional Commander could have breathed fire from his nostrils, the reports on the ACC’s desk would be singeing at the edges, about to spark into flame. ‘You know how long, sir, it’s taken to get street robberies under control?’

‘Of course, Derek, of course. And you know, from the last trimonthly report of the Performance Committee, that’s not gone unnoticed. Far from it.’

‘Then why the—?’

‘Because there are other priorities. And because now the robbery squad’s on a more even keel, it shouldn’t be beyond the realms of possibility for someone else to steady the ship. For a time, at least.’

Fucking yachting metaphors, Prentiss thought. Just because you’ve got forty thousand pounds’ worth of motor cruiser moored on the Trent.

‘A month or so, Derek,’ the ACC said, ‘that’s all. With luck and a following wind, it could be even less. Then you can have him back refreshed. Not that he’ll be on board for ever, mind. There’s that to consider. Can’t be far off his thirty, our Mr Resnick, and then he’ll draw his pension and be on his way without so much as a by-your-leave.’

‘Not forced to go, sir. Just ’cause his years are in.’

‘Wouldn’t you?’

Too fucking right, Prentiss thought. ‘Not necessarily, sir. Not if I thought there was a job I could still usefully do.’

The ACC gave him a look which suggested that was dubious at best, then glanced down at his desk. There was a meeting of the Corporate Governance Panel in a little over an hour, and before that he’d promised the head teacher of St Ann’s Well Nursery and Infant School he’d drop in and present a certificate to the children who’d raised the most money towards sponsoring a police horse called Sherwood.

‘All right then, Derek. Thanks for stopping by. Your cooperation, as ever, much appreciated. I know you’ll do your best to ensure it all runs smoothly.’

‘Yes, sir.’

Bastard, Prentiss thought as he left the room, I hope your boat fucking sinks.

When Resnick nipped home, Lynn was sitting in a wicker chair near the bay windows at the front of the house, cushions at her back, reading a book.

‘Shouldn’t you be in bed?’ he said.

‘I got bored.’

‘And is that comfortable?’

‘Not really.’

He kissed her cheek. ‘How’s it feel?’

She winced a little as she moved. ‘Could be worse. Long as I keep on with the painkillers, it’s bearable.’

‘Get you anything?’

‘Not right now.’

He kissed her again.

‘What’s that you’re reading?’

She held it up towards him. This Book Will Save Your Life.

‘Bit late for that.’

Lynn smiled. ‘Not really that kind of book. Good, though.’ She folded down the corner of a page and set the book aside. ‘What did Bill Berry want?’

‘The girl who was killed, he’s leading the inquiry.’

‘And what? He wants to borrow some of your squad to bump up his numbers?’

‘Not exactly.’

She looked at him carefully: no mistaking the smile that was crinkling his eyes.

‘He wants you,’ Lynn said.

‘So it seems.’

‘For his number two.’

Resnick nodded.

‘Handling the outside team?’

‘Yes.’

‘Prentiss’ll go spare.’

‘Over this, apparently, Prentiss has his balls in a vice.’

‘I always thought it was just the way he walked.’ Lynn laughed and then, as the pain lanced through her, wished she hadn’t.

‘Are you okay?’ Resnick said, concerned.

‘It’ll pass.’

‘You sure I can’t get you anything?’

‘Some peppermint tea, that would be nice.’

‘Have we got any?’

‘Somewhere.’

He was almost at the door when she called him back. ‘I’m glad. About the inquiry. You’ll do a good job.’

‘I’ll try.’

‘I always said you were the best DI I ever worked under.’

‘That’s just because you were trying to get into my pants.’

‘You wish!’ She laughed again and grimaced at another sudden shoot of pain. ‘You bastard, stop making me laugh.’

Resnick smiled. ‘I’ll get the tea.’

While he was in the kitchen he made coffee for himself and cut off a slice of bread to go with the nub end of cheddar that had been hiding in the back of the fridge and was just this side of edible. The trouble with big breakfasts, he thought, they made you hungry for the rest of the day.

‘I suppose you’ll be wanting me to make a statement,’ Lynn said.

‘Not me. Bill Berry’ll get it sorted first thing.’ He smiled. ‘You’re a key witness, after all.’

‘He’ll want me to go into the station?’

‘I shouldn’t think so. No sense you rushing back before you have to.’

Lynn nodded and sipped her tea. ‘As long as I’m okay by the trial.’

‘Your Albanian.’

‘Not exactly my Albanian.’

‘You know what I mean.’

Nine months before, Lynn had been largely instrumental in the arrest of an Albanian national, accused of murdering an eighteen-year-old Croatian girl at the massage parlour where she worked.

Resnick took a knife to the cheese. ‘The inquiry, I was thinking of taking someone from Robbery across with me.’

‘A bag man.’

‘Sort of.’

‘Someone to watch your back.’

‘Something like that.’

‘Mark Shepherd? He’s steady.’

Resnick shook his head. ‘Catherine Njoroge.’

‘Really?’

‘You don’t think it’s a good idea?’

‘I don’t know. You think she’s ready?’

‘Yes, I think so.’

Lynn went back to her tea.

Catherine Njoroge was twenty-seven and had been on the force since leaving university; it was only a matter of time before she made the move up from detective constable to detective sergeant. Her family had left Kenya in 1988, during the disturbances following the re-election of Daniel arap Moi to the presidency. Her father was a lawyer, her mother a doctor, and they had hoped she would follow in one set of footsteps or the other. Now they did their best to hide their disappointment and understand the choice their daughter had made.

‘She’s very lovely, I’ll say that for her.’

‘Is she? Can’t say I’d really noticed.’

‘Charlie, you’re a terrible liar,’ Lynn said, smiling.

The press conference was more than usually crowded, national interest as well as local, more sleek digital cameras and state-of-the-art recorders than the average car boot sale on a Sunday morning. The Assistant Chief Constable sat polishing his glasses, papers on the desk in front of him, Bill Berry to one side and a reluctant Charlie Resnick to the other.

When the press officer had got wind of Catherine Njoroge’s involvement in the inquiry, she’d done her utmost to get her up on the platform.

‘A young black girl murdered and we’re going on national television with three middle-aged white men, how do you think that looks?’

‘It looks,’ the ACC told her, ‘as if we’re taking it seriously. Not playing to the fucking gallery.’

Sometimes, she felt like saying, that’s not such a bad idea. But this time she bit her tongue and got ready to deflect the fallout as best she could.

Though they were present, no one from the Brent family would agree to join the officers on the platform, no matter the urging: her mother was too distraught, her father too angry. Instead, they sat together at the back of the room, indignation mixed with sorrow on their faces.

‘Our sympathies,’ the ACC was saying, reading from his prepared statement, ‘are with Kelly’s family, as they struggle to come to terms with the loss of their daughter. As a force, we share their abhorrence at this thoughtless crime, and their anger. The anger, indeed, of the whole community. And we would ask all members of that community to assist us in bringing Kelly’s killer to justice. Someone out there knows who did this, and we would urge them, for the sake of Kelly’s family, to contact the police.’

A low rumble of voices from amongst the crowd.

A few more cameras flashing.

The inevitable questions about gun crime from Sky News, Channel 4, ITV.

The ACC slid several pages of bar graphs from the folder in front of him.

‘It is important,’ he said, ‘to see this tragic event in context and to set it against the wider picture. In the operational year to date, the figures for all recorded crime in the city are down, and although there has been a slight, but nonetheless regrettable, increase in recorded crimes against the person, there has also been a significant increase in the number of such crimes detected.

‘Much of this is due to our joint initiatives with the city council and an increased emphasis on citizen-focused policing and enhanced community engagement.

‘And I can tell you...’ holding up a sheet of paper, ‘...that in February, the last month for which figures are available, there has been a clear and definite fall—’

‘Why?’ a voice interrupted from the back of the room. ‘Why you going on about this? Statistics, that’s all it is. Well, my daughter’s no statistic. She’s flesh and blood, my flesh and blood – this family, my family – and now she is out there, laying in a morgue somewhere...’

‘Mr Brent...’ the ACC said, attempting to override him. ‘This is not the place...’

News cameras swivelled and refocused and captured Howard Brent, still shouting at the top of his lungs, being escorted out of the hall.

Lynn saw it less than an hour later, edited down, on BBC News 24. Read – just a quick cutaway – the acute discomfort on Resnick’s face, before the cameras homed in on Brent, standing on the steps outside the building where the press conference had been held. A handsome man of West Indian descent, still comparatively young, soberly dressed in a dark suit and tie, his voice now more under control, though the anger was still evident in his eyes and his stance.

‘My daughter was the innocent victim of the violence on our streets. Violence that is threatenin’ to tear our community apart, but which the police do nothing about. And why? Because they don’t care.

‘My daughter Kelly lost her life because she was in the wrong place at the wrong time. But the bullet that took that life was not meant for her. That bullet was meant for a police officer, intent on making an arrest. An officer who, when she was under attack, used my daughter as a shield. A human shield. And if that officer is watching now, I hope she is feelin’ guilty for what she has done. Sacrificed my daughter’s life for her own.’

What Lynn was feeling was sick, a cold sickness that spread through her and kept her rooted in front of the screen.
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The incident room was in the Central Police Station, with views out across the new Trinity Square development towards the Victoria Centre and the clock tower that was the last remaining sign of the old Nottingham Victoria railway station. Not that any of the twenty or so officers assembled were, at that moment, concerned with the view.

Conversations faltered as Bill Berry entered with Jerry Latham, the office manager, and then picked up again as Berry and Latham stopped to share a few final words. Resnick, who had been no more than a pace or two behind them, stood to one side, surveying the room. A number of the officers he knew in passing, a few he knew well – Michaelson, Khan, Fisher, McDaniels, Pike. Most were as new to him as he was to them.

Anil Khan, who had worked with Resnick as a young DC, and was now a sergeant in Homicide and on the verge of promotion, came up and shook his hand. ‘Like old times, sir.’

‘More or less,’ Resnick said.

‘Lynn, she’s all right, I understand?’

‘Thanks, yes. Give her a few days, she’ll be fine.’

‘You’ll pass on my best wishes?’

Resnick assured him that he would.

‘The girl’s father,’ Khan said. ‘That was way out of line.’

Howard Brent’s angry accusation had been repeated endlessly the previous evening, channel to channel, rolling news. In response, the press officer had issued a statement, citing Lynn Kellogg’s exemplary record and making reference to a commendation she had received from the Chief Constable for the skill, determination and professionalism she had shown in a recent murder inquiry. ‘Detective Inspector Kellogg,’ the Chief Constable had said, ‘is a credit to the force and the agencies she represents. She fully deserves our gratitude and our praise.’

‘We understand,’ the statement continued, ‘that Mr Brent’s remarks were made when he was under considerable personal stress, and the Force continues to have every sympathy for him and his family at this difficult time.’

‘Horseshit,’ the ACC said, when it was passed by him for approval. ‘But horseshit we can live with.’

Of the nationals, only the Guardian gave the story any particular prominence on its front page; the Sun offered an exclusive interview with Kelly’s grieving mother on page five and the Mirror countered with a centre spread of colour photographs showing Kelly as Mary in a school production of Godspell.

‘All right,’ Bill Berry said, bringing the room to attention. ‘Before we get down to the main business, a word or two about Mr Brent. Unless you’ve had your head in the sand the past twenty-four hours, you’ll be aware of how he’s been shooting his mouth off.’

There was enough angry muttering to suggest this was the case.

‘Well,’ Berry said, ‘we’ve been taking a closer look at the righteous Mr Brent, and he’s not the paragon he seems.

‘For one thing, rather than being the
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