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‘This book is gruesomely good’

Lesley Kara, Sunday Times bestselling author of The Rumour and Who Did You Tell?

‘The chilling storyline, intense characters, vivid prose, and unflinching crime scenes make Matheson the heir apparent to Mo Hayder and Thomas Harris. Smashing!’

J.T. Ellison, New York Times bestselling author

‘Matheson writes sentences like roses, lovely and bristling with thorns … Matheson’s voice is exciting, urgent … and, now more than ever, vital’

A.J. Finn, Sunday Times bestselling author of The Woman in the Window

‘So tense and dark. It has a real Silence of the Lambs vibe, and Peter Olivier is my new Hannibal Lecter. Brilliant’

Lisa Hall, author of Between You and Me

‘Elegantly grim and irresistibly gruesome. And I could not turn the pages fast enough. The talented Nadine Matheson skillfully balances complex characters with a relentless story – this is a page-turner of the highest order’

Hank Phillippi Ryan, USA Today bestselling author of The Murder List

‘Move over, Hannibal Lecter, there’s a new serial killer on the block in this awesome debut from Nadine Matheson. The Jigsaw Man will have you in pieces. Literally’

David Jackson, author of The Resident

‘A spellbinding game of cat and mouse … with chilling echoes of Thomas Harris’s The Silence of the Lambs’

Daily Mail

‘Not for the faint-hearted … Expertly paced and plotted … You will need to leave the lights on’

Platinum

‘If you like your crime on the gruesome side, this will certainly satisfy’

Heat

‘With a wit that complements her dark subject matter, Matheson writes superbly … A book to make you think, feel – and jump out of your chair’

Daily Mirror
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16 October 1996

Central Criminal Court

Old Bailey, London

‘Do you know that you’re sitting about seventy metres from Dead Man’s Walk?’ asked Detective Sergeant Rhimes. He pushed his hands deep into the pockets of his freshly dry-cleaned suit trousers as he walked into the cell and looked down at Andrew Streeter. ‘Seventy short metres,’ Rhimes repeated.

Streeter dragged himself along the aged wooden bench, which had been engraved with the initials and incomprehensible doodles left by defendants who had come before him. A bluish hue had spread across the white, tightened skin of Streeter’s knuckles. He clasped his hands tightly and kept his head bent forward as though he was in prayer.

‘Can you imagine leaving this cell, walking along Dead Man’s Walk, begging and pleading to God to grant you leniency? Literally pleading for your life and then the next thing you know, you’re in court watching the judge as he reaches for a black cap and places it on top of his wig.’

‘I didn’t do it,’ Streeter said quietly.

Rhimes slammed his hand hard against the tiled wall above Streeter’s head, ignoring his plea. ‘And that’s when you knew,’ he paused, ‘you knew that you were going to have to walk back down those stairs, along the stone path, back down Dead Man’s Walk, step into a cold square where the hangman would be waiting with your noose.’

‘You know it wasn’t me.’

Rhimes grabbed a fistful of Streeter’s hair, pulling his head back. ‘That’s what you deserve. The noose. A rope breaking every bone in your pathetic neck.’

‘Let go of me,’ Streeter said, his voice strained as the tendons and muscles in his neck grew taut. His eyes began to water.

‘You’re not getting what you deserve.’

Rhimes let go and took a step back. He could feel his heart beating angrily against his chest. He tried to control his breathing as he inhaled the sickening odour of Streeter’s fear-infused sweat and the lingering smell of excrement left from the previous occupant of the cell.

‘I didn’t do anything,’ Streeter said. He scurried further along the bench and pushed himself into a corner of the cell.

‘Just admit it,’ Rhimes said. He pulled Streeter up from the bench. ‘That’s all I want. That’s all you need to do. Admit it.’ Rhimes put his hands around Streeter’s neck and squeezed. Streeter’s eyes bulged, the pressure increasing on his carotid arteries. The tiny blood vessels in his eyes began to burst as he clawed at Rhimes’s hands.

‘Admit it,’ Rhimes repeated, releasing the pressure a little.

The pained singular word was barely audible, but Rhimes heard it.

‘No.’

Rhimes released his grip and watched Streeter fall to his knees, violently coughing as he tried to refill his lungs with stale air.

‘Even now,’ Rhimes said, disgusted, ‘you’re still insisting that—’

‘No. You know that it wasn’t me. That I didn’t do it. This is all on you,’ Streeter said defiantly, leaning back on his heels and looking up at Rhimes. The colour slowly returned to his face, a face that was now fixed with a steely determination. ‘You left the real killer on the street. This is all on you.’
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Andrew Streeter

Sentencing remarks of His Honour Judge Diarmuid Joseph QC

Central Criminal Court

16 October 1996

Sentencing Remarks: The offences of murder for which I must sentence you, Andrew Streeter, were committed over the course of six months from August 1995 to January 1996.


	You took the lives of five innocent people. Melissa Gyimah aged 15, Stephanie Chalmers aged 17, Fallon O’Toole aged 23, Penelope Callaghan aged 17 and Tiago Alves aged 19. Four young women and a young man who had yet to fully make their mark on the world because their lives were cruelly taken from them in the most horrific of ways.

	The facts of this case were disputed by you from the minute you were first arrested by police on 18 November 1995 and again on 6 January 1996. You continued to dispute the facts of this case over the duration of the trial, which included the three days that you spent giving evidence in the witness box. The jury quite rightly returned unanimous verdicts of guilty. Verdicts which I understand you still do not accept. You had the opportunity to put the families of these innocent victims out of their misery by admitting what you had done but instead you chose to put them through the horrific ordeal of a four-week trial.

	I do not wish to subject the families of Melissa, Stephanie, Fallon, Penelope, and Tiago to hearing the full details of the murders of their daughters, son, sisters and brother. I will also remind you that you robbed Penelope Callaghan of the gift of raising her own child, Sofia, who lost her mother at the tender age of 18 months. I seek only to summarise the facts in a very broad outline.

	Your modus operandi for each of the five victims was the same. You had a method that you did not deviate from. Each victim was taken off the street and into a white Renault Trafic van which had been stolen by you two months before the first victim Melissa Gyimah was reported missing. You created, for want of a better phrase, a ‘Kill List’ with the names of the victims who you had chosen, leaving no doubt in my mind that your decision to take the victims was premeditated. You chose each victim carefully and monitored their movements for several weeks before you kidnapped them. You abducted each victim and took them to your garden flat in Bellingham, south-east London. With the exception of Tiago Alves, you sexually assaulted your victims and then removed them from the property and took them to another location. At the second location, you removed the clothing of your victims, tied their hands and feet and buried them alive. Your victims suffocated and died. You then removed your victims from their graves, cleaned their bodies, dressed them, placed a coin in their mouths, sewed their eyes and mouths shut, and dumped their bodies.

	There can be no doubt in my mind that you, Andrew Streeter, were responsible for the unimaginable mental and physical suffering that these five young people were subjected to before they died. You have irretrievably damaged the lives of the family and friends who loved them. The sentence that I will impose will do little to take away the pain of loss, but it will hopefully give them the small satisfaction that justice has been served.

	Will the defendant please stand.

	Andrew Streeter. You kidnapped, and murdered five innocent people, raping four of them. In addition, you destroyed the lives of their family and friends and held the residents of south-east London hostage as you carried out your reign of terror. Your own family have expressed their deep shame and remorse for the pain and destruction that you have caused but you chose to express no remorse or accept any responsibility for your evil actions. Your counsel, Ms Johnson, sensibly chose not to make any submissions in regard to mitigating circumstances. The only mitigating submission that I would have chosen to have accept would have been a plea of guilty. Despite the evidence against you, you chose to maintain your innocence. Your counsel did submit that you were a man of previously good character and I do not take any issue with counsel for submitting that fact. However, the fact that you had not committed any previous offences will have no effect on the sentence that I will impose.

	As Ms Johnson has correctly submitted, the sentence which I must impose upon you is prescribed by law. However, in my opinion each of the victims need to be recognised and I will not pass a sentence that does not recognise the lives that were cruelly taken by you.

	Count 1. For the murder of Melissa Gyimah, I pass a sentence of life imprisonment. For the murder of Stephanie Chalmers, I pass a sentence of life imprisonment. For the murder of Fallon O’Toole, I pass a sentence of life imprisonment. For the murder of Penelope Callaghan, I pass a sentence of life imprisonment. For the murder of Tiago Alves, I pass a sentence of life imprisonment.

	It is my duty as a trial judge to submit a report to the Home Secretary, which includes a recommendation as to the appropriate length of the penal element in each of the life sentences; in other words, how long I think you should spend in prison. As a matter of course, this is not usually disclosed in a public forum; however, I am not of the opinion that you deserve the luxury of privacy at any stage of your sentencing. My recommendation is that you will spend the remainder of your days in prison. Life will mean life. Take him down.
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Present Day – 2 May

‘Are you sure I look OK?’ Michelle asked, peering into a compact mirror and patting her forehead with the powder puff. ‘I want to make sure I look OK.’

‘You look absolutely fine,’ Salim Ramouter said. He turned his head and saw his five-year-old son, Ethan, marching ahead along the pavement, with a clear idea of his destination.

‘Fine. I only look fine?’

‘I didn’t mean … you’re beautiful.’

‘But you didn’t say beautiful,’ said Michelle, brushing away a stray eyelash. ‘There’s a big difference between fine and beautiful.’

‘What I meant was …’ Ramouter paused and ran his hand across his beard. ‘I meant that you don’t have to worry about impressing Henley.’

‘I know I don’t have to impress Henley. She’s not like that,’ Michelle replied, placing her mirror back into her bag. ‘I’m worried that I look ill … I don’t want anyone looking at me and the first thing that pops into their head is, Oh, poor Michelle. She’s got early-onset dementia. How many times am I going to have to tell her where the toilet is?’

‘Michelle,’ Ramouter said firmly as they stopped outside Henley’s front gate. He took hold of his wife’s hand and kissed it. ‘No one is going to be thinking any of those things.’

‘I don’t want people feeling sorry for me,’ Michelle said quietly. Ethan ran up Henley’s driveway and started banging the letter box.

‘There is nothing wrong with empathy. At least you know they care. Also, you know where the toilet is.’

‘You’re right,’ Michelle said, laughing as the front door opened and Henley’s husband, Rob, appeared. ‘I do know where the toilet is.’

‘I’m starting to think I should give Ethan his own key,’ said Henley. She started spooning rice and peas out of the rice cooker and into a white bowl.

Ramouter settled down on the chair in front of the kitchen island and prised the cap off his beer with a bottle opener. ‘I think you might have to. He loves coming here,’ he replied. ‘Aren’t you breaking some old Grenadian rule by cooking rice’n’peas in a rice cooker? My mum would kick me out of the house if I even suggested that she bought one.’

‘Oh absolutely,’ Henley said with a grin. ‘I’m breaking so many rules. But you know what? It’s either this or arguing with Rob about who has to clean the pressure cooker with the burnt bits of rice on the bottom. I did enough of that when I was living at home with my parents and brother, and between me and you, I keep burning the rice.’

‘That brings back memories. Trying to get away with leaving the pot to soak in the hope that you would never have to wash it.’

‘Exactly.’ Henley pushed the bowl to one side, opened the oven and pulled out a dish of macaroni cheese and placed it on top of the hob. ‘So … how are things at home? How long have Michelle and Ethan been with you now? Four weeks?’

Ramouter looked past Henley and through the open French doors where Michelle was sitting at the garden table drinking wine with Rob and Gene, the husband of DC Paul Stanford, who was an original member of the Serial Crime Unit and one of Henley’s closest friends. Stanford was at the other end of the garden, playing football and debating the legitimacy of a goal with Ethan and Emma, Henley’s three-year-old daughter.

‘Three weeks,’ Ramouter replied softly. ‘But it feels like longer.’

Henley took off her oven gloves and watched Ramouter for a second, making sure she could see on his face what she’d heard in his voice. Doubt.

‘It’s going to take a bit of time,’ she said, picking up her glass of wine. She sat down next to Ramouter. ‘You have to adjust. All of you have to adjust.’

‘Ethan doesn’t,’ Ramouter replied.

‘He’s a kid. Kids are resilient. Well, that’s what we tell ourselves: that they can handle it. To be honest with you, Ethan seems fine. And Michelle—’

‘Michelle.’ Ramouter released a deep, heavy sigh, turning the beer bottle around in his hands. ‘I’ve had three weeks off. It was the three of us together for two weeks and then Ethan went to school, and it was me and her in that flat. I feel like such a shit for even thinking this.’

‘Go on, get it out. It’s better that you say it instead of sitting here brooding about it.’

‘Aye, I know. I know.’

‘So, what is it? You better hurry up and tell me before I call everybody to the table. You know what Stanford is like if he doesn’t get fed.’ Henley nudged Ramouter gently with her shoulder.

‘The flat used to feel too big and now it feels too small.’ Ramouter sighed. ‘I shouldn’t be pleased about coming back to work tomorrow, but I am. I can’t wait. I wouldn’t even be bothered if I spent the next month with the Community Support Unit chasing shoplifters or drunk and disorderlies.’

Henley took a swallow of wine and turned her head towards the excitable screams coming from the garden.

‘That’s terrible, isn’t it?’ sighed Ramouter.

‘Not really,’ said Henley. ‘It makes sense to me. You’ve had your own space for nearly a year. Living your life, the way you want to, and now you have to get used to sharing it again. You’re not only responsible for yourself. Shit, that sounds a bit—’

‘No. I know what you meant. But it’s not the sharing and being responsible for other people that’s the problem. Michelle has been good these last few weeks – with her memory, I mean. You wouldn’t think there was anything wrong, but I’m worried about what’s going to happen when Ethan’s at school and I’m at work.’

Henley was about to reply when she caught sight of Stanford making his way towards the kitchen with the children by his side.

‘Looks like the mob need feeding,’ said Ramouter briskly, pushing his chair back and standing up.

‘Ramouter,’ Henley said softly, making sure that Rob and Michelle were still out of earshot. ‘You wouldn’t have moved your family down to London if you weren’t sure that you could cope and manage her condition. You’re going to have to take it day by day. And this might sound strange, but you need to trust Michelle. And yourself.’

‘You make it sound easy.’

Henley shook her head. ‘It won’t be easy. Our jobs, trying to make family work with what we do … None of it is easy. But for the right person, it’s worth the effort.’

‘Oi. Was the plan to invite me to Sunday dinner and then starve me?’ Stanford asked as he strode into the kitchen.

‘Stop moaning,’ said Henley. She picked up a tea towel and playfully hit him on the shoulder. ‘How are the kids so much better behaved than you?’

‘Mummy, I’m hungry,’ said Emma, right on cue. She wrapped her arms around Stanford’s leg.

‘See. You’re starving the children now.’ Stanford gave Henley a pointed look while ruffling Emma’s hair.

‘Give me a couple of minutes,’ Henley replied as she swallowed the rest of her wine and eased herself out of her chair. ‘Ethan, why don’t you take Emma and tell your mum and Uncle Rob that dinner is ready?’

‘I’ll help you bring the food out,’ said Ramouter. He picked up the macaroni cheese and walked out of the kitchen, following behind the children as they raced back into the garden.

‘Everything all right?’ Stanford asked as Henley handed him bowls of steaming vegetables.

‘Yeah. It’s … he’s adjusting,’ she said, breaking off as her phone buzzed, announcing the arrival of an email.

‘Maybe he should take another week off work. It’s not as if we’re swamped with cases at the moment,’ Stanford said.

‘True. But the SCU might be the best place for him right now.’ Henley picked up her phone and opened her emails. The SCU, officially known as the Serial Crime Unit of the Metropolitan Police, was experiencing a lull in cases that were defined as a serial crime. The lull had given the team the rare luxury of enjoying a bank holiday weekend without interruption.

Henley read the heading in the subject box and felt her throat constrict immediately. Her breath caught and her forehead prickled with sweat. She read the email and then made the mistake of opening the attachment.

‘Hey, you OK?’ Stanford placed the bowls down on the counter and looked at Henley with concern. ‘You look … you don’t look right.’

Henley took a breath, and placed her phone, screen down, onto the counter. ‘I’m not sure,’ she said eventually. She looked at the phone apprehensively.

‘You’re not sure? What’s happened? Has someone died?’ Stanford asked, watching as Henley busied herself with plating up the resting chicken onto a platter.

‘No one’s died. It’s … I don’t know what it is yet,’ Henley said, forcing a smile.

Stanford studied her for a beat, and then said, ‘Probably something, most likely nothing?’

‘Exactly that,’ Henley replied with the knowledge that it most definitely was not nothing.
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Elias.Piper@RedemptionFoundation.Org

To: AnjelicaIHenley@mail.uk

Subject: R v Andrew Streeter – Wrongful Conviction Investigation



Dear Anjelica,



My name is Elias Piper and I’m a senior lawyer who leads the UK litigation team at the Redemption Foundation. The Redemption Foundation is a non-profit legal organisation committed to investigating wrongful convictions and miscarriages of justice. I have been instructed by Andrew Streeter to review his murder convictions. I have attempted to contact you multiple times and have had no response to my emails. It’s possible that my email may have been directed to your junk folder.



You may recall that Mr Streeter was convicted of five counts of murder at the Central Criminal Court in 1996 and that his subsequent applications to the Court of Appeal to dismiss his sentence were refused. We are in the process of finalising Mr Streeter’s application for his case to be reviewed by the Criminal Cases Review Commission on the grounds that there were serious irregularities in the original murder investigation which include a serious violation of the Police and Criminal Evidence Act 1984 and Codes of Practice by the investigating officers. The original case papers confirmed that you were a prosecution witness and gave live evidence during the course of the trial. I would like the opportunity to discuss your involvement in the original investigation, ideally in person. I understand that you are extremely busy, but your attendance, either at our office or a location of your choosing, would be greatly appreciated. I’ve attached a copy of your original witness statements dated 18 November 1994 and 18 August 1995. I look forward to your response.



Kind regards

Elias Piper



Solicitor-Advocate

UK Litigation Team



Attachment: PDF



RESTRICTED (when complete)



WITNESS STATEMENT

CJ ACT 1967, s.9 MC ACT 1980, ss.5A(3)(a) and 5B








	Statement of: Anjelica Ione Henley.

	URN: 01 BG 1864 14




	Age if Under 18: 15 (if over 18, insert over 18)

	Occupation: Student






This statement (consisting of 2 pages each signed by me) is true to the best of my knowledge and belief and I make it knowing that, if it is tendered in evidence, I shall be liable to prosecution if I have wilfully stated anything in it which I know to be false, or do not believe to be true.








	Signature: Anjelica Henley

	Date: 18.11.1994






I am the above-named person and I live at an address known to police. This statement refers to the disappearance of Melissa Gyimah on Thursday, 17 November 1994.

I have known Melissa since I was six years old when she moved to Gilbert House in Deptford and joined Friedmann Fields Primary School in Deptford. Melissa and I are in the same class and we both went to St Carmen’s Secondary School in Greenwich. Melissa and I were best friends but were in different form classes at school. Melissa and I would always go to school together. I would meet Melissa in Charlotte Turner Gardens, a small park which we called ‘The Green’ between Gilbert House and my house, and we would walk to school together. We would always walk home together except on Tuesdays when I had netball practice after school, and on Wednesday when Melissa had drama class. On Thursday morning at 8.45 a.m. I waited for Melissa on the park bench next to the swings in The Green. I was listening to my Discman. Five minutes after I arrived, I saw Melissa on the other side of the green. There was a man with her. The man was white and taller than her. Melissa is tall. I think that she is F508 tall. I got up and started walking towards them. It was freezing and I recognised Melissa because she was wearing her pink woolly hat. I don’t think that Melissa saw me as she turned her back and was standing in front of the man. I then shouted out Melissa’s name. Melissa turned around and the man walked off in the direction of the primary school on the left. Melissa ran up to me and I asked her who the man was. She said that he was just a friend. I turned around and could see the man getting into a blue car. I cannot tell you what the man looked like because I was too far away. Melissa didn’t tell me his name.

I finished school at 3.45 p.m. My last class was History. Melissa’s last class was Geography. I would usually meet her outside the school gates but, when I arrived, she wasn’t there. I thought that maybe she was at the sweet shop around the corner from our school. On my way to the shop, I saw Melissa on the other side of the road. There was a man with her. I don’t know if it was the same man who I saw on the green earlier that day. I then saw Melissa and the man walk past the bus stop. I crossed the road and tried to catch up with her. I called Melissa’s name, but I don’t think she heard me because of the traffic. I thought I saw the blue car that I saw earlier that morning on Greenwich High Road, I don’t know the make and model of the car, but it was a small car, similar to a Ford Fiesta.

I would describe the white male that I saw in the morning as slim build, maybe about F510 tall, possibly in his early twenties. Brown hair, wearing a black hat, a black T-shirt, a light blue jacket, and blue jeans and white trainers.

I don’t know if the man that I saw with Melissa in the morning and the afternoon was the same or a different person.

Signature: Anjelica Henley

Signature Witnessed: L.F. Kelly PC 973L



RESTRICTED (when complete)



WITNESS STATEMENT

CJ ACT 1967, s.9 MC ACT 1980, ss.5A(3)(a) and 5B








	Statement of: Anjelica Ione Henley.

	URN: 01 BG 1864 14




	Age if Under 18: 15 (if over 18, insert over 18)

	Occupation: Student






This statement (consisting of 2 pages each signed by me) is true to the best of my knowledge and belief and I make it knowing that, if it is tendered in evidence, I shall be liable to prosecution if I have wilfully stated anything in it which I know to be false, or do not believe to be true.








	Signature: Anjelica Henley

	Date: 18 August 1995






This statement refers to my discovery of a body.

On 17 August 1995 I was making my way home after I’d been to Catford cinema to watch Batman Forever with my cousin Tatum and my older brother Simon. We left the cinema at 6.15 p.m. and took the 47 bus home. We got off the bus at Deptford Church Street and decided to go and hang out by the River Thames on Borthwick Street, which is not far from our house. Everyone can easily access the River Thames from Borthwick Street. It’s a place where a lot of kids in the area hang out and people sometimes fish and walk along the riverbank when it’s low tide. Simon and Tatum decided that they wanted to get some drinks, crisps, and sweets from the corner shop. I told my brother and cousin to go without me and that I would meet them at the river. I crossed the road at Creek Road and walked along Deptford Green as this was the quickest route to the river. As I was walking, I saw Melissa’s mum and dad walking into St Nicholas Church. I didn’t speak to them as they had their backs to me and had already entered the gates of the church. I have known Melissa’s parents since I was six years old. I knew that they had told my parents about arranging another community meeting at the church.

I think I arrived at the entrance to the river at about 7 p.m. There was a group of boys playing football on the grass next to Friedman House. I also walked past a group of five men who were walking in the direction of the church. They were all wearing the uniform of A&J Hauliers, which was navy trousers and navy T-shirts with the A&J logo in white on the front. I’ve seen these men before and said hello to one of the men called Louis who is my next-door neighbour. There was also a man sitting on the low wall that borders the grass where the boys were playing football. I can’t remember what he was doing. I crossed the road and walked towards the river. You actually have to walk up what I would describe as a ramp but is actually part of the riverbank and is filled with pebbles, and then there is a flat piece of the riverbank when you’re at the top. On the left is the electricity substation and on the right is a scrapyard. When it’s high tide, the water will reach the top of the flat piece of ground but when it’s low tide you can walk down to another level and to the water’s edge. On the left is a small brick platform which is where we usually hang out. When I arrived, there was no one there and the river was at low tide. I walked down the riverbank and could see that an old shopping trolley and a tyre had washed up. There was no one else there. As I walked further down, I noticed something lying against the river wall. It was covered in a dark green material. As I got closer, I could see that the object was long, and I could see what looked like an arm on top. I pulled back the material and I saw her face. I think I screamed because I then heard my brother and cousin call out my name. I turned around but couldn’t see them, which meant that they were still on the roadside. I shouted out, ‘I’m here.’ I walked back up and saw my brother and cousin. I told them that Melissa was down by the river. They followed me down and my brother went to check. We could hear the water lapping the shore more quickly which meant that the tide was coming in. My brother told me to run home and to tell our mum to call the police. It was quicker to run home as the nearest phone box was on Creek Road and our house was around the corner. When I got to the roadside the man who had been sitting on the wall was still there, but he was standing on the pavement, and he was watching me. I would describe this man as white, skinny, wearing a baseball cap, black T-shirt and a black parka, jeans, and white trainers. I don’t know his exact height, but he was quite tall. I couldn’t see his face clearly. I ran home and told my mum, and she was the one who called the police. My mum came back to the river with me. My brother and cousin were still at the river with Melissa’s body. We stayed until the police arrived about twenty minutes later.

Signature: Anjelica Henley Signature Witnessed: G.O. Portland DC 537S
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Present Day

‘I hope the coffee is OK,’ said Elias Piper, placing the jet-black mug with the Redemption Foundation’s silver logo in front of Henley. ‘I’m not the best with beverages, especially with this new fancy machine we’ve got. Normally one of the assistants would do it, but as you can see, it’s just us in the office.’

‘Thank you,’ Henley picked up her cup and took a sip. ‘It’s fine.’

‘Good, I don’t have to worry about poisoning you,’ Elias said with a smile, sipping his own coffee.

‘So, is it your intention to speak to Anjelica Henley, who discovered your client’s murder victim twenty-six years ago, or to Detective Inspector Henley who used to work for the late DCSI Rhimes, who was one of the investigating officers on the original murder investigation?’ Henley asked, looking directly into Elias’s eyes. He was the image of a man who had been preparing himself for something bigger in life, with his dark blond hair, slightly greying at the temples, grey eyes behind the black-rimmed designer glasses and an assured smile. Henley was sitting at the opposite end of a glass table in a meeting room on the first floor of a glass-fronted, four-storey building on Upper Street in north London. The early-morning sun streamed through the windows, casting a glare across the glass conference table.

‘I can see you like to get straight to the point,’ Elias replied. He pushed aside his coffee and opened the large lever-arch file in front of him. ‘I’m a bit of a traditionalist. I’ve tried to work on a digital version of a case, but it just doesn’t feel right. I don’t feel as though I can get a proper understanding of a case unless I can run my hands across the pages. Does that make sense?’

Henley had no intention of admitting that she agreed with him, especially as Elias was responsible for making her relive the events of the summer of 1995, ever since she had read the email from him four days ago. She was working hard to make sure her resentment wasn’t written all over her face.

‘So, which is it?’ Henley asked, watching Elias turn the pages in his folder. It was a small trick, one she recognised from watching lawyers cross-examine a witness in a courtroom. A small device to take back control by not giving the witness any attention, to make them uncomfortable. Henley waited for the games to stop.

‘I would have emailed you at work if I’d wanted to talk to you in your professional capacity,’ Elias eventually replied, looking up at Henley with a smile. ‘But that’s not why I invited you here. Ah, here it is. Your original witness statements.’

He released the lever in the file, removed several pages and placed them in front of him. ‘You were fifteen years old when Melissa Gyimah went missing. It must have been quite traumatic for you when you found her body?’

‘Have you ever found a dead body?’ Henley asked.

‘No.’

‘The body of a dead friend?’

‘I’m sorry.’

‘There were a lot of things that I should have been doing at the age of fifteen, but finding my friend’s body, murdered by your client, should not have been one of them,’ said Henley determinedly. She pushed her cup to the side and folded her arms, a clear sign to anyone who knew her that she was pissed off. ‘Can you imagine being buried alive? Did you discuss that with your client? How he kidnapped and kept Melissa captive for nine months. How he raped and tortured her, and like the others, buried her alive?’

Elias didn’t flinch. ‘I understand how much pain you must feel,’ he said with what sounded like genuine sincerity.

‘I’m not in pain,’ Henley replied.

‘How could you not be in pain?’ Elias asked, curious. ‘What else could you feel, other than pain?’ He waited as the air around them grew frigid. ‘I suppose there is anger,’ he concluded eventually.

Henley silently simmered with the emotion Elias had correctly identified. ‘Melissa’s family and the families of the other victims are in pain, and they will always be in pain,’ she said.

‘Of course. I would never attempt to diminish the pain of the families. But Andrew Streeter didn’t murder those four girls and young man.’

Henley took a deep breath. It felt different to hear those words spoken out loud. She hadn’t been in court when Andrew Streeter had given evidence. Her parents had insisted that she go to school, but they’d agreed to act as her proxy and to support Melissa’s parents. They’d relayed back to her how Streeter had denied his crimes and had cried out more than once that he’d been framed.

‘A jury unanimously decided otherwise,’ said Henley.

‘They did and we’re not criticising the decision they made but—’

‘And the Court of Appeal dismissed his application to appeal against his sentence twice. Once in 1997 and again in 2001.’

‘And we don’t take issue with the decision that was made by the court more than twenty years ago, but things have changed. We are asking the Criminal Cases Review Commission to examine the evidence that was presented to them. Evidence which I have submitted was unreliable and—’

‘Is that why you’ve got me here? To tell me why my evidence was unreliable?’

‘And a police investigation that was rife with corruption.’

‘Corruption?’

Elias held up his hands in surrender and shook his head with a well-practised look that said, Don’t shoot the messenger. I’m only doing my job.

‘You didn’t identify Andrew Streeter at the crime scene, did you?’ Elias asked, picking up a silver fountain pen and holding it above a yellow legal pad.

‘Not at the crime scene,’ Henley replied as the word corruption whirled around her brain. ‘I gave a description of the person I saw at the river and the man who was with Melissa when I saw her for the last time.’

‘And even though you were unable to give a full description at the time, you were able to identify Andrew Streeter at an identification parade, six weeks later?’

‘It feels like you’re cross-examining me.’

‘I assure you, that’s not what I’m doing.’

‘You can check the court transcript when I was questioned about this in 1996.’

‘Detective Sergeant Harry Rhimes, as was his position at that time, was with you when you made the identification.’

‘You already know that.’

‘Did he prompt you?’

Henley remained silent.

‘It’s part of our case that DS Rhimes and others planted evidence that incriminated Andrew Streeter in all five murders, and DS Rhimes specifically falsified the results of the identification procedure. You have to remember this was way before video identification parade electronic recording, known as VIPER.’

‘I know what VIPER is,’ Henley snapped.

‘Of course. I didn’t mean to offend you.’

‘I’m offended by this entire line of questioning.’

‘I would be too if I was in your position,’ Elias conceded. ‘But these are the grounds of our application and I need to ask you if—’

‘No, he didn’t.’

‘I haven’t finished my question.’

‘You don’t have to. You were going to ask me if Rhimes pointed out or insinuated somehow that Streeter was the man I saw. That didn’t happen. He did nothing untoward.’

‘But it was just you and him in that ID parade? No one else, let’s say, supervising?’

Henley tried to think back to that day, but the truth was that she could barely remember the ID parade. She did know that for some reason the ID parade had taken place in Rotherhithe police station and not Deptford police station, which was a ten-minute walk from her house, or Ladywell police station which was where Rhimes and the murder squad were based. It had been a hot day and she could recall that the room they had been in had had no windows. She remembered Rhimes telling her to take her time. To not be scared.

‘You called him Rhimes. A bit overfamiliar,’ Elias said, breaking Henley’s efforts to recollect.

‘Don’t act as if you don’t know that he used to be my boss.’

‘Coincidence?’

‘Life has a funny way of working out.’

‘Did he ever talk to you about the case? I mean, that’s quite a connection the pair of you had. It would be surprising if you hadn’t talked about it over the years you worked together.’

‘It was never discussed,’ Henley lied.

‘Not once?’

Henley didn’t reply. Instead, she reached down and picked her bag up from the floor.

‘There was something else,’ Elias said hurriedly as Henley rose to her feet. ‘In addition to allegations of corruption by a senior investigating officer, I also have the evidence to prove it – and it won’t be long before that evidence is released publicly.’

‘Only if the CCRC think you have a case.’

Henley could hear the stern authority in her voice, but her chest was fluttering with the familiar sense of fear-infused panic.

‘I don’t bring cases that I can’t win,’ Elias said matter-of-factly as the grey in his eyes took on the appearance of granite.

Henley stared at Elias for a moment, before making her way towards the door.

‘Andrew Streeter wants to see you.’

Elias’s words stopped Henley in her tracks. She turned to look at him. ‘He wants to what?’

Elias closed the space between them, a white envelope in his hand. He was so close that Henley could smell the spicy sea salt scent of his aftershave.

‘He’s instructed that he would like to see you. He’s been diagnosed with cancer.’

‘Is he dying?’ Henley asked bluntly.

Elias smiled. ‘Streeter is resilient. There was a time when I thought he wouldn’t live long enough to hear the result of his application, but he keeps making a comeback. Like he’s got something to live for.’

‘What does he want to talk to me about?’ Henley asked. She looked at the envelope in Elias’s hand. Her name was on the front, written in capital letters.

‘He wouldn’t say.’

Henley raised an eyebrow.

‘I’ve no reason to withhold anything from you. Obviously, it’s entirely up to you, but you don’t strike me as the sort of woman who has any issues revisiting the past,’ Elias said, making no attempt to hide the fact that he was impressed. ‘A lot of people I’ve approached about this case have either ignored my requests or have told me to get lost. But less politely than that.’

‘Don’t make any assumptions about me just because I’m here.’

‘I wouldn’t dream of it.’

‘So, does he want to see me as a detective or civilian?’ Henley reluctantly took the envelope from Elias and put it in her bag.

‘Both,’ Elias replied with a confident smile.
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Present Day – Friday, 28 May

‘You’ve got another one,’ Joanna, the office manager, said, dumping a pile of post onto Henley’s desk. ‘I never thought you would be the type to receive prison fan mail.’

‘I don’t have prison fan mail.’ Henley reached for the envelopes in front of her.

‘Oh really?’ Joanna grinned as she walked back to her desk. ‘That’s the third letter this month. As I said: prison fan mail.’

Henley had received two further letters with a prison postmark since Elias Piper had handed her Streeter’s letter, which was still burning a hole in her bag. Henley examined the new envelope closely. It was made from cheap, thin paper – standard prison-issue stationery. The handwriting closely matched the handwriting on the envelope Elias Piper had handed her. Medway Mail Centre was printed in faint ink next to the first-class stamp. Henley knew there were four prisons in the Medway area – HMP Swaleside, Elmley, Cornwell Hill and Ruxley – but there was nothing on the envelope that indicated which prison was holding Andrew Streeter.

‘Jo, can you do me a favour please?’ Henley asked, standing up and stretching.

‘Are you off to make tea?’ Jo asked, her tone making it clear that today was not the day she would be obliging anyone with favours.

‘How about I go across the road to the posh bakery and get you a Chelsea bun?’

‘And a cheese scone too.’

‘Fine. Whatever you want.’

‘Good. What’s the favour?’

‘Can you please contact the Prisoner Location Service and find out where Andrew Streeter is? And please don’t give me that look.’

‘Would you prefer that I give you a look, or have me ask questions about your prison fan mail? Is Andrew Streeter the one writing to you?’

Henley’s reply was drowned out by the sound of drilling.

‘For God’s sake! How much longer are they going to be?’ Ramouter exclaimed, exasperated.

A man wearing a navy polo shirt bearing an alarm company’s logo walked into the room. He stopped and stared at a whiteboard covered with crime scene photos.

‘Keep moving,’ Henley said loudly, seeing the man’s face pale as he took in the unfolding timeline of arsons, which included magnified photographs of a man who had been carbonised in the fiery mayhem. The question for the Serial Crime Unit was whether the recent spate of arson attacks was the work of one person. Henley watched the workman hurry across the office floor and disappear into the hallway.

‘You wouldn’t think that it would take more than three weeks to install a new alarm system,’ said Henley.

‘Maybe they like it here,’ said Ramouter. ‘I don’t know why anyone authorised upgrading anything around here, though. Stanford said someone has made an offer on the building.’

‘I won’t believe anything until I see a sold sign on the wall, the locks have been changed, and they’re escorting us out the door,’ Henley replied. She scanned the office. Stanford and DS Roxanne Eastwood were both out, and their boss and head of the SCU, DSI Stephen Pellacia, was currently on day four of a ten-day holiday with his girlfriend, Laura Halifax. Henley ignored the feelings of jealousy and disappointment bubbling in her chest and reached for her purse. ‘Do you want anything from the bakery, Ramouter?’

‘A sausage roll or maybe a … do you know what, I’ll come with you, but before we go …’

‘What is it?’ Henley asked, turning away from Pellacia’s office and giving Ramouter her full attention. She felt a pang of sadness as she scanned his face and saw the look of a man who seemed almost ecstatic about leaving his complicated home life behind for eight hours, even if it meant contaminating himself with death on a daily basis.

‘It could be one to add to the list,’ Ramouter said as he scooted his chair to make way for Henley. ‘It’s a commercial premises in Sydenham, but it doesn’t have the same traits as two of the fires.’

‘So what do you want to do?’ Henley asked. Part of her job involved mentoring Ramouter and turning him into an even better detective, so she pushed thoughts of her ‘prison fan mail’ to one side.

Ramouter leaned back in his chair and tapped his pen against his lips. ‘I want to wait for the fire investigator’s report – but you should have asked me what sort of premises were set on fire.’

Henley smiled. ‘Well? What sort was it?’

‘The constituency office for the Member of Parliament for Lewisham West and Penge, Oliver Elson. The good thing is that he wasn’t in the office at the time, but it changes things if Elson was the target.’

‘It does,’ Henley agreed. ‘OK, let’s see what the fire investigator’s report says first and wait for Lewisham CID to take statements from Elson and his staff, then we can make a final assessment.’

‘Fine with me,’ Ramouter said, jumping when Joanna suddenly appeared at his desk. ‘Bloody hell, Jo. Has anyone told you that you move like a ninja?’

‘What can I say? I’m gifted,’ Jo replied. ‘So, about Streeter.’

‘Don’t tell me you found him already?’ Henley asked with bemusement as the phone on her desk began to ring. She walked back to her desk and saw a phone number with the area code 01634 flashing on the caller display screen. She hit send to voicemail. ‘Probably another call centre trying to tell me that I had an accident,’ said Henley. ‘So, Streeter?’

‘God only knows how he managed it, but he’s in HMP Ruxley,’ Jo said.

‘Are you sure?’ Henley exclaimed. ‘Ruxley is an open prison.’

‘Of course I’m sure,’ Jo replied as Henley’s phone rang for a second time. ‘You have to wonder how someone like him got himself into an open prison.’

‘It must be a mistake,’ Henley said, sending the call through to her voicemail for a second time. ‘It makes no sense for Streeter to be in an open prison.’

‘It makes no sense for him to be writing you letters either,’ Jo replied.

‘Who’s Andrew Streeter?’ asked Ramouter.

Jo and Henley exchanged a look.

‘And why he is writing you letters?’

‘Go on then,’ Jo prompted, nudging Henley’s shoulder. ‘There’s not much that’s secret in this place.’

Conceding defeat, Henley perched on the edge of her desk. ‘Andrew Streeter was the man who was convicted of the murder of my friend when I was fifteen years old.’

‘Oh,’ Ramouter said softly. ‘You found her by the river.’

‘Yes.’

‘Shit. And her murderer, this Streeter, is writing to you?’

‘Yes.’

‘What on earth for? What does he want from you after all these years?’

Henley blew out a breath as she shook her head, knowing that the answer was in the unopened letters.

‘Three letters in the past month,’ Jo said. ‘Sounds like a man who wants to get something off his chest. Pellacia won’t like this one bit.’

‘Don’t you dare, Jo,’ Henley said firmly.

‘Excuse me. You’ve got a—’

‘I mean it, Jo. I don’t need you mouthing off about my private business.’

‘Private? You’ve asked me to use our resources to—’

‘Jo. I said to leave it,’ Henley said, her tone low but hard.

Ramouter looked away, uncomfortable at the glacial silence while Henley waited for Jo’s response.

‘Fine,’ Jo snapped. ‘But don’t be surprised if this all comes back to bite you on the arse.’

‘Oh, for God’s sake,’ Henley exclaimed when her mobile phone began to ring as she and Ramouter walked across a pedestrian crossing. She glanced at the screen. ‘It’s the same bloody number.’

‘Someone is determined to get hold of you,’ Ramouter said, taking a bite out of his sausage roll. ‘Must be important.’

Henley hit the green accept button. ‘Hello? Who is this?’ she asked over the sound of passing traffic and the enthusiastic shouts escaping from the nearby betting shop.

There was no answer, but Henley could make out the sound of soft beeps, similar to the warning sounds of a vehicle reversing. Then she heard someone coughing and the sound of a door closing.

‘Can you hear me?’ asked a voice.

‘Barely,’ Henley replied. She handed Ramouter the box of Chelsea buns and scones and indicated that she would catch up with him.

‘Is that Anjelica? Anjelica Henley?’ There was an echo, as though the person on the other end of the line was standing in a fully tiled bathroom.

Henley felt a knot in her stomach as the caller repeated her name. She remembered the first time she had heard his voice. It was the second time that she’d felt pure fear.

‘Who is this?’ she asked, desperately hoping he would give a name that was unknown to her.

‘This is you, isn’t it, Anjelica?’

‘It’s Detective Inspector Henley.’

‘Well, Detective Inspector Henley, you haven’t replied to my letters.’

Henley paused and then made her way to a small piece of grassland opposite Greenwich police station. She sat down on a bench and looked across at the station, home to the SCU.

‘I wrote you letters.’

‘You’re breaking prison law by calling me on a mobile phone,’ Henley said in an effort to regain control of the situation.

‘You know I’m dying, right? My lawyer, Elias Piper, told you that.’

‘Firstly, no one said that you were dying, just that you were sick, and secondly, you’re calling the wrong person if you’re looking for sympathy.’

Streeter sniffed and, if Henley didn’t know better, she would have sworn he was crying.

‘I want to see you,’ Streeter said. ‘You haven’t replied to my letters, and I’ve sent you a visiting order.’

‘I don’t need a visiting order. What is it that you want to say that you can’t tell me over the phone?’ Henley asked.

‘Everything.’

‘What does that mean?’

‘No. You need to see me. I’m begging you. Please.’

Henley inhaled deeply, pulled the phone away from her ear and looked at the screen. She had already spent five minutes longer on the phone with Melissa’s murderer than she wanted to. She returned the phone to her ear and heard Streeter’s pleading voice again.

‘Please,’ he was saying. ‘I won’t stop calling or writing. I need to talk to you. Face to face.’

The teenage Anjelica, who had grown into a woman with a family of her own, who was still on some subconscious level grieving the brutal loss of her best friend, had no desire to breathe the same air as Andrew Streeter. Anjelica wanted Streeter to admit to his crimes and to die a slow and painful death. Anjelica’s dreams were haunted by Melissa’s face, her mouth and eyes sewn shut. Teenage Anjelica had stood under a steaming hot shower, scrubbing herself with carbolic soap as she tried to get rid of the smell of the river and decomposing flesh that had seeped into her pores and coated every strand of hair on her head. But Detective Inspector Anjelica Henley of the Serial Crime Unit had a different story. DI Henley was emotionally detached. DI Henley was curious. DI Henley wanted to know what would motivate a convicted murderer to seek out the witness and friend of one of his victims. DI Henley wanted to look in the eyes of a murderer and see the demons that tortured his soul.

‘Fine,’ Henley said.

There was a pause, the silence filled by the sound of Streeter struggling to breathe.

‘Thank you.’

Henley picked up the pain in Streeter’s voice. ‘Don’t call me again,’ she said.
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23 September 1995

It was early: 5.48 a.m. The only people awake were the office cleaners making their way home from their overnight shifts in the city, early joggers, empowered by watching Michael Johnson winning gold in the 200 and 400 metres at the World Athletic Championships, and Terry, the owner of a scrapyard on Thurston Road in Lewisham. Terry had agreed to be at the yard early to receive a couple of cars that had been used in a robbery in Manchester, despite his raging hangover after drinking his weight in whisky at his uncle’s wake the night before. The toilet in his office was blocked again and he’d gone to the back of the Portakabin to relieve himself.

It had taken 3.8 seconds for his brain to register the smell. His fingers were still gripping the buttons of his jeans when 2.8 seconds later he saw the cause of the smell and warm urine began to travel down the inside of his left leg. He’d run blindly out of the yard and into Thurston Road, ignoring the loud screeches of a 47 bus and a cussing driver who’d hit the brakes to avoid hitting him. Terry had completely forgotten about the two stolen cars in his yard when he ran towards the row of red telephone boxes. He made the 999 call and a police car had arrived seventeen minutes later. PC Clarens immediately picked up the smell of piss on Terry and had his hand on his radio ready to call it in as the rantings of a drunk who’d pissed his pants until his colleague, WPC Sabato, ran past him, abruptly stopped, and vomited the fried egg and bacon sandwich that she’d had for breakfast, inches from his feet.

The tall gates of the scrapyard were closed and guarded by a couple of police officers, who watched the passing traffic, not sure if the passengers on the top deck of the passing bus could see the body in the scrapyard; later, articles in the South London Press would reveal that they could. DS Rhimes had arrived twenty-eight minutes after WPC Sabato had been sick and he was in a mood. He was usually a stickler for not breaking his morning routine. Glass of warm water. A cup of instant coffee, a bowl of Frosties and a slice of toast with Marmite. He was grateful that the early-morning call had meant that he was unable to even think about food. He pulled out the monogrammed handkerchief that his niece had bought him for Christmas, and pushed it hard against his mouth and nose, but it didn’t help. The smell of decomposing flesh that had festered in the dry heat of an unexpected heatwave was enveloping him. The soured scent penetrated the cotton fibres of his shirt and coated the skin on his back. Beads of sweat travelled from his forehead and tickled the upper eyelashes of his left eye. He blinked and instantly regretted removing the handkerchief from his mouth to rub it across his forehead. He stepped back and looked at the crowd of crime scene officers, reluctant to start their jobs, standing far away from the perimeter of the crime scene.

‘Have you ever—’ DS Ian Turner didn’t finish his sentence as he began to dry heave, his eyes turning red and beginning to water.

‘No, I haven’t,’ Rhimes replied. He placed the handkerchief back against his mouth and nose and walked towards the body. It was obviously a woman, but he wasn’t sure about the age. The body had been wrapped in a clear plastic sheet but that didn’t stop the gases from the decomposing flesh and organs from rising like steam into the air. Rhimes crouched, careful that his knees didn’t touch the ground.

‘Can you see it?’ Rhimes asked Turner. ‘Her face.’

‘Hard to miss,’ Turner replied, coughing. ‘Do you think that it’s her? Chalmers. It looks like her, I think.’

‘Has to be,’ said Rhimes, leaning in and taking in the details of the woman’s face. He gently pushed the tip of his right index finger against her auburn hair. The hair was rigid as though it had been styled with gel. Rhimes ran his gloved finger along the track lines that had been left behind by a comb. There were dark red patches on her face where the skin had blistered and burst. Rhimes coughed deeply, the force rattling his rib bones as the hot repugnant air of death caught in the back of his throat. He quickly stood up, turned and walked towards the gaggle of officers who still hadn’t moved from their spot. Whether they liked it or not, it was time to get to work. Rhimes shook his head but there was nothing he could do to get rid of the image in his head. An image that would keep him up at night and pierce his dreams for the next five years. The image of the woman’s eyes and mouth sewn shut with thick black thread.

Two Weeks Later …

He squeezed. Placed his hands around her neck and squeezed. She was too weak to fight back. Too weak to raise her hands and claw at his face, but he squeezed anyway. He didn’t want to kill her. Not yet, but he needed her to know that she had no power. That he was the one in control. He could feel the jugular vein in her neck thicken as her pulse became erratic, her blood frantically struggling to find a clear route to her brain. There was no gasping for air but more of a strangulated, violent choking as the muscles around her voice box pulsated against his fingers. He didn’t want her dead, but he could see that she was close, edging towards the dark void. There was power in that moment as he watched her. He squeezed tighter and waited for something to stir inside of him. He should have felt something: fear, ecstasy, or empathy. But there was nothing.

Her bloodshot eyes had squinted at first, trying to adjust to the poor light, but then they had widened as she tried to force her lips to push aside the dirty rag wrapped tightly around her mouth. He enjoyed seeing the fear in her eyes, and how the feeling of power increased the adrenalin and the dopamine in his body. The silent pleading, the initial fight when he removed their clothing and then the inevitable acceptance as he felt their muscles slacken in defeat … it was enough. He thought that being inside their bodies would be what he wanted but it wasn’t. This wasn’t about sexual satisfaction; it was about control, and right now he was the one in control.

There was another one in the room. He’d turned his head to check that she was still curled in the foetal position. He’d been careful with the amount of GHB he had given her. Just the right amount to make her docile, but not too much to risk killing her.

He turned his attention back to the woman in front of him. There was beauty in that moment. The spiralling of the thin threads of blood breaking through the dull whiteness of her eyes. That he could appreciate. The brief respite of tenderness in the savagery. Two more seconds and that would be it. The heart would give up. But that wasn’t the plan.

He let go.

He watched as she fell to the ground like a spineless doll; too weak to even let instinct take over and force her hands to meet the ground to break her fall. He stepped back and listened to the sounds of her throat muscles releasing and violently swallowing the stale oxygen in the air. It looked even more painful than when the life was being squeezed out of her. He took a step forward, reached down and grabbed the crown of her hair. The long brown and blonde strands which had glowed like a halo in the setting summer sun now felt like straw in his hand. He dragged her towards the back of the room, not realising that the gag had slipped from around her mouth.

‘Please … please,’ she begged weakly.

‘Don’t do that. Don’t beg,’ he said softly, as though soothing a baby back to sleep. He looked across at her neighbour, asleep in the corner. He looked up at the light bulb and thought about changing it to something brighter. There was safety in the darkness but imagine the torture of being in a room that was brightly lit. What was that phrase that his dad would always say?

It’s the hope that kills you.

‘Come on. Stand up.’

He didn’t hide his face. He wanted them to see him. To be their last memory.

‘We’re … go … you’re letting me go?’ she asked, her words slurred.

He smiled. He could see it. The hope in her eyes.

He made her walk to her shallow grave. In the darkness he could sense the anticipation in her muscles as she walked slowly across disturbed ground, her wrists tied with rope, barefooted. There was always a moment of hesitation when they suddenly smelled the salt in the air, heard the waves breaking against the beach and the aggressive cry of seagulls. The woman’s screams joined the seagulls’ cries as he pushed her into the three-foot-deep hole. He jumped into the grave, grabbed her fighting feet and quickly wrapped silver duct tape around her ankles. She continued to scream when he pulled himself out of the grave and picked up a shovel.

‘Deep breath,’ he said, breathing in the sea air himself. He could see dawn beginning to break in the distance. The pale blue light a faded bruise against the black sky.

‘Deep breath,’ he said again, urgently shovelling dirt into the shallow gravel, ignoring the coughing and frantic shaking of the woman’s head. The earth continued to fall, burying her alive.

If he’d been paying attention, then he would have realised that the girl he’d left behind in the room wasn’t really asleep. If he hadn’t become so lost in his task, he would have known that the girl had been determinedly loosening the ropes around her wrists after he’d left the house with the other woman. If he


OEBPS/images/title.jpg
THE

KILL
LIST

NADINE MATHESON

ONE PLACE. MANY STORIES






OEBPS/images/9780008548452_Cover.jpg
—

-~ HE WILL COME FOR THEM
' ONE BY ONE ...

——l

‘The best new
detective in fictio

‘Matheson’s
oice is exciting’






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
H{Q





