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ANGLESEY

			There is a word in Welsh that has no exact translation into English – Hiraeth. It is best defined as the bond you feel with a place – a mixture of pride, homesickness and a determination to return. Most people that have visited ­Anglesey leave with an understanding of Hiraeth.

		

	
		
			YNYS LLANDDWYN

			The small tidal island of Ynys Llanddwyn, just off the south-west coast of Anglesey, is named after the patron saint of Welsh lovers – Dwynwen. It is believed she lived in the fifth century and was the daughter of King Brychan Brycheiniog. She fell in love with a man called Maelon, whom she was forced by her father to reject. Dwynwen subsequently dedicated herself to helping those unhappy in their love lives, eventually building a home on this remote island.

			The ruins of a medieval church dedicated to ­Dwynwen can still be seen today, and fourteenth-century poet Dafydd ap Gwilym claimed he saw a golden image of her at the site when he visited. Every year on the twenty-fifth of January, Wales celebrates St Dwynwen’s Day, similar to St Valentine’s Day in many places around the world. 

			Thomas Pennant’s account from the 1770s mentions small ruins nearby being the prebendal house, which housed Richard Kyffyn in the fifteenth century. He worked with Sir Rhys ap Thomas and other Welsh chieftains to plan for Henry Tudor’s return from exile in Brittany, using fishing vessels to send intelligence to him.

			At St Dwynwen’s Well on Ynys Llanddwyn Island, a sacred fish is said to predict the fate of couples in love; while unsettled waters in the well signals good luck and contentment.

			Nearby are two beacons: one that looks like a windmill tower but has been abandoned; the other a guide for ships passing through the perilous Menai Strait, with cottages built to house the pilots who boarded them. In December 1852, this lighthouse saved thirty-six people from three shipwrecks within seven days.

			Rocks and geology from about 500 million years ago form the foundations of Ynys Llanddwyn Island – where pillow lavas gracing its beaches demonstrate the awesome underwater forces that shaped it, beginning south of New Zealand. The island has been named in the First 100 World Geological Heritage Sites list – key geological sites of international scientific relevance with a substantial contribution to the development of geological sciences through history.

			This place also forms part of a National Nature Reserve, which includes Newborough Warren to the south and The Cefni saltmarsh to the north, all managed by Natural Resources Wales.

		

	
		
			PROLOGUE

			Anglesey, North Wales
April 2022

			It had been half an hour since Detective Inspector Laura Hart of the Anglesey Police Force had been taken hostage. She had been forced at gunpoint to drive the sleek black Audi A5 convertible out of her hometown of Beaumaris on the south coast of the island. 

			Gripping the steering wheel, she hammered south towards the Menai Bridge which would take them across to the Welsh mainland and beyond. She wondered how the hell she’d managed to find herself in this situation. 

			What made the whole thing terrifyingly surreal was that sitting in the passenger seat, pointing a Glock 17 handgun at her ribs, was Detective Chief Inspector Pete Marsons of the MMP – the Manchester Metropolitan Police.

			Laura pressed the brakes and slowed the car as they came up behind a gleaming white caravan that was being towed by an equally gleaming white BMW 4x4. 

			Pete looked over at her as if to say Don’t do anything stupid. 

			For a moment, their eyes met, and Laura felt a sharp emotional pain deep inside her gut. 

			Jesus, Pete. How has it come to this? she thought to herself with overwhelming astonishment. 

			DCI Pete Marsons.

			Pete. Uncle Pete. 

			Until very recently, Laura had counted Pete as one of her closest friends. In fact, there had been times when she’d thought of him as the brother she never had. Pete had been her late husband’s best mate. Laura, Sam and Pete had trained at Hendon Police College together in the nineties and stayed friends ever since. As probationers on the beat in Manchester, they’d shared their stories of first arrests, scrapes and the highs and lows of those first few months as rookie police officers. And at night, they’d partied together in the bars and clubs of Manchester. 

			After that, they had been on family holidays together to Pembrokeshire as Pete had kids a similar age to Rosie and Jake. He was godfather to both her children. 

			Pete had been standing next to Laura when Sam had perished in an explosion at Brannings Warehouse nearly four years ago during a police operation. 

			They’d picked Sam’s favourite songs for his funeral, written her eulogy and then held hands as his coffin had been lowered into the ground to the sound of the Manchester Police pipers. 

			This can’t be happening, can it?

			Laura stopped the car at some traffic lights. She glanced over at nearby houses and at cars coming the other way. Everyone was going about their day completely oblivious to the shocking events that had unfolded in her life in the past thirty minutes.    

			Pete waved the Glock 17 from where he was holding it down by his hip.

			‘Easy does it, Laura,’ he said in a low voice.

			For a moment, she couldn’t quite believe what was happening. It was like a bad anxiety dream that she was going to wake up from any moment. Maybe if she shook her head or pinched herself she would be taken back to a world where something this hideous wasn’t taking place. 

			Then she fixed Pete with a cold glare.    

			‘Jesus, what the hell happened to you?’ Laura hissed. 

			Pete ignored her. 

			Laura was trying to process everything that had led up to this moment. She and Pete had spent the past three years trying to uncover who had been responsible for her husband Sam’s death. Neither of them were convinced by the results of the Independent Office for Police Conduct’s (IOPC’s) report and investigation into Sam’s death that day. In fact, they became increasingly suspicious of the lead officer on the operation, Superintendent Ian Butterfield. The more they investigated Sam’s death, the more they had realised that there had been something much darker going on that day. 

			It became clear that Butterfield was being blackmailed and paid off by the Fallowfield Hill Gang – a powerful organised crime group (OCG) based in Manchester – to provide intel as well as tip-offs about arrests and raids. It was also apparent that this corruption stretched into the upper echelons of the MMP. 

			Just over a month ago, Butterfield had been found murdered after he had gone walking on Worsaw Hill in Lancashire. And to her shock, Laura had been anonymously sent CCTV that showed that it might have been Pete who killed Butterfield that day. 

			And now Laura knew that not only was Pete a corrupt officer, but he had been for a long time. 

			It was devastating. 

			Laura felt a mixture of nervous nausea and utter fury. 

			‘You killed Sam that day?’ Laura asked in an accusa­tory tone. 

			‘No.’ Pete shook his head. ‘Sam wasn’t meant to be there,’ he said quietly. 

			‘Bollocks.’ Laura virtually spat the word. She knew he was lying to her – again. ‘Sam was on to you wasn’t he?’

			Pete didn’t say anything. She had her answer. 

			‘You got someone to make that 999 call that lured him to the warehouse,’ Laura growled. ‘I know that was you. Jesus, it’s pointless lying to me now.’

			Pete nodded up to the traffic lights which had now turned green. 

			‘Just drive, will you?’ he sighed wearily. 

			‘Where the hell are we going?’ she demanded. 

			He didn’t reply. Maybe he just didn’t know.  

			There was a noise from the boot of the car. 

			Banging and muffled shouting. 

			Pete had admitted to Laura half an hour earlier that he’d also kidnapped Claudia Wright, an investigative journalist from the Sunday Times. She was now lying trapped in the boot of the car. 

			Laura glanced back anxiously for a second. It was Laura’s fault that Claudia was involved in this. Laura had contacted her a few days earlier with her suspicions about corruption in the Manchester Metropolitan Police and specifically Pete’s role in it. Claudia had kept Laura in the loop as she started to dig around. However Claudia had inadvertently alerted Pete to the fact that he was being ­investigated. 

			And now she was trapped in the boot of Pete’s car. 

			‘You can’t keep her in there,’ Laura snapped angrily. 

			Pete shrugged. ‘I’ll do whatever I want.’

			Laura shook her head and gave him a withering look. How could the man who had been such a huge part of their lives – the man her children called Uncle Pete, the man they doted on– become this monster?

			‘What was it, Pete? Money?’ she asked with disdain. 

			Pete didn’t answer her. 

			They drove in silence as Laura tried to fathom how she was ever going to escape. No one knew where she was. And no one in Beaumaris CID was going to notice her ­absence for several hours. By that time they could be through Wales and across the border into North West ­England. And the only person on the planet who knew about her suspicions about Pete was her fiancé, DI Gareth Williams. It would take Gareth far too long to connect her disappearance to Pete.  

			And then there was a far darker question. Was Pete ­really going to let her or Claudia go? He couldn’t. They knew far too much. Which meant that Pete was planning to kill them and somehow dispose of their bodies. Given that she knew Pete was on the payroll of the Fallowfield Hill Gang, she assumed that’s where he was taking them. It would be gang members who would do Pete’s dirty work for him.  

			That meant Laura had to do something drastic. And soon. She wasn’t going to drive to Manchester to whatever grisly fate was awaiting them. Not without a fight at least. 

			They drove for another ten minutes. Above them, the sky was empty, a pale, colourless, radiant void.

			Laura’s mind raced as to how she was going to make sure she and Claudia were going to get away safely. 

			Glancing at the rear-view mirror, Laura saw something that gave her an idea. 

			Completely by chance, there was a white BMW 530 marked police car behind them. However, there was no reason to think that the officers inside had any idea that she was being forced to drive at gunpoint. And she couldn’t exactly signal to them and risk Pete shooting her. 

			But she now had an idea. 

			And unless Pete looked in the wing mirror, he would have no clue that there was a marked police unit behind them. 

			A red circular 50 mph speed restriction sign went past. 

			Here goes, she thought. 

			Pushing slowly down on the accelerator, she gradually moved the Audi from the speed limit of 50 mph up to 60 mph.

			Looking out of the corner of her eye, she saw that Pete was deep in thought. She hoped that he didn’t feel or notice that they were gradually picking up speed. 

			Moving her foot down on the accelerator very slowly, she increased their speed up to 65 mph. 

			She watched the police unit in the rear-view mirror while trying to conceal their presence from Pete. 

			Then she continued pressing the pedal down, millimetre by careful millimetre. 

			Up to 70 mph.

			Her pulse was now racing as she took a surreptitious look at the BMW in the rear-view mirror. 

			Come on, come on. What are you waiting for? I’m bloody speeding!  

			She held her breath for a moment, willing them to notice her speed. 

			Then the blue lights on top of the BMW burst into life. 

			Thank God, she thought to herself with an inward sigh. 

			The plan had started to work. 

			As she reduced speed a little, she continued to drive as normally as possible. The longer the BMW was behind them, the more likely that officers would start to check their registration and register with their Dispatch that Laura was failing to pull over. 

			With her heart now thumping against her chest, Laura took another deep breath. Her mind was whirring with all the possible ways this was going to play out. 

			Suddenly, the noise of the BMW’s two-tone siren filled the air. 

			It startled Laura and made her jump. 

			Twisting around, Pete spotted the car. ‘Shit!’ 

			Then he glared suspiciously at Laura. ‘How long have they been there?’

			Laura shrugged innocently. ‘I’ve only just seen them,’ she protested. 

			‘I don’t believe that for a second.’ Pete looked at her sceptically and then snapped, ‘Speed up.’

			‘What?’ Laura frowned. ‘Really?’

			‘You think we’re just going to pull over to see what they want?’ Pete snorted. ‘Drive faster, now!’

			Laura pushed the accelerator slightly. 

			What the hell are we doing?

			70 mph. 

			Pete’s eyes were full of anxiety as he turned around again. Then he looked at her. ‘Faster.’

			Laura took the car up to 75 mph.

			She felt a hard, metallic jab in her ribs and looked down. Pete had pushed the Glock 17 into her side. 

			‘Don’t piss me about, Laura. I said faster,’ Pete growled at her.

			Laura pressed the accelerator down with such force that the car bolted with the sudden burst of speed. She gripped the wheel, trying to control the car. Her knuckles were white with the effort of holding the wheel. Her breathing was quick and shallow. 

			95 mph.

			She felt sick. 

			Pete raised the Glock 17, leaned across and pushed the barrel against her ribs. 

			‘Understand me, you need to go faster,’ he said with menace.

			‘Jesus, we’re going at a hundred, Pete,’ Laura said as they overtook a caravan which went past in a blur. 

			Pete looked at her. ‘Let’s be very clear here. I’d prefer to die in this car than go to prison for the rest of my life. So, if you don’t go faster, I’m going to shoot you. Do you understand?’

			 ‘All right, all right, I understand,’ she said in a whisper. She tried to keep her breathing under control, but she was terrified.  

			Pete removed the barrel of the gun from her side as she pushed the accelerator so that it was hard against the floor of the car. 

			She clasped the steering wheel but the muscles in her hands were now aching with the effort. 

			One false move, one tiny mistake, and they would all be dead.

			Cottages whizzed past them so fast that it was impossible to make out any of their detail. 

			Glancing at the rear-view mirror, she saw that the police BMW was still directly behind her. She knew they would have called for back-up by now. 

			For a moment, she thought of her children. Rosie, nineteen years old, and Jake, who was twelve. They’d already had to suffer the pain of losing their father four years ago. She refused to accept that they would have to go through that again. She was going to come out of this alive – she just needed to work out how. 

			Suddenly, a thunderous mechanical noise seemed to fill the sky. 

			What the hell is that? she thought, glancing up. 

			The looming shape of a black and yellow EC145 police helicopter appeared over the horizon and headed their way at high speed. 

			‘Fuck!’ Pete yelled. 

			There was no way they were going to escape now. The helicopter would be with them until they stopped. 

			And Laura knew what was going to happen if they didn’t stop. They would be forcibly brought to a halt by something like a stinger – a long string of metal spikes – which would be pulled across the road to burst the tyres of a car. 

			If they were brought to a stop, then what? Pete might well shoot her, possibly Claudia and then himself in a murder suicide. 

			How the hell am I going to get out of this?

			Laura felt a helpless desperation unlike any she’d experienced before. 

			Then she remembered something. A serious road traffic accident (RTA) she had attended about six months ago. The driver had been wearing their seatbelt and survived. The passenger hadn’t been wearing theirs… and didn’t.

			Giving it a surreptitious feel with her right hand, Laura checked that her own seatbelt was firmly in place. Then she glanced down. Pete was wearing his seatbelt too.

			It was a long shot, but she had to try something.

			As they cornered a long bend at 90 mph, Laura could hear the tyres squealing under the car. 

			They hit a straight stretch of road. 

			To their left, the road was flanked by a long, dry-stone wall. 

			However, she couldn’t swerve and drive into it at 90 mph. She and Claudia would never survive that. 

			She took a nervous gulp. 

			Laura pushed the brakes to slow the car a little. Her mind was racing with what to do next – and when to do it. 

			‘What are you doing?’ Pete yelled angrily. ‘Keep driving!’

			70 mph. 

			Laura grimaced. ‘I’ve got a cramp in my foot.’

			Pete pushed the gun hard into her temple. 

			‘Bollocks,’ he barked loudly. ‘Speed up or I’m going to shoot you.’

			60 mph. 

			Laura looked at him. ‘I’m being serious. Just give me a second and I’ll be all right.’

			Pete’s hand started to shake as he pushed the gun harder into her skull. 

			‘I’m not fucking joking! I’m going to shoot you!’ he screamed.

			50 mph.

			Laura eased off the brakes as she realised that it was now or never. 

			Now!  

			With a violent turn of the steering wheel, Laura spun the car hard left across a large patch of grass.

			The car skidded left and then right as they hurtled towards the dry-stone wall. 

			‘What are you doing?’ Pete screamed as the car bounced on the uneven ground. 

			Laura smashed Pete’s arm away just as he pulled the trigger to kill her. 

			CRACK!

			The bullet flew up through the roof. 

			Hitting Pete with her shoulder, Laura leant down and clicked the red button to release his seatbelt. 

			She looked up and held her breath. 

			This is it! Please God don’t let me die!

			The dry-stone wall was about ten yards away. 

			Pete glanced at her, realising what she’d done and why.

			His hand shot down to grab the seatbelt.

			He was too late.   

			CRASH!

			There was the thunderous sound of metal collapsing and glass shattering. 

			The airbags deployed with a loud hiss. 

			Laura closed her eyes.

			Oh God! 

			As if in slow motion, Laura felt her whole body being thrown forward and then back. Her head cracked against the passenger door. 

			Shit!

			The car came to a rest and for a few seconds there was an eerie silence. 

			She sat upright in the seat trying to get her breath and blinking to clear her head. There was a throbbing pain in her temple where she’d banged it. 

			Then she glanced uneasily over at the passenger seat.

			It was empty.

			The windscreen in front of her was smashed and splattered with blood. 

			Outside, Pete’s body lay twisted where he had been hurled against the wall. His face was shrouded in dark blood and glass. 

			His eyes were still open. 

			He was dead.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			HMP Tonsgrove, Anglesey
Tuesday, 18 October 2022 
09.22 a.m.

			HMP Tonsgrove was a women’s prison on Anglesey with a current roll of 760 prisoners. It had been built in 2011 with the intention of it being a Category C prison. That meant that female prisoners who were either coming to the end of longer sentences and close to release on probation or had short sentences that didn’t involve violence. The prison’s philosophy had been focused on rehabilitation, enabling prisoners to develop skills and education so they could resettle back into the community and find employment. However, in 2018, due to cuts in the UK Prison Service, overcrowding and issues retaining prison officers, the prison began to be used to house Category B prisoners who were serving longer sentences for more serious and violent crimes. The mix of new Category B prisoners and the more established Category C prisoners had proved explosive at times and deemed by the local press and media as a disaster. 

			Sheila Jones was coming to the end of a sentence for ­possession and intent to supply Class A drugs in various locations along the North Wales coast. Originally from Wrexham, Sheila had started to go out with a ­Liverpudlian drug dealer, Shane Deakins, who was affiliated to the Croxteth Boyz gang in Merseyside. Deakins was ­running a county lines drug-dealing operation out of Colwyn Bay. The NCA – the National Crime Agency – which was the UK’s leading force against organised crime and drug ­trafficking, had been running a surveillance operation on Deakins but it had been Sheila who had ended up being caught in possession of the imported heroin and crack ­cocaine in Llandudno. 

			As Sheila arrived on G wing she was greeted by the heady mixture of over-cooked vegetables, body odour and cheap deodorant. 

			Home sweet home, she thought sardonically. 

			Music was blaring from somewhere, so everyone had to talk louder to be heard. It was a bloody racket. It was the usual mixture of junkies, prostitutes, scammers and thieves. 

			Because Sheila was affiliated to a Merseyside gang, she had status and respect from the other prisoners. She knew it was because they feared what would happen to them if they crossed her. Not only would they be intimidated or attacked inside Tonsgrove, their families would be targeted on the outside. Sheila knew there was nothing more powerful and persuasive than telling a prisoner that someone was watching their children going to school. Stuff like that worked a dream. 

			Looking around, Sheila saw a couple of the girls playing table tennis in the recreation area. On the far side, Fay was braiding someone’s hair. To look at her, it was hard to believe that Fay had tossed her baby off the sixth floor of a block of council flats in Liverpool. She was blonde, ­petite and very pretty. Her defence had been that she’d been suffering from post-partem psychosis but that’s not how the jury or the judge saw it. They rejected her defence of diminished responsibility and gave her twenty years. Sheila couldn’t understand it. Why would a mother throw her own baby off a balcony unless she was seriously insane?

			A huge woman with short hair, tattoos and a fierce expression gave her a nod. Jenny, on the other hand, had stabbed her abusive husband fifty times with a screwdriver after a drunken fight. She told Sheila she had counted each stab out loud, all the way to fifty as her other half lay cowering and bleeding to death. Jenny now did yoga and meditation most mornings with a group of women in the main rec room. 

			Walking up the main central staircase, Sheila made her way along the open balcony. She got a cheery wave from some of the Liverpudlian girls that she’d befriended since being inside. Most of them had ties to Croxteth or Norris Green in Liverpool. That’s how it worked inside. You kept to your own for protection. 

			Except Sheila had broken the golden rule, which meant she now had to watch her back. It was making her feel uneasy. The fact that they had all waved up at her from down on the recreation area reassured her that she was safe. For now. 

			Drugs were the primary cause of trouble within the prison. Those who dealt them fought each other for control of the market. And the junkies would do anything to get a fix: fight, steal, have sex… anything. 

			Sheila made her way towards her pad that she shared with a newbie called Hayley, a 21-year-old girl from Welshpool, who had got three years for dealing weed. Hayley was still terrified most of the time but Sheila had taken her under her wing. She felt sorry for her and Hayley reminded her of her own daughter. 

			‘You okay?’ Sheila asked as she came into their pad. 

			There were two single beds that were screwed into the floor and the wall. There was an olive green blanket over each bed. Green plastic cutlery, plates and bowls were arranged on a small cabinet. On the walls by both beds were the obligatory photos of friends and family. 

			Hayley was watching the TV that was fixed to the wall. The first time Sheila had been banged up they’d been lucky to get a bloody radio in the cell, let alone a TV. 

			Hayley smiled but she looked nervous. ‘Yeah. I’m just gonna…’ She gestured to the door and scuttled out anxiously. 

			What’s that all about? Sheila wondered. 

			A few seconds later, as the doorway darkened with a figure, Sheila realised why Hayley had made herself scarce. 

			‘What the fuck are you doing?’ Sheila asked with a frown.  

			The figure closed the door. 

			They gave her a look which made her feel very uneasy. 

			She started to back away as she saw that the figure had pulled out a six-inch kitchen knife. 

			‘Whatever it is,’ Sheila said, backing into the wall, ‘we can talk about it.’

			There was a flash of metal. 

			She felt the blade enter her abdomen and then the delayed red-hot piercing pain of the stab wound. 

			She gasped. 

			Clutching at her stomach, she saw that her hands were covered in blood. 

			Her legs felt unsteady and she began to slide down the wall as the figure came at her again. 

			There was no doubt about it. She was going to die.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			Beaumaris Police Station
Tuesday, 18 October 2022 
10.12 a.m.

			Detective Inspector Gareth Williams sat back at his desk in the DI’s office that was attached to CID in Beaumaris Police Station. He ran his hand over his shaved head and felt a couple of tiny scabs where he’d nicked the skin the previous night. He hadn’t been concentrating so it was his own fault. Reaching for his coffee, he realised that it was lukewarm and that he’d only had a sip. 

			Bollocks.

			He’d been distracted all morning.

			Something was looming. Something that cast a dark shadow not only over Gareth, but the whole CID team.  

			Six months ago, Detective Sergeant Declan Flaherty, his right-hand man in CID and close friend, had admitted to murdering his biological son, Callum Newell, who had only been eighteen years old, and Callum’s mother, Vicky. Today, Declan was going to appear in front of the judge at Mold Crown Court for sentencing. Gareth knew that Declan might well get a whole life sentence. Not only was he a serving police officer and therefore in a position of responsibility, he had deliberately misled and deceived officers during the investigation into both murders while working on the case himself. Gareth knew it was unforgivable. And since Declan’s confession, Gareth had tried to fathom how someone he’d known and trusted could have committed such acts. So far, Gareth had drawn no conclusions and was still mystified. 

			Gareth had attended several days of Declan’s trial to give evidence. He had found it incredibly difficult to see his friend and colleague sitting in the defendant’s area of the court. Even though Superintendent Warlow had asked Gareth if he wanted to attend the sentencing, Gareth had made his excuses. It wasn’t something he felt he could sit through. 

			Instead, he was trying to distract himself as much as he could. 

			Gareth’s eyes moved over his desk. The obligatory piles of paperwork that needed reading and signing – overtime sheets, witness statements, evidence requests. They’d been told that the North Wales Police was going to be eco-friendly and that everything would become digital and online. The transition had been predictably slow.

			To the left of his computer monitor, some framed photos. The nearest was of Laura, Rosie and Jake sitting on Beaumaris Beach. Now that he was officially engaged to marry ‘DI Laura Hart’, it had finally become common knowledge in the Beaumaris CID. Although a workplace relationship wasn’t technically prohibited by the North Wales Police Force, it was frowned upon. It was deemed that anything that could compromise an investigation or have a detrimental effect on the working environment of a CID office should be discouraged. Gareth and Laura knew that in the long run they would have to work in separate stations and that was fine.

			Another photo featured his teenage nephew and niece, Charlie and Fran. Gareth’s brother, Rob, lived in Hong Kong and made a fortune working for the Bank of America. He was happily married to a Kiwi called Aleida, had two healthy kids and a penthouse that looked over the harbour. Rob was officially a jammy wanker, but he was happy for his brother. They spoke at least once a week, usually about rugby. More recently, Rob had found some old photos which he’d been sending over sporadically. The last one had showed Gareth as a pretentious eighteen year old with a coiffured quiff trying to look like Dr Robert from The Blow Monkeys. When Gareth had showed Laura, Rosie and Jake, they had literally fallen off their seats with laughter.

			On the shelves to the right of Gareth’s desk, there was the usual senior officer memorabilia. Framed commendations. A couple of newspaper cuttings. And, of course, his pride and joy: a signed photo of the Grand Slam winning Welsh Rugby team from 2012.   

			Gareth’s mobile phone buzzed and rattled on his desk. His stomach tensed when he looked at it. He knew it was a court official updating him on Declan’s sentencing. He couldn’t help but feel a devastating sadness when he saw the news. 

			Getting up from his desk, he took a deep breath and walked out into the CID office. 

			Come on, Gareth, let’s get this done. 

			Normally the office would be lively and noisy with the odd boom of laughter. However, the atmosphere was quiet and tense. The CID team knew that the news about ­Declan was due and it had created an uneasy atmosphere all morning. There was no belief on anyone’s part that ­Declan shouldn’t receive the full force of the law and that Vicky and Callum’s family get the justice they deserved. In fact, there were some officers who were incredibly angry that Declan had deceived them over his crimes and tried to misdirect the investigation. Others felt the same as Gareth. A bewildering and overwhelming sense of confusion and sadness that one of their own had committed such terrible crimes. 

			‘Morning, everyone,’ Gareth said in a suitably sombre tone. ‘I’ve just had word from the Crown Court at Mold… Declan has been given a whole life sentence.’

			There was a sudden numbed silence in the office as ­everyone took in the news. The overused saying about ­silence, ‘you could have heard a pin drop’, was never more accurate. 

			Gareth took a moment and cleared his throat as he rubbed his hand uneasily over his scalp again. ‘I know this has been hanging over us for the past few weeks. And, if I’m honest, I’m not sure what I feel. Like many of you, I’m confused and very sad. But I think it’s now time to draw a line under this dark chapter in Beaumaris CID’s history.’

			The tense silence was broken by a ringing phone. 

			Detective Constable Andrea Jones – early thirties, dark curly hair, olive skin – answered it and began to take notes in a low voice.

			‘Right, guys,’ Gareth said, trying to change the atmos­phere in the room. ‘We have work to do. I’ll be in my ­office if anyone needs me or if you need to get anything off your chest about what’s happened this morning.’

			Gareth wandered back to his office, sat down and blew out his cheeks. His faith in the integrity of the police force had been seriously challenged recently. It was only eighteen months since the Sarah Everard case in South London. He knew he might have been thinking naively, but he’d put that case down to a tragic, hideous anomaly. However, Laura’s kidnap by DCI Pete Marsons, his death and the subsequent investigation into institutional corruption in the MMP had been shocking. And that, combined with all that had happened with Declan, meant that his belief that most coppers were decent, honest, hard-working people who wanted to serve their community and give something back had been called into question. Maybe it was an issue of recruitment, that more rigorous checks needed to be caried out to ensure that the wrong kind of people didn’t join the force. Gareth also knew there needed to be zero tolerance to the kind of casual racism and misogyny that was a hangover from the seventies and eighties when the force was often just one big boys’ club and prone to abuse.

			His train of thought was broken by a knock at the open door to his office. 

			It was Andrea. 

			‘Boss, that was the governor from HMP Tonsgrove. A prisoner has been murdered in her cell,’ she said, explaining the phone call she’d answered. ‘They need CID officers down there straight away.’

			‘Right.’ Gareth processed what she had said for a second. Then he got up and grabbed his jacket and car keys. ‘Thanks, Andrea.’

			Even though a serious crime had been committed, he felt a sense of relief that he could get back to what he and his CID team did best. Investigate major criminal incidents and get justice for the victims and their families.  

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			Tuesday, 18 October
10.15 a.m.

			Laura turned restlessly in her sleep. She’d been reading in bed on her day off when she’d drifted off. Even though she felt aware that she was in the middle of the anxiety dream that had plagued her for the past four years, she couldn’t seem to escape it. 

			She was trapped in 20 August 2018. 

			Again.  

			Her mouth was dry and her heart racing. 

			She and DCI Pete Marsons were standing outside the old Brannings Warehouse. The looming four-storey building had crumbling red brickwork, cracked windows and was covered in graffiti. Her husband, PC Sam Hart, was being held hostage inside by members of a drug gang. 

			And now the warehouse was on fire. 

			Suddenly, a gang member in a balaclava and holding a handgun rushed from the warehouse. Before she’d had time to react, the man grabbed and spun Laura around and put her in a choke hold. He then jammed the handgun hard into the side of her head. 

			‘Get back or I’ll shoot her!’ the man shouted at Pete. 

			Laura tried to get her breath. 

			Pete put up his hand. ‘Hey, take it easy.’

			The man dragged Laura back, his forearm hard against her throat. ‘Right, me and her are walking out of here, got it? If anyone comes anywhere near us, I’m going to kill her!’ he growled in a thick Mancunian accent. 

			‘Fine.’ Pete nodded. ‘I just need you to calm down.’

			Laura looked at Pete in desperation. 

			He gave her a reassuring look and nod. ‘It’s all right, Laura,’ he said under his breath.

			The man continued to drag Laura backwards slowly. 

			A figure appeared at the double doors – an SAS officer holding his Heckler & Koch assault rifle against his shoulder, ready to fire. He wore a black helmet, Perspex goggles, balaclava and Kevlar bulletproof vest. The SAS officer immediately spun and pointed the machine gun at the man who was holding Laura. 

			‘Take the gun away from her head!’ the SAS officer snapped loudly. 

			‘Don’t get any stupid ideas, pal,’ the man hissed through gritted teeth. ‘Otherwise I’m gonna blow her fucking brains out!’

			‘Drop your weapon now!’ the SAS officer barked again. 

			The man snorted. ‘No chance!’ 

			They staggered backwards, away from the warehouse. Laura’s head was starting to swim from the lack of oxygen. The gun barrel was jammed so hard against her skull, she thought it was going to crack. She tried to pull his forearm away from her throat.

			‘You’re suffocating me!’ she gasped. 

			‘Shut up, bitch!’ he growled, pulling her backwards and away from the burning warehouse. 

			For a second, she thought she was going to lose her balance and fall. 

			Then something caught her eye. The red laser sight glimmering from the SAS officer’s gun. It was still trained in their direction. 

			Then she remembered something from her Tactical Combat Training. 

			Making eye contact with the SAS officer, she tried to indicate she was about to make a move that would allow him to have a safe, clean shot.

			‘Just so you know,’ he whispered. ‘I had a good time kicking the shit out of your copper mates in there.’

			He was talking about her Sam.

			GO FUCK YOURSELF!

			Raising up her foot, she stamped with all of her strength down onto the gang member’s instep. 

			In that split second, he loosened his grip on her throat and she bit as hard as she could into the flesh of his forearm.

			‘ARRGGHHH,’ he yelled in pain and released her from the choke hold. 

			In that moment, she dropped to the ground as fast as she could and covered her head. 

			CRACK! CRACK!

			Two bullets hammered into the man’s chest and he crumpled into a heap. He was dead before he dropped. 

			She gasped as she got up. 

			Pete went to her. ‘You okay?’ 

			But she had other things on her mind. 

			‘Where are the police officers who went inside?’ she asked frantically as she stumbled towards the SAS officer and pointed to the warehouse.

			He shook his head. ‘We can’t find them.’

			Thick black smoke now billowed like an onrushing tidal wave out of the double doors. All Laura could see beyond was the inferno of the warehouse burning inside. 

			Please God, let Sam be alive!

			The SAS officer looked at her and coughed heavily in an effort to expel the soot and smoke from his lungs. ‘Don’t worry,’ he gasped. ‘I’m going back in. I’ll get them out.’

			Suddenly, the air ripped apart with noise and flames as the windows along the front of the warehouse exploded in an eruption of fire and glass.

			And Sam was somewhere inside. 

			Time was suddenly trapped in slow motion. Laura reached out, but slowly, as if she was pushing her hands through sand. Her mouth opened, but any sound was trapped inside her chest. She was frozen.

			Then she was picked up and flung backwards by the force of the blast. 

			She landed heavily on her back and lay there winded. 

			For a moment, everything became silent. An eerie darkness, as if all the light had been drained from the sky. 

			She sucked in oxygen, but the air felt hot and thick. She didn’t know if she was drowning or suffocating. The silence had now been replaced by a high-pitched ringing in her ears.

			She looked up and the sky seemed to be filled with fire, smoke and fragments of brick that began to rain down on her…

			Waking with a start, Laura took a deep, terrified breath.

			Jesus!

			She looked up at her bedroom ceiling. Her pulse was racing and her brow sweaty. 

			Then she practised the breathing technique she’d been shown when she’d been diagnosed with PTSD after Sam had died. 

			Breathe in for five, hold it for five, let it out slowly for eight. Breathe in for five, hold it for five…

			As it was explained to her, the holding of the breath ­allowed CO2 to build up in the bloodstream. This ­enhanced the cardio-inhibitory response of the vagus nerve which stimulated your parasympathetic system. 

			Laura didn’t really understand what all this meant. But she did know that it produced a calm and relaxed feeling in her mind and body. 

			Counselling had also helped her deal with the loss but it had been a long, painful journey to where she was now. And although her anxiety about that day had now become sporadic rather than a daily event, it still took the wind out of her sails and often gave her an emotional hangover the next day. 

			Looking around the bedroom, Laura waited for her breathing and pulse to steady before moving the pillows and sitting up in bed. She stretched out her legs, pulling back her toes to extend her calves. 

			God that feels nice. 

			Most mornings she would trek down to Beaumaris Beach for an early morning swim. It had become a ritual all year round – rain or shine. She’d been swimming when it had been snowing. The sharp intensity of the cold sea cleared her mind and invigorated her to such an extent that it had become incredibly addictive. 

			Laura reached for her reading glasses and her iPhone. 

			There was a reminder on the screen that she was on leave today. And that meant she could wander down to the beach for her swim a little later. 

			Brilliant!

			Jake was now on his half-term holiday from school so they had made various plans. And Laura was adamant that Jake wasn’t going to spend the whole week playing FIFA on his Xbox. 

			Glancing over at Gareth’s socks and shorts that had been dumped to one side of the chair, she gave a little growl of annoyance. Then she caught herself and reminded herself that they were getting married in two months’ time and that she needed to be grateful. 

			Something on her phone caught her eye. BBC News popped up on the her screen. 

			Welsh detective, Flaherty, given whole life sentence for double murder on Anglesey.

			She felt the pit of her stomach lurch with the news. 
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