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    “Well that’s shite,” Salt said.


    “Yep,” Will agreed. “But we can’t force her to give a sample, because we already took a sufficient one after she was cautioned for the same recordable offense. Police and Criminal Evidence Act Section 63, 3B.”


    He shoved his hand through his hair. It was getting too long, but scheduling a haircut felt like a ridiculous dream.


    He’d spent the drive back from Sussex thrashing through the interview in his head, trying to work out what had gone wrong. What he could have said. How he could have got past that blank wall.


    But prison had led June to create a protective carapace that appeared impregnable. She’d retreated into herself, taken comfort in food, and refused to react to anything.


    On the road back, he’d worked out what she reminded him of: a tortoise his friend Pat’d had when they were small kids. “Buster,” it had been called, bizarrely. Buster hadn’t shown fear as Will had understood it, but at the slightest suggestion of challenge, he’d withdrawn his limbs and head, to leave nothing but an impervious “fuck you” shell.


    Except, June had found that last question of Will’s offensive enough to finally show something of the person inside. A mention of Joey Clarkson.


    He rubbed a hand over his face and looked at Salt, across their joined desks.


    Salt raised his eyebrows.


    “What?’ Will snapped.


    Salt shrugged. “I just don’t get why it matters, Guv? We have her DNA profile from her arrest. An intimate sample, an’ all.”


    Will frowned at him from beneath his brows. “I didn’t notice on the file that it was an intimate sample.”


    An intimate sample—blood, semen, urine or fluid from an orifice other than the mouth—needed written consent, both from the suspect and from a senior officer. It was pretty much a foolproof way to get a complete profile—more so than non-intimate samples from saliva or hair. But non-intimate samples had the advantage of being quick and enforceable without the suspect’s consent so long as they’d been arrested.


    Salt shrugged one shoulder. “Patrick—the lab guy—told me. June gave a blood sample in the station.”


    That was unusual. Someone had really wanted to be one hundred percent sure she was guilty. And June had cooperated, then.


    Will regarded the big cardboard file on his desk.


    “Do me a favor,” he said as he opened the cover. “Pull June’s original sample and get it retested. Then compare it against the Desmond crime scene profiles again, as well as the profiles from Daria’s scene.”


    Salt’s eyelids fluttered in a spastic blink. “Why?”


    “Just covering every angle.”


    “But June confessed,” Salt protested. “If it gets out that we’re lookin’ at it again. . . ”


    Will glanced up from the file. “What?”


    Salt shrugged uncomfortably. His pale, freckled skin began to turn pink. “You know what it’s like. Every conspiracy theorist and anti-police blog is gonna say we framed an innocent kid. Victimized a sex worker. Maybe that’s what this is all about . . . so we do things like this, to give them ammo to agitate to get her out.”


    “Is that you talking, or Alec?” Will asked.


    Salt opened his mouth and closed it again.


    “Look,” Will said. “As you pointed out, June confessed. In fact, she just confessed again to me. But when Daria’s killer stands trial, how the hell would we explain to the defense why we didn’t automatically retest June’s DNA when it turned up at Daria’s murder scene?”


    “I’m just sayin’. . . maybe you should clear it with Herself.”


    Will stared at him. “It’s a routine line of investigation, Des. I don’t get the defensiveness over this case. Alec looks like he wants to run someone over. Now you.”


    “It’s just . . . .” Salt swallowed hard. “That was the case that made the DCI’s career. An’ you know how loyal Alec is to her. It’s just . . . it’s sensitive ground, Guv. That’s all I’m sayin’.” He gave a weak shrug. “It matters to them.”


    Will watched him narrowly for a second longer, as his self-conscious flush turned to painful scarlet.


    “Okay,” Will said slowly. Alarm bells were going off, though he couldn’t work out what worried him most. That he could hurt Ingham. Or that anyone could think it would be appropriate for him to back off. But maybe Salt was reacting to Scrivenor’s uncharacteristic touchiness. “Thanks for the warning. I don’t want to poke around a case that was important to them either. But we have to do it Des. We can’t pretend June’s DNA wasn’t there.”


    Salt held his eyes for a few more beats of painful silence, then he sighed. “Okay.” He gave a little puff of surrender.


    “Tell the lab we’ll have them shut down if the request leaks out.” Will looked back down at the open file.


    “Can we do that?” Salt asked, impressed.


    Will didn’t look up. “Course we can,” he lied.


    Salt began negotiations on the phone, and Will turned his full attention to June’s original case files.


    It had been a straightforward kind of a murder.


    According to June’s confession, she’d recognized Ricky when she’d tried to solicit him in Mayfair. He’d been at a private party in a house beside the alleyway in which the incident took place. He was walking home. He’d had a sizable amount of cocaine and a high level of alcohol in his bloodstream, though that hadn’t reached the press.


    June had suggested to Ricky that he take her to his home for full sex, with the intention of robbing him. But he’d told her she was too young to be on the game and tried to pull her with him back to the house he’d been partying in. He’d been too high or drunk to understand her resistance and refused to let her go. She’d lost her cool and smashed the half bottle of vodka she had with her, onto his head. The blow had left him stunned and bleeding, but still conscious. But instead of escaping, June had calculated that Ricky would be likely to pursue charges. So she’d decided to silence him for good by using the broken bottle to stab him in the neck, severing his jugular. She’d struck his neck twice. The PM report suggested the second stabbing blow had been the fatal one. June had not tried to get help for Ricky as he lay dying, and she’d taken his wallet and keys before fleeing the scene. She’d then sold his cards and used the proceeds and cash from his wallet to buy coke and smack.


    The story was sordid and unedifying and Will was surprised that June had only been given an automatic minimum sentence at the time—thirty years. She’d been old enough at eighteen, and there had been elements of premeditation, and intent to interfere with the course of justice—even if it had been on-the-spot—as well as robbery. And, the victim had been a well-loved celebrity. The judge had actually shown restraint in failing to throw away the key.


    The files detailed what Scrivenor had meant too—she’d known Ricky had been hit over the head and glassed twice, though the details released to the press had only revealed he’d been fatally stabbed in the neck. On top of that, his wallet had been found in the flat she shared with some other sex workers.


    With the DNA match added in, it was as cut-and-dried as any case could be.


    Will surfaced long enough to set Salt to going through witness statements from outside the walk-up where Daria had been killed, and to check progress on chasing her phone and getting into her laptop.


    Then he went back to Ricky Desmond.


    There really had been an extraordinary press and political interest in his murder—wall-to-wall attention. But the MPS had arrested and charged June within a week. Or rather—the then DI Ingham had.


    According to the file, Ingham had been given the tip-off that led to June’s arrest, and then conducted the first interview that led to her confession and ultimate guilty plea.


    Will read through the transcript.


    It had been an impressive piece of wheedling and intimidation, as the best police interviews were, but then, June hadn’t been much of an adversary. Once she’d crumbled, she’d given them every detail they could want, before being put away with no resistance, and the minimum of distress to Ricky’s family.


    All the press emphasis had been on the fact that Ricky had tried to do a good deed, in keeping with his famously charitable nature, and been killed for it by a cold-eyed drug-addicted prostitute.


    There’d been no sympathy for the girl who’d murdered kind-hearted Ricky Desmond for the contents of his wallet.


    Will studied the image of Ricky in the file. He’d hardly been in his fan base demographic when the man was alive, but the face was as familiar to him as if he had been. He had just turned sixty when he died, and he stared out at Will with a shade of the jovial, twinkling intelligence that had helped win over the cynical British public. He had a fleshy face with a double chin; strong nose; thick silver hair and alert, friendly eyes.


    Will tapped his fingertips on the surface of the MDF desk, then leafed back to the first scene-of-crime reports.


    Things that hadn’t made it into the press.


    The small private gathering Ricky had attended had been at the house of a multimillionaire businessman called Eric Chan. And the cocaine in Ricky’s system suggested it hadn’t been a religious gathering.


    The witness list of people present at the party had been exclusively male and a Who’s Who? of privilege and influence—a famous actor and now knight of the realm; a football club owner; a politician; a high-ranking civil servant; a couple of top businessmen; a newspaper magnate; a TV sports pundit and a Queen’s Counsel.


    Will flicked back to the witness statements and read closely. Everyone stuck to the same story and they’d all been too powerful to push hard. They’d had dinner and a few drinks at Eric’s house. Everyone denied taking drugs. They were all personal friends and acquaintances.


    Will rubbed his fingertips against his mouth.


    Had anyone believed that shit?


    A dinner party of eleven powerful men with not a lot in common beyond their money and their egos, that went on till the early hours? A dinner that Ricky had left, earlier than the others, coked up and very drunk?


    There was no way of proving it now, but all Will’s instincts told him the party had included sex too.


    What if everyone there had agreed to make up a story to protect their own reputations when Ricky had been inconveniently murdered outside? There may have been other people there too, who were too sensitive to disclose.


    It had been thirteen years ago.


    But . . . what if Daria had been one of the girls? She hadn’t been in London that long then.


    How the hell could he find out though?


    His phone buzzed and he picked it up, still brooding.


    “How did it go with June?” Ingham asked. No greeting. She sounded distracted.


    “It didn’t,” Will said. “She refused to give us a new DNA sample, and denied knowing Daria, or how her DNA got there.”


    There was a short silence. “Why would you ask her for a new sample?”


    Fuck.


    “Just trying to close all the loopholes, Boss,” Will said.


    “There’s closing loopholes DI Foster.” Ingham’s tone was dangerous. “And there’s wasting time and police resources.” Will didn’t reply but his pulse began to speed up. She’d never spoken to him like that before. Well—Salt had warned him. “It’d be more productive to retest the sample we got from her in 2006, against Daria’s scene of crime samples. Wouldn’t it?”


    “We’re doing that,” Will said. He felt an unnerving relief that she’d suggested it, as opposed to shooting that down too.


    “Good,” she said. “Get your best suit out for tomorrow. And go home. I need you fresh.”


    “Boss,” Will said warily. But he didn’t want to question her in this mood.


    She told him anyway. “The Witness roadshow’s doing a live outside broadcast tomorrow morning at Westminster Bridge. You’re coming on with me. We’re doing the West Ken and Isleworth stabbings. The producer specifically asked for you.”


    “What?” Asked for him? Fucking . . . Catherine? From Jamie’s party? “But I’ve never done anything like that before.”


    “Neither had I the first time. I’d say it gets easier, but I’d be lying.”


    “But neither of those is my case, Boss,” he wheedled. “The one that isn’t Jamie’s is Mulligan’s.


    “Did I mention they asked for you?” Ingham said. “Take it up with Media and Communications. Be in my office by nine tomorrow so we can go over what you’re going to say. Look pretty,” she said and at last he could hear glee in her voice.


    She rang off and Will stared at the phone in disbelief. Knots of panic writhed in his middle as he thought about it. Live TV. Live national TV. He’d tormented James about it; now James could torment him back.


    But this would just be daytime TV, he told himself. There wouldn’t be the same kind of fuss James had experienced from a prime time slot, with fans on social media and . . . this was Tom’s territory not his.


    Tom!


    Will hadn’t checked his messages since he’d sat staring obsessively at his phone in HMP Bronzefield.


    And then June had wiped his mind clear.


    He hadn’t even glanced at his messages. The puzzle around Daria’s death, around Ricky, had taken all of his attention.


    He opened his message app wincing with guilt, wanting there to be a reply as much as he didn’t want there to be one, because he’d have ignored it.


    In fact it must have come in very soon after the start of the interview with June.


    You’re sleeping with Alec????


    Then just over an hour later, Caught the bad guys yet?


    A couple of hours after that, I invited Cam to stay at the house while he’s looking round London. He needs to save $.


    And then he’d given up.


    Will stared at the last message, gut knotted tight. He began to type, so quickly that spell-check gave up in the middle.


    Sorry. Got caught up. It’s a shitty one. Hoping to get home tonight.


    He waited, watching the screen as he’d done in Bronzefield, but there was no reply.
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    All of the lamps were on in the uncurtained living room at Warren Road when Will pulled up outside his house. Golden light spilled out too through the fanlight over the front door. It was just after half past nine.


    He probably shouldn’t have driven, since he felt so exhausted he was almost floating. His skin and eyes felt gritty and oversensitive. But the relief Will felt was ridiculous, and he was aware of how little of it truly came down to the anticipation of sleeping on his own mattress. Part of him had been sure Tom would be out with Cam.


    He sat for a moment or two, trying to muster the energy and will to get out of the car, knowing Tom wasn’t going to be alone.


    The prospect of meeting Cam in this condition . . . but he had no choice.


    He inhaled a deep bracing breath through his nose and let it out again, then climbed out of the car and slammed the door. The metallic thud was startlingly loud in the almost silent street. The only other sound was the distant swish of passing cars on Leyton High Road.


    Rain drizzled steadily down. The air smelled of rubber and petrol fumes.


    Will looked down the length of the suburban road—lit by the flat orange wash of sodium street lights—at the stretch of Victorian terraced houses with small walls closing off their tiny front gardens from the pavement.


    Will had bought in to Leyton as an up-and-coming area—affordable at the time but hopefully on its way to imminent gentrification—and Will’s house was now one of the best kept on the street. It was covered with crisp white-washed render and it had a glossy black front gate; a door of shining, black-glossed wood. Its lines were classic, elegant, unpretentious.


    Over two years, Will had painstakingly remodeled the house with his own hands. In fact for a while, after he’d lost Tom, and then Sanjay, and then when he’d left the Met, restoring the house was all that had kept him sane. He never failed to get a little surge of pleasure now, when he arrived home after time away.


    He walked up the short front path, put his key in the lock and quietly opened and closed the front door. A hallway lamp shone from a console table against the right-hand wall, giving a warm glow to the polished wood floorboards and white-washed walls.


    Will eyed the closed lounge door. His chest felt tight.


    He might as well admit to himself that there was a reason why his entrance had been close to noiseless. Maybe . . . he wanted to see how the land lay.


    He clenched his jaw and pushed open the lounge door.


    A fire burned in the hearth and the TV was on, but the sound was low. The back of Will’s big comfortable oatmeal-colored sofa faced the door, and two people sat on it, one blond, one dark, focused on each other, not the TV. They were probably sitting too close together, but they were just talking . . . that was all.


    Will felt a slam of relief, almost nauseating in its intensity, closely followed by shame at his own insecurity.


    Tom despised cheating, not least because of his own family history. If he decided to move on, he’d be brutally honest about it.


    And, maybe . . . maybe Will had subconsciously been trying to help him on the way.


    The gruesome honesty of the thought froze Will in his tracks. And at that moment, the dark head on the sofa turned toward him. For a second, Will thought he read impatience or disappointment, before Cam’s eyes widened with exaggerated appreciation. He elbowed Tom in the side.


    Tom craned his head to look, then eyes wide, he sprang to his feet. Cam stood more slowly. They faced Will across the sofa then, side by side and Will felt like an interfering parent who’d interrupted the cool kids having a good time.


    He was very aware that his tie was at half-mast, shirt collar open, suit crumpled. He’d showered and shaved at the station before setting off for home, both to try to wake himself up enough to drive, and to try to look a bit less like roadkill for Tom. But he still felt as if he hadn’t washed or slept for days and that was only intensified by the almost ridiculous perfection of the other two men. Both wore T-shirts and denim jeans and no socks or shoes, but they couldn’t help looking like models pretending to be ordinary people.


    Will caught Tom’s eyes, and he thought he looked almost nervous. Why would Tom feel nervous because his boyfriend had come home?


    “Hi,” Will said. Oh brilliant conversational gambit there, Foster.


    “Hey,” Tom returned softly. His extraordinary eyes were fixed on Will’s face. Will stared dumbly back.


    Silence stretched.


    “I’m Cam Daley,” Cam said, in a sexy Californian drawl. “Thank you for letting me stay.”


    Will dragged his gaze over to him. Cam’s expression was as pleasant and bland as a salesman’s.


    “Will Foster,” he said. “No problem.”


    There was another awkward pause and just like that, Will’d had enough. He could barely think. He couldn’t hope to say the right things here.


    “Well I just wanted to say hello. I’m going to have to go to bed I’m afraid. I’ll let you get back to . . . um.” He gave up.


    Tom moved from behind the sofa. “D’you want anything? Something to eat or drink?”


    That was more familiar. They both fussed over each other a bit. Mark called it nauseating. Not that Mark had a leg to stand on, now he’d become Pez’s bloodhound.


    “Thanks,” Will said. “But I just need sleep. ”


    “I’ll try not to wake you when I come in,” Tom offered but it sounded subdued. “I won’t be too late.”


    The whole exchange, in front of Cam’s assessing eyes, was excruciatingly stilted. But Will had no more emotional energy left. He headed for the bedroom.


    When he opened the door he found both bedside lamps already on, throwing a warm glow over the gray walls of the room, and John, Tom’s cat, asleep on Tom’s side of the bed. It was unusual to find him in the bedroom alone. He was usually hovering where Tom or Will were, lured away only by the fire in the lounge. Maybe he didn’t like Cam. Or Cam didn’t like him. Either scenario gave Will a petty sense of satisfaction.


    He stripped with a clumsy lack of care, threw his clothes on a chair and went to brush his teeth in the ensuite. Then he headed for the bed and flopped back blissfully onto the mattress, before turning onto his right side, to face Tom’s pillow. He closed his eyes.


    John’s deliberate feline walk disturbed the duvet as he moved to lie beside him, purring as his lush fur pressed against Will’s bare chest and upper arm. The comfort of that followed Will as he dropped off the edge into exhausted sleep.


    He startled awake to the sound of hushed voices outside the bedroom door. The clock on Tom’s bedside table read 02:23.


    Will felt weirdly sharp, but he knew it was a false alertness created by habitual forced wakefulness, and the handful of hours of sleep he’d managed had been shallow and uneasy. He was too tired, too buzzed, to give in to it.


    The door opened, the voices murmuring on. It didn’t sound like a relaxed conversation.


    Will waited. The bedroom door closed.


    Silence. Then the sound of the ensuite door opening and closing. The shower running briefly. A few minutes later Tom walked, naked, into the golden pool of lamplight on the far side of the bed.


    Smooth golden skin over toned muscle. Tall. Strong. Achingly beautiful.


    Will let his eyelids drop closed, because now he knew Tom was here he could relax. But the feeling of being watched wouldn’t go away. And maybe he didn’t want it to. He opened his eyes, blinking against the light.


    Tom was still standing in the same position. “I could get you on a calendar. Hot naked man. Small furry animal.” But it sounded wrong. Distant somehow.


    “John is nature’s finest killing machine,” Will said. He felt suddenly very awake. “He’d have you know.”


    Tom’s smile flickered but didn’t quite catch light. But he slid under the duvet to settle on his back as John stretched with elaborate unconcern between them, a prelude to evacuation. When Will reached out to brush Tom’s bare arm, the cat took his cue from experience and jumped off the bed to head for the laundry basket.


    “Alone at last,” Will said.


    Tom didn’t pretend to misunderstand. He turned his head on the pillow toward Will. “I’m sorry.” He frowned. On edge. “I didn’t think you’d mind with a case on. I wanted to offer Cam a chance to save a few quid. He’s still getting out of hock to his agency.”


    Most models—male models in particular, who were much lower paid than females—took on a lot of debt to try to establish a career. Some did modeling jobs for nothing, trying to pay their agencies back. Some never managed. But Will would have thought Cam was successful enough to be solvent by now.


    “He wants a UK agent,” Tom went on. “To get some work out of London. Pez is interested.” He pulled a face. “So’s Nora.”


    “Oh. The ferret in Chanel strikes back.”


    Tom’s expression finally brightened with genuine amusement and he turned on to his side to face Will. “She calls Pez, ‘Peter.’ Occasionally, ‘Pete.’”


    Will winced. He thought he was putting up a pretty convincing try at normality. “She looks so harmless too.”


    “Noooo. They’re evenly matched. King Kong versus Godzilla.” Tom’s grin widened. He seemed to be relaxing too. “Cam hasn’t even started hawking himself round other agencies yet, so they could both lose out.”


    “Was it a spur-of-the-moment thing for him then?” Will asked at last. “Coming to London?”


    There was a flutter of wariness in Tom’s eyes as he met Will’s. He could see some other solid emotion in them. Something almost shifty, like embarrassment. Or shame.


    “Remember I mentioned he lives with the photographer on the Armani shoot? Ken Schuler?”


    “Yeah,” Will said. He could feel his nerves stretching like elastic. Waiting for whatever had put that expression in Tom’s eyes. “The guy who’s always jealous.”


    It was one of the many details Tom had mentioned about Cam on the phone. He remembered thinking it was an unfortunate character trait for someone seeing a model. And he should know.


    “Well.” Tom paused, then blurted: “Ken got the impression Cam and I are fucking. And they had a fight.”


    “A fight?” Fucking.


    Tom nodded, head still on the pillow. “Hotel security. . . yelling and scuffling in the hallway. . . PR rousted out of bed to stop the police getting involved. The whole nine yards. Fuck it was awful. Ken was out of control, screaming things . . . I mean Cam was fine—he trains every day. But after that, he wanted some space to let things calm down with Ken. He’d been planning to talk to London agencies anyway. So he tagged along when I left.”


    Will stared at him in disbelief. “So. Let me get this straight: Cam’s boyfriend thought he was cheating on him with you. So Cam thought the best plan, to ‘let things calm down,’ was to disappear abroad. With you. How is that calming anything down?”


    Tom frowned. “He wanted to get away.” His tone was stiff. “And I can’t blame him.”


    Tom had more than enough experience after all, of obsessed, jealous lovers. Will drew in a bracing breath through his nose and sighed it out. He may as well go for it.


    “Someone sent me a couple of photos of you and Cam. From a U.S. number. I admit I thought they came from Melanie, but now . . . my money’s on Ken.”


    Tom froze, before his expression closed. “Of me and Cam?” His tone was cautious. “Doing . . . what?”


    “Sleeping. Laughing. They looked intimate.”


    Tom frowned. “Intimate? Sleeping? Let me see!”


    Will groped for his phone on the bedside cabinet and pulled up the images. For a few moments they regarded them silently together.


    “Yeah. I can see why he sent them,” Will said. His voice was soft. “If he wanted to warn me. Or cause trouble for you.”


    Tom’s frown resolved to outrage. “Falling asleep on set . . . .” he scoffed. “It’s not exactly professional but we all do it if it’s taking too long to set up. Ken should know it means nothing. He’s totally paranoid!”


    The denial was so dismissive that something in Will wanted to challenge it, to point out that those photos, and both times he’d watched Tom and Cam interacting without knowing they were being observed . . . it was easy to see why an insecure man would draw those conclusions. Not least because Cam was obviously in pursuit, and Tom must know it, though he could be remarkably blind at times to other peoples’ feelings. Conveniently blind, Will used to think.


    He wanted to explain why Tom’s instant connection with Cam had rung alarm bells with him as well, when Tom had started to talk about him too much. And why the warning noise had got louder. Because Tom never made friends with other models, far less, hungry rising stars like Cam.


    He wanted to tell Tom what he’d just worked out himself: that maybe Cam was attractive to Tom because he personified the glittering alternate life Tom had now been reminded of. And through Cam, perhaps Tom was finally coming to admit to himself the life he really wanted, as the trauma of being stalked and manipulated dulled in his memory.


    Or maybe, Will was as paranoid and jealous as bloody Ken.


    He said instead, “The question is, how that guy would get the number of a British police-issue phone.”


    Tom’s brows knotted together, then he winced. “Shit. You’re down as my emergency contact. Address and phone number. Ken’d have access.”


    Which explained it.


    “What if he follows Cam over here?” he asked.


    Tom looked incredulous “No way. He’s too busy. Cam said he has back-to-back shoots coming up. In a week or two he’ll realize he made a massive tit of himself and beg Cam to come back.”


    Will thought again about the way Cam looked at Tom.


    “And will he go?”


    Tom gave a leonine stretch which rolled him on to his back.


    “I doubt it.” With his muscular slender grace, he reminded Will of exactly that—a lion, golden and lazy and sure of his power. “But Ken has lots of friends . . . lots of contacts. Influence.”


    “So, he’d go back to a possibly violent, sexually possessive man . . . to use his business clout?” How stupid . . . how venal was that?


    Tom shrugged dismissively. “If he went back, they’d be using each other.” It was cynical and matter-of-fact—like the old Tom—Will thought sickly. The Tom who’d viewed romantic love as a dangerous trap only idiots fell into. The Tom who’d left Will behind without a backward glance.


    On reflex, he snaked a hand down and grabbed Tom’s wrist. But Tom seemed oblivious to his turmoil. His eyebrows rose in surprise.


    “I thought you’d be too tired.”


    But Will could hear the caution there. Sense the ambivalence.


    For a second Will almost backed away, but something in Tom’s watchful expression made him slide across a few inches and lean up on one elbow, looking down at him.


    “I’ve got my second wind.” He pressed the erection he’d barely been aware he had, against Tom’s hip very briefly. To his relief Tom made a sound of surprised approval.


    There was a low level burn of apprehension in Will’s gut and it felt as if it had been there on and off since Tom had first started to talk about Cam too much. Will just wanted it gone.


    But it wasn’t his choice in the end. He couldn’t own Tom. No one owned anyone.


    To Will’s relief, Tom slid a hand round his neck and pulled him down into a kiss, and he went with it, moving his lips softly over Tom’s for a quiet moment. But the kiss leveled up to famished in seconds. It had been awhile. And Will could only feel gladness that Tom’s distance seemed to have evaporated; that his desire was evident.


    His hands lodged in Will’s hair to hold him still for his hungry tongue, and Will slid his hands under Tom’s arched waist to grope his magnificent arse. They snogged with no gentleness, as if they’d both been deprived of touch for months. Finally, Tom pushed up, still kissing, and tipped Will onto his back, straddling him in a smooth movement, bum on Will’s groin.


    It was part of who they were in bed, both wrestling for control, both ceding it; both, dominant and yielding.


    Tom ran avid hands over Will’s chest, up over his smooth shoulders and biceps, back down to his sparsely haired pectorals.


    “God,” he muttered. He grinned slyly up into Will’s eyes. “Still the prettiest.”


    It was an old joke from their first try at a relationship, tied also now to Will’s complex feelings of love and despair through their shaky, agonizing reawakening the summer before. Maybe Tom shared the nostalgia.


    Will dragged him down for another kiss, trying to drive away the melancholy the memories created, and Tom went with it enthusiastically. The kiss didn’t break even when Will braced his feet and rolled them over again, until he was on top.


    Tom’s voice sounded strained with arousal when he finally dragged his mouth from under Will’s “What would you like? A quick suck?”


    Will snorted. “Oh you old romantic, you.”


    Tom poked his side with a sharp finger. “Hey! I’m trying to be considerate,” he protested. He thought for a second. “Or you could just lie there while I have at it.”


    “Attractive as that sounds . . . .” Will grinned. “Can I fuck you?”


    He knew it may not be the best idea, given the roil of possessiveness and fear of loss in him. But he needed it. He really needed it.


    Tom’s eyes looked dark in the soft wash of lamplight, pupils almost concealing the paleness of his irises.


    “Well.” He looked suddenly very somber. “The truth is . . . .” He slid a hand round Will’s neck again and leaned up to whisper a difficult secret. “I’ve seriously missed your cock.”


    “Just my cock?” Will asked, equally solemn.


    “You know better than that,” Tom said tenderly. “I really missed your arse too.”


    Will barked another laugh and Tom flopped back, looking ridiculously pleased with himself.


    The feelings in Will’s chest crested and swelled. They were so good together, in bed and out; so much on the same wavelength. Why was he letting anything undermine it?


    “Onto your front.” His voice was hoarse with desire.


    Tom’s eyes widened. “Well . . . this is all unexpectedly energetic Detective Inspector. I thought Alec might have worn you out on the camp . . . .”


    Will rolled him over onto his front until his face was smooshed into the pillow, still trying to talk, his bum on tempting display. Then he fished a half-used tube of lube and a condom from Tom’s bedside table and threw them on the bed.


    Will sat back and took in the sight of him, his blond hair concealing his face; his flawless, muscular back, all wide, tanned shoulders and small waist. The unusually ample swell of his arse. His long, well-muscled thighs, lower legs covered by the duvet. Will couldn’t help but stroke both palms down that sleek perfect body like a masseur, over Tom’s back and into the dip of his waist and then over the smooth firm cheeks of his backside.


    “Hands and knees,” he said thickly.


    Tom obeyed at once. Will’s cock got impossibly harder. In reality, Tom was the polar opposite of submissive, or obedient. He fought life and love all the way. But they balanced perfectly. Neither of them was exclusively one thing or the other.


    In fact, Tom had never allowed anyone to fuck him before Will and he’d been on edge about it all through their first relationship. And when Tom left him, Will had tormented himself, imagining Tom with other men, in that act in particular; other men seeing Tom like that. Other men fucking him. He hadn’t been able to rationalize it, other than primitive caveman possessiveness. And when Tom told him after they got back together that he’d only tried it once with someone else, and he hadn’t liked it, it had soothed something raw. It meant something to Will that he was reluctant to name.


    But every time he had Tom, Will felt in those seconds of pure sex, as if he were claiming his place, and he’d never wanted anything as badly. Tonight more than ever, when some blind instinct kept telling him it was slipping through his hands.


    Conversely, Tom’s uneasiness with being fucked had less to do with the act of taking another man’s cock into his body—which Tom had very obviously loved the first time Will had done it—it was more, in Will’s opinion, the issues of power and trust that affected his views of relationships.


    He knelt upright behind Tom’s braced body and leaned forward to pull apart the cheeks of his arse. Tom gasped, his muscles stiffening in anticipation. Will studied Tom’s cleft, the pristine pink clench of his anus, the total absence of hair.


    “Still waxing,” he murmured with amusement. He kissed one cheek of Tom’s bum.


    Tom flinched as if he’d been burned.


    “A promise is a promise,” he said, voice wire-tight.


    “In there though,” Will wondered as he stroked the cleft again. “It must be agony.”


    Tom pushed back, pressing his bum impatiently into Will’s hands. “You like it though,” he said with meaning.


    “Well, I don’t know,” Will said doubtfully. “They missed a big bit.”


    “Where?” Tom tried to push upright but Will dived in at once, laughing, to lick over the nerve-rich anus with the flat of his tongue.


    Tom yelled, as Will had intended—a mixture of outrage, surprise and arousal.


    “Bastard!’ Tom moaned, half laughing. Will licked again. Tom’s stiff arms gave way, leaving him balanced on his forearms, head hanging, bum in the air, ready for use.


    He’d used the shower gel Will bought for himself, though the bathroom was filled with a bewildering array of Tom’s own grooming products. High-end freebies, mostly, sent to Tom as a potential social media influencer. Instead, Tom had chosen to smell like Will. And Will loved it.


    He grasped Tom’s hips in both hands, and went to work.


    He played his tongue skilfully over the smooth, sensitive skin of the cleft, teasing, tickling, arousing, until Tom was begging him loudly to get on with it. Then he began to ease in, stimulating and softening the guardian muscle.


    His own dick was hard as iron, brushing tormentingly against the sheets.


    When he pulled back, his jaw was sore and Tom’s hole looked soft and wet with spit, clenching on nothing.


    Tom was breathing heavily, his muscles trembling, erection and balls hanging swollen between his spread thighs.


    Will closed his eyes against the image and grabbed the base of his own hard-on, to try to ease the pressure building inexorably in his groin.


    He fumbled for the foil square on the sheet beside Tom’s knee, ripped it clumsily open and slid the condom on to his dick. Then he squirted a gout of lube on to his palm and coated his shaft with as light a touch as he could manage.


    “Fuck . . . .” Tom sounded desperate. “What’re you doing? Come on.”


    And Will found he needed that desperation; he needed it even more than he needed to fuck.


    He shuffled into position, the head of his latex-covered penis dragging over the skin of Tom’s thighs and arse.


    “Come on what?” He sounded bizarrely in control, considering his heart-hammering arousal. For good measure he gave one cheek of Tom’s buttocks a firm smack watching the flesh jiggle with the impact.


    Tom made a strangled noise and spread his thighs wider. His willingness made Will’s dick ache even more.


    But, “Come on, what?” Will repeated. He put a hand between Tom’s shoulders and pressed. Stay down.


    Tom moaned loudly, and it sounded wildly aroused.


    Domination even as pale as this was a Pandora’s box neither of them had tried to open before.


    But then Tom barked, “Stop bloody dicking around and fucking fuck me!”


    Will made a sound of strangled amusement, though he wasn’t remotely surprised. Tom really didn’t take naturally to submission. And Will almost pulled his controlling hand away.


    But something made him keep going. Maybe the quality of that first moan.


    “You want to take my fuck,” he said clearly. “So what d’you say?”


    “For fuck’s sake!” Inevitably. Tom began to try to struggle upright against Will’s hand. “Jesus!” he spat.


    Will pushed down between his shoulder blades and slid his erection upright between the cheeks of Tom’s arse. Tom stilled and wriggled against it.


    “Wrong answer,” Will said tightly.


    “Will,” Tom groaned and clenched the formidable muscles of his arse round the pole of flesh between his cheeks. The perfection of his profile was sharp and lovely against the purity of the pillow, like some tormented angel. “Please. Will. Let me.”


    Will closed his eyes again and gritted his teeth, before pulling his hips back an inch of two to free his erection and grab it in one hand to position the head against the dimple of Tom’s anus.


    “Let you what?”


    Tom made a sound close to a whimper. “Let me take your cock.”


    And at last Will began to push inside, past the first tight rings of muscles, deeper. Tom moaned again, a high sharp noise of intense pleasure and satisfaction.


    Will released a sharp exhale as he slid inside, pushing in to the tight dense heat; out again, then back, deeper until his whole length was buried, Tom’s hole stretched pinkly round the base and his balls rested against Tom’s arse.


    He leaned a little further over Tom’s back and slid his hand up into Tom’s long pale-silk hair, gripping a handful, tugging lightly again. Tom’s head fell back obediently.


    “How does it feel?” Will asked. “Tell me.” He tugged on Tom’s hair again, as if he was pulling on a horse’s reins.


    “Big,” Tom slurred. “Stuffed full.”


    And there was the bad porn dialogue they teased each other with when they were messing around. It shouldn’t feel so powerful now. Will pulled back a little, tried to shift his hips to angle himself differently for maximum pleasure and fucked in again. Tom howled. And Will couldn’t pretend to hold back anymore.


    He started to dick into him, hard and fast, and he felt as if his whole body was ablaze with its pleasure. He wanted to get in deeper, deeper than he could ever manage, so that Tom could never forget how it felt to have Will inside him. And Tom stayed still and shaking under him, not touching his own bobbing erection, held by the fist in his hair, and took it . . . no longer speaking or moaning, just making incoherent sounds of encouragement as Will pumped into him.


    Will wanted badly to mark him to suck bruises into his skin, but the power of the impulse in itself stopped him. Nothing though, could temper the controlling possessiveness of his fuck.


    He wanted Cam to hear.


    He accepted that in the moment—that he’d driven Tom to be as loud as he could make him. He didn’t have the attention to give to feeling shame about it.


    “Feels so fucking good,” Will panted out each word in time with his thrusts and he could sense the first fluttering contractions of Tom’s imminent orgasm round his shaft. But he managed somehow to slide his hand under Tom’s belly and grip his cock, squeezing and tugging.


    “Come,” he said. “Come for me. Tom.”


    And Tom, already trembling on the edge, howled and began to shudder and spurt all over his own belly and Will’s hand and the sheets beneath him.


    Will came a thrust or two later, emptying his balls into the condom with so much force he felt as if his heart was going to shudder to a stop, his body turning inside out with the force of his ecstasy.


    They froze for a few moments in the absolute bliss of aftermath, hauling in oxygen, then Tom collapsed flat onto his front, and the movement dragged Will’s cock partly out of him. They both groaned. Will grasped the base of the condom with rubber fingers and pulled the rest of the way back.


    He sat back then, dazed, on his heels, still holding the condom over his deflating cock, and slowly came back to earth, to face the embarrassing impulses that fuck had unearthed. Like turning over a stone to see things scuttling away from the light.


    The petty need to stage that loud, domineering fuck to prove to Cam that Tom wanted him. To prove it to himself.


    Tom loathed anyone thinking they could own him. Will sat still and his stomach grew cold with dread, bracing himself for Tom’s reaction.


    It seemed to take a very long time for Tom to animate himself to roll over. But it was probably only seconds. He peered up at Will.


    And then, amazingly, he gave a mocking grin.


    “So,” he said. “That was hot as fuck.” He gave another of the feline stretches that had set the whole thing off and his grin widened. He looked happy Will realized, in a way he hadn’t looked since he got back. Replete and satisfied and untroubled. Maybe he’d just needed sex. “If you’d thought ahead . . . you could have worn the uniform.”


    Will made a sound of amused outrage, but he had to say, “I should have asked your permission first.”


    “If I didn’t like it,” Tom said simply, “I’d have said and you’d have stopped.” And he frowned slightly then, as if he couldn’t believe Will didn’t know that.


    His trust warmed Will to the core. They staggered into the ensuite on wobbly legs and wiped themselves down, then made it back to bed and cuddled up together on Will’s side, away from the wet patch.


    “God, I really needed that,” Tom said, contentedly languid, head on Will’s shoulder.


    Will squeezed the arm he cradled round him, in agreement.


    He was aware they hadn’t talked about anything important. They’d fallen back on sex instead. But at that moment he couldn’t regret it. The ostrich approach was popular for good reason.


    He was almost asleep, mind and body finally relaxed and slipping into neutral, no more room for the emotions that had dug at him.


    “I have to go on the telly tomorrow,” he thought to murmur just as he began to slide under.


    There was a sleepy pause then Tom’s head rose. “You have to what?” He dug an elbow into Will’s side.


    “Witness roadshow,” Will mumbled, eyes still closed. His tongue felt thick and clumsy. “With Ingham.”


    The silence that followed was abrupt and dense enough to cut through the haze of imminent sleep and to crack one of Will’s eyes open.


    Tom was looking at him, not trying to fight down a shit-eating grin.


    “What?” Will asked warily.


    Tom laughed out loud and then cuddled closer.


    “Oh, this is going to be so good,” he crowed.


    9


    The sky was a uniform leaden gray. In the distance, across the river Thames, the clock hands of Big Ben moved inexorably toward disaster.


    Eleven a.m.


    The program went live at eleven.


    Will took a deep breath of river air, mixed heavily with exhaust fumes. The crew had set up on a wide area of pavement at the east end of Westminster Bridge beside the South Bank Lion, a large coade-stone statue set on a plinth in a wide, paved alcove. It was all very picturesque, with the Thames and the Houses of Parliament in the background. Like a semaphored shorthand to say, “London.”


    Ingham and Will stood in the plinth’s shadow with two officers from other boroughs, hiding. Will couldn’t help but acknowledge it.


    They were all dressed in their best suits with coats on top, faces covered with foundation, all trying to look calm. Ingham actually looked nauseous. For all she could handle press conferences and MPS meetings with aplomb, James had confided that something about the prospect of doing set-piece live TV unraveled her steel nerves. Until they got on air, and then she was fine. Will could only hope he’d be fine too.


    You couldn’t undo live TV. You couldn’t request an edit if you said something disastrously wrong.


    And the whole concept of doing TV anyway, offended his nature. Will had never enjoyed being the center of attention . . . not reading out his essays at seminars at uni; hell he remembered hating standing up in front of his class in primary school to talk about his hamster.


    “So I’ll start with the Isleworth stabbing and you do the West Ken one,” Ingham muttered to him, for what felt like the twentieth time. Will nodded anyway. The floor manager had talked them through it already. They’d be the first item. The presenter would introduce a prepared film covering both crimes, and then come to them off the back of it. Ingham first, then him. They hadn’t even been his bloody cases.


    It’s only daytime TV. No one’s watching. It’s only daytime TV.


    From the time he’d woken up beside a still zonked Tom, Will had repeated the mantra, and held onto it through his meeting with Ingham in her office to go over their scripts. He’d clung to it as he drove them both to Westminster Bridge, and through Catherine’s smug welcome, and makeup, and the floor manager’s peptalk.


    The sound of laughter jarred him from his preoccupation. The presenter was giggling with a soundman who was fitting her with a microphone pack, just outside one of the massive Outdoor Broadcast vans.


    Will watched with an envy that came close to dislike. The woman was about to go on live national TV, and she was laughing.


    She was a slender, glossy blond—far more beautiful than the usual TV presenter unthreatening level of attractiveness. And perhaps she sensed his glower, because she glanced toward the plinth.


    Will felt a tug of recognition—not unexpected, given her profession. But he realized then that he didn’t just recognize her from TV. She’d been at Magnus’s party, barely covered by a slip of gray silk. Now she wore a no-nonsense dark trouser suit.


    Their eyes met and her laughter sank at once to a sympathetic smile that made Will wonder how bad they all looked. He’d been trying his best to hide his nerves behind a lack of expression.


    The woman said something to the soundman, who threw a glance in the direction of the waiting officers and smirked. Then he attached a microphone to her lapel and stepped back.


    The woman strolled toward them and Will watched her approach with an automatic appreciation of her beauty, and intense apprehension about what she was going to say to them. Ingham and he both stayed silent as the presenter chatted to the other two officers first, both broadcasting virgins, like Will. There was a DS from Westminster called Joyce, and Andy, a chubby, bearded PC from Lewisham.


    Then the woman turned to Ingham. “Jo. We met very briefly at James’s party! It’s lovely to have you on the program. You’ll be a pro at this after Crimewatch though.” Her accent was neutral. Expensive. Ingham visibly thawed. “And you’re Will? Emily Dalton.” Will took her proferred hand. Her grip was firm. She had beautiful, thick-lashed dark brown eyes, unusual and striking with the pale color of her hair. “I saw you at the party too. I was Catherine’s plus one.”


    “How’re you enjoying doing the roadshow?” Ingham sounded better. More herself.


    “Oh, I love it! It’s such an opportunity. We have the diving unit on tomorrow!” Emily grinned at her, then she said to Will: “Catherine strong-armed you into this, didn’t she?”


    Will shot a speaking glance at Ingham. “Let’s say I didn’t volunteer.”


    “None of us did,” Ingham said tartly. “We’re all human sacrifices to public outreach.”


    “Well,” Emily said to all of the group. “For any people who haven’t done live broadcasting before, my tip is not to accept what’s happening. The cameras are just bits of metal, with people moving them around. The audience doesn’t exist. They’re in the ether. Just focus on what you can see and hear.”


    Will frowned. Self-delusion wasn’t a strong point.


    “It pays to have no imagination,” Emily finished. Will sighed and rubbed his forehead. Emily though chatted on to all of them about her addiction to TV cop shows and her disastrous efforts at chopping onions like Gordon Ramsey the night before, and the history of the South Bank lion. She was funny and clever and kind, and Will, as he watched her in action, putting people at ease, couldn’t help but feel a tug of attraction, and the automatic guilt that went with it.


    When he thought about it, she was the first woman he could say he’d really noticed that way since Tom had come back into his life. But Emily was hard not to react to—Andy looked ready to roll onto his back in the desperate hope she’d tickle his tummy. Of course, charisma and accessibility were vital currency for a TV presenter. The ability to seem like the best friend you didn’t know you needed. Almost the opposite of models, whose value seemed to derive from unattainability.


    When Big Ben finally struck eleven and they went on-air, Will watched as Emily took her cue and began to talk animatedly to the camera, all her attention focused on it, exactly as if she were chatting to a person. Then Matt, her copresenter in the studio, took over for his own introduction.


    Ingham and Will were the first items on, and Ingham was practically vibrating while their crime reconstruction videotape was playing. But once she began to talk, she seemed her usual confident self. When it came to Will’s turn, he tried to take Emily’s advice and ignore the camera. He reeled off his prepared answers exactly as if he were answering a non-hostile reporter in the street, while Emily nodded gravely and radiated encouragement and appropriate reverence for the law.


    After all the waiting and tension, it was over in what seemed like seconds. Then Will and Ingham were ushered off the set, handed wet wipes to remove their makeup and freed into the wild.


    Will felt almost stunned by the swiftness of it, like emerging from the exam hall after a terrifying test which had taken months of preparation.


    He retreated with Ingham to the shadow of the lion’s plinth.


    “It’s times like this, I wish I smoked,” he muttered with feeling.


    Ingham threw him a quick sideway glance. “You didn’t look worried.”


    “I will never ever laugh at Jamie again.”


    “He’ll appreciate the company next time the whole unit takes the piss,” Ingham replied.


    Will made a sound of pained amusement and they relaxed into companionable silence as they watched the rest of the show progress, two colleagues who’d come through the fire together.


    Emily was talking animatedly to Joyce, waving an elegant hand marred only by the sticking plasters that covered her onion wounds, when Ingham asked, almost idly. “So, tell me what happened with June.”


    Will took a moment to process that, and to formulate a reply.


    “She’s . . . it’s like there’s no one in there. The only moment she seemed alive was to say she wanted to be left alone. And she must be close to twenty-five stones.” Ingham turned her head to him then, eyes wide. “What was she like when you knew her?” Will asked


    Ingham frowned and turned her gaze back to Emily and Joyce.


    “Sullen,” she said after a second’s pause. “Angry. Incredibly angry. And then . . . cooperative, when she realized she wasn’t goin’ to wriggle out of it.” She shrugged. “Thirteen years is a long time in a place like Bronzefield.” They both stood in silence for a minute, then Ingham sighed. “Look, all this is doing is stirring up old bones. We have a brand-new corpse to deal with.”


    But Will couldn’t help saying stubbornly, “Her DNA was there, Boss.”


    “Then it was an anomaly,” Ingham snapped, patience instantly gone. “Fucking hell, I might have expected this from Jamie but . . . .” She scowled and pressed her lips together, as if she were trying to beat down her temper.


    “But what?” Will bit out and he realized he was now in a confrontation with his superior officer. Just like old times. He just hadn’t expected it would happen with Ingham. But he went on with stubborn defiance, “If you know Jamie would pursue this, why wouldn’t I?”


    “Because . . .” Ingham turned her whole body toward him. She huffed with impatience. “Look . . . Jamie’s a natural detective, a brilliant one even. An instinctive one. But, he’s a white knight. An idealist, one hundred percent by the book, no stone unturned. Nothing can change that, and I wouldn’t want to. But you . . . for all your criminology degree, you are a natural copper, and that’s pretty fucking rare.” She shook her head slightly, a movement of frustration. “I thought you understood the compromises we have to make every day, to get just. . . .The best result we can manage. The shit, split-second decisions we have to take.” She held his gaze effortlessly. “This thing . . . whatever it is, it can’t be some ‘what if?’ to theorize over in a seminar. Yeah, it’s fascinating but we don’t have the time or resources or manpower to . . . to stumble round this murder looking for crazy possibilities, just so we’ve crossed every t. You checked in with June, and she denies all knowledge. That’s enough to cover us in a trial. We may never know how her DNA got there. And that’s shit. But we have to focus on the live avenues, likely ones. Because if we don’t, the next case’ll steamroller over this one. You know that. I’m amazed you’d be the one to forget it.”


    Her large, clever, slightly protuberant eyes blazed into his, and Will couldn’t argue with a thing she’d said.


    It was all true, and he felt a sudden, unworthy sense of reprieve, like being excused a horrendous project by a teacher through no fault of his own.


    The unit genuinely didn’t have time to reexamine June’s case. He had to accept Daria’s would be an imperfect investigation, because pursuing “perfect” could destroy their chances of finding the killer.


    And Will didn’t need to feel anymore now, like some snitch, undermining and digging around his own colleagues’ work.


    “We have the possibility it was punishment by Daria’s bosses,” Ingham went on steadily. “The possibility she tried blackmail and it backfired. The possibility the intended victim was the sex worker who should have been in the walk-up. The possibility it was personal. You can solve the mystery of the dodgy DNA when you’re in your retirement home. Or better yet, let forensics figure out their own mistakes, and you keep focused on Daria, and the people who decided to make her dead.”


    “Jo! Will! Thank you so much!” They’d sunk so deep into their hushed conversation that neither of them noticed that the program had ended or that Catherine had descended from the OB van to gush over everyone involved. “You were marvelous!”


    Ingham held Will’s eyes for a moment longer then turned to Catherine with a broad smile.


    “Just glad it’s over for another series,” Ingham said amiably. “I don’t think Will’s cut out to be a show pony either.”


    “Once was definitely enough,” Will agreed, but he was still fixed on what Ingham had said, trying to process it. Trying to understand why it felt both right and pragmatic given the realities of policing in the Met now, and at the same time as if he was running away from something because it was difficult. Something from which Ingham had implied James, with his uncomplicated morality, wouldn’t flinch.


    “You haven’t looked at social media yet have you?” Catherine asked, and something about her twinkling self-satisfaction snapped Will back to the moment with a clear sense of doom, seconds before she turned the iPad she carried and pointed the screen at them. Someone had collected tweets, with attached gifs.


    “A selection from on-air,” Catherine announced.


    If I confessed would that hot dark-haired cop do a home visit? #comeandgetme #witnessroadshow


    Where the fuck do @BBCWitness find their cops? They don’t look anything like that round my way.


    So is DI Foster single? Asking for a friend. #witnessroadshow


    @realemilydalton Back off the future father of my children.


    Just let someone look at me the way @realemilydalton looked at DI Foster on #witnessroadshow.


    Cannot believe the UST on Witness! @realemilydalton and the beautiful cop. It’s so cute!


    It was daytime TV, Will told himself pathetically, one last time.


    He felt ill reading the reactions, flushed with a mixture of disbelief, embarrassment and panic, but when he shot an appalled look at Ingham, she was trying badly to contain her amusement.


    “UST,” Catherine said. “That’s ‘unresolved sexual tension’.”


    “I know,” Will said, through gritted teeth. Ingham snorted and pressed her lips tight together.


    Catherine sailed on. “Well, you were a godsend to our social media engagement markers. Just as I thought. The #hotcop effect.”


    Ingham snorted again. No way this humiliation wasn’t getting back to the office. Will had endured all the jokes about getting a piece of meat reaction, like James’s, but he hadn’t actually believed it would happen.


    “You’re both coming to the lunch,” Catherine said, a statement rather than a question.


    But Ingham explained a car was coming to take her to catch a train. And Will said he had to get back to the office at once. They retreated together as Catherine insisted she’d be in touch.


    “Oh dear,” Ingham gloated as they walked toward a dark saloon, waiting further along Belvedere Road. “Hot cop 2.”


    Will was still too traumatized to begin to conjure up a defense.


    By the time he’d reached his own car, parked in a multistory on York Road, he’d begun to calm down. But he had to talk himself into switching his phone on again.


    Immediately it began to ping and kept on pinging as he opened the car door and slid into the driver’s seat. Then he sat scowling at the home screen as it finally. . . finally slowed to a halt. There were a lot of notifications from the office. Texts from his mum, his mum’s friend, an ex-girlfriend, Mark Nimmo, Will’s extended family and Tom. He opened that one.


    You were great. Very authoritative. Looked like you’d been doing it forever. X


    Will read it again and his chest felt warmer. Because Tom had known instinctively that was what he’d cared about: doing the task professionally and not letting the unit, or their cases, down. And he realized that was why Catherine and her tweets had rattled him so much. His contribution had been reduced to . . . superficiality, as if it didn’t matter what he’d said.


    Will couldn’t fathom how Tom, with a mind as focused as his, could stand the world he’d worked in. Still worked in.


    Or maybe Will just needed to regain a sense of humor. He’d laughed enough at James, and James had probably felt the same way he did right now.


    He clicked open a message from Salt, letting him know the lab had again matched June’s stored DNA sample from 2006, with the sample taken at Ricky’s crime scene. So that was one more fantastic possibility killed off. June had definitely done it.


    But then, in the mess of notifications on his home screen he spotted one he’d almost missed—a call from Hansen’s mobile. He just hoped to hell she wasn’t calling to tell him she’d been watching.


    She picked up almost immediately.


    “Will,” she said. “Thanks for getting back to me; I know you were busy this morning. The director at Bronzefield has called to inform me that Ava Burchill was attacked early this morning.” Will’s eyes fixed, staring at the concrete wall in front of his windscreen. “She’s in the hospital and she’s asked to talk to you.”


    “Me?” Will parroted, to end his moments of blank disbelief. Then a wave of familiar outrage crashed in behind. “Not her brother?” The psychopath Ava had served like some kind of religious enforcer, worshiping at his altar. “Not you?” Who’d hid David Burchill for years under a government anonymity program as successful model agency owner Nick Haining. Who was shielding him still, under yet another identity—unbelievably, outrageously, free—living a brand-new life in France. “She wants me.”


    “Yes,” Hansen said. “Aren’t you curious?” It was as if she didn’t hear the unfettered hostility in his voice, as if she didn’t understand what he was really saying, or the tone he should not be using to a superior officer. She always had ignored what suited her. “In any case, you know Nick can’t travel abroad without special permission.” Because to her he was still ‘Nick,’ the civilized identity under which she’d known him.


    “Your permission,’ Will accused. “He should be behind bars.” And it all felt fresh again—the personal betrayal and disappointment he’d felt when he’d first heard about the convenient deal she’d negotiated for David—Nick. Tom’s horrified anger and distress.


    “I do understand this affects you personally,” Hansen said. The cool, almost bored understatement of it took Will’s breath. “But you’re not some civilian who doesn’t understand the criminal justice system. You’re well aware Nick had already wrongly served longer than he’d have got for aiding and abetting as far as he did. It’s how fair sentencing works.”


    Will clenched his hands, white-knuckle tight on the steering wheel until he thought he’d rip it off its moorings through sheer, blind frustration. But the simple truth was that nothing had convinced Hansen that Nick had ever been any more than an ineffectual bystander to his sister’s madness.


    “I’ve organized clearance,” Hansen went on. “So you can go straight there. I’d like an immediate briefing when the meeting is over.”


    “The DCI’s away,” Will protested. “She’s left me in charge and I have a murder case to. . . .”


    “I appreciate you taking the time,” Hansen said. And that was that. Anything that impacted on Nick was going to come near the top of Hansen’s priorities.


    “Ma’am,” Will said bitterly, and switched on the engine.
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    The last time Will had seen Ava Burchill, she was being led out to a police car after trying to kill him. And Tom. She and her unholy ally Carys Rolfe had come within a whisker of killing them both.


    The previous summer, Ava had carried out a grotesque campaign of strategic violence and gaslighting aimed at destabilizing Tom; to tear him down him until he finally surrendered himself to the brother she worshiped.


    There had been no need for either himself or Tom to give evidence at her trial, because she’d pleaded guilty to multiple murders and they’d deliberately ignored her sentencing hearing. They’d played football in the park instead.


    But in Will’s memory she had remained . . . familiar. Jena Haining, as she’d called herself then—tall and statuesque, elegantly dressed, with discreet makeup and a feathery bob, dyed an on-trend pale pink. A successful PA in her brother’s modeling agency; a pitch-perfect projection of youthful efficiency in an image-led industry.


    Now she lay cuffed to a bed in a hospital room in Chertsey, her forehead and hands swathed in bandages like a victim of cartoon violence. Will wouldn’t have recognized her if he hadn’t been guided to her bed. What he could see of her hair beneath the bandages, was mid brown and she was bird thin. Frail and plain, her pink feathers gone.


    The investigating officer, a weary middle-aged DI from Surrey Police, told Will that her hands were covered in defensive wounds and that a name had been carved into her forehead. “Max.”


    To Ava, ordering the murder and mutilation of gangland IT wizard Max Perry had been nothing more than one more means to an end. Collateral damage. But Max had been Eddie Butts’s brother. It was inevitable Eddie would use his connections to reach behind bars and to take his revenge.


    “Ava?”


    She shifted restlessly and winced, but she didn’t open her eyes. Will could have almost felt pity, if he hadn’t known what she’d done. “You asked to see me.”


    And he’d just spent one and three quarter valuable hours getting here—time he should have spent working Daria’s case. Just to reassure Hansen that nothing would rock the boat.


    Ava’s eyes fluttered open, and at last she was familiar.


    “Will,” she said on a breath. Her voice sounded thin. Her eyes were large and wondering. Dark blue, like her brother’s eyes. “You came. I didn’t know if you would.”


    Will kept his expression enigmatic, giving no emotion away. But talking to her was bringing it all back, though the nightmares had faded months ago.


    The unreachable determination in her eyes as she’d inflicted relentless agony to paralyze him. Lying helpless in gut terror and grief, watching Tom’s execution.


    “Why did you ask to see me?” His tone was harsh.


    Ava swallowed, and swallowed again. “I . . . I wouldn’t have bothered you unless I had to.” Meek. Timid. She’d always been good at getting people on her side. “They said you’re a policeman again. How’s Tommy?” She asked it anxiously, as if she really cared.


    Will could feel his expression sliding toward outright loathing.


    “Alive,” he snapped. She pressed her lips hard together, and her lashes were wet, but she didn’t cry.


    He pulled his expression back to stone neutrality. The policeman in him asked, “You know who did this to you?”


    She looked at him with terrified eyes. “No.” But it held no conviction.


    “So you’re going to protect them?”


    Ava didn’t take her desperate, avid gaze off him. “I want to do the numbers.”


    Doing the numbers. What inmates called applying for Rule 45—segregation for prisoners with special concerns about their safety. It was used for sex offenders, jailed police officers, grasses. It was even more claustrophobic than main prison life. “Will you ask the Director for me?” Her voice quavered. “Or get Chris to?”


    Will glowered. Chris. Years of easy familiarity were in that name.


    “If you wanted to speak with AC Hansen,” he said. “You should have asked for her.”


    “I’m . . . look.” Her voice trembled. “I have to tell you something.”


    Will’s eyes narrowed. “All I want to hear is that you’re finally going to confess Nick was behind all you did.”


    “He wasn’t!”


    “Has he ever even visited you?” Will’s mouth curled with contempt.


    “You know he couldn’t.”


    “I know he wouldn’t, because he’ll always put himself first.”


    “No! He loves me. He loves Tom . . . so much it almost destroyed him!”


    “Love?” Will scoffed. “He has no idea what it means.”


    Ava glared at him, her face coloring with impotent outrage under the white bulk of the bandages. But then, her eyes widened as if someone had warned her and she visibly checked her anger. He could see her forcing calm.


    After a moment she said again, “I have to tell you something,” steadily, like repeating a learned line from a play. But Will registered that the emphasis was again on ‘have to.’ “I . . . need to talk to you alone. I won’t say it otherwise.”


    Will folded his arms and raised an unimpressed brow, but he nodded at the prison officer seated in a chair in the corner. The man glowered, but he got up and left.


    “So,” Will said. “Tell me.” Truthfully he’d had enough of the conversation before he’d even arrived.


    “You came here to talk to June Winton,” Ava said. Will frowned. He really hadn’t expected that. “You wanted help
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