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The car was now less than five hundred yards from the high, barbed-wire-topped fence that formed a barrier between the speeding Mercedes and the runway beyond.

The tall, heavy-lidded man in the back seat sat motionless, his eyes scanning the troops who had taken up position behind an army truck close to the fence. Every now and then he looked beyond them to the Cessna.

Three hundred yards.

A bullet struck the windscreen of the Mercedes.

The glass spider-webbed but the driver merely leaned forward and punched a hole through it. Warm air and dust rushed in.

The man in the passenger seat tightened his finger round the trigger of the Kalashnikov, raking the troops ahead. The assault rifle bucked venomously in his hand and it was all he could do to keep the weapon steady as the recoil shook it. Empty shell cases sprayed into the air and all over the car.

Two hundred yards.
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‘What survives myself? The brazen statue to o’erlook my grave, set on the promontory I named.’

Robert Browning


Marabana, twenty-seven miles east of
Freetown, Sierra Leone, West Africa

With the head severed, it was hard to guess the age of the corpse that lay in the bath.

In fact, so savage were the mutilations that had been performed on the rest of the body, a quick glance didn’t even immediately disclose its sex.

However, closer inspection would reveal that the body was female. Despite the fact that both breasts had been hacked off, there was enough of the ravaged mammary tissue left to testify to that.

The genital area had also been subjected to extensive butchery. Seven deep gashes, two of which had torn open the inside of the left thigh, had turned the area between the dead woman’s legs into little more than a blood-choked hole. Portions of the severed vaginal lips lay in the bottom of the bath like strips of raw steak.

The cracked enamel of the bath was coated with blood, as were the walls and floor of the bathroom. Great crimson arcs of arterial spray had spattered everywhere. Some of the red liquid had begun to congeal. The room looked and smelled like a slaughterhouse.

Splashes of blood led through into the bedroom. The floor there was bare wood and the red fluid had, in places, begun to seep into the porous material. The room was lit by the glow of more than two dozen candles, most of them arranged on the small wooden bedside cabinet and the bed itself. The pungent odour of blood mingled with the smell of burning wax.

And there was another odour too that helped to clog the air in the bedroom. It was the smell of human sweat.

Killing and slaughtering the girl had required more effort than was desirable in temperatures of over one hundred degrees.

The hotel room was barely cooled by a ceiling fan that turned slowly like the upturned rotor blades of a helicopter, doing little to affect the cloying heat. It served only to mix the array of odours that permeated the almost unbreathable air.

The tall man who knelt naked at the foot of the bed murmured quiet words and kept his gaze fixed on the severed head propped between candles on the pillows wedged against the wall. Beads of sweat ran down his face and his upper body, but he seemed neither to care nor to notice. He was content to continue mouthing words, his lips moving quickly, his heavy-lidded brown gaze never leaving the open eyes of the head he himself had cut from the girl’s body barely thirty minutes earlier.

The machete he’d used for the task lay close by him on the floor of the hotel bedroom. As well as the blood that covered the metal, there were small pieces of flesh on the cutting edge of the blade.

‘Kadiempembe.’

He spoke that one word softly, almost reverently. Then he lowered his head until his chin touched his sweat-slicked chest and closed his eyes.

The severed head regarded him indifferently, the dull glow of the candles reflected in the sightless, glassy orbs.

‘Kadiempembe.’

He raised his head a fraction and reached for the machete, gripping the handle in one large hand. He turned the blade towards his chest and pressed the cold metal gently against his flesh just below his left nipple. Murmuring something unintelligible under his breath, he prepared to cut.

He heard heavy footfalls on the stairs and then a noise outside the hotel room. He turned his head. Hesitant voices were audible outside the door and then came three hard bangs on the flimsy wooden partition.

The man gripped the machete tighter in his fist, the muscles at the side of his jaw pulsing angrily.

The door swung open.

There were two men standing there. Both were holding AK-47 assault rifles.

‘We must go,’ the first said, urgently, seemingly unperturbed by what he saw inside the hotel room.

Still holding the machete, the man in the room rose slowly, unconcerned by his own nakedness. He looked at each of the two armed men then nodded almost imperceptibly. However, he did not move from the end of the bed.

The second man dashed back down the stairs, the Kalashnikov gripped tightly in his fists.

‘There is no more time,’ the first armed man insisted breathlessly. ‘They are coming.’
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Bermondsey, South London, England

Nick Pearson sipped tea from the plastic cup and looked at the gun.

It was an HK81 rifle. Manufactured by Heckler und Koch in Germany, it held a magazine of thirty 7.62mm rounds and was capable of unleashing eight hundred shots a minute.

But not today, Pearson thought as he watched the armed policemen peering through the telescopic sights mounted on the weapons. On this particular day, these guns would be used as sniper rifles. Precision was the key in this situation.

Just as it was wherever hostages were involved.

‘You should move further back. I’ve told you once.’

The voice came from behind him and Pearson turned to see a powerfully built man dressed in a grey suit walking towards him.

‘If matey boy in there starts shooting,’ went on the grey-suited man, inclining his head towards the house across the street, ‘Christ knows what he’ll hit.’

‘We’ll be OK, Detective Inspector,’ Pearson assured him. ‘But thanks for your concern.’

‘I’m not concerned about your health,’ the policeman told him. ‘I just don’t want you lot getting in the way if we have to go in. If one of you gets hit by a stray bullet, it’ll mean more paperwork for somebody. Probably me.’

Pearson smiled. ‘We’ve been in these situations before.’

‘Yeah, I know you have,’ the DI said.

‘What’s he asking for?’ Pearson enquired, hooking a thumb towards the house behind him. ‘What are his demands?’

‘He wants money. If he doesn’t get it he’ll kill them all. Pretty simple. He’s out of his head on drugs – probably not even sure what day of the week it is.’

‘That’s his wife and kids in there with him, isn’t it?’ Pearson took another sip of his tea. ‘The boy’s six and the girl’s two. Can you confirm that?’

The policeman nodded.

‘Is the negotiator talking to him at the moment?’ Pearson continued.

‘No one’s talking to him,’ the DI said flatly. ‘He said if anyone came within fifty yards of the house he’d start shooting.’

‘What kind of gun is he carrying?’

‘An automatic.’

‘Any idea where he got it?’

‘They’re not hard to come by if you know where to look. He obviously knew.’

‘Has the entire street been evacuated?’

The DI signalled assent. ‘The back’s covered too,’ he went on. ‘There’s no way out of there.’

From the corner of his eye, Pearson saw a uniformed man hurrying towards the detective. In front of him, two more armed men were taking up position behind a parked car.

‘Can I talk to you, sir?’ the uniformed man said, glancing first at Pearson, then at his camera man and sound operator.

The detective nodded agreement and guided the man away from the watching news team. Pearson took another sip of tea as he watched them go.

‘May as well get some more coverage of the street while we’re waiting, Bill,’ he said, watching as the camera man panned slowly up and down Banyard Road.

‘Do you reckon he’ll kill them, Nick?’ the sound man asked conversationally.

‘He’s a smackhead,’ Pearson muttered. ‘He’s scared. He’s angry and he’s got a gun. I wouldn’t want to be in there with him, would you?’

The sound man shook his head.

‘I’ll bet you a fiver he shoots them all then tops himself,’ the camera man offered. He dug a hand into his jeans and pulled out a five pound note. ‘Who’s in?’

Pearson reached for his wallet and flipped it open. ‘He’ll kill his missus, then the police will shoot him,’ the reporter said.

Both of them turned towards the sound man.

‘Coppers get him before he shoots anyone,’ he said, producing money of his own.

Pearson finished his tea and looked towards the house across the street.

‘Let’s see, shall we?’ he murmured.

Lokobento, two miles east of Lungi
Airport, Sierra Leone, West Africa

Dust sprayed up on either side of the speeding Mercedes like waves in the wake of a motorboat.

The car bumped and thudded over the narrow and holed dirt road, scraping its axles on more than one occasion. But the driver kept control of the vehicle, his foot pressed hard to the accelerator, his gaze fixed ahead.

The road looked clear.

In the back seat, two men with Kalashnikovs sat on either side of the tall man with the heavy-lidded eyes, one of them glancing anxiously out of the rear window. The tall man seemed unconcerned and merely peered ahead, past the driver and the man in the passenger seat, who held another Kalashnikov.

In the golden glow of the rising sun, the tall man could see the countryside stretching away from him on all sides. Scrubby outcrops of short grass pushed up through the dust and sand and, here and there, a stunted tree lifted skeletal branches towards the sky but, otherwise, there was no sign of life in this barren wilderness.

Nocturnal hunters had already retreated back to their lairs with the appearance of the sun. The daylight would bring only the most hardy of creatures out into the open to face temperatures that would soar above one hundred and ten degrees in the shade.

The heat was already intensifying as the sun continued to climb above the horizon, staining the earth with its incandescent gold and red hues and tinting the sparse early morning wisps of cloud like ink seeping into blotting paper.

The man in the passenger seat worked the bolt on his Kalashnikov, chambering a round. The metallic rattle reverberated inside the Mercedes.

‘The plane will be waiting,’ he said, turning briefly to look at the tall man. ‘We will get you as close as we can.’

The tall man nodded slowly.

‘They will not catch you,’ one of the men in the back seat with him said. ‘We will not allow that.’

The driver pressed down harder on the accelerator, urging the car up a slight rise. He swerved to avoid a large rock in the road then drove on, cresting the ridge.

Ahead, off to the right of the road, was a collection of dwellings and the tall man could see people moving about among them. A child, no more than ten, was herding half a dozen goats across the dry ground, but where he was going to find food for them only he knew.

The rising sun cast its burnished glow over the collection of huts and their residents, many of whom peered inquisitively in the direction of the speeding Mercedes.

‘How long?’ the man in the passenger seat asked, glancing at the driver.

‘Thirty minutes,’ the driver told him, his eyes never leaving the road.

‘The plane will wait until we arrive,’ the man in the passenger seat said, turning again to look at the tall man. ‘It will not leave without you.’

The tall man moved in his seat, gazing ahead.

The Mercedes accelerated, the needle of the speedometer touching seventy.

The rising sun, blazing fiercely as it continued its climb into the heavens, caused the driver to squint as it caught the rear-view mirror. He muttered something under his breath and reached for the sunglasses that lay beside the gear stick.

He was about to push them on to his face when the side window of the car exploded inwards.
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Bermondsey, South London, England

Nick Pearson glanced at his watch and then dug in his jacket pocket for his cigarettes. He lit one and leaned back against the bonnet of a car, gazing across the street at No. 33 Banyard Road.

It was as unremarkable in appearance as the other houses in the thoroughfare. Some of them had fake stone cladding, most sported satellite dishes, but other than that they were relatively uniform.

‘How long have we been here now?’ his sound man asked. ‘Three hours? Longer?’

‘You know this kind of job involves a lot of waiting around, Mike,’ Pearson remarked, drawing on his cigarette.

‘Yeah, but I do it because I have to. You could be tucked up in some nice cosy studio somewhere, Nick. Not out here with us mere mortals.’

All three of them laughed.

‘I’m still a reporter,’ Pearson reminded him. ‘I’d rather be out and about working on stories than sitting behind a desk reading them.’

He heard the sound of an engine to his right and looked round to see an ambulance pulling into position beside a police van.

‘I wonder how long it’ll be before they need that?’ Pearson nodded in the direction of the ambulance.

‘Not as warm here as it was on your last assignment, I’ll bet,’ the sound man offered.

Pearson smiled. ‘No,’ he agreed. ‘If my dad hadn’t died I’d probably still be in Africa now.’

‘Shit, I’m sorry,’ the sound man apologised. ‘I’d forgotten about your dad.’

‘Don’t worry about it,’ Pearson said. ‘Life goes on and all that.’ He took another drag on his cigarette.

‘Your dad wasn’t in TV, was he, Nick?’ the camera man enquired.

‘No,’ Pearson told him. ‘He had more sense. He was a plumber all his life. He thought I was mad when I said I wanted to work in the business. He said I should get a proper job.’ A gust of cold wind swept along the street and Pearson turned up the collar of his jacket. ‘Maybe he was right.’

‘You worked in Iraq, didn’t you?’ the sound man asked.

‘Iraq. Afghanistan. Kosovo. But mainly Africa and no, that isn’t just because I’m black and they thought I’d blend in.’

All three men laughed once more.

Pearson took a final drag on his cigarette then dropped the butt and ground it out with his shoe.

‘Anybody want another cup of tea?’ he asked. ‘I’m going to wander down to that burger van at the end of the road.’

Armed with the other men’s orders, the reporter set off along the pavement towards the far end of Banyard Road, passing marked and unmarked police cars and vans as he went. Some had men inside. Most were being used as cover by the armed officers hunkering behind them, their rifles aimed at the windows of No. 33.

He could see several communicating by two-way radio and mobile phone. One of the marksmen was adjusting his telescopic sight. Focusing.

How much longer?

Pearson’s mobile phone began to ring.

Lungi Airport, Sierra Leone, West Africa

The bullet that had blasted in the side window of the Mercedes had missed the driver by inches.

The man in the passenger seat had not been so lucky.

The high velocity round had caught him in the right shoulder, drilling into the flesh and muscle with ease and almost shattering the top of the humerus. Now he sat stiffly in his seat, face contorted with pain, gazing ahead to the dusty runway that was less than a thousand yards away.

The airport control tower rose high above the terminal buildings, thrusting upwards like a finger as if pointing the way for the planes that were waiting on the runway.

As the Mercedes drew nearer, the men inside the vehicle could clearly see four planes on the long stretch of tarmac ahead of them. One was an old, rusted Russian cargo plane that was already beginning to taxi, its four large propellers spinning ever more quickly. A small green-painted passenger craft had a gantry pushed up to its forward exit doors although there was no sign of people either boarding or disembarking, and two private planes also stood on the tarmac.

It was to the larger of these that the driver pointed.

‘There,’ he said excitedly, his finger indicating a white Cessna U-27A.

As he spoke he saw several uniformed figures spreading out from the front of the airport’s main building.

‘Government troops,’ the man in the passenger seat said, wincing from the pain in his shoulder as he thrust the AK-47 out of the window and held it in one powerful fist.

The driver gripped the wheel more tightly and floored the accelerator.

The car was now less than five hundred yards from the high, barbed-wire-topped fence that formed a barrier between the speeding Mercedes and the runway beyond.

The tall, heavy-lidded man in the back seat sat motionless, his eyes scanning the troops who had taken up position behind an army truck close to the fence. Every now and then he looked beyond them to the Cessna.

Three hundred yards.

A bullet struck the windscreen of the Mercedes.

The glass spider-webbed but the driver merely leaned forward and punched a hole through it. Warm air and dust rushed in.

The man in the passenger seat tightened his finger round the trigger of the Kalashnikov, raking the troops ahead. The assault rifle bucked venomously in his hand and it was all he could do to keep the weapon steady as the recoil shook it. Empty shell cases sprayed into the air and all over the car.

Two hundred yards.

Another round hit the radiator grille of the Mercedes. Two more blasted away the front headlights. The driver turned the wheel frantically to left and right, causing the vehicle to swerve first one way then the other.

One hundred yards.

Bullets from the waiting soldiers hit the oncoming car, either screaming off the chassis or blasting holes in the bodywork. One sent the remains of the left wing mirror spinning into the air.

The two men in the back of the car flanking the tall man now began to fire as well and streams of 7.62mm ammo, moving at a speed in excess of 2,300 feet a second, began to cut into the uniformed men guarding the perimeter fence. Several fell, one screaming in agony and clutching what remained of his face.

On the runway ahead, the Cessna began to move slowly down the dusty tarmac.

The car driver gripped the wheel with both hands and ducked his head.

The Mercedes smashed into the wire fence and tore through with ease, ripping two of the fence posts from the ground in its wake. Bullets drilled into the car, one bursting the rear off-side tyre, another staving in the rear windscreen and catching one of the men in the back seat.

The bullet powered into the base of his skull and exploded from his mouth, severing his spinal cord and killing him instantly. Blood, pulverised bone and slivers of flesh spattered the occupants of the Mercedes.

The other man in the back seat turned his Kalashnikov and fired through the smashed window, emptying the thirty-round magazine in seconds as the car skidded on to the runway and sped towards the Cessna.

The plane slowed almost to a halt as the Mercedes drew alongside it and the surviving guard in the back seat clambered out, using the vehicle as cover while he returned the sporadic fire of the troops, some of whom started running across the tarmac until the ferocity of the fire being directed at them and the lack of cover forced them back.

The tall man scrambled from the back of the car and dashed towards the open door of the Cessna. He hauled himself in and immediately the aircraft began to speed up, gathering pace until it was hurtling down the runway.

Behind him, the second guard fell to the ground and lay twitching in a spreading pool of blood.

Two bullets struck the hull of the plane, whining off the metal as the tall man strapped himself into his seat, the perspiration pouring down his face.

‘Hold on,’ shouted the pilot as the Cessna reached its take-off speed, the single Pratt and Whitney turboprop roaring.

The plane left the ground and began climbing high into the cloudless sky, rising at over a thousand feet a minute.

‘We’re clear,’ the pilot called, relieved.

The tall man relaxed back into his seat.

The Cessna cut across the sky, away from the airport.

It would be more than two hours before it touched down at its appointed destination.
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Bermondsey, South London, England

‘Pearson,’ the reporter said, pressing his mobile to his ear.

‘Nick, it’s Gordon Dale,’ the voice at the other end informed him. ‘Anything happening?’

‘Put the TV on and have a look,’ Pearson told him.

‘Yeah, very funny. Are you broadcasting live?’

‘No, nothing’s happening at the moment. The police have got the place surrounded. It’s just a matter of who starts shooting first, them or the guy inside the house.’

‘Why don’t you come back to the studio so we can run over the rest of the stuff for the programme tonight? I’ll send someone else over to cover that shit where you are.’

‘I’m hoping to use some of this story in the programme tonight, Gordon.’

‘Why, because the hostage taker’s black?’

‘The programme’s about racial violence. What’s your problem?’

‘But this is different.’

‘No it isn’t. The hostage taker’s black and his wife’s white. In my book that’s racial.’

At the other end of the phone, Dale sighed.

‘Fair enough,’ he conceded. ‘I just think we’ve got enough material already and I need you to decide what goes in and what comes out.’

‘I’m not leaving here yet, Gordon.’

Dale chuckled. ‘Do you smell blood, Nick?’

‘Maybe,’ Pearson told him.

‘Just watch yourself.’

‘That’s what the police told me.’

‘I’ll speak to you later,’ Dale said and hung up.

Pearson slid his mobile back into his jacket pocket.

His nostrils were suddenly assaulted by the smell of strong coffee and cooking onions. He reached the burger van parked at the end of the street and took up position behind two uniformed policemen. They were watching as the man inside the van poured tea from a huge metal teapot into styrofoam cups.

One of them turned and glanced at Pearson, who nodded amiably.

‘You’re that bloke off the telly, aren’t you?’ the policeman said. ‘That reporter.’

‘One of them.’ Pearson smiled. The courtesy wasn’t returned.

‘I saw that programme you did about suspects who died in police custody,’ the policeman continued.

‘What did you think?’

‘I thought it was bullshit. All the cases you picked on involved black suspects.’

‘That’s because more black suspects die in police custody than white ones.’

‘Bollocks,’ sneered the policeman, pushing past him.

Pearson ignored the remark and stepped up to the counter of the van.

‘Two teas, a coffee and a cheeseburger please,’ he said. ‘Onions on the burger.’

The thin, ruddy-faced man behind the counter set about filling the order, while the two uniformed men walked slowly away from the van, the one who had spoken glancing back disdainfully at the reporter.

Pearson could hear them muttering under their breath and he was fairly sure the muted speech was about him.

Getting paranoid?

He heard the words ‘interfering’, ‘black’ and ‘bastard’.

No. You’re not paranoid. They are talking about you.

The reporter collected the drinks and the burger and headed off back up Banyard Road.

As he walked, he felt other eyes on him.

Tucat, southern Morocco

The inside of the truck smelled like an open sewer.

The tall man looked in at the occupants, regarding each one indifferently, then he let go of the dust flap on the rear of the vehicle.

‘Get in,’ said the driver, picking at a rotten tooth with one dirty nail. He hawked and spat.

The tall man hesitated, holding the driver in his piercing gaze.

‘This was part of the bargain,’ the driver insisted. ‘This is how I will take you to Tangier. You and them.’ He hooked a thumb in the direction of the truck. ‘Once we are there, you’re on your own. All of you.’

The tall man pulled the dust flap aside once more. He counted twenty-seven people in the back of the battered Scania: men, women and children of all ages, all of them dressed in filthy, sweat-stained clothes. Those nearest to him recoiled slightly, moving back into the gloom.

He picked out a woman holding a child close to her sagging breasts. The child was crying softly.

Hunger, the tall man guessed. And the effects of heat and dehydration. Several of the truck’s occupants were slumped back against its side walls. Possibly asleep. Maybe dead. None of their fellow travellers seemed to care which.

The tall man released the tarpaulin and shook his head.

‘Too proud to travel with them?’ The driver grinned. ‘They are no different from you. They want what you want. They are fleeing their country just as you are.’

The tall man reached slowly into the pocket of his trousers and pulled out a wad of money. The driver looked on with interest.

‘Dollars,’ he noted.

The tall man counted out one hundred dollars in twenties and pushed the rest of the wad back into his pocket. He held out the five notes towards the driver, who nodded.

‘Two hundred,’ he said, swatting away a fly that was buzzing around his head. ‘That gets you a ride up front with me.’

The tall man hesitated for a moment, his eyes boring into the driver, who took a step back.

‘I know who you are,’ the Moroccan said quietly. ‘You can afford it. It buys my silence too. There are many who would like to know where you are. Where you are going.’

The tall man said nothing.

‘Two hundred,’ the driver repeated, some of the bravado gone from his voice.

The tall man slid his hand back into his pocket and pulled out the money once again. He counted off five more twenty dollar bills and shoved them into the driver’s sweaty palm.

‘Get in the cab,’ the Moroccan said.

The tall man walked round to the other side of the vehicle and hauled himself into the passenger seat, watching as the driver started the engine. The Scania pulled away, bumping over the uneven road as it picked up speed.

The tall man sat upright in his seat, gazing out through the windscreen.

Occasionally he would look at the Moroccan driver.

More than once, the tall man reached inside his jacket and touched the hilt of the knife he had hidden there.

He looked impassively at the driver again and wondered when the time would come for him to use it.
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Bermondsey, South London, England

Trevor Moore was having trouble breathing.

His mouth was dry. His heart was thumping hard against his ribs. He felt as if his head had been pumped full of air.

From inside No. 33 Banyard Road he could see the armed policemen in the street outside.

‘Just let us go, Trev. Please.’

The voice came from the other side of the small bedroom. A woman’s voice, plaintive and imploring.

‘Shut up,’ Moore snapped, still gazing out of the window.

‘At least let the kids go,’ she said more insistently.

‘I said shut it,’ he rasped, turning towards her, the 9mm automatic clutched in his fist.

Melanie Moore was seated on the single bed clutching her children close to her.

She was twenty: five years younger than the man who stood opposite her with the gun. The man she’d lived with for the last five years. Her skin was sallow and its pallor showed up more vividly the redness around her eyes where she’d been crying. The skin on her arms was also white, like curdled milk, except at the crook of her left arm where it was marked with bruises and scabby red blotches.

‘Let the kids go?’ Moore hissed. ‘Why should I? They’re not even mine.’

She sniffed back more tears and held the five-year-old girl and the three-year-old boy more tightly.

‘Of course they’re yours,’ she gasped.

‘Daddy,’ the little girl bleated tearfully.

‘I’m not your fucking daddy,’ Moore snarled. ‘Tell them who is their fucking daddy. Or don’t you even know any more, you cunt?’

He took a step towards the frightened trio on the bed, the gun waving before him, the muzzle yawning in Melanie’s direction.

‘You don’t know, do you?’ he grated. ‘I know. I’ve heard things.’

‘From who?’

‘People have told me you were fucking around behind my back while I was inside.’

Melanie shook her head.

The little boy began to cry, clutching the threadbare pink rabbit he held tight to his face. Melanie snaked her arm more tightly round the child to comfort him.

‘It’s all right, Troy,’ she whispered. ‘Daddy’s just not feeling well.’

‘I’m not his fucking daddy,’ Moore exploded.

The sound seemed volcanic inside such a small room and both children jumped at the noise.

‘You think what you want,’ Melanie protested. ‘But they’re both yours.’ She felt warm tears running down her cheeks. ‘You can’t fucking do this. It isn’t right.’

‘I can do whatever I fucking want,’ Moore rasped, now only inches away from her. She felt his spittle shower her face.

He raised the gun and pressed the cold barrel to her forehead.

‘Now you tell me who you were fucking while I was inside,’ he hissed, ‘or I’ll blow your fucking head off.’

She closed her eyes so tightly white stars danced behind her eyelids.

‘I wasn’t fucking anyone,’ she shouted back defiantly.

Moore grabbed the girl and pulled her free of Melanie’s grip. The child screamed.

‘Let her go,’ Melanie shrieked.

Moore pressed the muzzle of the automatic to his daughter’s face, the front sight grazing her soft skin.

‘Now, you tell me who you’ve been fucking,’ he said, his eyes glazed, ‘or I’ll kill her now.’
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