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Prologue

#WhatsWrongWithThisShit?

THE ONE WITH THE GIRL AND THE ACID

POSTED BY BFDLASS#WWWTS JULY 28TH 14:08


Picture this – a sunny day at the start of the school holidays. What could be better? Six weeks of doing nothing but relaxing, exams are over and life is good. A girl, without a care in the world, swings the bag of summer clothes she’s just bought from Primark in Broadway as she walks through town back to the Interchange. She’s not frightened – why would she be? She’s in a public place, surrounded by other shoppers and the sun has brought out the good in people. Ear buds in, she hums along to Justin Bieber and thinks ahead to her date with Taj later on. They’re going to see a film at the Odeon. She doesn’t know what film. Doesn’t care – they won’t see much of it anyway.

She doesn’t know where they come from. Doesn’t see them or hear them approaching in a rush.

The first thing she smells is the sourness as the liquid is thrown into her face. The first thing she hears is the phrase ‘Allahu akbar’.

The first thing she feels is the acidic burn on her skin and …

The first thing she does is fall to the floor screaming!

#WhatsWrongWithThisShit?



Views: 135 Shares: 31


COMMENTS:

JakeK4292: If the silly cow’s listening to Bieber she deserves all she gets. LMAO[image: Open Mouth Smiling Emoji][image: Open Mouth Smiling Emoji][image: Open Mouth Smiling Emoji]

Karryann3: @JakeK4292 WTAF! Are you a psycho or something? This is terrorism! Her attackers should be shot![image: Annoyed Face Emoji]

JakeK4292: Chillax bitch. Can’t take a joke, eh?[image: Open Mouth Smiley Face Winking Emoji]

ZainK: Wanker! @JakeK4292

JakeK4292: @ZainK LSR

Jazzygirl3: Poor girl! B*****ds. Why do they do this shit?

MH616: @ Jazzygirl3 – by ‘they’ do you mean Muslims? No real Muslim would do this sort of crap. It’s not what Islam is about – get your facts right.

Jazzygirl3: @MH616 – PO. I meant the attackers – don’t care what religion they are they’re assholes.



POSTED BY BFDLASS#WWWTS JULY 28TH 19:36


Thanks for all the comments earlier – well not all of them – some were pure evil, but I let them be published. It’s good to know what crap you’re up against, right? By now you’ll know that the acid attack earlier was actually a vinegar attack. Does that make this any less crappy? Does it make it less scary for the unnamed girl? Does it mean she’ll be up and running about without a care tomorrow?

I THINK NOT.

She’ll never wear her ear buds in public again. She’ll never feel completely safe in her own city. She’ll never trust crowded public spaces again and she’ll see her attackers all around her.

#WhatsWrongWithThisShit?



Views: 107 Shares: 42


COMMENTS:

LazyJayz04: She’s not unnamed no more – she were Molly Cropper and she were shagging a Paki #servesherright #stickwithyourownkind #PakiLover

MayLee: @LazyJayz04 you make me want to vomit. You racist AH. The girl can date who she wants!

Jazzygirl3: It’s all gone to fuck! What about the machete attacks in Bradford? Not going to talk about them #WhatsWrongWithThisShit

ILuvCurry: @Jazzygirl3: IK 2 dead  … FS! Reckon it’s these honour fanatics?

MH616: @IluvCurry: Why do you whities all go down the Muslim honour killing route? #EducateYourself



   


19TH OCTOBER


   


Chapter 1

‘We welcome the senior officer leading the investigation into the increasing number of machete attacks involving young folk in the Bradford district. The most recent assaults on Shabana Hussain and Parminder Deol proved fatal and, with no suspects in custody, this continues to be a cause for concern. So, DCI Hegley, is this violence drug-related and what are the police doing to ensure the safety of our youth?’

‘Bradford police are taking this matter seriously, as we do all violent crime in the area. We are exploring a range of enquiries and would ask that anyone with information regarding these attacks contact us on this num—’

DS Nikita Parekh switched the radio off and twanged the elastic band that circled her wrist. Her entire body was a quagmire of contradictions: rapid heartbeat, lethargy, dullness. She didn’t know which of her physical reactions was worse. It was like she was pulling herself along a very brittle branch that was likely to snap at any moment, and she was unsure how to save herself. Inside her pocket, the latest postcard from Freddie Downey, her father, burned through the denim of her jeans and scorched her skin. Its contents, as usual, sent tremors of fear spiralling through her.

I’ll be back. Your choice – who’s next, you or your sister?

Couldn’t Downey be content that her mum was dead? Why did he have to now target Nikki and Anika? It made her paranoid. Every time the letterbox clattered or when she couldn’t get in touch with her sister, Nikki feared the worst. She should tell Marcus about these cards … or even Sajid. But that would unleash a whole new can of worms. She just couldn’t handle that at the moment. She shrugged. Downey would soon tire of tormenting his daughter and surely he wouldn’t be stupid enough to return to the UK, never mind Bradford – would he? She shut down that niggle, but it could not be ignored completely. Nobody knew better than Nikki how conniving, brutal and vindictive that man was. There was no certainty that he’d remain at a distance, leaving it at merely taunting her, but that was a problem for another time. Right now, she had a crime scene to see to. Nikki forced herself to open the car door and step out into the potholed car park. This crime scene would be another victim to add to the list her boss had been talking about on Capital Radio News.

An oppressive, swirling mist swathed Chellow Dene and the lack of visibility was compounded by a persistent drizzle. Nikki stumbled her way to the crime scene. Her previous experiences at Chellow Dene were of day trips with the kids, walking around the reservoir to expend their energy in the fresh air. Set just outside Bradford’s city centre, it was a popular place for romantic summer walks and free excursions during the school holidays.

Yet today, Nikki’s thoughts couldn’t be further away from such things because the autumn weather matched the purpose of her visit. Cursing the damp that seeped through her jacket and up through the soles of her DMs, Nikki trudged towards the glimmer that illuminated the area. Her bones ached, a dullness occupied her skull where her brain should have been, and her normal purposefulness evaded her. She longed to be back at home, huddled under her duvet, shutting the entire world out. But even that was a fantasy. Since her mother’s death a few weeks previously, Nikki had developed insomnia, which made it harder for her to function. She had become sullen and unresponsive. Every day was a torture to be overcome, and some were just hardly worth the effort. Marcus, her partner, had expressed his concern on many occasions, but Nikki didn’t know how to shake off the weight that dragged her a little further into its depths.

As she reached the perimeter of the crime site, she saw that DC Sajid Malik had beaten her there. Shoulders hunched, he stood out like a sore thumb in the floodlights. His designer Burberry raincoat, which, in the past, she had teased him about by referring to it as a Mac, and his equally designer-ish ‘Young Farmers’ green wellies, were more suitable for the weather than her attire. Even from this distance, the worry etched across his forehead was visible, and that knowledge drained her even more. What the hell was wrong with her? She was glad of his presence, because she had no energy to engage with the officers and crime scene investigators at the scene and, ever-dependable, Sajid would take up the slack, yet his fretful scrutiny made her feel like crap. She was letting everyone down, and she hated herself for it.

Almost without her realising it, her fingers wrapped round the elastic band she kept on her wrist for just these sorts of occasions and she snapped it three times, welcoming its smarting lash. She’d replaced her normal thin one with a more durable, thicker one. Still, sometimes even that wasn’t enough. The thought of her kit stashed behind the towels in the bathroom and the frequency with which she used it nowadays had her stomach clenching. Was she going to be sick … again?

‘Car trouble?’ Sajid’s grin didn’t quite make it to his eyes, but Nikki appreciated the effort.

‘Smartass. Just ’cause you ride around in an overpriced “look-at-me” heap.’

Some of his worry lifted, and the furrow on his brow lessened as he snorted. ‘Don’t see you moaning when you switch the heated seats on, do I?’

Waving his comment away, Nikki edged closer. The CSIs had erected a makeshift plastic covering using overhanging branches from the trees. It loomed eerily over the bundle that was halfway under the sodden foliage. With the CSIs at work, Nikki considered the scene. Had the victim met his killer in a pre-arranged meeting, or had it been a random attack? The secluded area inclined her to believe the former, but she wouldn’t jump to judgement. The scene manager, Gracie Fells, noticed her presence and ordered her staff to move aside so Nikki could view the body in situ.

As she approached, Nikki got her first sight of the victim, and her mind exploded. She stumbled forward, her voice strangled as a single word left her mouth. ‘Haqib …’

She fell to her knees in front of the body, and in a torrent of tears and hiccupping sobs that made catching her breath near impossible, she gathered the dead boy up in her arms.

   


Chapter 2

Sajid’s heart thundered as he hesitated for a nano-second. His thoughts were all over the place. The shock of Nikki’s behaviour had thrown him. She’d never been like this before, and he didn’t know what to do. On the one hand, he ached to drag her away from the crime scene to avoid any further contamination whilst on the other, he wanted to kneel beside her, gather her to him and let her sob out her grief. As one of the CSIs took a step towards his partner, Sajid flung out his arm, blocking the tech’s way.

‘I’ll deal with this, okay?’ His tone was savage; unlike any he’d ever used to his colleagues before. ‘Back off. Just back the fuck off.’

The CSI glanced at his own boss and Gracie too stepped forward, but whatever she saw flashing in Sajid’s eyes made her pause.

‘Sort it, Malik. Get this sorted pronto. She’s fucked up the entire scene.’

Sajid, exhaling now the immediate threat to Nikki was past, nodded and moved towards her. He should have anticipated something like this. She’d been retreating more and more inside herself for weeks, and he’d shoved it to the back of his mind, assuming she’d get over it on her own. But she hadn’t, had she? He’d let it drag on and had even persuaded the DCI to give her space. Shit, now she’d suffered this very public meltdown, the entire police station would know about it. This was so different from the usual prickly Nikki he viewed as his best friend, and he didn’t know how to deal with her.

On her knees, unaware of the figures all around her, Nikki rocked back and forth, with the boy still in her arms, her tears dripping onto the lad’s lifeless face. The keening sound coming from her lips pierced his soul, and sent prickles of fear up his spine. With the gentleness he would use with a child, Sajid gripped her and, his voice low and soothing, said, ‘Come on, Nikki. You’ve got this all wrong. Let me help you up.’

As his fingers tightened on her arms, she flailed against him, her eyes wide and flashing, and in that second it was as if she didn’t see him. In her confused state, she thought Sajid was the killer. Voice sharp now, he threw out his next words, staccato and quick. ‘No, Nik. It’s not Haqib. It’s another kid. Not your nephew. Not Haqib. Look.’

Her thrashing subsided as his words penetrated her grief. ‘Not Haqib?’ Her voice was robotic, as if filtering through layers of thought processes.

‘No, Nik. Not Haqib. Haqib’s fine. He’s at home playing stupid computer games with Sunni.’ He had no idea where Haqib was, but he was desperate to inject a normal homely scene into Nikki’s reality.

Whispering, as if no one else was there, Nikki repeated his words. ‘Not Haqib. Haqib’s fine.’ She looked down at the boy, blinking like she’d just woken up from a trance. As if all her energy had drained from her body, she flopped against Sajid, dropping the dead boy back to the ground. She was hyperventilating now, and he imagined her heart thrumming erratically through his coat. Then she put her hand over her mouth and retched.

‘Shit, Nik. You can’t be sick. Not here at the crime scene.’ Professionalism kicked in now that she seemed more normal and Sajid dragged her backwards, but Nikki had already swallowed the vomit and the immediate danger was over.

   


Chapter 3

As numbness returned and her drumming heart settled, Nikki noticed her surroundings and a darkness descended. She’d lost control and a combination of embarrassment, anxiety and pride forced her to wrap her armour around herself. She’d deal with her behaviour later – perhaps. Struggling to release herself from Sajid’s grip, Nikki glowered at the CSIs, who had paused to observe the kerfuffle. With eyes downcast, they re-engaged with their interrupted tasks as Nikki, pale and trembling, stood up, her legs barely able to hold her weight as she peeked at the body.

He looked very much like Haqib. The lad was of a similar build and had his hair cut in the same daft style as her nephew. His head faced away from Nikki, which was why she’d so easily mistaken him for the nephew she thought of as her own son. That was where the similarity ended, though. This boy, only sixteen or seventeen years old, wore designer clothes. From his trendy camouflage Valentino trainers – a brand she only recognised because Haqib had been bemoaning the fact his mum couldn’t afford to buy him a pair for his birthday – to his Armani Exchange hoodie, the victim shouted out ‘money’. Nikki sighed. Such a damn waste. This lad could easily be a drug dealer – that’s where the majority of job opportunities were for kids these days – but she couldn’t presume that to be the case. Maybe his family was well-off. Contrary to public opinion, there were some rich kids in Bradford. As she bent over to study the wounds that she presumed caused his death, a surge of anger replaced Nikki’s earlier desperation. She wanted to shake whoever had done this to the lad; whatever choices had brought him to his life’s end in a wooded area by a reservoir, he didn’t deserve to die like this.

With difficulty Nikki ignored the whispers all around her, and struggling to keep her voice from shaking, she focused on the murdered boy before her. Who cared what everyone thought about her? She wasn’t important. Only this poor young boy was. Later on, she’d have to face the music for compromising the crime scene, but for now she’d move on and do her job. ‘What do you reckon, Saj?’

There was a notable silence before her partner responded, and Nikki crossed her fingers, hoping that he’d let her deal with this in her own way; that he’d have her back and protect her from the wolves. His exhalation was noticeable, and she detected a tremor when he replied. ‘Machete wounds.’

Soothed that he was allowing her this morsel of dignity – the chance to recoup some of the respect her breakdown had washed down the pan – she nodded. These types of wounds were familiar to most detectives in Bradford. However, recently there seemed to have been an upsurge in machete attacks, not just in the streets, but in some home invasions, too. ‘Whoever did this was determined.’ Her voice still shook, but at least the words were coherent. ‘I can count a minimum of fifteen cuts. Why the hell do they do this crap to each other? Another life wasted, another family ruined by senseless violence.’

Sajid placed his hand on her shoulder and gave a light squeeze. ‘It’s very similar to those other two deaths, Nik. Let’s head back to Trafalgar House, till they have something more to tell us. Plus, we can see if we can round up Springer. Not fair that she’s always AWOL at the moment. If she wants to stay on the team then she should pull her weight instead of disappearing off at a moment’s notice.’

DS Felicity Springer was Nikki’s nemesis. Although she’d grown to tolerate the detective a little more over the past year, she still held reservations about her, which was unfortunate as Nikki had become her child’s godmother after saving Springer’s partner and baby from certain death. Now the woman seemed to be included in every damn social gathering Nikki’s small circle of friends arranged. Having to work with her constantly jostling to be the boss was hard for Nikki, but Nikki was the one with the experience and their boss DCI Archie Hegley had made it clear that Nikki was in charge. For now though, Saj had issued her with a getaway card – a chance to escape without doing any more damage and, more importantly, with a modicum of pride. Hmph, who was she kidding? Her fuck-up as SIO at the crime scene was unpardonable – she’d be lucky to retain her SIO position on the case and the thought of Springer’s gloating face compounded her misery. Saj was right though. She needed to escape. The effort of trying to redeem herself for breaking down was just too much. ‘Okay then. I’ll head back to the station. You finish up here and I’ll meet you there later.’ With an attempt to lighten what she knew was an intolerable situation, she avoided meeting the concerned gazes of those around her and said, ‘No doubt Springer’s already swooping in on her broomstick to take over and I don’t want her saying we didn’t do things by the book.’

Aware that the CSIs who’d witnessed her earlier meltdown were whispering and casting shifty glances her way, Nikki forced her head up as she walked away, glad that the swirling mist would soon envelop her, making her invisible to them. Back in her car, she turned the ignition and switched the heater on. All the emotion she’d kept in check from the churning acid in her stomach to the exploding battle in her chest erupted from her mouth in a series of gulping sobs. Glad that the mist combined with condensation protected her from prying observers, Nikki flicked the engine on, then leaned her arms across the steering wheel and rested her head on them. It was only when she’d exhausted her last tear, that she realised that the drizzle had become a downpour, hammering against her windscreen, sending patterned rivulets of water down the glass and pummelling the roof of her car hard enough to lift the already patchy paintwork. The persistent drip from the leaky frame soaked her shoulders and found its way down her neck. She had to get a new vehicle. It was beyond time, yet the thought of letting this one go overwhelmed her. It was like losing another family member, and she still hadn’t recovered from her most recent loss.

Looking at her wrist, she half-heartedly pinged the elastic, but it gave her little reprieve and her thoughts turned to her kit. What she’d give right now to retrieve it from its hiding place and here, in the cocoon of her rust heap of a car, use the blade on her thigh, or her belly. Anticipating the release that would bring was almost too much to bear, and she twanged the band again. Then, when that didn’t do the job, she pummelled the steering wheel with her fists.

A peremptory rap of knuckles at the passenger window was too little warning for Nikki to cover up her distress before Sajid yanked the door open and, after checking the seat for remnants of food, inserted his dripping frame into the car. When he turned to look at her, his gasp was audible. He averted his gaze and together they sat in silence, staring at the river of water flowing down the pane despite the windscreen wipers working at double speed. The rain had slowed to a manageable drizzle and Nikki turned the wipers to a lower setting before Saj spoke. ‘You need a new ride, Nik.’

‘Yeah, Marcus is going to take me.’

Still looking straight ahead, he continued. ‘You okay?’

Nikki hesitated before replying. After what had just happened, it was impossible for her to say yes. Yet her need to lick her wounds in private made it difficult to admit how out of control she felt. She refused to confide in Marcus, her partner, about her feelings since her mum’s murder. So how could she speak to Sajid about it? He was her best friend, but she just wasn’t the sort of person to share stuff like that. She’d never been that woman. Her childhood experiences had seen to that. Nikki suffered in solitude and worked her own way through things. That’s what she did. It’s what she always did, and there was nothing she could do about that now.

The silence became oppressive as Saj waited for her response, and she knew she owed him something. The trouble was, she couldn’t give him what he deserved, so she shrugged. ‘You know me, Saj. I’m always okay. Now get your ass back into your swanky car and I’ll meet you at Trafalgar House.’

His jaw tightened, and Nikki wished she could offload everything onto him. How was that possible, though? She couldn’t even verbalise her feelings to herself, so how could she share them with someone else?

‘Right then.’ Saj opened the door and swung his legs out. Before slamming it shut again, he popped his head back in and proffered one of his posh handkerchiefs. ‘You might need this.’

As she took it, her brow furrowed in puzzlement. Saj slammed the door, leaving her alone, once more cocooned in her world of emotional turmoil. She assumed he’d given the hankie for her to mop up the drips on her shoulder, but as she caught sight of her face in the rear-view mirror, she started crying again. Mascara trailed down her cheeks in ugly long scars. She yanked the mirror for a better view. Her eyes were puffy. What was worse, though, were the black bags that hung under them and their hollowed-out aura of despair. Using a half-drunk bottle of water, she dampened Saj’s hankie – for once seeing no humour in his desire to always carry pristine cotton or silk hankies with him – and wiped away the tracks of her tears, wishing she could eradicate the crow’s feet that had sprung up next to her eyes and the deep furrows across her brow. She was turning into an old woman and her body, with all its aches and pains, protested against her every activity. Mascara wiped clean, she studied her reflection. ‘You need to get a grip, Nikita Parekh. Too many people rely on you, so you can’t lose it now.’

However, burrowing its way deeper and deeper into her soul was the desire to just give in … to let everything drift away.

   


Chapter 4

#WhatsWrongWithThisShit?

THE ONE WITH THE BOY AND THE MACHETE

POSTED BY BFDLASS#WWWTS OCTOBER 19TH 15:27


Picture this – a lad goes for a walk, maybe even a jog, in Chellow Dene. It’s dark and foggy, but hell, maybe he needs the fresh air, maybe he needs the exercise, maybe he needs to relax or maybe he just wants to be outside. He’s been in school all day long and his brain hurts with all the pressure to pass his exams. Maybe someday he’ll be a doctor or a bin man, or an artist or a pop star or a nurse – it doesn’t matter what he chooses to be, as long as he gets to be happy.

He won’t stay too long. It’s too cold and maybe a bit creepy in the dark, but he’s not scared. He’s done this walk/jog many times. He knows the reservoirs like the back of his hand  …

Then, he hears the noise coming from behind him. For a moment he wonders if he’s being followed, but dismisses that idea. Who the hell would follow him here?

It’s only then as he shrugs and moves on that he feels the first sharp bite of pain – in his arm? Across his back? On his neck?

 I don’t know but the sting of metal slicing his skin, warm blood dripping from the wound, the smell of cheap aftershave, the whooshing sound as the machete slices and dices again and again until he’s dead  …

Over FIFTY stab wounds.

#OverKill

#WhatsWrongWithThisShit?



Views: 102 Shares: 21


COMMENTS:

TheKhan: It’s only the doggers who go down Chellow Dene at night. The guy should’ve been more careful IMHO.


RBP: OMFG! @TheKhan #VictimBlaming Not cool. We should be safe to go where the f**k we want no matter how dark it is!

TheKhan: @RBP STFU if I’d wanted your opinion I’d have asked.



AttiyaQ: It’s his parents I feel sorry for. To lose a son like that they must be in bits RIP!

TheBossgal: I know. Such a waste. Is it even legal to own a machete …? #WhatsWrongWithThisShit. Let’s get this trending. This crap needs to stop!



   


Chapter 5

 ‘Parekh, Malik, get your proverbial arses in here, pronto!’

All that was visible of their boss, DCI Archie Hegley, was his head, but that was enough to make Sajid aware that he was in one of his moods, and that wasn’t in the least surprising. Not after what had happened this morning. Sajid almost jumped out of his designer suit at Archie’s rasping roar, yet when he glanced at his partner, Nikki was gazing at her computer screen as if she hadn’t heard the boss’s summons.

‘Nik, come on. Get a bloody wriggle on. Didn’t you hear? We’ve been summoned into the inner sanctum and Archie doesn’t seem to be in the mood to be kept waiting.’

‘Eh?’ Nikki looked up at him, her eyes wide, as if he’d interrupted her sleep. He wanted to help her. He just didn’t know what to do for the best, and he suspected that Archie’s summons had everything to do with Nikki’s meltdown at the crime scene earlier. Word would have reached Archie’s ears. Gracie had agreed to keep quiet about Nikki’s collapse, provided Sajid told Archie – but she’d been unable to guarantee the silence of her team. Still, Saj had hoped to have already worked out his strategy before they were dragged in and hauled over the coals. Not that it surprised him – not really. What Archie didn’t know about what went down in Trafalgar House wasn’t worth knowing.

Determined to remove the agitation from his voice, Sajid forced on a smile. ‘Come on, Nik. Archie wants us in his office.’

Nikki stood up, exhaled and blinked once or twice to make her more alert. She had the air of a worn-out old barn owl with scrawny, defeated feathers, and Saj wanted to hug her close and tell her everything would be okay, but he couldn’t bring himself to lie to her. He wasn’t certain it would be. She’d really fucked up this morning, and he wasn’t sure he would be able to protect her from whatever Archie had decided. Saj led the way to Archie’s office, with Nikki shadowing him like an aimless waif. As they entered, the boss’s phone rang, and with an impatient hand wave, Archie gestured to the two chairs positioned on the other side of his desk whilst he answered.

With her head bowed, Nikki seemed uninterested in the reason behind this impromptu meeting as if it was of no consequence although she must have realised the severity of her meltdown and the possible consequences of it. Archie generally left them to crack on with little interference from him. He trusted them to get the job done and Nikki was one of his best detectives – hell, her performance was second to none, which was why Archie turned a blind eye to her sometimes less-than-by-the-book methods. The fact that he’d dragged them in had Sajid worried, although from the way Nikki sat, hands clasped lightly on her lap, unmoving, she didn’t seem concerned.

Archie’s phone clattered onto the desk, as he leaned back in his chair and stretched, ignoring the ominous creaking sound that resulted from his actions. He’d put some of the weight he’d lost in his recent health scare back on, and although still loose on him, his office suits didn’t hang quite so badly from his massive frame. ‘Look. It’s like this. My proverbials are tied in a knot, Parekh.’

He stood up, walked around the desk and leaned against it, arms folded over his middle as he studied Nikki. When she didn’t answer, he glanced at Sajid, whose only response was a resigned shake of the head.

‘Parekh!’ He barked her name out like a pellet from a handgun.

Nikki’s head shot up, a slight frown puckering her forehead. ‘Sorry, boss. I was miles away. What did you say?’

Archie closed his eyes, mumbled something that sounded very much to Sajid like, ‘for cluck’s sake’, and massaged his brow. In a quieter tone, he addressed her again. ‘Look, Parekh, you’ve had a crappy few months, and it’s affecting yer work. Dammit, ye lost yer proverbials at the Chellow Dene crime scene this morning and that’s just no’ like you.’

He waited, but Nikki didn’t respond.

Beside her, Sajid exchanged another glance with Archie, followed by a shrug. Neither of them knew how to deal with this, but at least they were both on the same page. An intervention was necessary or Nikki was going to lose it big time.

The previous day, Archie had agreed to give her one more week before intervening, but Sajid suspected that her behaviour earlier had changed Hegley’s mind, and in all honesty, he couldn’t blame the boss. Still, he was unsure how Nikki would take this. She was often unpredictable – volatile even, but the toll of her grief had left her reactions irrational, and Sajid had no idea how she’d react to what he suspected Archie was about to do.

‘Look Parekh. It’s wi’ great reluctance I hae to dae this, but believe me when I tell ye I’m doing it for your sake, lass. Last year ye did something similar for me, when I was in denial aboot my heart issues, and noo I’m doing this for you. Because I rate you as an officer and because you’re my friend, got it?’

Nikki’s expression didn’t deviate from her former mild interest. It looked as if she either couldn’t anticipate or didn’t care what Archie’s next words would be. Sajid wanted to shake her, make her stand up and start strutting round the room, listing a hundred and one reasons why Archie shouldn’t do this, protesting at the injustice of it, ranting about how short-staffed they were, but Nikki did none of that. She stayed in her seat, detached from the proceedings.

‘Aw, Parekh. Ye need to go haim, hen. Ye need to take a couple of months off. Get yersel back to normal. Maybe get checked over by the shrink – see a counsellor or something.’

Nikki remained immobile for a short time, then the furrow on her brow eased. She stood up, nodded at Archie, offered a tight smile to Saj and with a quiet, ‘Thank you,’ she left the room.

With Archie beside him, Sajid watched her go. She appeared so frail, as if every step required more energy than she had. Even her normally jaunty ponytail looked defeated. Nikki was flat. Flat and dejected, and Sajid’s unspoken concern was that she would remain like this … or worse – but that didn’t bear thinking about. None of this was good, and he only hoped their intervention was timely enough.

‘Christ, Malik. That’s no’ the Parekh I ken.’

Exhaling, Sajid shook his head. ‘No, she’s not herself. She needs to be forced to take time for herself. I’ll give Marcus a ring, so he knows to expect her home soon. Hopefully, he’ll be able to convince her to get help.’

‘Aye, well, I hope she gets what she needs. I can’t lose mah best detective noo, can I?’

Sajid smiled. Beneath his boss’s harsh words, the worry was evident as Archie collapsed into his chair and slurped from his water bottle before shaking his head. ‘I need Parekh back – the old yin. She’s a pain in mah proverbials, but she gets the job done.’

   


Chapter 6

Nikki couldn’t work out how she felt about Archie forcing her to take time out. All she knew was that she wanted to escape from Trafalgar House as quickly as possible. Away from her colleagues, away from the too familiar smell, away from the hustle and bustle of people doing their jobs and most importantly away from the sensation of being physically present but not connected. For weeks she’d been in some sort of invisible bubble, with everyone around her getting on with their lives, oblivious of the gnawing ache that burned right through her. Marcus had told her she was dissociating because of her grief. He’d tried to get her to see someone, but Nikki knew it wasn’t only grief that scorched her soul; it was anger and rage and regret that she hadn’t been there for her mum. The last time her mum had needed her, she’d let her down. Instead of propelling her onwards, all the emotions just drained her, sapping her life, her energy, her confidence, wearing her down a little more each day – scraping away every healthy cell and replacing it with a venomous, self-destructive canker.

Nikki didn’t know what to do with herself. Self-harming didn’t ground her anymore. It didn’t give her the release that allowed her to go on, and all she wanted was for this weight to lift, but it pressed down, squashing her more and more into submission. Time stretched out before her – an interminable flatness, a never-ending darkness, an eternity of nothingness and each day the struggle to continue became harder.

When she pulled up in front of her house, she was surprised. She had no recollection of the drive over and for a second wondered what she was doing here. Marcus must have been looking out for her, because before she’d even opened the car door, he was there, bundling her up in his arms, holding her like he always did when she was overwhelmed. The difference this time was that she was numb. No emotions, no strength, just dullness. With faltering steps, she allowed Marcus to guide her into the house and through to the living room, where he sat her on the couch, yanked her boots off and covered her with a duvet. It was only then that she realised she was shivering. She dragged the duvet tightly around herself and stared at the blank TV screen.

‘Shall I put something on? Loose Women will be starting shortly.’

Nikki turned towards him. His lips were moving; she could hear his words as they hit the air, but they made no sense. Rather than respond, she closed her eyes and lay there wondering if all this pain was worth living for as she planned her movements from the couch to the bathroom where she would retrieve her self-harm kit and end it, once and for all.

When she woke, it was dark, and she was in her bed with Marcus beside her. Had she fallen asleep? If so, it would be the first time in months. She couldn’t have slept from midday right through till now? Surely she’d have wakened if Marcus carried her upstairs? The alarm clock told her it was three-thirty in the morning – no way she’d slept for over twelve hours. Maybe Marcus had sedated her. She exhaled and tried to attach her paranoid thoughts to something concrete. Marcus wouldn’t do that. Marcus would never do something to her without her consent. The certainty of her partner’s innate goodness should have made her smile. It should have made her feel cherished, yet that knowledge elicited little more than an acceptance of ‘life before’. For that was how Nikki thought of it. ‘Life before’ had been replaced by this ‘non-life’.

Grogginess abating, Nikki’s thoughts drifted to her hidden kit. In it was everything she’d need to end her misery once and for all. A tear trickled down her cheek and soaked into her pillow. She pulled herself to her feet, but only managed to reach the window, where she stood, using the sill for support. A fox emerged from the shadows, tail swooping behind, sauntering as if he owned the land. A few seconds later a fox cub followed, and Nikki corrected her earlier assumption that the fox was male. Mummy fox waited for her baby to catch up, watching over it, and Nikki exhaled. The cub relied on its mum, but Nikki’s own cubs would be fine without her. In fact, they’d probably be better off without her. All she contributed to the household was grief and anxiety; even through her fuggy, confused mind, the worry etched in their faces was clear. Sunni tried so hard to make her smile, nattering on incessantly until Nikki, sensing her head was about to explode, left the room in silence. Ruby’s face was more often than not a worried frown as she skirted around her brother and sister, trying not to exacerbate things. As for Charlie, her eldest, she’d tried everything from cajoling, to pleading, to demanding that her mum join in with the family, but Nikki had shaken her head, gone upstairs and cocooned herself under her duvet where she lay in sleepless lethargy.

Turning away, she stumbled back to the bed and once there pulled the cover over her shivering body. The kit would have to wait for another day – one when she was strong enough to actually do it.


   


FOUR WEEKS LATER

24TH NOVEMBER


   


Chapter 7

Saj dragged himself out of bed when he got the call. It was five-fifteen and the central heating hadn’t kicked in yet. His partner, Langley Campbell, opened one eye. ‘Should I get up too?’

Saj leaned over and kissed Langley’s forehead, then grabbed the clothes he’d laid out the previous night and got dressed. ‘Nah. It’s another machete killing. Reckon you’ve got an hour or so before we’ll have the body to you.’

Langley was the pathologist, and he’d done the post-mortems on the previous three victims. Sajid paused. ‘This victim’s a white lad. Archie said he’s the lord mayor’s son, so it’ll be high profile. Just what we need, especially with Nikki being off sick, Springer being flaky and the new DI still finding his feet.’

‘Ah, the debonair DI Ahad. Has he taken over?’

‘Yep, and Springer is well pissed. She thought with Nikki out of the picture that she’d get the SIO role, but thank God Archie knew she wasn’t up to it. Besides, she’s never here. Always sloping off in secret and turning up late. Jury’s out on Ahad though.’ He pulled his jumper on. ‘He’s second guessing and double checking every action we’ve completed to date. Questions all of Nikki’s decisions as SIO.’

Langley sat up, and slotted Saj’s pillow behind his back. ‘Suppose he’s covering his own back. He’ll want to reassure himself that Nikki’s decisions were solid.’ He wafted his hand in the air ‘You know, after her breakdown he’s right to scrutinise her work. He’ll take the can for any mistakes she’s made.’

Saj glared at him. ‘Nikki doesn’t make mistakes, Langley.’

‘Hey, don’t shoot me. I’m only telling you what he’ll be thinking. I know Nikki’s great – but he doesn’t. All he sees is an SIO who royally fucked up a crime scene and then went off sick.’

Mollified, Saj sniffed. ‘Not sure he’ll be the asset that Archie and DCS Clark thought he’d be. He’s a bit of a pretty boy and I reserve judgement on whether he has any actual substance.’

With a snort, Langley stretched. ‘Bit of competition for you on the fashion side, Saj?’

‘Yeah right. Take more than a damn peacock like him to knock me off the number one position for best dressed man in Trafalgar House. Anyway, at least it’s nearby. They found the lad in Lister Park.’

As Saj exited the flat he and Langley shared in Lister Mill, he was torn between walking down to the park and taking his Jaguar. In the end he opted to drive because who knew how quickly he’d need to be elsewhere once he’d seen the scene. He hated it when murders or attacks took place so close to his home. It made him feel even more emotionally invested – as if he was the sole officer responsible for catching the killer. As he slid behind the wheel, flicked the switch to start heating his seat and edged out of the parking slot, he grinned. It was Parekh’s influence that had him feeling that way. Nikki took community and her responsibility to it very seriously and that attitude had worn off on him. His smile faded as he parked on North Park Road and saw the crime scene tape fluttering right round the park, with several officers guarding the perimeter. Although it was dry at present, a sharp wind had built up overnight and it was bitterly cold outside, but Saj’s hesitance to leave his vehicle was more to do with dread at visiting yet another crime scene where the victim had been macheted to death, than reluctance to face the biting wind.

After the formalities of signing through the outer perimeter of the crime scene, donning his crime scene suit and signing himself into the inner cordon, Saj approached the bandstand which now had a crime scene tent positioned over the steps leading up to the main structure. The crime scene techs were already at work outside the tent, and as Saj neared, he saw the tall, slim figure of his new detective inspector, Zain Ahad, approaching from the Cartwright Hall entrance. The DI had only been on the job a few days and Saj had been unable to get the measure of him. Ahad had been work-focused and shot down any pleasantries with a surly stare. Saj didn’t hold out much hope for a smooth relationship, but he would, at least, be professional. ‘Morning, sir.’

Ahad glared at him as if he thought Saj had no business interacting with him. It was a toss-up whether that was because Saj was a lowly DC or because Ahad was a dick. Saj reckoned it was a bit of both, with the emphasis being on the ‘dick’ side.

With Ahad taking the lead, Sajid stood to one side before following him to the tent. He expected his DI to at the very least acknowledge Gracie, the crime scene manager, who was directing her team to prepare the body for transport, and was amazed when instead he thrust the tent opening aside and stepped through uninvited. Behind him, Saj waved at Gracie. ‘We all right to come in and view the body before transportation?’

Hands on hips, eyes flashing, Gracie glared at Ahad. ‘Good of you to ask, Saj, before marching onto the crime scene. We don’t want another contaminated crime scene, do we?’

Ahad snorted, and his eyes lasered Gracie’s. ‘I’m the SIO and unlike that idiot Parekh, who, I’ve heard, didn’t merely contaminate the last crime scene, but obliterated it, I’m more than capable of maintaining protocol. But thanks for your input.’

Saj had never seen Gracie speechless, but that’s exactly what she was right then. Even under her mask, Saj could see the flush gathering on her exposed skin and his heart sank. Gracie would go the extra mile for you if you treated her well. She was happy to offer some assessments based on her vast experiences, but get on her wrong side and everything would be done by the book, which resulted in a slower turnover of results. Saj wanted to punch the DI. The machete murders investigation was already progressing too slowly and now his arrogance had just slowed it down even more. Besides, how could he dismiss Nikki so nastily? Saj feared there would be fireworks when Nikki returned.

With a hard swallow and a deep breath, Sajid cleared his mind of all negative thoughts and approached the body. The lad, identified as one Jamie Jacobs, looked younger than eighteen. He was a skinny little runt, with acne that even the liberal amount of blood spray hadn’t been able to cover. He lay sprawled on his back on the concrete stairs, one leg bent to the side and his clothes sodden with blood, which had also pooled around him. Saj didn’t want to consider how many wounds would be found. It was overkill – the lad would have bled out after a fraction of these slices.

   


Chapter 8

#WhatsWrongWithThisShit?

THE ONE WITH THE WEST YORKSHIRE MAYOR’S SON

POSTED BY BFDLASS#WWWTS NOVEMBER 24TH 14:08


Picture this – Jamie Jacobs – a bit of a lad, sometimes a tosser, but mostly just a clown. Now he’s dead and that’s not right.

Imagine what went through his mind when he saw the machete in his attacker’s hands. Wonder if he cried. Maybe he tried to run or talk his way out of it. Maybe he was too fucked to care. Still, high or not, dealer or not, did he deserve to die … like this?

#WhatsWrongWithThisShit?

Another machete attack and still no suspects. It’s like we don’t matter – maybe we don’t. Maybe kids like us are expendable. Except he’s not like us – not like the other victims.

Maybe, now a white lad’s been killed they’ll wake up and take notice!

Maybe, with all his money, his dad will pull some strings!

#WhatsWrongWithThisShit?



Views: 1,322 Shares: 321


COMMENTS:

Ran98: You’re dead right. Bet they up the police presence now a gora’s been offed. This one deserved it as much as the others #killthedealers

Karryann3: @Ran98 WTF. Are you for real? None of them deserve this. #RIPShabanaHussain[image: RIP Emoji] #RIPParminderDeol[image: RIP Emoji] #RIPLiaqatIlyas[image: RIP Emoji] #RIPJamieJacobs[image: RIP Emoji]

ZainK: Wanker! @Ran98

JakeK4292: Wrong place wrong time?

Jazzygirl3: @jakeK4292 No place should be the wrong place. #Keepthestreetssafe

Jazzygirl3: @Ran98 Really?

Jazzygirl3: We’re all the same underneath #JusticeForAll



   


Chapter 9

Jamie Jacobs’s home was a massive, detached house with acres of land around it, on the Bradford side of Ilkley. Ahad had insisted Saj accompany him to interview the parents, and Saj was interested to see how Ahad worked. DCS Clark had given the notification of death in the morning and Ahad had waited till after lunch to make his visit, using the time to conduct a team briefing and ensure all the bases were covered. Much to his chagrin, Saj couldn’t fault him on that. Apart from a bit of a moan about Springer’s absence, Ahad had got on with the job and ordered the uniforms to look for witnesses, although the likelihood of finding any in the park after dark were thin and the houses surrounding the park were distant from the bandstand. Sajid wondered if Jamie might have been meeting someone there, but Ahad had merely snorted.

The drive over had been uncomfortable. Ahad had insisted on driving a pool car, saying he needed to get to know the area, and Saj had been uncomfortably aware of the smell of fried food lingering in the vehicle. He hoped that whatever snack the previous occupants had indulged in hadn’t made its way onto the passenger seat and from there onto his clothes. Ahad hadn’t spoken, and after being on the receiving end of the DI’s abrupt responses, Sajid looked out the window whilst mulling over the little they’d learned so far.

The woman that answered the doorbell had been crying, and Sajid initially wondered if she was the mayor’s wife. However, she dispelled that assumption by taking them into a massive living room and introducing the two detectives to the mayor, ‘Call-Me-Bob’ Jacobs, and his wife Joyce. She must have been the maid or housekeeper or whatever these rich folk had.

Once seated, having refused coffee, Ahad began the interview with Sajid watching on. To give the DI his due, he covered all the bases and had replaced his usual bored expression with one of concern. Impressed by the way the senior officer teased information from Jamie’s parents, Sajid made sure he watched for any non-verbal clues they might give off.

Joyce Jacobs sat separately from her husband, on an armchair that dwarfed her. Her feet were tucked under her, and her arms wrapped around her chest. Every so often a shudder hurtled through her body and she repeated the same words over and over. ‘I can’t believe it. This can’t be happening.’

Her reaction was normal for those coming to terms with the loss of a loved one. However, it also meant that, for the time being at least, she could offer no pertinent information. Her husband, on the other hand, appeared almost bluff and breezy by comparison. As if he was on autopilot in his mayoral role and had to maintain a stiff upper lip. That was until Ahad started on the more piercing questions.

‘So, was Jamie in any bother? Did he have anything on his mind? Girls? Boys? Drugs? Enemies? Anything like that?’

‘Call-Me-Bob’s demeanour changed in an instant. All bonhomie and niceties flew out the window and were replaced by hard anger and a harsh tone. ‘My son’s a victim here, Inspector. And you have the cheek to come here and treat him like a … what? A petty criminal?’

‘That’s not at all what I’m doing, Mr Jacobs. I’m trying to find out who killed your son and in order to do that, I need to ask probing questions. If you want your son’s killer caught, then it’s best if you answer them.’

As Mr Jacobs stood and strode around the room, Saj’s eyes turned to Mrs Jacobs. Her husband’s agitation seemed to silence her muted pleas and her glazed look was dull but strangely observant as, with her eyes, she traced her husband’s pacing. Sajid frowned, unable to interpret the dynamic at play. When she noticed him observing her, she closed her eyes and the low keening began once more. Not knowing what to do with that information, Saj stored it away to dissect later.

‘We’ve had trouble with the lad.’ Mr Jacobs sank back into the chair he’d vacated earlier. ‘They’re all at it, you know? It’s hard to keep an eye on them all the time.’

Ahad nodded. ‘We talking drugs?’

An abrupt nod confirmed what the detectives had already surmised. ‘He got in with a bad lot. He was taking drugs, then he started dealing too. We got him help, but …’ He swept a hand over his face, ‘More than once in fact, but it never stuck. He always relapsed.’

‘I’ll need the names of any friends, dealers, drug contacts – any you know of.’

Bob nodded. ‘I’ll get that to you. It must have been one of them; they’re a violent lot, those dealers – especially the Bradford ones.’

Sajid wondered if by Bradford ones, Jacobs meant the Pakistani lads. It was true that young Asian youths handled a hefty amount of the dealing and organised crime in Bradford, but there were many non-Asian criminals too and an upsurge in rival gangs from Eastern Europe made it more difficult to keep tabs on the gangs, but also to minimise the inter-gang warfare that, like in every other UK city, sometimes erupted onto the streets.

‘Of course, it was one of them.’ Joyce Jacobs leaned forward in her chair, her body rigid, her gaze focused. ‘Who else could it be?’

Ahad smiled and shrugged. ‘I’m sorry to have to ask this, but if I don’t my boss will be mad. It’s protocol, you know, and it has to be done – where were you both between eight o’clock last night and 5 a.m. this morning?’

Ahad had deliberately kept the parameters wide, as they had yet to receive a definitive time of death from Langley.

Sajid expected objections and indignant annoyance – he’d seen that before with victims’ families – but that wasn’t the response they got.

Joyce Jacobs sighed. ‘We’ve both got an alibi, if that’s what you’re after. We were sleeping out in Bradford for charity for the homeless. We were in a huge group – about thirty of us in Centenary Square.’

Ahad smiled and stood up, extending his hand first to Mr, then to Mrs Jacobs. ‘That’s great. If you could give us a list—’

Before Ahad could finish his sentence, Bob Jacobs thrust a sheet of A4 paper at him. ‘That’s the names of the folk at the sleepout. You’ll need that to confirm our alibi.’

To give him his due, Ahad’s expression didn’t alter as he accepted the list. ‘Thanks for this. Now if we could just have a look at Jamie’s room, then we’ll get out of your way.’

The couple exchanged a glance before Bob rose and guided them out of the room. ‘It’s this way.’

Keen to examine Jamie’s bedroom without the restricting presence of either parent, Saj put on his best smile. ‘Don’t worry, Mr Jacobs. We’ll take it from here. You go and look after your wife.’

‘Oh, okay. Top of the stairs, first on the right.’ Left with little option, Bob sidled back into the living room and closed the door behind him with a bang.

‘Excellent work, Malik. Last thing we need is the parents breathing down our necks. Let’s see how Jamie lived, eh?’ Ahad took the stairs two at a time, leaving Saj to follow, still basking in the unexpected compliment.

The first thing Saj noticed on entering Jamie’s room was its neatness. It was orderly to the point of clinical. No posters, no books, no mess, no smelly teenage boy odours. Pulling on gloves, Sajid and Ahad wandered round the room in silence. As he opened the wardrobe door, Saj raised his eyebrows. It was almost empty – a couple of pairs of jeans and a hoodie were the only clothes inside. If he’d been in a poorer family’s home he might have expected a dearth of clothing or, alternately, a wealth of cheap Primani tat, but here in such an affluent household, he expected to see a closet filled with designer brands. He closed the door and, eyes narrowed, considered the room with its neatly made bed and floral duvet. ‘If the Jacobs hadn’t said otherwise, you’d think Jamie didn’t actually sleep here.’

Ahad wandered back through from the ensuite. ‘Yeah, you’re right. There’s not so much as a shampoo bottle in there and the towels are pink. How many teen lads would choose pink towels and a floral duvet? Perhaps we need to have another brief chat with the Jacobs.’

Back downstairs, Ahad remained standing, his face unsmiling as he faced off with Jamie’s parents. ‘We looked at Jamie’s room, which seems to suggest, contrary to your previous statement, Jamie doesn’t live here and by the looks of it hasn’t in a long time. Care to explain?’

Mrs Jacobs took refuge once more in closed eyes and keening, effectively leaving her husband to reply. He sat down on the sofa, not asking Saj and Ahad to sit down. This feeble attempt at a power play backfired, though, as both officers now towered above him. As if realising his mistake, he gestured to the chairs the detectives had occupied earlier, but Ahad shook his head, a slight twitch of his lips telling Saj that the DI was enjoying this. ‘No, we’re fine where we are.’

Ahad crossed his arms over his chest and stared at Mr Jacobs. ‘We need the truth and it would be best for you if you tell us now rather than in a more formal setting at the station.’

Unable to maintain eye contact with the intimidating detective, Jacobs jumped to his feet and resumed pacing round the room. ‘Do I need to tell you who you’re talking to, young man?’

Standing his ground, Ahad shook his head and kept his tone low and factual. ‘No, you don’t. You’re a suspect in your son’s murder until proven otherwise.’

Jacobs’s face clouded over, a flush appearing on his cheekbones. But Ahad wasn’t finished. ‘I think you need reminding
















   
OPS/images/emoji7.jpg





OPS/images/emoji3.jpg





OPS/images/emoji2.jpg





OPS/images/emoji1.jpg





OPS/images/logo.jpg
ONE PLACE. MANY STORIES





OPS/images/cover.png
A D.S. NIKKI PAREKH NOVEL






