
   
[image: Cover image: The Close by Jane Casey]




THE CLOSE

Jane Casey

[image: HarperCollinsPublishers Logo]




Copyright

HarperCollinsPublishers Ltd

1 London Bridge Street, 

London SE1 9GF

www.harpercollins.co.uk

First published by HarperCollinsPublishers Ltd 2023

Copyright © Jane Casey 2023

Excerpt from A Stranger in the Family copyright © Jane Casey 2024

Cover design © HarperCollinsPublishers

Jane Casey asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

A catalogue copy of this book is available from the British Library.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, down-loaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins.

Without limiting the exclusive rights of any author, contributor or the publisher of this publication, any unauthorized use of this publication to train generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies is expressly prohibited. HarperCollins also exercise their rights under Article 4(3) of the Digital Single Market Directive 2019/790 and expressly reserve this publication from the text and data mining exception.

Source ISBN: 9780008404970

Ebook Edition © March 2023 ISBN: 9780008404994

Version: 2026-05-27




Dedication

For Sarah Law, with love

   


Epigraph

We walk the path in innocence because we do not know what is at its end.
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All murder investigations were different and yet all of them began the same way, at least for me: standing in silence near a body, trying to catch the faintest echo of what had happened. Sometimes the air still vibrated with violence and high emotion, and sometimes the silence was empty. It was a habit that I kept to myself, but one that reminded me of the fundamental truth: this was more than a job. Someone’s life had been ended too soon. Finding out who had done it, and why, was my duty.

Silence could be hard to come by, however, depending on the crime scene and who else was there. Currently, I was battling to hear anything over the hum of conversation from uniformed officers and scene-of-crime specialists and, inevitably, my colleague, Detective Constable Georgia Shaw, who talked as if she was paid by the word. I tuned back in just in time to hear, ‘So he was in the driver’s seat, but I mean, clearly, he didn’t drive here, did he? Because he was already dead from what Dr Early said. With the rigor, and everything.’

The body was slumped, half of it inside a bright blue BMW sportscar, half lolling through the open door. One arm dangled. Dr Early, bright-eyed and brisk, had demonstrated with a quick swing that it hung loose.

‘He would have been in full rigor when they moved him to the driver’s seat. You can see he’s not in the correct position to have been driving. The angle of his legs is all wrong and his feet wouldn’t have been near the pedals. I’d guess he was curled up and they were able to slide him into the seat all right but they needed to move his arm to close the door.’ She had straightened up with a shrug. ‘You can break rigor, but you can’t make it come back again.’

‘So we were supposed to think he was killed in the car?’ I said. ‘And assume it happened here?’

‘Your guess is as good as mine.’ Dr Early had returned to her examination, probing the bloody mess on the top of the victim’s head, where someone had hit him with enough force to smash his skull.

The victim: Hassan Dawoud, a doctor, aged thirty-four. And where we stood was the car park of the big, sprawling London hospital where he had worked. It was just after five on a clear June morning, the light delicate but with the promise of heat later on. The nearest hospital building was a triumph of Sixties brutalism in stained concrete, with aluminium-framed windows that flared brightly as the early sun caught them. Behind them, hundreds of onlookers, I guessed, attracted by the fuss of a murder investigation in full swing. We had taped off half of the car park, which sent the hospital authorities into a tizzy: people would be coming to appointments and to visit their loved ones and to visit A&E and the car park was already inadequate. Without access to parking, the hospital simply could not function. The sooner we took our dead body and went, the better, they had strongly implied.

‘Do you want to talk to Liz St John? She’s keen to get home,’ Georgia said.

‘Who is that? Oh – the woman who found the body?’ My first instinct was to tell Georgia to do it. I spent a lot of time trying to give her jobs that she couldn’t get wrong. In truth my reluctance had more to do with the motivation I’d been struggling to find lately. I had seen the woman already, sitting in the back of a police car with the door open, a blanket around her shoulders, her eyes wide with the kind of stare that saw nothing. Make an effort, I told myself. ‘I’ll speak to her. They’re ready to move the body, if you don’t mind looking after that.’

‘Of course.’ Georgia sounded keen and competent, and at least one of those things was true. She was getting a lot better, I reminded myself. I still found myself checking up on her, but nine times out of ten she’d got everything right. It was really just the thought of the tenth time that kept me on edge.

And speaking of being on edge, Liz St John was doing a fair impression of someone who had reached that state some time ago. She was holding a cup of tea, probably not the first one she’d been given. Her other hand was heavily bandaged.

‘Mrs St John? I’m DS Maeve Kerrigan. I understand you found the body.’

She nodded. ‘I didn’t know – I said to the police when they came, I had no idea. I would never have opened the door if I’d known.’

‘You opened the car door?’

A convulsive nod. She was thin and pretty usually, I guessed, though tiredness had put bags under her eyes and dulled her skin. Fair hair, fat diamond stud earrings, another few carats on her fingers and a Mulberry bag at her feet. A well-off woman who had blundered into her worst nightmare. She was staring at me with matching interest, seeing, I supposed, someone whose life was nothing like her own. I was wearing a dark trouser suit with a plain white top underneath, minimal jewellery, minimal make-up. I was tall and striking enough to attract attention but I tried to look neutral when I was at work. What was routine to me was shocking to her, and I reminded myself to be gentle with her.

‘Go back to the start. Why were you at the hospital?’

‘I was chopping carrots for the children’s tea. Batons.’ She half-laughed. ‘They don’t even like carrots, you know. They wouldn’t have eaten them.’

‘And you cut your hand,’ I prompted. I wanted to get her out of there before the body was moved. It was behind screens but there were things you didn’t need to hear, never mind see.

‘We have these knives – they’re Japanese. Very expensive. They’re far too sharp. I must have been distracted and I sliced into my hand.’ She grimaced. ‘I had to wait for Hughie – my husband – to come home before I could go to the hospital. To mind the children. So I was quite late getting here, and then it was a four-hour wait. They made me have an X-ray – anyway, they were nice to me. I was worried that I was wasting everyone’s time by coming here, but …’ she trailed off, lifting her hand, showing me the bandages.

‘What time did you leave the emergency department?’

‘Coming up on two in the morning. It was still busy.’

‘It’s always busy,’ I said, with feeling.

‘Yes. Anyway, I came out here and the parking machine was broken.’ She gestured in that general direction. ‘There was a notice on it. Coins only. No notes. I mean, who carries that much change? And the amount they charge for parking … well, I didn’t have it. I was short two pounds. Everything was closed and there was no one around. I was stuck and Hughie was at home with the kids so I couldn’t get him to come and rescue me. I knew the receptionists wouldn’t be able to give me change but I thought I might find someone to help. I was about to go back into the building when I saw the car.’

‘Hassan Dawoud’s car.’

She nodded.

‘Why did you go over to it? Was there something about it that attracted your attention?’

She looked surprised. ‘I know – knew him. He’s my next-door neighbour.’

I blinked. ‘Wow.’

‘Quite a coincidence.’ She frowned. ‘Except, not really. Lots of doctors live around where we are, and it’s the closest A&E to us. It wasn’t a surprise to see someone I knew. I didn’t think anything of it except, “Oh good, Hassan will help me.” The windows are tinted but I could see him in the driver’s seat.’

‘So you went over.’

‘And knocked on the window. When he didn’t look up, I opened the door. And he fell out.’ She swallowed convulsively. ‘I thought he was ill. I thought – well, I don’t know. But then his cap came off and I saw his head.’

‘It must have been a shock.’

‘A total shock. I was almost sick.’ She shut her eyes, and I saw a glint of sweat across her forehead as if the nausea had returned. ‘Hassan means handsome, did you know that? Someone at playgroup told me. He was terrifically handsome. Beautiful, really. Seeing him like that was a nightmare.’

‘Did you touch him?’

‘I sort of caught him when he flopped out. I checked for a pulse, but he was cold.’ She shuddered. ‘Maybe I shouldn’t have touched him, but I didn’t know.’

It was a pain, forensically speaking. I hoped she didn’t know what I was thinking. ‘We’ll need to get a sample of your DNA, if that’s all right.’

‘Of course. Anything.’

‘Was Hassan married?’ I had noticed a platinum ring on his hand.

‘Yes. Last year. They seemed happy.’ She bit her lip. ‘Most of the time, anyway.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘There were arguments now and then. Breaking china. Shouting.’ Her eyes slid up to mine. ‘It’s not that I’m nosy. I couldn’t help hearing, when we had the back doors open. It gets so hot in the kitchen. Late at night – when they’d been partying – there were rows.’

‘Violent ones?’

‘I don’t know. I can’t say.’ Instant regret, common to witnesses who felt they had said too much. She looked down at the tea. ‘This is cold and disgusting. Could you take it away?’

I took the cup out of her hand and put it on the roof of the car. ‘Go back to Mr Dawoud’s marriage. Tell me about his wife.’

‘His – oh, no. No. Sorry. I’ve misled you. Hassan didn’t have a wife. He had a husband. Cameron. But he’s away.’ She shivered. ‘So it couldn’t have been him who did this. Could it?’
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‘I told you all of this before. We had a good marriage.’ Cameron Grant Dawoud sat with his hands clasped in front of him on the table, pressed tightly together. A tremor ran through his body every few moments: a physical manifestation of the grief that had left him red-eyed and puffy-faced. He was big, his muscles well-defined, his shoulders straining the cotton of his T-shirt. He was thirty-six, I knew, but his sandy hair was thinning across the back of his head already. The sun had burned him pink across the bridge of his nose and the upper part of his arms. He had come straight to meet us when he got back to London, pausing only to get his solicitor to join him.

I was reserving my opinion of Cameron Dawoud.

‘Did you ever argue?’ Beside me, Georgia was taking a confident lead with questioning him.

‘Of course.’

‘Of course?’ she repeated, her eyebrows raised as if she was surprised. Don’t overplay it, Georgia.

He shrugged. ‘I’m not going to try to tell you we didn’t fight now and then. That would be unrealistic.’

It would have been a lie, too, I thought.

‘Was it physical?’ Georgia said. ‘When you argued?’

‘No.’

‘Was there damage to property?’

‘No.’

‘Neither of you ever got angry enough to throw things?’

‘I said no.’ His jaw was clenched.

‘That’s not what we’ve heard,’ Georgia said cheerfully and I saw his eyelids flicker as he thought about who might have come up with a different version of events.

‘You must be talking about Liz.’

‘What makes you say that?’ Georgia hopped on what he’d said as if it was evidence of wrongdoing and he sighed.

‘I know she found him – you told me that much – so I suppose you’ve been talking to her.’ He rubbed his eyes. ‘You can’t have had time to talk to anyone else, really. What is it – twelve hours since he was found? Less than that? And I presume you want to start with me since I’m his husband.’

He was no idiot, I thought, and he was easily out-thinking my junior colleague.

‘What difference does it make if Liz told us?’ My voice was quiet. It was almost the first thing I’d said in the whole interview and Georgia looked around as if she had forgotten I was there. She was enjoying herself, and I was not. I wished I was somewhere else, and looked down at my notebook to hide the thought from the man I was supposed to be interviewing.

‘It doesn’t make any difference, really. Except that she was mistaken.’ He shrugged. ‘I don’t know why she would say that we fought. She seems like a perfectly nice woman, but I can’t say I know her well enough to judge her as a witness.’

‘Did you ever call the police? Either of you?’ I was the last person to judge them if they hadn’t involved the police, given that I hadn’t called for help myself when I’d stumbled into a relationship with a man who won arguments with his fists.

‘Absolutely not. And you can check that quite easily, can’t you?’ He glared at me, his brow furrowed. ‘Why are you wasting your time on this? It’s hardly a big deal that we argued. That’s what adults do from time to time, kids. Life isn’t one long honeymoon, no matter how much you love each other.’

‘But you hadn’t been married very long,’ Georgia pointed out. ‘Still in the honeymoon period.’

‘It was almost a year.’ His voice broke and he hung his head for a moment. ‘We’d been together for four years before that.’

‘Why did you decide to get married after all that time?’

‘Because we could,’ he snapped. Then, in a gentler tone, ‘Because we wanted to make a permanent commitment to one another, I suppose. We both felt marriage was for life. We didn’t have anything to prove – everyone who knew us knew we were completely devoted to one another.’

‘What did you argue about?’ I asked. Cameron turned his attention to me again, his forehead furrowed.

‘All kinds of things. Who hadn’t loaded the dishwasher properly. Who was supposed to pick up the meat from the butcher. Who didn’t water the garden.’

‘Was that all?’

A flicker of irritation. ‘Sorry to disappoint you. Hassan liked to let off steam that way. He’d pick a fight over something small and we’d argue for ten minutes and then he’d make it up to me over a whole weekend.’ He sounded more Scottish when he was upset, I thought, which was the sort of giveaway that could be useful. ‘Were you hoping for some juicy details of infidelity? I presume you think that we weren’t faithful to one another because we’re gay. You’re assuming we wouldn’t play by heterosexual rules.’

‘I’m not assuming anything,’ I said. ‘Some people have open marriages. Some people have affairs. Some people are faithful to one another. I’m sorry to ask about anything so personal but I have to.’

‘Don’t pretend you don’t enjoy it.’

Cameron’s solicitor shifted in his chair, a small but meaningful movement and Cameron pressed his clasped hands to his forehead, mastering himself.

‘Of course I understand. You have to find out if I had a motive to kill him. Even though I couldn’t have killed him because I was away. Which you know.’

Cameron Dawoud had been competing at a windsurfing competition in Pwllheli, in North Wales, when his husband’s skull was fractured.

‘I wasn’t going to ask about your relationship and whether you were both faithful.’ Yet. ‘I was more interested in arguments about money.’

He gave a short huff of surprise. ‘We weren’t exactly short of cash, if that’s what you mean. Hassan was a consultant, which means he got paid a decent amount of money, even for his NHS work. He spent half the time working for the NHS and half of the time for Havenview Hospital, which is private. He was a kidney specialist. People respected him. He earned a lot and he spent money on things he liked. Same as me, if it comes to that.’

‘What do you do?’ Georgia asked.

‘I’m an accountant.’

‘Do you work for a particular company?’

‘I’m self-employed. I have a decent client list.’ He managed a grotesque kind of smile. ‘You know where we live right? You know we couldn’t have afforded a five-bed house in a nice part of London if we weren’t doing all right.’

‘Appearances can be deceiving,’ Georgia observed. ‘You could have been managing a lot of debt.’

‘Could have been. But we weren’t. You’re welcome to go through our financial records and I’m sure you will.’ His eyes were steely. ‘I was in charge of the financial side of things, as you’d expect. Hassan knew what he had to spend and he was careful about it. We didn’t argue about it. We argued about stupid little things because that was how we were. And then we made up. There was no lasting damage. No resentment. No motive, from your point of view.’

I’ll be the judge of that, I thought.

‘Did anyone wish him harm?’ Georgia asked, and Cameron laughed, without humour.

‘Well, clearly they did. But if you’re asking if I was aware of someone wanting to kill him, then no.’

It was hard to tell whether Cameron despised us because we were women or because he thought we were asking all the wrong questions, but I could tell he hadn’t formed a very good opinion of us. I tried to think of something to say that would cut through his defences and prove that we were on his side, really, assuming that he wasn’t his husband’s killer. My head remained stubbornly empty of anything useful. Beside me, Georgia cleared her throat.

‘What I’m asking is if he had any enemies.’

‘No. He was on good terms with his family. He didn’t get on with all of his colleagues but we’re not talking about anything disciplinary. He was just a very determined, focused person and he didn’t like anyone saying no to him. If he couldn’t get what he wanted by asking, or charming someone, then he shouted. That annoyed some people.’ He pinched the bridge of his nose, fighting for composure. ‘All I can think is that someone killed him because they hated what he was. I think they killed him because he was married to a man and they loathed that. There are plenty of people who think that way, believe me. And some of them are prepared to act on it.’

I let Georgia scurry away after the interview on the pretext that I wanted to tidy up the interview room. The last thing I wanted was a full discussion of where we had both gone wrong in handling Cameron Dawoud. I should have played a bigger part when it became clear that she wasn’t able for him, and I had let her fail instead. To teach her a lesson, she had undoubtedly assumed.

It’s not that I didn’t want to help you. I couldn’t.

It was all too close to home, that was the trouble. All much too reminiscent of the experiences I should have been able to leave behind when my last relationship ended in the most dramatic way possible.

When I left the empty room I stood in the corridor and closed my eyes for a moment. There was work to do, and plenty of it, and conversations I needed to have, and for that I needed energy. Unfortunately, I was all out.

The sound of a door opening brought me back to where I was and what I should be doing, a feeling that only intensified when I clocked the tall figure sauntering towards me: Detective Inspector Josh Derwent at his most urbane, and therefore dangerous.

‘That didn’t go too well, did it, Maeve?’

‘You were watching?’

‘On the monitor.’ He brushed a thread from the sleeve of his jacket.

Of course he was entitled to watch any interviews I did; I was a DS and he was my DI. Supervision was part of his job.

For anyone else, that would have been the whole story.

‘Why?’

‘Curious.’

‘About what? The case?’ I hesitated. ‘How Georgia was doing?’

‘No, angel. Not her.’

I rolled my eyes, not even attempting to hide my irritation as I set off down the corridor. I didn’t know why I had expected anything different. Josh Derwent was an HR disaster, a walking liability who had done multiple training courses in professional behaviour. The courses had achieved nothing except that now he was aware of when he was breaking the rules, and how, and exactly how much trouble he would be in if I complained.

I didn’t complain. I had learned not to mind, mostly, and to recognise that the way he challenged me was a sign that he cared. No one was more annoying; no one knew me better. If I found him irritating, very often it was because he was right about something and I had to admit I was wrong. Just as often it was the other way round. I’d trained him to listen to me, some of the time. He was my boss, my landlord, my friend. And, currently, he was my problem.

‘Give me a break.’

He fell into step beside me, with the kind of easy stride that told me I needn’t bother trying to outpace him. ‘What happened to you in there?’

My grip tightened on my notes. ‘What do you mean?’

‘You let him get away with not answering half your questions. He called you homophobic—’

‘He did not.’

‘—and so you let him avoid talking about whether they were faithful to one another. That’s not like you.’

‘It was a first interview and he’s not officially a suspect.’

‘Of course he’s a suspect.’

‘He wasn’t even there.’

‘Uh-huh. Pretty convenient for him to be five and a half hours away from where his husband was being murdered, don’t you think?’

‘I do,’ I allowed. ‘But I also think it would have made it quite difficult for him to bash his husband’s head in.’

‘He could have hired someone. You heard him. Money wasn’t an issue.’

I pressed the button for the lift with maximum force, as if that would make it come quicker. ‘It’s not easy to find someone to carry out a murder for you.’

‘Not easy, but not impossible.’ He turned to face me, leaning his shoulder against the wall, his hands in his pockets. ‘What about the domestic violence angle?’

‘What about it?’

‘There were a few questions you could have done with asking. Who was the aggressor? Did they ever get counselling? What kind of injuries are we talking about?’

‘I can find all of that out. In fact, he’s not the best person to ask if he was the one who was handy with his fists. Hassan Dawoud was slightly built. Cameron is a tank. I’m not assuming he was the aggressor but if he was, we’re more likely to hear about it from Hassan’s friends or colleagues.’

He leaned towards me. ‘You went somewhere else the second Georgia brought it up.’

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’

‘Yes, you do,’ he said softly. ‘And you know why I’m saying it.’

Without thinking I raised a hand to the collarbone that my boyfriend had broken the previous summer, then let it fall when I realised what I was doing. The challenge in Derwent’s eyes softened to pity, and that was almost worse. I felt my throat tighten.

‘You’re jumping to conclusions. I didn’t know enough to take Cameron Dawoud on. He was pure granite and he wasn’t going to give us anything unless he had to. All we had was a sketchy story from the neighbour. Once I’ve followed it up with her and confirmed it with their friends or relatives or anyone Hassan might have confided in, I’ll go back to Cameron with it. At the moment I don’t know enough to know when he’s lying to me, but I will.’

‘You didn’t tell anyone.’ Derwent’s voice was silky. ‘What makes you think Hassan did?’

I felt the colour wash into my face. ‘This isn’t about me and I don’t know why you keep bringing it up. It’s old news. I’m over it.’

‘I wonder …’

‘What?’

‘I wonder if you really believe that.’ Derwent straightened up, dropping the inquisition abruptly. ‘And I wonder if now is the right time to ask you something.’

‘What?’

‘If you’d do something … unusual with me. It would involve going away. A complete change of scene.’

‘For work?’

He looked affronted. ‘Of course for work.’

Of course. Derwent had a partner, Melissa, and even if he hadn’t, he would have a bit more subtlety than that. Flustered, I said the first thing that came to mind.

‘Going away – for how long?’

‘Don’t know.’

‘Then no. I would say no.’

‘Then I won’t ask you.’

At that moment the lift doors slid open and I shot into it. He stood in the hallway, watching me, his expression unreadable. He never took no for an answer if it was something he really wanted, I thought.

It was as if he’d heard me. ‘I won’t ask you now, anyway. Some other time.’

I had my hand on the button to keep the doors open. ‘Are you getting in?’

‘No. I’ll take the stairs.’

The doors closed and I felt my shoulders drop, somewhere between relief and dismay. I knew Derwent well enough to be certain the conversation wasn’t over.
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The Dawouds lived in a secluded, tree-lined road a couple of miles from the hospital as the crow flew, but it might as well have been another planet. Detached houses were set back from the road, with expensive cars parked on the driveways. Somewhere children screamed, a thin noise that was happiness rather than horror. There were discordant notes: the police officer standing on the pavement outside the first house in the street, and the police tape strung across the gateway, and the Metropolitan Police Forensic Service vans parked along the road, and several bunches of flowers propped against the hedge.

‘We’re not releasing the house until Kev is happy,’ Georgia told me, preparing to step into her paper suit. I was doing the same, tucking my hair back under the hood.

‘Did he tell you if he’d found anything?’

‘No.’ She bit her lip. ‘He’d probably have told you.’

‘Kev and I go way back.’ I gave her a reassuring smile; there had been a time when I had envied other police officers their easy confidence with the crime scene technician. ‘He tells me all sorts of things he shouldn’t.’

Kev Cox was a wizard who had a sixth sense about where he might find DNA or blood spatter or a careless fingerprint. No one was better at reading a crime scene than him. So when I found him in the kitchen of the big, empty house, and saw the set of his shoulders, my heart sank.

‘Nothing?’

‘Not so far.’ He looked up from his clipboard and shrugged. ‘It could be your crime scene. I’m not ruling it out.’

‘Go on.’

His face puckered with frustration behind his mask. ‘Just a few things that don’t add up, like we found his mobile phone on the kitchen table. I’d expect him to have taken it with him if he was leaving the house for any length of time – it’s second nature now, isn’t it?’

‘You have to make an effort to go out without it,’ I agreed. ‘Unless you want to be untraceable. But it’s a shame we won’t have cell-site analysis to tell us where he went.’

‘It makes me think that he was dead before he left here but there’s nowhere with obvious blood spatter, and nowhere that’s too clean. Look at this.’ He pointed to the marble work surface on the kitchen counter. ‘Crumbs. Fingerprints everywhere. Smudges on the window. The cleaner comes on Fridays, I’m told, and no one did much cleaning in her absence.’

‘So no one mopped up a puddle of blood.’

‘Nope. I found a smudge – one smudge – on the back door.’

‘Inside or outside?’

‘Outside.’ He shrugged. ‘Could belong to our guy. Could belong to someone letting themselves into the back garden to make a getaway. Could be a gardening injury from a few days ago. There wasn’t much of it.’

‘Hmm.’ I went across to look out at the garden, realising that it wasn’t overlooked to the rear. Tall trees and shrubs lined the walls, adding to the impression of privacy that was the greatest luxury London could offer. The house itself was like something from a magazine, all brass detailing and restrained good taste. Parquet floors, expensive sofas, a high-end kitchen with designer stools at the breakfast bar: the ideal home for a pair of well-heeled professionals, even if it was on the large side for two. I made a note to ask Cameron if he and his husband had been thinking about having children. He would know I was seeking a motive, but it was still worth asking. ‘What’s that at the end of the garden?’

‘A home gym.’ Kev came to join me. ‘I’ve got a couple of techs in there, don’t worry. They haven’t found anything. The flooring out there is rubberised but it’s soft and absorbent, not wipe-clean. If there was blood, it would stain.’

‘Right.’ I stepped out onto the patio, careful to avoid making contact with the door. An expensive barbecue sat under a canvas cover. Big sofas bracketed a fire pit. The overall air of affluence persisted.

‘Nice place for a summer party.’ Kev winced as a scream tore the air from the garden next to us. ‘Except for that, obviously.’

I had jumped too. The scream came again and ended in a happy gurgle before a toddler’s voice was raised in outrage. ‘Mummy. Mummy!’

‘Isn’t it bedtime?’ I said to Kev, who rolled his eyes.

‘Goes right through your head, doesn’t it.’

The house beside the Dawouds would belong to Liz St John, I thought, and it looked just as expensive and desirable as my victim’s house. Money couldn’t buy you peace and quiet, but it could definitely make you think you were entitled to it.

A rustle at the door was Georgia stepping out gingerly on the metal footplates Kev had laid across the patio.

‘Anything?’

‘No.’ I pointed discreetly at the house next door. ‘That’s the only house that would have line-of-sight on the garden. We should talk to her again.’

‘She didn’t mention seeing anything.’

‘She might not have thought it was relevant. And she might have a cleaner or a housekeeper or gardener or someone else we don’t know about. They could be a witness.’

‘Assuming anything happened here,’ Georgia said.

‘We have to start somewhere. Do you mind going round to talk to her?’

She looked surprised. ‘Don’t you want to do that?’

‘I’m sure you can manage it,’ I said, and watched her go with mixed emotions. I’d spoken to Liz St John at the hospital, I thought. I’d done my bit. If Georgia still needed me to hold her hand on a straightforward interview, she was in the wrong job.

You should still have gone with her.

I ignored the nagging voice of my conscience and turned back to Kev. ‘Where did Hassan keep the car?’

‘In the garage. Left of the front door. I’ve had a preliminary look.’ He brightened. ‘The floor is polished concrete. Very good surface for footprints. The place is immaculate. I think it’s worth spending a bit of time on it.’

I nodded. ‘Can I walk through the rest of the house?’

‘Be my guest. If you find anything, let me know.’ He headed off in the direction of the garage, his usual cheerful whistling modulating to a minor key. Frustration didn’t sit well with him.

I started at the back of the garden, scanning the gym from the door to avoid getting in the way. It was equipped with expensive kit: a Peloton bike, a massive treadmill, a rowing machine and stacks of weights. The back wall was mirrored, doubling the crime scene technicians who were crawling around the floor and delicately swabbing near-invisible smudges on the walls. I glanced at myself automatically: tall, anonymous in protective gear. Dead-eyed.

I turned away and strode back to the house, pausing for a second at the door to get an impression of the place. It was as Kev had said: nothing out of place, nothing remarkable. Every room was tidy but not too tidy, clean but not excessively so. As I walked around I noticed the floors were in need of a vacuum here and there, and the mirror in the en-suite bathroom was splashed with water stains. If someone had cleaned up a crime scene they could never have recreated the lived-in feel of the place. Nothing jangled with that unsettling vibration I’d come to recognise as the aftermath of violence. Nothing jarred.

Georgia was loitering outside when I came out of the front door. ‘Anything interesting?’

‘Not really. What about Liz?’

She shrugged. ‘She was fine. Made me feel like a scruff. I should have left my protective suit on so I didn’t make the place dirty.’

‘House proud, is she?’

‘You’d never know two little kids live there. You could eat your dinner off the floor.’

‘Did she see anything next door?’

‘No, but I’d say she’s too preoccupied with herself to notice much. And the kids make noise all the time. You know how it is – you have the bifold doors open because the rooflights make the kitchen so hot when the sun is shining and suddenly you realise how much sound carries. Hassan used to complain about it, she said, but poor little Nell went through agonies when she was teething.’

It was a pitch-perfect imitation of Liz’s drawl and I grinned appreciatively. ‘Such a nightmare with the rooflights. I suppose she didn’t notice anyone calling next door? A delivery, even?’

‘She didn’t say. Why? Do you think someone burgled the house?’

‘No,’ I said, surprised. ‘Nothing so dramatic. I just want to know if there was a point when Hassan stopped answering the door. The blood on the back door is inconclusive. If nothing happened in this house, I want to work out when he was here and when he went out.’

‘That would be helpful.’

I sighed. ‘Let’s face it, any facts at all would be helpful. So far all that we really know for sure is that Hassan Dawoud is dead.’
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The weather was beautiful the following day, through the office window. Small, bright-edged clouds slipped away overhead, racing east in a bright blue sky. Pigeons whirled on the air, weightless and lovely from a distance. Where they found a window ledge the males strutted and preened, balls of confident fluff as fat as full-blown peonies. Beautiful, if you didn’t look at their rheumy eyes and mutilated feet.

I shouldn’t have noticed any of it.

I stared out of the window at the sharp green growth on the trees, the wind flipping the leaves like a croupier turning cards, and wished I had nothing else to do but let the summer day pass into evening, and evening deepen to night before my eyes.

The Dawoud case needed my attention. I couldn’t leave it up to Georgia even though she had been picking up the slack, taking on tasks that I should have dealt with myself, and all without complaint or asking for praise. Georgia was becoming a useful member of the team, just as I was turning into a dead weight.

Yet another email slid into my inbox. I read the subject line and fought back a yawn: counsel with a question about an upcoming trial. It would be an easy one to answer, only needing a quick check of the file, but lassitude pressed down on the back of my neck like a heavy hand.

If my best friend, Liv, had been at work, she would have noticed that something wasn’t right – she would have noticed it before I was even aware of how I was feeling. She would have taken me out for a drink and interrogated me gently but inexorably until I faced up to reality. But Liv was off on maternity leave, utterly besotted with her plump, cheerful baby. And of the others who might notice … I scanned the other desks. The usual suspects: Chris Pettifer on the phone, leaning back with one arm propped behind his head, his belly domed under a straining shirt. Colin Vale, his lips moving as he read through a report, blinking fast behind his thick glasses, his cycle jacket hung carefully over the back of his chair, ready for his perilous trip home. Pete Belcott was sending messages from his personal mobile phone, his face flushed and somehow unwholesome: a dating app, I thought, or just some straightforward sexting. He licked his lips as I watched, his tongue working at the corners of his mouth, and I wished I could unsee it. A few other detectives were scattered around the room, all of them hard at work, none of them remotely interested in me or my problems.

And if they had been, I would have been horrified, I reminded myself. I sighed as I dragged my eyes back to the screen in front of me and clicked on the email. It was a model of brisk communication, as I’d expected from that particular lawyer, and the question was as straightforward as I’d anticipated. I sighed again, and yawned, and looked vacantly around the office once more, and jumped as I realised I’d been under surveillance all along.

There was a meeting going on inside DCI Una Burt’s glass-walled office; the murmur of voices had been a constant from behind the closed door since I got to work. I had failed to notice two things: that Derwent was at the meeting, and that he had managed to find a seat commanding a perfect view of my desk. The office was lined with blinds for privacy, but most of them were crooked and one had fallen down altogether, leaving a large gap. That was where he had chosen to place himself. He was sitting with his legs stretched out in front of him and crossed at the ankle, which was typical; he liked to take up as much space as possible. Also typical were the arms folded across his chest, and the straight-browed glare he was giving me that said more clearly than words: I know you’ve been doing the bare minimum to get by, and not even that today, and if you think it’s good enough you’ve got another think coming.

I forced myself to concentrate on answering the email, taking great care to get the details right. I checked it twice, sent it, and looked back to reassure myself that Derwent was no longer watching.

He hadn’t moved a muscle: his whole focus was on me. At that moment, Una Burt must have said something to him because he turned his head towards her desk and spoke. It was impossible to guess what he was saying, but his expression wasn’t encouraging.

Maybe the bad mood wasn’t entirely because of me.

The gaps in the blinds offered me a tantalising glimpse of the other people at the meeting. A man in a dark suit, balding and bespectacled. A woman in a fuchsia jacket, her fair hair cut into a bob that was designed to project competence rather than style. There was something familiar about her although all I could see was the back of her head; I frowned, trying to place her. There was a fifth person. I rolled my chair back a few inches to get a better view: Assistant Commissioner Simon Grayton, the mayor’s pet, appointed to a newly created position with a brief to transform the Met into a modern police force, whatever that meant. He wasn’t particularly popular with the ordinary coppers who actually policed London, but he was well-spoken and accomplished in management speak. He had the power to shut down our entire team, if he wanted to, and I couldn’t imagine why Una Burt had taken the risk of allowing Josh Derwent anywhere near him. There was almost no chance Derwent would get through a whole meeting without saying something unforgivably offensive – in fact, even now he was sitting up and leaning forward, responding to the woman. Her shoulders were up around her ears, her head shaking as she listened to him speak.

Oh shit.

I was half glad that it was nothing to do with me, and half disappointed, and that in itself was a surprise. It was so long since I’d felt the jolt of curiosity that I’d almost forgotten what it was like. I wanted to be in the meeting, not outside it, and it was months since I’d cared about anything like that.

Derwent had stopped talking but he looked as if he was far from finished with whatever he’d been saying. The woman was holding forth now, jabbing a finger in his direction, and the balding man had leaned over to put a supportive or quelling hand on her chair. A professional relationship, I thought, even if it was a close one, or he’d have made physical contact with her.

I wished I could see Una Burt’s face – would she back Derwent up or hang him out to dry? And what did Simon Grayton make of it? Why was he even there?

For a moment, I felt like the old me. The fog in my brain seemed to have cleared.

Una’s office door opened. The man in glasses came out first and stood to one side, one hand supporting his elbow as he pressed a finger to his lips. He was younger than I’d thought, prematurely aged by stress, and behind his glasses his eyes were worried.

‘—I’ll be honest with you, I haven’t heard one thing from you or from him that made me think you’ll make any effort whatsoever to stop this from happening to someone else. And it makes me wonder if you’d care more if you had different victims.’ The woman sounded as if she was on her last nerve as she burst out of the office like a cork out of a bottle. The him she’d mentioned was undoubtedly Josh Derwent. Well, his charm either worked on you or it didn’t; there was no middle ground.

That was assuming he was bothering to use his charm, of course.

‘Now, I don’t think—’ Simon Grayton began, his tone emollient.

‘You can’t say that—’ Una Burt, shrill in contrast with the assistant commissioner. And over the top of both of them, far too audibly, Josh Derwent, his voice sharp enough to cut steel.

‘What you want us to do isn’t possible.’

‘Why not?’ she demanded. ‘I thought you had the answer.’

‘That’s not what I said. I had one suggestion, but there are no guarantees it would work. And besides, that approach requires an enormous commitment of manpower and resources, and we have other priorities.’

‘More important people to worry about?’

‘Don’t put words in my mouth,’ he snapped.

‘If it’s resources,’ Simon Grayton said smoothly, ‘then I can assure you, there’s no issue with funding this enquiry. I’ll make sure you have what you need.’

‘The question is how we can help,’ Una Burt said. ‘All of the options are on the table. And it is a top priority for us, I can promise you, Mrs Jacques.’

Her name was the prompt I’d needed: Rula Jacques, the mayor’s right-hand woman, a fixer to her fingernails. The media made a big deal out of the fact that she was unelected and answered to no one except the mayor, who was widely thought to be under her thumb. Rula by name, ruler by nature, the headlines said. Such a shame she wasn’t good enough at playing the political game to run for office herself, they murmured with what might have sounded like sympathy if it hadn’t been edged with contempt. She was a short woman in person, broad across the hips, and her look-at-me clothing choices felt like deliberate defiance of other people’s expectations. A brilliant strategist, she had guided the mayor throughout his political career, and he owed her a lot.

So pissing her off was pretty much unthinkable, considering that the mayor could punish the Met any time he liked.

Derwent didn’t seem to have got the message. He stood in the doorway, glowering down at Mrs Jacques.

‘We have to operate inside the law. We can’t pile in and arrest anyone and everyone who might have some involvement in this … situation.’

‘Crime. You can call it a crime.’ Rula Jacques was shaking, I noticed, her movements uncoordinated as she plucked at her bag and settled a necklace at her throat. She was holding back tears with a dam of anger.

‘Evidence is the issue,’ he said softly, and there was a touch of compassion in the way he looked at her, though I suspected you’d have to know him very well to spot it. ‘We don’t have any. All we have are your suspicions—’

‘That’s not quite all.’

‘No.’ He made a small movement with his shoulders that I knew to be frustration: not with her, but with the situation that meant that he couldn’t help her.

‘Mrs Jacques, we will do all we can.’ Simon Grayton bowed, an oddly formal movement.

‘Inspector Derwent and I will come up with some other ideas,’ Una Burt added, with a meaningful side-eye in his direction.

‘Let me walk you to the lift.’ Grayton steered Rula Jacques away, the nameless functionary trotting behind them.

Derwent didn’t miss a beat, turning towards me before the door had closed fully behind them. His expression was thunderous. I quailed. Not now. Not here. Not in front of everyone.

‘Josh. Where are you going?’ Una Burt sounded like a particularly brisk dog trainer. ‘I think we have rather a lot to talk about, don’t we?’

He stopped and I wondered if this was the moment where he would slip into downright mutiny, and if so what the consequences would be.

‘Come on. My office, please.’

A muscle flexed in his jaw. With a visible effort, he made himself turn back and walked past Una Burt silently. She followed him, and shut the office door with a firm hand.
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Hassan Dawoud’s handsome face stared at me in moody black and white from the centre of the noticeboard that stood in the corner of the office. Georgia had commandeered it for our use; she was a visual person and it helped her to lay everything out. Dawoud’s features were a perfect mixture of strength and delicacy: thick eyebrows, long lashes surrounding dark eyes, a straight nose and square jaw, a softly curved mouth and elegantly cut cheekbones. He had had the sort of face that made you look twice.

I knew better than to read much into a single photograph, or to think that a personality could be interpreted through genetic good fortune, but I also knew that life could be very kind to wealthy, privileged people who happened to be beautiful.

‘Do you think he was spoilt?’

‘Yeah.’ Georgia was leafing through pictures, her hair swinging in a golden bell that hid her face. ‘I think he was probably a bit of a nightmare.’

‘Based on what?’

She tossed her hair back to look at me, just a trace of hurt in the angle of her eyebrows. Hurt that I was asking her to back up what she’d said with facts, which was Georgia all over. We needed facts, I felt like telling her, because feelings didn’t stand up in court, but she should know that. ‘Based on what his colleagues said. He was popular with patients and a bit of a hassle for the admin staff. He did his job well and he expected everyone else to do the same. He didn’t quite do the bare minimum but the impression I got was that he wouldn’t put himself out for anyone else by staying late or taking on extra work.’

‘Not the kind of thing that gets you killed, as a rule.’

Georgia began sticking pictures up in neat rows: the car in the car park, the body slumped sideways, ghostly fingerprints on the door handle highlighted in powder.

‘These match Liz St John.’

‘Makes sense,’ I said. ‘What about the inside of the car?’

‘Wiped. So was the door handle. There wasn’t so much as a smudge apart from hers.’

Close-ups of the body came next, the photographer getting closer and closer until it was a series of fragments: the victim’s face, his skin waxy; his hands in his lap, the fingers loosely curled; his feet awkwardly twisted in the footwell as if someone had stuffed him into the driver’s seat. He wore a dark T-shirt and running shorts over leggings. His legs and arms were slender.

‘Was he a runner?’

‘Long distance.’

‘Was he training for the marathon?’

‘Not this year, apparently. He had some trouble with injuries and fitting in the training, given his work commitments, so he didn’t bother with it but he still did a fair bit.’

‘He looks like a runner.’

She dropped her voice so only I could hear her. ‘Josh runs marathons, doesn’t he?’

‘I believe so.’ I didn’t want to talk about Derwent.

‘He’s built more like Cameron than Hassan. Pure muscle.’

Shut up, Georgia. ‘So maybe our victim was in his gym before he was killed.’

‘Maybe he went somewhere for a run and his running partner hit him over the head with a brick.’

‘His trainers were spotless. They’ve gone off for forensics, but they didn’t look as if he’d been running in them.’ I tapped the end of my pen against my mouth. ‘It bothers me that he was at the hospital. Were we supposed to think he drove himself there and then died in the car?’

‘I don’t know.’ Georgia stepped back. ‘The pathologist’s absolutely certain that he wasn’t killed in the car. Whatever hit him was moving fast and hit him on the left side of the head above the ear. But she did say that the way the blood was pooled around his legs made her think he was placed in the car very shortly after he died. She said he would have been there for a few hours. She thinks he was killed at least twelve hours before he was found.’

‘Do we have pictures of the house?’

‘Loads of them.’ She slid the stack across the table to me and I started shuffling through them, wondering what I was looking for.

‘We asked Cameron to look through these, didn’t we? Was anything out of place?’

‘No.’

‘And the forensic search didn’t turn up any other traces of blood?’

‘Nothing so far.’

‘And no one saw anything. Did you make any progress on the deliveries?’

She pulled a face. ‘I’ll get on to that.’

With an effort, I held back the sarcastic remark that I really wanted to make. What had she been doing for the last twenty-four hours?

What had I been doing, if it came to that?

‘I would. Did he go anywhere?’

‘Not as far as anyone can say. And you know the phone is no use because he left it in the kitchen.’

I sighed. ‘My guess is that he was killed near the car because moving the body would have been the risky bit. Do we know when his car left his house?’

‘No. I asked Liz but she said Hassan came and went at odd hours as a rule and she tended to tune it out. You know how a sound like that turns into background noise.’

I nodded.

‘On the other hand, we know when it arrived at the hospital because it pinged the car park’s ANPR. He had a sensor in his car to raise the barriers.’

I perked up. ‘Do we have CCTV?’

‘Not really.’

I unperked. ‘Why not?’

‘The camera on the parking barrier is focused on the number plate and the place where the car was parked is under trees. You can see them here, look.’ She pointed at the pictures on the noticeboard. A row of lime trees had been planted along the car park wall. ‘They did a good job of screening the driver. All we can see is a man in dark clothes and a black cap. We picked him up going through the pedestrian gate here.’

Georgia had stuck up a floorplan of the hospital layout, and traced a line from the car to the gate. She added a picture beside it, a still from the CCTV.

‘This is our suspect. The timing is right – about ten minutes after the car entered the car park.’

‘Is that really the best image?’ I didn’t try to hide the dismay in my voice.

‘That’s it.’

The quality was terrible, and that wasn’t the only problem. Our suspect had his head down, a hoodie pulled up over the cap and his hands in his pockets. He had on dark tracksuit bottoms and trainers. His clothes were baggy but he seemed lean – fit, but not muscle-bound like Cameron.

‘I can’t even see any logos on his clothes or trainers.’

‘There isn’t anything that would help us to identify him. Completely generic clothing.’

‘Is he white?’

‘He could be,’ Georgia said carefully. ‘But that’s just a guess, if I’m honest. You can see a little of his face but it’s in shadow. He could be IC2 or IC4.’

‘Witnesses?’

She shook her head slowly. ‘We have boards up. We’re appealing for information. So far, nothing useful. It was a busy night in A&E, but the rest of the hospital was fairly quiet. Not that many people come and go at that time except for emergencies and people going to the maternity wing.’

‘We need to check CCTV for the area. See if we can pick up where he went next.’

‘Already on it. Unfortunately the streets around the hospital are mainly residential so there aren’t many premises with their own cameras.’ She quailed at the look on my face. ‘We’re checking though. What else?’

What else? My mind was blank. I collected myself. This was familiar territory, after all. ‘We need a motive.’

‘There isn’t one.’

‘There must be. Why are people murdered?’ I ticked it off on my fingers. ‘Who they are. What they have. What they do. We need to think about who Hassan was, and what he did.’

‘For a living, you mean?’

‘Maybe. Yes. But not just that he was a doctor.’ The fact that he had been left at the hospital bothered me a lot. Was it a message? Or designed to mislead us? If he’d been killed at the house why not leave him there instead of moving the body? ‘We need to find out where our victim went on Tuesday. We need to go through his bank accounts. We need to download his phone and any other tech he had. We need to find out if the hospital was significant – if he was put there because the motive for murder was something to do with the hospital – or if he was dumped there for some other reason. If his neighbour hadn’t found him, the car might have gone unnoticed for a while. Cameron was only due back today.’

‘Dawoud had two days off work in his diary.’

‘Had he? Why?’

‘Don’t know.’

‘Next time we talk to Cameron we can ask him if he knew his husband was taking time off while he was away. In the meantime there’s a lot of work to do.’

‘Isn’t there always?’

‘What I would really like,’ I said slowly, ‘is a scene and a motive.’

‘And an ID on the driver.’

‘And a pony of my very own.’

Georgia giggled. ‘And a man who’s good in bed and can cook.’

‘Let’s not aim for the impossible,’ I said, and turned around to find Derwent standing behind me, unsmiling.

‘You two. The meeting room. Now.’
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The meeting room was crowded by the time we got there so Georgia and I had to settle for standing at the back. I leaned against the wall and checked the time surreptitiously. Almost the end of the working day. If I tried to sneak out Derwent would spot me immediately. That was probably the reason he had left me and Georgia until last when he was rounding up what seemed like every other detective in the building.

He was at the front of the room, his hands in his pockets, the scowl firmly in place as Una Burt fussed through her papers beside him. No one would ever have guessed that they did the same job, I mused, or that Una was senior to him, a detective chief inspector acting up to replace our upwardly mobile superintendent. Una was short and bustling, her clothes chosen for practical purposes rather than because they did anything for her appearance. Today her blouse was khaki silk, if you were being kind, or snot-coloured polyester if you wanted to be accurate, and it made her skin look grey. Derwent had shed his suit jacket and turned his shirt sleeves up, but his tie was immaculate, the shirt unrumpled despite the long day, his shoes buffed to a soft shine. He was a perfectionist in all things, whereas Una prioritised work over just about everything. I doubted there was one opinion they shared aside from their commitment to the job.

‘So, the reason we’ve called you all in here is because we have a challenging investigation to take on. You’ll all have noticed Rula Jacques here this morning, and Assistant Commissioner Grayton, so you’ll have gathered this is something that deserves our full attention.’ Una Burt hesitated, which wasn’t like her. ‘It’s not our usual kind of thing. We react, as a rule, whereas this is a proactive kind of investigation. It’s an opportunity that I hope some of you will take on.’

Silence in the room. We were all experienced enough to know that if you were getting the hard sell about an investigation being an opportunity and a challenge and a priority for the bosses then it was likely to be a massive pain in the arse, as well as a potential career-killer.

Burt turned expectantly. ‘Josh? Do you want to jump in here?’

Less than anything, his face said. ‘Get the lights, Pete, would you?’

The room went dim and Derwent poked at the laptop in front of him. The screen on the wall lit up on a photograph of a man. It looked like a mugshot or an ID picture, but he was looking away from the camera, his eyes focused on something to his left. His hair was cropped and he was thin, almost gaunt, the bones of his shoulders visible under the thin fabric of his T-shirt. His face was wrinkled but I couldn’t decide if that was age or exposure; I wouldn’t have been able to speculate on his age within twenty years.

‘This is Davy Bidwell. He was found dead in a house in Acton four months ago. He would have been thirty-three years old.’

‘Drug addict?’ Belcott guessed, and Derwent looked irritated at the interruption.

‘No. Other problems, but not that.’ He regrouped. ‘His body was discovered when the council were checking for a gas leak in the property. No one had reported him missing. The local CID team investigated and I think they did a reasonable job. There was no sign of violence at the time of death. Cause of death couldn’t be determined because of the condition of the body, but the pathologist suggested he would have weighed less than ninety pounds at the time of his death.’

‘How tall was he?’ a woman at the front asked, scribbling notes.

‘My height.’ Derwent let the two words hang in the air for a moment, not needing to say that he weighed twice that. Davy had been skin and bones.

‘What was he doing there?’ I asked. ‘Was it his house?’

‘Not his house. It was a derelict property, boarded up, and the owners are overseas – the original investigation concluded that he had made his own way to the property and had broken in, seeking shelter. From the appearance of the remains’ – Derwent flicked to the next image, which was not Sight of the Week and generated a little hum of reaction from the room – ‘he had been there for some time. There’s a degree of mummification. The OIC did try to narrow it down and concluded most likely he had found his way in there during the very cold weather in December. His clothes—’ Derwent broke off and shook his head, angry with the huskiness in his voice that gave away his emotions. He cleared his throat and flicked to the next slide, which consisted of a stained anorak laid flat on a white surface.

‘He was inadequately dressed for cold weather. He wore this anorak which came from Open Air Warehouse, a brand that stopped production nineteen years ago. In addition he had a pair of jeans, a long-sleeved cotton shirt and a pair of sports socks. All of the items of clothing showed signs of wear and tear. There was a pair of trainers beside the window that was probably his point of entry. The OIC’s theory was that he took them off in case he made the carpet dirty.’

The images slipped onto the screen and away, lingering in my mind like retina burn. The clothes, stiff with dirt and decay. The socks, black on the soles. The trainers, worn and filthy. The carpet which was fit only for a skip, that he had been so careful not to mark.

‘Was he homeless?’ The woman at the front, young and keen, new. Vidya Long, I thought. I had said hello to her on her first day and then forgotten























OPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Note to Readers


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Contents


		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24


		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28


		Chapter 29


		Chapter 30


		Chapter 31


		Chapter 32


		Chapter 33


		Chapter 34


		Chapter 35


		Chapter 36


		Chapter 37


		Chapter 38


		Chapter 39


		Chapter 40


		Chapter 41


		Chapter 42


		Chapter 43


		Chapter 44


		Chapter 45


		Chapter 46


		Chapter 47


		Chapter 48


		Chapter 49


		Chapter 50


		Chapter 51


		Keep Reading


		Acknowledgements


		About the Author


		Also by Jane Casey


		About the Publisher








Guide



		Cover


		Contents

    
		Title page








		iii


		iv


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394


		395


		396


		397


		398


		399


		400


		401


		402


		403


		404


		405


		406


		407


		408










OPS/images/cover.png
A TIMES CRIME BOOK OF THE YEAR

CJSQSy

L\JOL

‘If you haven’t read

p, Jane Casey,
start immediately’
A MARIAN KEYES

neighbours are always watching..





OPS/images/logo.jpg
[
-

HarperCollinsPublishers





