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Thursday morning

The Hoodyman thought killing this man was necessary, but sorry he had to be the one to do it. His victim, running along the River Torrens Linear Park on this cool Adelaide morning, deserved to die. He imagined himself as a lion closing in on a gazelle in a dance of life and death. 

The killer had orders, and he would do his best. He increased his pace and joined the lone jogger on the path.

He was the instrument to commence the program. His job was to kill criminals who had dominated this country for many years. State and Federal Governments had no idea how to make the streets safe for their citizens. His campaign would change that. His leaders had put together a plan and the personnel to rid this country of swine that made life impossible for ordinary citizens. His objective being to murder all who had escaped justice. The law protected criminals, so it seemed ironic the Hoodyman had to risk jail to atone for the police and judges who had failed.

He had to forget about overall objectives because, in the next few minutes, all his preparation would come to fruition including previously jogging in his grey tracksuit with the hood up to familiarise his victims with him. He hoped the Ruger SP101 would not create too much attention. He decided not to use a heavy weapon or a bulky silencer, so he could conceal the handgun while he ran. He considered the .22 ammunition in the lightweight Ruger ideal.

This viper deserved to die. Jail was no answer because the Government released felons who then returned to crime. The killer would have preferred the Hoodymen to have chosen someone else for this task, but his experience made him ideal. Get on and do it, he decided.

The path wound along the River Torrens banks where picturesque lawns and trees set off the waterway as the rising sun rose into the blue sky. The peaceful environment contrasted to the killer’s intentions as he prepared to interrupt the morning's tranquillity.

Linear Park ran thirty-seven kilometres from the foothills following the river around Highbury through the city of Adelaide and ended where the water flowed into the sea at West Beach in St Vincent’s gulf. The city’s citizens enjoyed nature, the river, flora and fauna.

A cyclist veered around the Hoodyman and the

jogger.

The killer suppressed his disgust with the jogger.

He had rehearsed each eventuality with military precision until he was sure his plans would work. His target had proven too clever for the law to punish. The dangerous victim made the assassin careful to kill his target before he had a chance to defend himself.

The assassin had not factored in how nervous and uncertain he felt. He must overcome all his misgivings about why he had to kill this man. He touched the balaclava under his hoody to make sure his identity would remain a secret, essential when operating outside the law.

He checked his watch, 6:15 a.m. He had a lot to do. Killing this jogger was the beginning. He had to get on with it. The Hoodyman's heightened awareness overcame his nerves as his adrenaline flowed and his training kicked in.

He removed the Ruger from his jacket pocket and held it in his right hand. The folds of his clothes almost covered the weapon. The assassin checked behind and established he was alone with his quarry. He came up beside the jogger, who glanced at the killer and decided he was just another runner, turned away and maintained his pace.

The Hoodyman raised his Ruger and shot his victim in the chest, then shot him in the head sure his bullets had hit vital spots.

Police Superintendent Victor Giovanni was dead. The assassin continued as if he was exercising to keep fit.
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Two


Channel 7 News Adelaide, the previous Wednesday evening.
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Detective Sergeant Dan Brennan had tried to avoid the interview. Michael Ludlum, the politician, had addressed Parliament three days previously and hit the headlines with what he said about law and order.

He watched Caroline Dickerson, the Channel 7 reporter, looking fresh, he surmised from some time with a hairdresser and makeup artist, as she spoke to Ludlum while preparing for the discussion.

Normally a senior officer would be interviewed, but Channel 7 had requested Sergeant Brennan. Dan watched as the floor manager counted down and signalled, soon they were broadcasting to South Australia.

‘Three days ago, the Member for Larsen, Michael Ludlum rose in Parliament and criticised the Australian Judiciary and Law and Order system. He is our guest,’ said Caroline Dickerson. ‘Our other guest is someone you all know from his heroics as a police officer. I speak of course, about Detective Sergeant Dan Brennan, the man who investigated and put away the serial killer Tobias Clancy. He also discovered the clandestine nuclear waste dump in Western Australia and, at great danger to himself, arrested all those responsible. I will ask Sergeant Brennan to comment on Michael Ludlum’s claims.’

She turned towards Ludlum, ‘The people in Larsen elected you at the last election as an independent, on a platform of law and order,’ she said. 

Michael Ludlum looked around the studio, flicking his sandy hair as he took in the cameras.

‘My speech covered the wretched state of law and order in Australia. In any city or town in this great country, we find criminals going unpunished for paedophilia, stand over intimidation, deception, robbery, assault, and murder. Churches and Government institutions have turned a blind eye to sexual abuse. It must stop.

'The police do their best to identify the perpetrators but discovered the judiciary is inadequate to punish the lawbreakers. The courts have allowed illegal activity to flourish unchecked in our community. Let me repeat. If the judiciary aims are to get criminals off the streets, they have failed miserably on a federal and state level. This situation is true throughout the western world. No wonder terrorists like Islamic State flourish under the complacency of Governments worldwide. Nineteenth-century laws are no longer adequate for the twenty-first and must change.’

Ludlum paused and looked down the camera. He raised his voice.

'People are afraid to walk the streets for fear of being accosted and intimidated, and in some cases murdered. Criminals dominate our cities and towns and make life difficult for law-abiding citizens. Islamic extremists blast us with propaganda and kill us at every opportunity.

'Outlaw bikie gangs build fortresses to keep the police out so that they can carry out their nefarious activities connected to illegal drugs. Our people in their thousands are addicted to heroin, marijuana, cocaine, amphetamines, ice, and all the combinations in this obnoxious trade, denying our young people a productive life.

'Paedophilia is a terrible blight on our community. These deviants have no business calling themselves human. Not only do they violate our young people but, to hide their activities, they commit murder.

'When the judiciary punishes offenders, many for short or suspended sentences, the parole boards release them. How often do we learn, through the media, about parolled felons who have committed crimes? I'm afraid far too often. No, we release psychopaths and sociopaths back into the community to attack and kill again. Our system makes victims suffer far more than criminals.’ 

Caroline Dickerson turned to Dan Brennan, ‘Do you wish to comment Sergeant?’ 

Dan Brennan looked at Ludlum and wished he had defied the Commissioner. ‘Some of what Mr Ludlum said is true. The police are in a constant battle with criminals to uphold the law. However, the judiciary system must not punish innocent people. To do this, the rules we operate under are rigid and limiting, and sometimes the police make mistakes, and blameless people end up in jail. Criminals are difficult to apprehend. But let me assure you, we do our best. Unless our lawmakers release the stringent rules, this will continue to happen. But I’m sure we don’t want a society that puts innocent people in jail.’

‘Thank you, Sergeant,’ said Ludlum. ‘You have outlined the problem that I think should change. The various Parliaments around our country make laws, and the independent judiciary implements the Government’s wishes. However, judges decide on punishment and don't implement the law as the Parliament intended.

'The judiciary is subject to pressure from barristers. Criminals are on their best behaviour in court. Therefore, many inadequate sentences are handed out to lawbreakers. We should jail them for a long time.

'Jill Meagher and Daniel Morecombe are two high profile victims the law failed, which allowed murderers to roam our streets and kill innocent people. Unfortunately, killers have murdered more Jill Meagher’s and Daniel Morcombe’s after the killers were known to the police and released to offend again.

'Criminals commit crimes; in the knowledge that the judiciary cannot harm them. An unrealistic burden of proof hampers law enforcers, who confront prosecutors, who won't proceed to court because, in their minds, there is not enough evidence.

'We try to rehabilitate criminals in prison and fail. No longer can we pussyfoot around and tolerate weak judges who won’t sentence hardened lawbreakers to long terms. We must build more prisons to keep innocent people safe from predators. We should not allow outlaw motorcycle gangs to exist.

'Witnesses are intimidated and refuse to testify. Law enforcement and judiciary systems cannot protect them. If criminals threaten witnesses, the courts should assume the perpetrators are guilty. We often learn of citizens who testified and are now in witness protection programs. I find this unbelievable. The state cannot protect us against criminals because the gang members would murder us. My question is, why aren't the whole gang in jail? Those who bear witness must give up their lifestyle and start a new one. My question is, why do witnesses suffer for their diligence in putting criminals away?

‘The law is such a joke, and criminals know it.

‘The state is at a disadvantage. Lawbreakers do not obey the rules of law, whereas police have many laws to hold them back from prosecuting in their war on crime. That is ridiculous; police should be able to pursue lawbreakers and be given licence to put them in jail.

‘The stringent standards of proof must be relaxed to allow judges to put away hardened criminals who run huge gangs with an army of lawyers to protect them; not to mention the billions of dollars taken out of our community and sent overseas to drug suppliers with no taxes paid to the Government. Imagine the huge taxes the Australian taxpayers miss out on because of illegal activity. There would be no deficits, and the Government could afford more money for health, social services, education, etc.’

‘I understand you moved a motion and could not get a seconder to establish a committee to investigate law and order in this country?’ asked Caroline Dickerson.

‘True, but the media, newspapers, and television took up the discussion, and now the community must pressure their politicians to act and change the laws.’

Caroline Dickerson turned towards Dan Brennan, ‘Detective Sergeant Brennan?’

‘Police officers would like more power to take criminals off the street. However, I’m not sure I would like to live in a society that gives Government and law enforcement unrealistic powers they could abuse. I would put every criminal in jail and have more power to do so. But I’m afraid it would not work. I admire your zeal and commitment, Mr Ludlum, but if we have more police on the beat, more jails, electronic aids, smart computer analysts, technical experts, all of which I understand is under consideration to help the police, we won’t have to change the law.’
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The Hoodymen’s meeting Tuesday evening


Six men, of varying ages and appearance, sat around a table. The building could have been anywhere in Australia, but it was in Canberra. The one thing they all had in common was their riveted attention on their leader who had the bearing of a man in charge. He drank from his beer bottle and smiled at the other five men. 

‘Now! We act. We’ve been planning for two years. You have all listened to, or read about, the lack of action after Michael Ludlum’s speech in Parliament,’ said the leader. ‘It emphasised the terrible attitudes of our politicians who are supposed to govern our country to the best of their ability. Criminals do as they please. We must implement our plans now!’

‘Our tactics seem drastic and will cause a great deal of panic in the final stages,’ said a Hoodyman. ‘We will have great support in the initial stages when demonstrating how to handle criminals.’

‘Do we all agree?’ the leader asked the group. He looked at each man, in turn, each of them nodding.

The leader picked up the telephone and made a call.


**
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In a house in the Adelaide Hills, a Hoodyman answered. 

He smiled, and said out loud, 'And so it begins.'
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Four


Thursday at 6.45 am, soon after the death of Superintendent Victor Giovanni
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The Hoodyman ran into the gymnasium car park. He appeared to be only a jogger seeking a workout. The killer slowed to a walk and examined the vehicles until he found his victim’s SUV. He checked his watch; he was on time. Previous observations had shown his target would appear in the next few minutes.

He squatted near the driver's door. The killer felt confident because of his success at Linear Park. The amount of physical effort was less because he did not need to run after his victim. He removed the Ruger from his jacket pocket, clicked off the safety, and made ready to fire. He looked at the surveillance camera and noticed it was not working since he had disabled it at one a.m. that morning.

His victim was as evil and devious as the previous one in Linear Park. His immorality saw him collaborating with criminals and, as with the previous excuse for a man, the Hoodyman had planned his victim’s assassination months ago. Now was the time for his target to answer for his crimes.

The police could not stop him, so the Hoodyman would have to make sure this low-life's criminal career did not continue.

Ten minutes later, the target approached his SUV carrying his gym bag, wearing his senior sergeant's uniform. As he entered the gap between two cars, the Hoodyman shot Senior Sergeant Evan Newland in the head. 

The Hoodyman jogged away as if continuing his exercise. He checked his watch; he was on time to get to his next job. He had a long run.
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The Hoodyman ran down the street in the dress-circle suburb until he closed to within a hundred metres of the house he sought. The residences impressed him. He wondered what it would be like to live in these beautiful homes, but he came here to kill one of the owners. Double storied houses with manicured gardens and glimpses of swimming pools around the back told him the owners needed large incomes to afford this lifestyle.

He located the house. The killer checked for prying eyes but found the area deserted. He entered the front yard and hid in the bushes near the Jeep Grand Cherokee Summit belonging to his victim.

Two blights on humanity were dead — one to go. Previously, the Hoodyman had jogged up and down this street, with his hood up, to make sure the residents saw him as a familiar figure. He heard the front door open. A figure in the uniform of a police inspector approached the SUV.

The Hoodyman checked his Ruger. 

He shot Inspector Vaughan Renfrew in the head and walked away.

His task completed.
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It was mid-morning when the tall figure of Detective Sergeant Dan Brennan arrived at the crime scene at Linear Park. His fair hair was cut short, and a bomber jacket suggested a casual attitude to his dress. His team of Detective Sergeant Mac McLean, soon to be given his own squad, and Detective Senior Constable Anne Williams was already on site. The Forensic Team were in attendance. The covered body of Superintendent Victor Giovanni lay on the grass near the path.

Pathologist Dr Narelle Brennan, Dan's daughter, looked up at her father as he approached the body. ‘The TV star, reckon you looked right at home. Did you ask them for a job?’

‘Ludlum’s a fruitcake unless he has another agenda. What can you tell me?' Dan inquired.

'Shot in the chest and finished off with a headshot. A bullet penetrated the brain and killed him outright. Time of death around five or six o'clock this morning.'

'What about the bullet?'

'Went through his head. I have a team looking for it; the other one is in his chest.'

'It's Superintendent Victor Giovanni,' said Anne.

'Hell! said Mac McLean.

'Who found the body?' Dan inquired.

'A jogger saw him as she ran down the path,' said Mac, 'gave her a hell of a shock.’

‘The timeline?’ asked Dan. 

‘Uniforms got here about 6.30 this morning.'

'Where do we start?' Anne inquired.

'Find the bullet and see what it can tell us. The autopsy will tell us someone shot the victim twice, chest and head. The bullet will tell us the weapon the killer used. None of it will help much. Footprints, trace elements?' Dan inquired.

'It’s a cement path, and unless he ran through mud or something that adhered to his shoes, it wouldn't show up. I have someone checking to see if he stepped off the path and left a footprint. Don't hold much hope because there could be too many prints to distinguish his from other runners; checked for trace, will let you know,' said Narelle.

Dan's mobile phone rang. He answered it and listened, 'Be there as soon as I can.'

'There's been two more murders with the same MO. Rachael wants to see me,' said Dan.

'I'll get uniforms to stay here and check for anyone who saw anything,' said Mac. 'This is a public park with a lot of joggers and bike riders. Maybe we'll get lucky.'

'When do we ever get lucky?' asked Anne.

'When you joined us,' said Mac.

'Bullshit somebody else.'

**
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DAN KNOCKED ON DETECTIVE Senior Sergeant Rachael Anderson's office door.

He heard the authoritative, 'Come in.'

She sat behind her desk. 

'Superintendent Giovanni's murder?' 

'The perpetrator knew what he was doing. Someone trained him in the use of small calibre pistols. The shooter knew where to hit his victim in the head to kill him with one shot after he brought him down with a shot to the chest.'

'I want your squad to investigate the three murders. I get the impression the same person killed them all.'

'Okay.' 

'Any idea why he targeted the police?' 

'Not at this stage —Giovanni, Renfrew, or Newland may have arrested the murderer at some time. We need to find out why he or she targeted them and hope it will point us to the killer.'

'Internal Affairs emailed me after the murders. They were investigating all three but couldn't find enough evidence,' said Rachael.

'Jesus, do you know why?'

'Something with Danno Benjamin, the drug runner. All reports, personal profiles, staff records and any information pertinent to your investigation on the three murders are being collated and sent to your computers or placed on your desk,' said Rachael. ‘We’ve set up a secure room for your squad. Killing cops could mean we have an informant, and with Benjamin’s involvement, we can’t be too careful.’

'Good idea.'

'Did Senior Constable Bryce Tristan start yet?'

'Yes, looks keen. Does McAllister know you've assigned the three cases to me?'

'Why do you ask?'

'Not his favourite person.'

'Why?'

'Ask him. He’s pissed off every time I see him.'

‘It’s his natural state.’

**
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DAN, MAC, ANNE, AND Bryce stood inside crime scene tape at Senior Sergeant Evan Newland's murder. The tape surrounded the undercover car park with police and cars parked around the area. Forensic personnel in white overalls had dispersed throughout the site.

'How far did the killer travel from Linear Park to here?' asked Dan

'Less than a kilometre,' said Anne.

'He must have jogged. What's the estimated time of death?' asked Mac.

'A gym patron found his body at 6.30. Narelle thinks he died not long before,' said Anne.

'The witness found the Superintendent at about 6.15. The perpetrator is fit and ran to the gym and took out the Senior Sergeant.'

'Did anyone see him?' asked Dan.

'He disabled the CCTV,' said Bryce. 'A bike rider on Linear Park saw the killer, but he looked like any other jogger in a hood. We'll have investigators here in the morning at the same time the murder took place, to see if we can get a description. All we have is a tall man in a grey tracksuit with a hood.'

'Okay, see what you can find,' said Dan.

'Check the CCTV up until the killer disabled it. He might have left us his picture while he was killing the camera. Go back a few weeks. The perpetrator might have cased the car-park and left his picture for us when he worked on the camera,' said Mac.  

**
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DAN AND HIS TEAM ARRIVED at the Highbury home of ex-Inspector Renfrew. Inside the crime scene tape, forensics and uniformed police were still on-site.

'Time of death?' asked Dan.

'About 7.45 a.m.,' said Bryce Tristan.

'The perpetrator killed Newland at about 6.50 and got here to murder again. He couldn't have walked in that time, must have used a vehicle. Where did he leave it, what was it, a car, a motorbike, even a bicycle?' Dan asked.

'A few people remembered a hooded jogger in this street,' said Anne. 'He could have left the vehicle some distance away and walked the rest.'

'Someone could have picked him up at the gym and dropped him off,’ said Mac.

‘This person is a runner, and he could cover quite a distance. I wouldn't be surprised if he ran from the gym to Highbury in time to kill Renfrew. See the advantage this gives him, no vehicles to trace his identity. Maybe we should test it out with a jogger—see if he can cover the distance,' said Dan.

'Wouldn't someone notice a hooded jogger?' asked Bryce.

'Many joggers wear hoods,' said Mac.

'Remember our SAS training, don't leave a trace of your presence; a car leaves a large presence. The perpetrator could disappear into the bush and re-appear near where he left his vehicle kilometres away,' said Dan.

'We cover the three murder sites and see if anyone saw anything, a motorbike a vehicle, whatever,' said Anne.

'Work on it today, we'll put it all together tomorrow in the incident room,' said Dan.
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The detectives set up three magnetised whiteboards with photos and information on the murders in a specially sealed room. They were worried because of the sensitivity three bent cops caused. Dan wanted to make sure no one tampered with the evidence.

'What can you tell me about the victims?' Dan

queried.

'Seen them around the station,' said Mac. 'Worked in the drug squad.'

'The crime scenes are similar,’ said Anne. ‘The killer ran up to Giovanni on Linear Park and shot him in the chest to bring him down and finished him off in the head. He waited in the gym car park for Vaughan Renfrew and then in Newland's driveway. He shot both victims in the head. Forensics located a shell from Giovanni’s body, and ballistics thought it came from a Ruger SP101. We checked the CCTV at the gym, and the killer had covered the lens with a black cloth, so we couldn’t see his face when he disabled the camera.’

'A cyclist passed two joggers before the killer shot Giovanni. He said one had his face covered with a hood. The other person was the Superintendent,' said Mac. 'The witness said the man in the hood looked fit and at least six feet tall.' 

'Did you check the deceased's service records?' asked Dan.

'Internal Affairs were investigating all three,' said Mac.

'Yeah! I know. We'd better get someone in to explain it,' said Dan.

'We checked around the street near the crime scenes; we have uniforms and plain clothes with a list of questions for the public. No luck with vehicles, so we persuaded one of our senior constables, who is a distance runner, to see if it could cover the distance from the gym to the Highbury crime scene. He made it with time to spare. I think Mac was right. The perpetrator didn’t use a vehicle,' said Anne.

'A few people noticed a hooded jogger and didn’t take any notice. He wore a grey hoody and pants and ran with an easy lope as if he was fit. We checked along the route from the gym to the Highbury scene—a few sightings but nothing to help us to identify the perpetrator. We found a few footprints. We think he wore New Balance joggers, and we should be able to identify the shoes if we get hold of them,' said Mac.

'So, we have an athletic perpetrator, with knowledge of weapons, and the ability to use them. We don't know who he is, we don't know what he looks like, and we have no idea why he decided to kill three bent coppers,' said Dan.

'We're pretty sure he was right-handed,' said Mac.

'How did you figure that out?'

'He approached Giovanni on the right side. Made it easy for him to shoot with the right hand. It's much more difficult to hold a gun in the left hand and shoot his victim on the right side without turning his body. Difficult while running fast,' said Mac.

Superintendent Riel Santos walked into the incident room carrying files in his briefcase.

'You have a lot to tell us,' said Dan.

Dan introduced Mac, Anne, and Bryce.

'Yes Dan, Mac, Anne, Bryce, call me Riel. I expect you have heard of Danno Benjamin. Giovanni, Renfrew, and Newland were on the take from Benjamin; although I could never prove it.'

'How did they hide it?' Anne asked.

'We think Giovanni was in deep and a minor partner in Benjamin's organisation. The other two were on the take. They never wrote anything down, kept it verbal.'

'Fill me in on Benjamin? I know he’s into drugs.' said Mac.

'Yeah, it’s his main activity. We think he imported illegal guns as well and could have been into prostitution.'

'How did the detectives get involved?' Dan asked.

'Turned a blind eye and were paid. They told Benjamin whenever the police found out about incoming shipments and, of course whenever the Drug Squad were planning to raid Benjamin. We suspected the Superintendent was involved in making sure shipments made it through and supplying lists of drug users from police files. Some confiscated drug caches disappeared from the evidence lockup. We reckon Giovanni stole them. 

'We know for sure they are into extra sexual activities such as wife swapping, and maybe paying prostitutes. But too slick for my team to prove anything.'

'How do you know?' Anne asked.

'We followed them, checked their bank accounts, used phone taps, checked their computers, but we couldn't make anything stick. It was an ongoing investigation, and the person who killed them did us a favour.'

'The killer didn't do us any favours,' said Dan. 'We have to find the bastard. You have any idea who wanted them dead?'

'No, unless they double-crossed Danno Benjamin.'

'Where would the killer get the information about the crooked cops?’ Anne queried.

'We interviewed a lot of cops, so the investigation wasn't secret. The courts signed off on a few court orders and searches. Like to keep our investigations secret, but information gets out,' Riel Santos explained. 

Dan pointed to the files on the table. 'Will they tell us much?'

'Not much more than I told you; although, you’ll get more detail.'

'Thanks, Riel, it doesn't look like simple cop murders. This is much more complicated,' said Dan.

'These bastards got what they deserved. Pity we have to catch the killer.'

'We don't know what this perpetrator will do next,' said Dan.

Riel Santos left, leaving his files behind.

'Okay, Anne, you and Bryce, interview the wives. Mac and I will tackle Benjamin, and I suggest forensics and Doctor Robyn Darden should check out the murder scenes. Tomorrow we'll meet to discuss what we found. If we finish early, we can return and go through the reports; any questions?'

'We should check military establishments to see if any rogue elements fit our killer,' said Mac. 'Maybe discharged soldier with a bad record.'

'We'll go through all the information we have before we go down that line. We only need an uncooperative commanding officer to make things difficult. Might have to beat down a few doors and get political.'

'Might have to do just that,' said Mac.

'Not one of your feelings again. I don't need it,' said Dan.

'Don’t knock it.'

'Find the deceased's computers and mobile phones. See if E-crime can read the password-protected information,' said Dan.

Detective Senior Sergeant Rachael Anderson entered. 'Detective Inspector McAlister wants to see us,' she said.

'Know what he wants?'

'To complain as usual.'
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Inspector McAlister was in his late fifties, and it showed in his demeanour and movements as he signalled Rachael and Dan to sit on two chairs in front of his desk that showed pictures of his family in a frame. He wore a crisp white shirt with a red tie. His suit coat hung on a stand. 

He ran his fingers through his short curly hair and addressed Rachael.

'I understand Dan, and his squad are investigating the three murdered policemen.'

'Dan has a terrific record of solving these difficult cases, and I have every confidence in his team.'

'A lot of people in this organisation think the great Detective Sergeant Dan Brennan is a gift from God. I think he has been lucky and is not the great detective everyone thinks he is. His Police Medal for bravery and his Order of Australia blinds people to his lack of investigative nous and knowledge. His intuitive methods won't always work. I prefer an old-fashioned by the book detective.' 

'I don't agree,' said Rachael. 'Every case Dan and his team have tackled resulted in a spectacular conclusion. Let me remind you about the Kuitpo Forest serial murders and the nuclear dump in Western Australia. The media widely reported these cases, and Dan and his team received many accolades from senior officers, right up to the Prime Minister. No, Dan's the right man for this job.'

McAllister leaned back in his chair and examined the back of his hand as if it contained the answer to his dilemma. 'I hope you understand how sensitive these cases could be. Giovanni, Renfrew, and Newland were under an internal investigation. Now I don't want to see the department criticised because the deceased transgressed their appointments. The Commissioner has applied to the Government for more personnel on the beat. I hope you understand politics. We don't want to see articles in newspapers and on TV, in a derogatory manner, that may affect the Government's attitude.'

'All I can do is solve the case,' said Dan. 'The politics you guys have to deal with; I can't see how I can carry out the investigation and worry about any political complications. I don't know anyone who could. I'm a policeman who investigates crime; I do nothing else.'

'I don't want to see you on television, or in the newspapers, bragging about how you solved the case. The less we have to do with the media, the better,' said McAllister.

'Dan has never wanted publicity. The media has sought him out, and as far as I'm aware he has never commented unless it would help to prosecute the case,' said Rachael.

'Channel 7 requested him the other night. I was against it, but Assistant Commissioner Peter Mountain overruled me. I'll make myself clear—if Brennan embarrasses the department, I'll have him off the case and appoint a more experienced officer,' McAllister emphasised.

'If you do, without a good reason,' said Rachael. 'I'll complain to the Commissioner and insist on an investigative tribunal.'

'I would never do it without a good reason. I've been in this job long enough to know how to cover my arse.'

'I understand how sensitive this case could be with three crooked cops. Rest assured, I will do my best to keep the department's reputation intact and hope it doesn’t interfere with my investigation,' said Dan. 'Everyone blames the cops; the public will judge us on how we deal with catching the killer.'

'You may find it better to consider reputations before you conclude this case,' said McAllister.

'The churches and the Government covered up crimes and look at what that did to their reputation. Nothing will interfere with me catching the murderer. I don't care whose reputation we destroy.'

'Now you understand why I would prefer someone else to lead the team in this case.'

'I hope you're not saying I should falsify evidence to protect the department?' Dan asked.

'Of course, not.'

‘I think Sergeant McLean should stay with Dan on this case. I was going to get him to head up another squad, but with the complications, I think Dan will need his help,’ said Rachael.

‘I agree,’ said McAlister.

**
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DAN AND RACHAEL SAT in her office, drinking coffee.

'What was all that about?' asked Dan.

'One word—jealousy. You have a reputation many cops envy. I suggest you ignore McAllister and get on with it and solve the murders,' said Rachael.

'He has a point about the three crooked cops. I can't see how their behaviour should reflect on the department. The facts are there, and we can't change them.'

‘Crooked cops will always reflect on the department. The public expects the police to be clean and not crooked,’ said Rachael. 'Don't worry, McAllister will be there sticking his chest out when you solve the case.'

'Could he get me taken off?'

'Only if you do something stupid; that was all about letting you know he's the boss.'

'I'll ignore him like I always do.'

'Everyone else does. 

‘Why is he still a senior officer when he’s useless?’ asked Dan.

Rachael shrugged. ‘I hear on the grapevine Tracy Ward from ASIO has moved in with you?'

'Yeah, we met on the nuclear waste case. I can't wait to go home at night.'

'What do your kids think about it?'

'All for it. Narelle has moved out to live with her boyfriend, and Chad lives with some of his police mates.'

‘Man should not live alone, especially a handsome bugger like you,' said Rachael.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Nine


[image: ]


Anne Williams and Bryce Tristan drove towards the eastern suburbs.

'So, Bryce, how did you end up in the major crime squad?'

'I was in the drug squad for a while, applied for a transfer to major crime and ended up here.'

'Didn't like drugs?'

'Too many sleazebags. I've admired Dan Brennan ever since he won the Police Medal and killed the Flynn brothers. I can’t believe I'm in his squad.'

'If you do the right thing, you won't have any worries.'

'He went through a lot when his wife died, and the killers shot him,' said Bryce.

'He took a long time to get over Diane’s death. I'm surprised he is living with someone now. Soon after he got back, he felt he was committing adultery if he went with another woman after Diane died.'

'I've heard the gossip you and Dr Darden were his lovers.'

'Didn't work out. I hope Dan and Tracy are happy.'

'It’s not true then?’ said Bryce. ‘If you're a woman in this squad you have to have sex with Dan Brennan?'

'Don't listen to scuttlebutt. Dan placed his wife, Diane, way up on a pedestal, and his confusion was understandable.'

What Anne told Bryce was not the whole truth; she would have loved her affair with Dan to continue, but she felt proud of how she handled the situation when Dan called it off. She had to admit his loyalty to his dead wife was admirable if not a bit bizarre, and she could always use it as an excuse for the breakup, but she knew Dan felt uncomfortable in their relationship, and that was the reason he ended it.

‘What about you—married?’ asked Anne.

‘No, I still live home. My Dad died, and I worry about Mum.’

‘How did he die?’

‘Car crash six months ago; Mum hasn’t got over it. I do what I can, but it is not enough.’

‘Any brothers and sisters?’ asked Anne.

‘A younger sister at university is studying law.’

‘Does your mother have family and friends to help her?’

'Yes, a lot. Now, what about this case?' asked Bryce.

'Three crooked coppers are unusual. I wonder what their wives will say. If they were on the take, they might not know anything. But they must have been suspicious.'

'How do you want to play this?' asked Bryce.

'Leave it to me, and if you think you should come in with something, do so. We got the dead cop’s mobile phones, and we would like to get hold of their computers.'

'I checked the phones; a lot of interesting phone numbers of women that weren’t in the line of duty. Maybe they thought it was their duty to spread the force’s goodwill by screwing as many women as they could.' 

'I forgot Dan got you to check the phones; you might know more than I do.'

'I know better than to say that,' laughed Bryce.

'Clever boy.'
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Anne and Bryce arrived at the Giovanni two-storey mansion set in Adelaide's dress circle. 

Bianca Giovanni had long streaked blonde hair, and Anne estimated she was in her forties. She welcomed Anne and Bryce into a stylish lounge room.

'Thank you, Mrs Giovanni,' said Anne.

'Please, call me Bianca.'

'As you may have guessed, we’re here regarding your husband's murder. Do you have any idea why anyone would want to kill him?'

'One of his mistresses probably got sick of sharing him. Or could have something to do with his job.'

'The murder had all the elements of a professional hit. What about his private life, has he upset anyone?'

'A husband may have objected to Victor screwing his wife,' said Bianca Giovanni as she looked down at her hands.

'Was that a problem in the marriage?'

'He couldn't keep his hands off women.'

'How did you feel about your husband's behaviour?'

'How do you think I felt? He always said it would stop. I couldn't see any way out without walking out on him. He kept doing it. I think his search for sex mattered more than anything in his life. He did his job for money and, for entertainment, screwed as many women as he could.'

'You sound bitter,' said Bryce.

'I’m disappointed, but I don't think his pursuit of sex had anything to do with his death. In his early days, he put many criminals behind bars. Maybe one of them got out of jail and sought retribution.'

'Detective Tristan checked that, and couldn't find a link,' said Anne.

'Do you mind if we search the house? We might find something that could lead us to the murderer,' said Bryce.

'We would also like to borrow your computers to see if we can find anything that would help us in the investigation,' said Anne.

'Go right ahead, I hope you find something, but he was protective of his computer, would not let anyone use it,' said Bianca Giovanni. ‘A professional hit—who would do that?’

‘Someone with enough money to pay a killer,’ said Anne.

‘I have no idea,’ said Bianca Giovanni.
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Brioni Renfrew's house was in the same suburb as the Giovanni residence. Anne and Bryce pulled up in front of a rambling single-story dwelling set in a well-kept garden.

When the Inspector's wife, dressed as if she was going out, opened the door. 'How can I help you?' she asked.

'Detective Senior Constable Williams and Detective Constable Tristan. We want to ask you a few questions please,' said Anne.

'It’s inconvenient. I have Patti Newland here. We’re comforting each other after the deaths of our husbands.'

'Suits us; we wish to interview Mrs Newland as well. We can talk to you both,' said Anne.

They entered a tastefully furnished lounge room and found Patti Newland dressed in an off the shoulder gown, a surprising choice for a grieving widow. Anne introduced herself and Bryce and signalled for the ladies to sit together.

'We’re sorry to intrude, but we must ask you a few questions in our search for your husbands' murderer. Have you any idea why someone would want to pay for a professional hit on Inspector Renfrew, Senior Sergeant Newland, or Superintendent Giovanni?'

'You think the three murders are linked?' asked Brioni Renfrew.

'They were killed the same way, close together. We believe one person killed them,' said Anne.

'I can't think of anything unless it had something to do with their police work,' said Brioni Renfrew.

'Neither can I,' said Patti Newland.

Anne saw the look
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