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      From The Hangman’s Hold by Lionel Miller

      Chapter 6: Nemesis

      
        
        Before my first meeting with Steve Harrison, I made two lists. The first consisted of the things I thought were important to discover about him. The second was full of things I thought were important to him.

        I’d read a great deal of news reports about Steve so knew of his past, his route into joining South Yorkshire Police and his fall from grace, the murders he committed in 2017, and his role in the atrocity in Sheffield in 2019 which left dozens of innocent people dead. There was one person who was the centre of both of those acts, and I wanted to know how important Detective Chief Inspector Matilda Darke was to Steve Harrison.

        However, I didn’t want to bring her up straightaway. I wanted to allow her to linger in the background while I got an essence of Steve and his make-up. I didn’t have to wait long before Matilda’s name was mentioned. Steve spoke it within five minutes of our first meeting. I didn’t ask him to elucidate and continued with my own set of questions to discover the information I’ve mentioned in the first few chapters of this book. I kept Matilda firmly on the back burner, all the time, making a mental note of the number of times Steve referenced her. She has played an enormous part in his life despite the fact I doubt they’ve spent more than half an hour in each other’s company and exchanged more than a dozen words. What is it about this woman that has had such a deeply disturbing and profound effect on him?

        I went into our fifth meeting with the sole purpose of spending the hour talking about Matilda Darke and when I sat down, I looked up at his blank face. Steve is a very difficult person to read. He’s mastered the art of deception. This blank canvas is perfect for spotting the tell-tale signs of interest. I looked Steve in the eye and said, ‘I’d like to talk to you about Matilda Darke.’

        This was the moment Steve allowed his guard to slip. It was only the briefest of slips and he soon returned to the stoic, calm, almost laissez-faire attitude he’d become skilled at, but in those few seconds I saw Steve’s pupils dilate, I saw the twitch at the corner of his left eye, I saw him lick his lips and swallow. He was excited.

        ‘When did you first meet Matilda Darke?’

        ‘I knew Matilda Darke before I met her.’

        ‘How?’

        ‘Her name was well known around the station. She was an exceptional detective. She was in charge of an elite unit. She was given all the best cases to solve, and she had a very high success rate.’

        ‘You wanted to be on this team?’

        ‘Absolutely.’

        ‘Did you want to be Matilda Darke?’

        I don’t think Steve was expecting me to ask this question and it was a while before he replied.

        ‘Eventually. I was prepared to pay my dues and work my way up the ranks from a lowly PC. It was the route Matilda had taken.’

        ‘So, you wanted to follow her journey?’

        ‘Yes. I’m not afraid of hard work.’

        ‘Can you remember when you first set eyes on Matilda Darke?’

        ‘Oh yes. Absolutely,’ he said with a surreptitious smile. ‘It was at a murder scene at a house in Greystones. I was standing in front of a cordoned-off area to keep the braying public at bay and Matilda arrived. She showed me her ID and I made a note of her name and rank, lifted the crime scene tape for her and she thanked me and headed for the house.’

        ‘That was the first time you saw and spoke to her?’

        ‘Yes.’

        ‘What did you think of her?’

        ‘I thought she was wonderful.’

        ‘What was wonderful about her?’

        ‘Her mind. Her attitude. Her rank. Her demeanour. She was the face of violent crime within South Yorkshire Police. She was respected.’

        ‘Did you ever work alongside her?’

        ‘Many times,’ he said with a wistful smile.

        ‘Can you tell me about them?’

        ‘I attended a 999 call. A body had been found in Graves Park and I was the first officer on the scene. I knew Matilda and her team would get the case, so I hung around. She spoke to me when she arrived; told me I’d done a good job at securing the scene.’

        ‘How did that make you feel?’

        ‘Like I’d been noticed.’

        ‘And had you?’

        The smile dropped. ‘No.’

        ‘She didn’t remember you?’

        ‘No. I was just a uniform to her.’

        ‘What was your ambition at that stage?’

        ‘I wanted to be on her team. I wanted to be a DC.’

        ‘Couldn’t you have applied for that role?’

        ‘There was no room on her team for a new DC. She had Rory Fleming, Scott Andrews and Faith Easter. Three people who had no right being on her team.’

        I detected a hint of venom in his voice.

        ‘Why not?’

        ‘Well, I believe Scott is now a DS. He’s obviously a late developer so I’ll give him credit. Rory, well, he reminded me of a puppy. He’d be excited to be among the action, but he was soon distracted. He wasn’t fully committed to being a detective, certainly not one on such a prestigious team.’

        ‘And Faith Easter?’

        ‘Faith was scared of her own shadow.’

        ‘But you liked Faith?’

        Steve thought about answering. He opened his mouth a couple of times, but instead gave his answer in the form of a shrug.

        ‘You entered into a relationship with her.’

        ‘I’d started killing by then. I wanted to know how close Matilda was to catching me. Faith was easy to win over.’

        ‘Why did you start killing?’

        ‘Because Matilda knew I was a threat.’

        ‘In what way were you a threat?’

        ‘She knew of the potential I had. She knew I could easily climb the ranks. She knew I’d usurp her.’

        ‘How did she know that if she didn’t know who you were?’

        ‘Ah, but she did know who I was. Don’t you see? Her just seeing a uniform and supposedly forgetting my name was a ruse.’

        ‘Was it?’

        ‘Yes. She wanted me to think I was insignificant, but I cottoned on to her straightaway. I didn’t fail my sergeant’s exam. She sabotaged the results. She made sure I was marshalling Sheffield Wednesday crowds at their home games and walking the streets of West Street and Devonshire Street on busy Saturday nights. She didn’t want me anywhere near CID and major crimes.’

        ‘Because she knew you were a threat to her leadership?’

        ‘Exactly.’

        It was at this point that I decided to change tack. There is no evidence whatsoever that Matilda Darke ever tried to stifle Steve Harrison’s ambition. I’ve spoken to his former sergeant at South Yorkshire Police. I’ve seen his record, and I’ve seen his exam papers. He took the sergeant’s exam four times and failed by a significant margin each time. There was no sabotage. I don’t put this to Steve at this time as I want to understand his perception of events from his first kill up until his capture. However, he seems to enjoy talking about Matilda Darke. I can see a sparkle dancing in his dark eyes when he says her name. There is something more, deeply buried, regarding his feelings for Matilda.

        ‘Do you hate Matilda Darke?’

        ‘No.’ His answer comes quickly.

        ‘Do you love Matilda Darke?’

        ‘No.’ There was a pause before his answer.

        ‘There is a fine line between love and hate,’ I say. ‘Both are extreme emotions. I get the impression you’re standing on that fine line, and you’re wavering and could fall into any category at any time.’

        He smiles. It’s the famous smile we’ve all come to know from his picture being slapped all over the front pages.

        ‘I don’t love or hate Matilda Darke,’ he says, his voice much lower and slower than before. ‘My feelings for her are strong but they cannot be labelled.’

        It’s at this point I can feel the hairs on the back of my neck stand to attention. He licks his lips slowly. He is savouring the moment. He wants to shock me.

        ‘I want to fucking destroy Matilda Darke. And one day, one day soon, I will.’
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      Tuesday 19th January 2021

      Donal Youngblood hated winter. This one seemed to be dragging, and it was only January. He arrived at work in the dark, left in the dark, and worked below ground level in rooms with no windows. The only time he saw daylight was when he could snatch a spare five minutes at lunchtime to pop out and grab a sandwich.

      Donal was a technical assistant to a Home Office pathologist and with deaths in South Yorkshire on the increase due to the Covid-19 pandemic, they’d never been busier. Today alone he’d assisted in four autopsies, registered eight new bodies brought into the post-mortem suite, chased up two suppliers who hadn’t delivered, filed five reports, replied to countless emails from the coroner’s office and the police and grieving relatives and endured a painful call from his mother back in Dublin chastising him for not calling since Christmas. On top of all that, it was still only bloody Tuesday. He had it all to come again tomorrow, and he was scheduled to work this coming weekend, too, just like he’d worked last weekend, and the one before.

      During his laughably short lunch break, a call had come through from South Yorkshire Police, and pathologist Dr Adele Kean had been called out to Wigtwizzle as bones had been found. He returned to the empty suite to find a hastily written Post-it note stuck to the screen of his computer. She told him to finish tidying up the lab, prepare the case notes for review at the meeting tomorrow, chase up the suppliers again, and have an early finish.

      Was that a joke? There was no such thing as an early finish. By the time he’d put his coat on and turned off the lights in the office it was gone half past six. He dragged his feet across the car park. He was shattered. He wanted nothing more than to fall into bed and sleep until April at the earliest.

      The engine of his ancient VW Polo started on the fifth attempt. He crunched the gears and headed for home. He drove with the windows down so the harsh easterly wind hit him in the face. He needed something to keep him awake for the journey. The irony of crashing and ending up in one of the fridges in the mortuary he’d just left was not lost on him.

      He pulled up outside the block of flats he lived in at Brightside, grabbed his bag from the front passenger seat and headed for the stairs. He didn’t even bother to check if the lift was working; it hadn’t done since he’d moved in a year ago. He took long strides, two steps at a time, and tried his hardest not to inhale the stench of piss on the stairs.

      ‘Donal!’

      He heard his name being called as he stood outside his front door, key already in the lock. He recognised the thick Yorkshire accent of his neighbour, Mrs Simms. She was a kindly old lady, and she made an amazing banana bread, but he really wasn’t in the mood for her right now.

      He turned to her and gave her his best placatory smile.

      ‘Good grief, Donal, you look like you’ve spent a week on the lash.’

      ‘If only.’

      ‘Is everything all right?’

      ‘Fine. Just … very busy at work.’

      ‘I thought I hadn’t seen you much lately. Anyway, I’ll not keep you. This arrived for you this afternoon. I had to sign for it.’

      She held out a small grey plastic bag. His eyes lit up. He knew what it was straightaway.

      ‘Thank you,’ he said, taking it from her. It felt light in his hands, but what was inside weighed a tonne.

      ‘I see that’s cheered you up.’

      ‘It has. It really has. Thank you so much, Mrs Simms.’

      He turned on his heel and ran back to the stairwell. Who needed sleep?
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        * * *

      

      Donal had been dating Detective Sergeant Scott Andrews since the early days of the pandemic. It wasn’t a normal romance, and their early dates weren’t easy to arrange and were often socially distanced and masked up. However, the attraction between the two was instant. Scott had been through a great deal of trauma over the past couple of years. His boyfriend – his first boyfriend – Chris Kean had been a teacher who was shot and killed while shielding his students during a dark day in Sheffield’s history just over two years ago. Scott had struggled to come to terms with the loss and still felt like he was cheating on Chris by being with Donal. They’d had a few long chats over recent weeks where they’d opened their hearts to each other. Scott wanted to settle down. He wanted normality and stability, but he was frightened of losing Donal the same way he lost Chris.

      It was understandable. But Donal felt exactly the same way about Scott and knew that if the relationship was going to progress, he would have to take the lead.

      Once back in the car, Donal tore into the package, pulled out the small box and looked at the engagement ring. His smile grew.

      His heart skipped a beat. Now, he was nervous. He hoped Scott would say yes.

      Donal set off and headed for Ringinglow where Scott lived in an apartment above the garage of his boss, DCI Matilda Darke. Just before Christmas, she’d told Scott he no longer needed to pay rent and should save the money to put towards a deposit should Scott and Donal wish to move in together. Along with the ring, Donal was going to tell Scott he also had some savings he’d been squirreling away and, crazy house prices depending, they could start looking for somewhere now.

      He stopped at a red light, pulled down the visor, lifted the little flap and checked out his appearance in the small vanity mirror. He looked shocking. His black hair was flat to his head, his skin was dry, his eyes were half-closed and there were dark lines beneath them. He’d been working sixteen-hour days since Christmas and hadn’t had a single day off yet. He really needed some sunshine.

      He turned off Ringinglow Road and down the once boneshaker of a driveway to get to Matilda’s impressive former farmhouse. Fortunately, it had recently been tarmacked and he and his knackered Polo were thankful.

      There was a Vauxhall Astra, which Donal recognised as being a pool car from South Yorkshire Police, parked outside Matilda’s house. He knew Scott would already be home.

      He parked and climbed out, pulling his coat tight around him as the single-digit temperature plummeted below zero as darkness fell. He went to Scott’s flat above the garage, looking up as he did to see it was in darkness. He rang the bell and knocked on the door, standing back to look up once more at the window to the living room. It remained dark.

      Wondering if Scott was in the house, he ran over to the main building, knocked on the door and pressed the bell a few times. He hopped from one foot to the other to keep warm. He waited impatiently. He rang the bell again. Nobody came to the door.

      He went over to the living-room window, cupped his hands around his eyes and leaned in for a look. There was nobody in there and the fire wasn’t lit. It appeared as if there was nobody home.

      Digging his mobile out of his coat pocket, he found Scott’s number and called it. While waiting for the call to connect, he placed a hand on the bonnet of the pool car. It was cold. Whoever was inside had been home for a while.

      He heard ringing.

      It was coming from inside the house. Scott was definitely inside. Or his phone was, at least.

      He ended the call and bent down, lifting the letterbox and having a nosy inside. All he could see was blackness.

      He turned on the torch app on his phone and shone it inside. What he saw made him fall backwards in horror.

      Donal’s medical training kicked in. He jumped up, tried the handle, but the door was secure. He elbowed it a few times, but it wouldn’t budge.

      He looked around him for something he could use as some kind of battering ram. He found a few loose rocks towards the side of the house, picked one up and hurled it at the living-room window. The sound of breaking glass echoed around the quiet night. Scraping away the shards of glass with the sleeve of his thick coat, he climbed inside.

      With panic etched on his face, he ran through the room, opened the door leading to the hallway and looked down at the stricken body of the man he was hoping to ask to marry him.
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      Detective Sergeant Sian Robison had only recently returned to work at South Yorkshire Police after taking time out to re-evaluate what she wanted out of life. After discovering her husband of more than twenty-five years was a serial killer, she felt her time as a detective was at an end. How could she possibly work for the police when she had no idea what her husband was doing for all those years? However, Sian was a born detective. She was at her happiest when investigating murder and violent crime. It was where she belonged, and she fell back into the role with ease.

      The working day was coming to an end and she and DI Christian Brady were wrapping things up for the day. DC Zofia Nowak was still at her desk.

      ‘Zofia, why don’t you get yourself off home?’ Sian said.

      ‘My dad’s picking me up tonight. I always go to my parents for tea on Tuesday night. It’s the only way I could get my mum to stop fussing over me – by having a timetabled schedule of visits.’

      Zofia was confined to a wheelchair following an incident in which she was pinned between a Land Rover and a tree during the pursuit of a killer. The driver of the car had been Sian’s husband, Stuart. There wasn’t a day went by when Sian didn’t feel guilty about that, and she had wondered how their working relationship would cope, but they’d sat down, had a good long chat, tears had been shed, and they were fine with each other.

      ‘What’s on the menu tonight?’ Christian asked.

      ‘Home-made beef wellington,’ Zofia said with a hint of a smile. ‘My mum may be a worrier, and, yes, she does get on my nerves occasionally, but she really is the best cook in the world. Nobody leaves her house with a rumbling tummy.’

      ‘I haven’t had beef wellington for years,’ Christian said.

      ‘Me neither. I could just eat something filling,’ Sian agreed.

      ‘I’ll see if I can sneak out a doggy bag,’ Zofia said. She looked at the bank of monitors on her desk and her eyes widened. ‘Oh my God! A 999 call has just come through from Donal Youngblood. He’s at Matilda’s house. He’s asked for police and an ambulance.’

      Sian had jumped up from her seat. ‘What’s happened?’

      ‘I don’t know.’ Zofia’s eyes darted left and right as she rapidly read the screen. ‘He says there’s been some kind of a disturbance. Oh my God! Scott’s been stabbed.’

      ‘Jesus!’

      Christian grabbed his jacket and his car keys. ‘Zofia, find out what you can, send it through to Sian’s phone.’

      Sian was frozen. Fear had gripped her. This team had been through hell over the past few years. They couldn’t endure more.

      ‘Sian! Come on!’ Christian called out.

      She snapped out of her dark reverie, grabbed her coat and ran out after him. In the doorway, she turned back and made eye contact with Zofia. They both had fear imprinted on their faces.
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        * * *

      

      Christian drove at speed out of the police station car park and headed for Ringinglow. He was hit by rush-hour traffic almost straight away. He turned the siren on and took the pavement to get past a queue of stationary vehicles going nowhere.

      Sian grabbed the handrail above her and tried to navigate her phone with one hand. She selected Donal’s number and rang him. He answered almost straightaway.

      ‘Donal. It’s Sian. What’s going on?’

      ‘Sian, I don’t know what to do,’ he said, clearly in tears. ‘I’ve called for an ambulance twice. There’s a delay. There’s so much blood and Scott’s unconscious.’

      Sian had put the phone on speaker. She and Christian exchanged worried glances.

      ‘Shit,’ Sian said. ‘Okay, Donal. You know all about stemming blood flow. You’ve had medical training. Apply pressure.’

      ‘I am doing. I’ve got my jumper pressed over his wound and my coat wrapped around him to keep him warm. There’s nothing else I can do. His pulse is barely registering. I’m losing him, Sian,’ he cried.

      Christian shook his head. He was ploughing through the busy streets, ignoring the beeps from other road users, and fumbled in his jacket pocket for his own phone.

      Sian wiped her eyes. She swallowed her emotion.

      ‘Donal, where’s Matilda?’

      ‘I … I don’t know,’ he stumbled. ‘There was no one else here when I got here. The house was all dark.’

      ‘Okay. Donal, we’re on our way. Just … just do everything you can to keep Scott warm. I’m going to see what I can do about hurrying up an ambulance.’

      She ended the call and turned to Christian. ‘Where’s Matilda?’

      ‘Call her,’ he said, his phone to his ear. ‘This is Detective Inspector Christian Brady from South Yorkshire Police. I need an ambulance urgently. I have an officer with serious injuries,’ he said.

      With shaking fingers, Sian selected Matilda’s number and called.

      ‘Jesus Christ! How long?’ Christian almost screamed. He ended the call. ‘There’s a shortage of ambulances and staff. He’s on a waiting list. It could be another hour.’

      ‘I doubt he’ll last that long,’ Sian said. She looked at her phone. ‘Matilda’s phone is going straight to voicemail.’

      ‘Shit.’

      Christian drove at speed past the Botanical Gardens and almost collided with a taxi on Hunter’s Bar roundabout. Sian closed her eyes tightly shut and didn’t open them again until the beeping from irate drivers stopped.

      Christian turned from Ecclesall Road South onto Knowle Lane, and the traffic opened up. He was able to pick up speed as he shot the lights at Bents Green and, just ahead, an ambulance with flashing lights turned off Ringinglow Road and down Matilda’s driveway.

      ‘Oh. Thank God!’ Sian exclaimed.

      By the time Christian and Sian pulled up outside Matilda’s house, the back doors to the ambulance were open and so was the front door to Matilda’s home.

      ‘Donal!’ Sian called out. She jumped out of the car before it had come to a stop.

      She ran to the house and Donal stepped out. His eyes were red with tears.

      ‘What happened?’

      ‘I don’t know. I just … I really don’t know.’

      Christian joined them. He looked at the house and saw a broken window in the living room.

      Donal followed his gaze. ‘It was the only way I could get in. I couldn’t break the door down.’

      ‘That’s okay. Don’t worry about it.’

      ‘He’s been stabbed. More than once. He’s lost so much blood.’

      They all turned and looked inside the house at the vast hallway. A crew of two paramedics were at work trying to stabilise Scott’s vital signs before they moved him to the ambulance and took him to hospital.

      ‘What happened? Did Scott call you?’ Sian asked.

      ‘No. I wasn’t due to come over tonight. I just decided to surprise him. Nobody answered the door. I rang Scott and heard his phone ringing inside. I looked through the letterbox and … oh my God!’ He collapsed with emotion.

      Sian leaped forward and put her arms around him. She tried to comfort him, but she was almost a foot shorter than him.

      ‘Donal, Scott has got everything going for him. He’s young. He’s fit. He’ll be fine. I know it.’

      ‘Donal, did you hear Matilda’s phone ringing? Sian’s been calling it?’ Christian asked, jumping straight into detective mode.

      ‘No,’ he answered, not taking his eyes from the open doorway of the house.

      ‘Was there anyone else in the house?’

      ‘No. I don’t think so.’

      ‘Any sign of a break-in?’

      ‘I don’t know,’ he said, raising his voice. ‘I haven’t been any further than the hall.’

      ‘It’s okay, Donal. Don’t worry. We’ll have a good sweep of the house when we can get in,’ Sian said, stepping in front of the two of them. ‘Where’s Adele this evening, Donal?’

      He shook his head. ‘I haven’t seen her since lunchtime. She’s out at Wigtwizzle. Bones have been found or something.’

      ‘I’ll give her a call.’

      Sian took her phone out of her pocket and stepped away for some privacy.

      The paramedics began to wheel the stretcher out of the house. Scott was securely strapped to it, a mask over his nose and mouth, his eyes closed. Blood spatter on his face.

      ‘Can I go with him?’ Donal asked.

      ‘Are you family?’

      ‘He’s as good as,’ Christian answered for him.

      ‘Thank you,’ Donal said, before climbing into the back of the ambulance.

      The door slammed closed and less than a minute later, the ambulance began to pull away, lights flashing, sirens cutting into the cold night.

      Sian stepped towards Christian. She had her phone in her hand. ‘Adele’s not answering either. I’ve tried calling Matilda again and it’s switched off.’

      ‘I really don’t like the sound of this, Sian.’

      ‘Something’s happened to her, hasn’t it?’

      A set of headlights turned the corner and bathed Christian and Sian in a glow of harsh white. They turned and saw a crime scene investigator’s vehicle stop in front of the garage.

      ‘I asked Zofia to send a team out,’ Christian said by way of an explanation. ‘Matilda’s house is a crime scene.’

      They turned to look at the beautiful eighteenth-century building Matilda had made her home and were both thinking the same thing. They hoped they didn’t find Matilda dead in there somewhere.
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      Christian and Sian shivered in the doorway of Matilda’s home. It seemed strange to be here without Matilda inviting them in, offering them a cuppa and making them feel at home. Where the hell was she?

      It was dark outside, and the mid-January temperature was well below freezing. If she was out in this, exposed to the elements, it did not look good.

      Sian held her arms around herself tightly to stave off the cold. She was shaking. She didn’t know whether it was fear of the unknown or the weather causing her to shake. She looked down at the mess of dried blood in the hallway. A large pool sat where Scott had lain, waiting for help. Paramedics had stepped in it and bloody footprints led off further along the vast hall. Now, white-suited forensic officers had put down metal footplates and were going about their business to look for signs of a break-in or a disturbance, anything that would give them a hint as to Matilda’s whereabouts.

      ‘I’ve called someone to come out and board up the living-room window,’ Christian said. ‘I’ve also called Ridley and he wants us back at the station right now.’

      ‘What’s happening here, Christian? What aren’t we seeing?’

      ‘What do you mean?’

      ‘There’s no obvious sign of a break-in. We know that Matilda and Scott left the station together. He drives her home every night, for crying out loud. He’s here, in a locked house, lying on the floor, bleeding out, and Matilda’s nowhere to be found. What does that say to you?’

      Christian took a deep breath. He shook his head. ‘I don’t know, Sian. I really do not know. We need Scott to pull through so we can talk to him.’

      ‘Should I phone Matilda’s mum and sister? They might have heard from her.’

      Christian didn’t get a chance to answer as Sian’s phone rang in her hand, making her jump. She looked at the screen. Adele was calling. She held it up to show Christian. She swiped to answer.

      ‘Sian, what’s going on? I’ve had about a thousand missed calls from you.’

      ‘Adele, where are you?’

      ‘I’m in the car right now. I’ve been out at Wigtwizzle all afternoon. We got a call from someone in CID telling us a car had been found abandoned in woodland and a body was in the boot. Haven’t you been told?’

      ‘Yes. I had heard. Listen, is Matilda with you?’

      ‘No. I haven’t seen her since this morning. Hang on a minute, some dick in an Audi’s up my arse. I bloody hate sales reps. Yes, and the same to you,’ she called out. ‘Sorry, Sian, you were saying.’

      ‘Adele, are you on your way back to the house?’

      ‘Yes. I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but it’s pitch-dark, and there’s a bottle of vodka in the freezer with my name on it.’

      Christian shook his head.

      ‘Adele, could you detour and meet us at the station?’

      ‘The station? Why?’

      ‘I don’t want to go into details while you’re driving, but there’s been an incident at your house.’

      ‘What kind of an incident?’

      ‘I’d rather tell you in person.’

      ‘Sian, you’re scaring me now. What’s happened?’

      Sian took a deep breath. ‘Scott’s been stabbed.’

      ‘Oh my God! Is he all right?’

      ‘He’s gone to hospital. Donal came round and found him. We don’t know anything more yet.’

      ‘And Matilda?’

      Sian bit her bottom lip. She had no idea what to say.

      ‘Sian. What about Matilda?’

      ‘We don’t know,’ Sian said, choking back her tears.

      ‘What do you mean, you don’t know?’

      ‘We can’t find her, and her phone is switched off.’

      ‘Her phone is never switched off.’

      ‘I know.’

      There was a long silence. Sian could hear the sound of traffic in the background.

      ‘Are you still there?’ she asked.

      ‘I’ll … I’ll meet you at the station,’ Adele said. Her voice was quiet and heavy. The call ended.

      ‘Does she know where Matilda is?’ Christian asked, hopeful.

      ‘She hasn’t seen her since first thing this morning.’

      ‘Jesus! I don’t like the sound of this.’

      ‘Which one of you is DI Brady?’ the Crime Scene Manager asked.

      ‘I am,’ Christian said.

      The man pushed back the hood of his white forensic suit to reveal a shock of white blond hair. ‘We’ve done a full sweep of the downstairs and there is no evidence of a break-in. All the doors to the property are secure and so are the windows, apart from the one in the living room that I’ve been told you know all about.’

      ‘That’s right.’

      ‘The electrics were off at the mains. However, it wasn’t a power cut or a surge or anything. It simply looks like a switch was flicked on the circuit board.’

      ‘How, if there’s no evidence of a break-in?’ Sian asked.

      ‘Your guess is as good as mine,’ the man shrugged.

      ‘Have you found any prints or trace evidence?’ Christian asked. ‘Scott would have put up a struggle.’

      ‘We’ve found nothing yet. We’ve got a few good sets of prints from the kitchen. We need to check them against the occupants of the house. I’ve sent someone to the hospital as well to get DS Andrews’s clothing and they’ll take a scraping from under his nails for skin samples. If he did struggle, we’ll get something.’

      ‘Thanks … erm—’

      ‘Felix. Felix Lerego. I started yesterday.’

      ‘Welcome to the force.’

      ‘Thank you,’ he smiled. ‘It’s been a busy day. Bones at Wigtwizzle, now this. Why did I think a move to Yorkshire was going to be quiet?’ he asked with an excited grin.

      He didn’t wait for an answer but turned on his heel and returned to the kitchen to join his team.

      ‘She’s dead, isn’t she?’ Sian said, looking through the living-room door at the pool of blood in the hallway.

      ‘Sian, don’t,’ Christian said.

      ‘If they managed to overpower Scott, they can do anything.’

      ‘If they’ve killed her, why not leave her here? Why hide the body?’

      Sian stormed out of the room. She carefully stepped on the steel plates and went into the kitchen. Christian followed. She went into the conservatory, pulled open the doors and practically fell out into the freezing cold night. The external lights came on, but Matilda’s back garden was expansive, and the light didn’t reach all the way to the end.

      ‘She’s out there somewhere,’ she said, looking into the darkness. ‘Beyond the garden it’s just woodland and farmland. I bet they’ve just dumped her there to die on her own.’

      ‘Sian, don’t do this to yourself,’ Christian said.

      ‘We’re going to find her there, I know it.’ She turned to Christian, tears in her eyes. ‘She’s dead. I can feel it.’
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      The Homicide and Major Crime Unit suite was lifeless. The lights were on and the whole room was reflected in the windows. It was pitch-dark outside, yet it wasn’t even eight o’clock. It was going to be a long night.

      Detective Constable Finn Cotton had been at home when Zofia had called him to let him know Scott had been stabbed and Matilda Darke was nowhere to be found. He told his wife he had to go back to work, and she’d given him that look she always had when she was worried about him. He reassured her, but his words fell on deaf ears. A police officer had been severely injured and was currently undergoing emergency surgery, and another was missing. Of course she was scared.

      When Finn arrived back at work, he found Sian sitting at her desk, head in her hands, and Zofia gave him a blank look. He went over to her and asked for the latest, but there was no more news on Scott or Matilda.

      ‘Christian’s sent Tom to the hospital to wait with Donal. As soon as there’s any news, he’s going to let us know,’ Zofia said, her voice barely above a whisper.

      Her mobile lit up.

      ‘Is that anything?’

      She looked at the screen. ‘It’s my mum. I’ve cancelled going round to hers for tea and she’s got it into her head I’m making up an excuse not to see her. Bloody parents.’

      ‘What about Matilda? Have you been trying her phone?’

      ‘It’s switched off. I’ve run a trace and it was last pinged at a cell mast on Ringinglow Road close to where she lives. She was definitely in the car with Scott on the way home, it would seem.’

      ‘So, we need to know what happened between getting out of the car at the house and Scott getting stabbed.’

      ‘The only person who can tell us that is currently unconscious, being operated on.’

      ‘How serious is it?’

      Zofia looked past Finn to Sian. She hadn’t moved. She lowered her voice further. ‘According to Felix, there was a great deal of blood in Matilda’s hallway and, apparently, Scott was cold and unresponsive. It doesn’t look good.’

      ‘Jesus!’ Finn said. ‘Who’s Felix?’

      ‘New CSM. Started yesterday.’

      ‘Oh.’ He turned around and looked at Sian. He went over to her and squatted beside her desk. He placed a comforting arm around her. ‘Sian, is there anything I can get you?’ he asked in his softest voice.

      She lifted her head. Her eyes were red from crying. ‘No. Thank you.’

      ‘When did you last eat anything?’ he asked, noticing her hands shaking.

      She thought. ‘I’m not sure.’

      He opened Sian’s bottom drawer, her famous snack drawer, filled with bars of chocolate, packets of crisps and nuts and biscuits. He pulled out a Mars bar and handed it to her. ‘I’ll make you a tea.’

      ‘I couldn’t stomach it.’

      ‘It’ll help. Trust me.’

      He went over to the drinks station and flicked the kettle on.

      The atmosphere in the room was dark. There were only three people in the huge space, but it seemed claustrophobic and oppressive. He made Sian a mug of tea and took it over to her. The Mars bar was untouched.

      She took the mug from him and wrapped her cold hands firmly around it. She blew on it and took a sip, immediately pulling a face.

      ‘You’ve put sugar in it.’

      ‘You’re shaking. You’re in shock. It’ll help.’

      ‘It tastes revolting.’

      ‘Then that means it’s helping,’ he smiled.

      ‘What’s happening here, Finn? Where’s Matilda?’

      He let out a heavy sigh. He glanced back at Zofia. She didn’t have an answer. ‘I really don’t know, Sian.’

      ‘There was no sign of a forced entry. Neither Matilda nor Scott are the type of people to let a random stranger come into the house. They must have known who it was.’

      ‘Scott was found in the hallway,’ Zofia began. ‘Maybe they were caught unawares when they arrived home. Felix said the power had been cut. Maybe …’ she trailed off, not wanting to think the worst.

      ‘This isn’t random, is it?’ Sian asked. She took another drink of the hot, sweet tea and pulled another face. ‘This is a targeted attack against the police, against Matilda.’

      ‘Sian, we can’t think that until we know the facts. We won’t be any use to anyone if we start guessing,’ Finn said.

      She nodded. She knew he was right, but it didn’t stop her flights of fancy.

      The doors to the suite opened and ACC Benjamin Ridley walked in. His jacket was off, his sleeves rolled up and tie askew.

      ‘Any news on DS Andrews?’ Ridley asked.

      ‘Still in theatre, sir,’ Finn said.

      ‘And DCI Darke?’

      ‘We don’t know where she is, sir. Nobody’s been able to reach her.’

      ‘Are you all right, Sian?’ Ridley asked, taking in the look of horror etched on Sian’s face.

      ‘No. I’m not.’ She took another sip of her tea, pulled a face and handed it back to Finn. ‘I can’t drink that.’

      DI Christian Brady pulled open the door and came in. He looked shattered. His shirt was untucked from his trousers and his eyes were drawn.

      ‘Anything?’ Sian asked, hopefully.

      ‘No.’

      ‘Someone must have been lying in wait,’ Sian said. ‘They cut the power to the house, obviously assumed Matilda would be on her own, and Scott got in the way, so was stabbed.’

      ‘But if this was someone targeting Matilda who had been keeping an eye on her, they would know she’s unable to drive at the moment, so Scott takes her home,’ Zofia said.

      ‘Okay,’ Sian mused. ‘So, they want to get at Matilda, and they bring a knife along with them to get Scott out of the way quickly. They open the front door, go inside, and whoever is lying in wait jumps Scott and stabs him.’

      Ridley cleared his throat. ‘There is one other theory,’ he said, not making eye contact with anyone. ‘Is it possible Matilda is the one who stabbed Scott and fled?’

      The room descended into a painful silence as they all took in Ridley’s words. Christian looked down at the floor. Finn removed his glasses and began polishing the lenses on his tie. Zofia studied her nails.

      Sian swallowed hard. ‘If you really knew Matilda, you wouldn’t even think that, let alone say it.’ Her voice was low and heavy. She wiped away a tear.

      ‘I’m looking at it from every conceivable angle. I don’t believe for a moment Matilda would stab DS Andrews, but we’d be thinking that if it were two different people.’

      ‘This angle shouldn’t even be part of the discussion,’ Sian said. Her words were slow and powerful. ‘Matilda would never, ever, stab Scott, or anyone else.’

      ‘There’s still a question mark over whether Laurence Dodds jumped or was pushed from the roof of the Arts Tower last year,’ Ridley said.

      ‘Matilda Darke is not a killer,’ Sian stated. ‘If you think she is, why reinstate the unit? Why give her her job back?’

      ‘I’m simply playing devil’s advocate.’

      ‘No. You’re not. You’re planting unhelpful seeds of doubt and clouding people’s judgement with nonsense.’ Sian was red with anger, her voice almost a shout.

      ‘Sian, calm down,’ Christian said.

      The door was pushed open and knocked into Christian, almost sending him flying. Adele Kean stood in the doorway. She was red-faced, out of breath, and her coat was hanging off her shoulders. Everyone turned to look at her. As soon as Sian saw her, she crumpled and burst into tears once again.

      ‘Someone needs to explain to me what the hell is going on,’ Adele said.

      She looked over to Sian who was being comforted by Finn.

      ‘Scott was found stabbed at the house this evening. There’s no sign of Matilda anywhere,’ Christian said.

      ‘I don’t … I …’ She paused and took a breath to compose herself. ‘Is he all right?’

      ‘He’s in surgery.’

      ‘But … Matilda’s … hang on … I don’t understand any of this. You said you can’t find Matilda anywhere.’ Adele looked around the room, taking in the grim faces looking back at her. ‘Oh my God,’ she said, realisation dawning. She pulled out a chair and sat down before her legs gave way from under her. ‘I don’t know how much of this she’s told you. Ever since the shooting two years ago, she’s received silent phone calls and cards with threatening messages. We always assumed they’ve been from a sick fan of Steve Harrison. Matilda hasn’t received any for a while, but, on Christmas Day, a woman came to the house. Matilda’s mother looked through the window and saw someone walking away from the house. When Matilda went outside to have a look, the wreath on the door had been replaced by a hangman’s noose.’

      ‘I remember,’ Christian said. ‘You called me, and I called Wakefield Prison to make sure Steve was still locked up.’

      ‘And is he?’ Ridley asked.

      ‘Yes. He’s in the Supermax wing. All his mail is checked before it’s handed to him, and all outgoing mail is checked before it’s sent. He hasn’t had any visitors for over two years.’

      ‘Why start again now, then?’ Ridley asked, hitching up his trousers and perching on the edge of a desk.

      ‘I don’t know,’ Adele said.

      ‘This is connected to Steve, isn’t it?’ Sian asked. She shook herself out of Finn’s embrace and wiped her eyes. ‘Someone, some sick, twisted freak, has been writing to Steve and he’s managed, somehow, to get them to hurt Matilda. He’s always blamed her for him being sent to prison. That’s why he manipulated his brother Jake into committing the shootings. This is all his doing.’

      ‘We don’t know that for sure,’ Ridley said.

      ‘Oh, for goodness’ sake, of course it is,’ she almost snapped. ‘This has got Steve’s name all over it.’

      ‘Sian,’ Christian said, putting his hands up and warning her to calm down. ‘We need to speak to Scott. Only he knows what happened. We have to wait until he comes round and is able to talk to us.’

      ‘Christian’s right,’ Ridley said.

      ‘In the meantime, God knows who could be doing God knows what to Matilda,’ Sian cried through her tears. ‘The longer we wait, the more chance there is of finding her dead.’

      ‘Oh, God.’ Adele bowed her head to her chest.

      ‘We have no other choice but to wait,’ Ridley said. ‘I know how you all feel about this. I know how close you all are. That’s why you’re such a good unit. But we have very little information to go on here. The only possible choice is to wait until Scott can talk to us.’

      ‘I’ll give Tom another ring,’ Finn said, taking out his mobile.

      Sian stood up quickly, sending her chair skidding back to the wall. ‘We could go to Wakefield Prison. We could strip Steve’s cell. We lock him in a room and tell him to tell us everything he knows.’

      ‘We don’t have any reason to do that right now, Sian,’ Christian said. ‘Besides, if Steve saw us in a panic, desperate for information, he’d clam up and enjoy the show. You know he would.’

      Reluctantly, Sian nodded. She knew Christian was right. She sat back down.

      Ridley cleared his throat again. ‘Christian, I want you to lead this investigation. The second DS Andrews is awake, we need his statement. In the meantime, double-check with Wakefield Prison that Steve is still safely locked up and get a list of all his registered visitors and regular people he gets mail from.’

      ‘Will do.’

      ‘Get a record of Matilda’s mobile phone, go through it, and identify any calls she’s had in the last twenty-four hours. If they come up clean, extend the time frame. Do the same with her computer and check her emails.’

      ‘Do you want me to go and talk to her mother?’ Sian asked.

      ‘No. I don’t want you on this case,’ Ridley said.

      ‘What?’ she snapped.

      ‘You’re too emotionally involved. You need to take a step back from this.’

      ‘Christian’s known Matilda just as long as I have.’

      ‘But he’s not in tears and screaming accusations. I’m sorry, Sian, I cannot allow you to go tearing into Wakefield Prison. If Steve sees how attached you are to this, he’ll get a kick out of it.’

      ‘He’s right,’ Christian agreed.

      ‘I can’t just sit here and do nothing.’

      ‘You can work with DI Sharp on the investigation into the body found out at Wigtwizzle today.’

      ‘What? But we don’t even know if that’s a murder enquiry yet.’

      ‘A body was found in the boot of a car, DS Robinson. I very much doubt they put themselves there.’

      ‘But …’

      ‘No. This is non-negotiable. DI Brady leads the investigation into the stabbing of DS Andrews and the whereabouts of DCI Darke.’ He turned to Christian. ‘Report directly to me and nobody else.’

      ‘Yes, sir.’

      ‘I suggest you all go home and try and get some rest. I know it won’t be easy, but I get the feeling tomorrow is going to be an incredibly long day.’

      He looked around at everyone then left the room with his head down.

      ‘What an absolute cock!’ Sian spat. ‘I cannot believe he’s just thrown me out like that.’

      ‘Sian, calm down,’ Christian said. ‘I’m going to need all your help in finding Matilda. Don’t worry. I’m not going to freeze you out.’

      She gave him a weak smile.

      ‘Am I going to be allowed to go home?’ Adele asked.

      ‘I’m afraid not. The house is a crime scene,’ Christian said. ‘I can take you to get a few things, but you won’t be able to stay there tonight.’

      ‘I’d offer to put you up at mine, but I’m literally full to the rafters,’ Sian said.

      ‘It’s okay. I’ll give Pat Campbell a ring.’

      Finn ended his call and put his mobile back in his pocket.

      ‘Anything?’ Christian asked.

      ‘No. He said he can’t talk right now. Scott’s mum and dad are there. He’s going to call me when he can get away.’

      The room fell silent. Nobody knew what to do next or what to say.

      ‘So,’ Zofia began. ‘Where do we go from here?’

      ‘If I knew the answer to that, Zofia, I’d be doing it,’ Christian said.
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      Wait. That’s all they could do. Go home and wait until tomorrow. DCI Matilda Darke was missing. She could be in urgent need of medical attention. She could be lying dead in a ditch somewhere, but all her colleagues, friends and family could do was wait.

      Were they expected to go home, enjoy a lovely meal, sit in front of the TV and watch Holby City with a glass of wine, go to bed with a good book and have a solid eight hours of uninterrupted sleep and wake up feeling fresh and revitalised to start the day anew? How was any of that possible?

      Christian drove Adele to her house for her to collect a bag of clothes for tomorrow and any toiletries and personal items she might need. The forensic team had finished. The house was in darkness. When Christian unlocked the front door and they stepped into the vast hallway, they both felt the sense of loss, of the change that had occurred.

      Adele turned on the lights. They looked down and saw the mess of dried blood on the solid wood floor.

      ‘Is it wrong that all I can think about is how the floor is going to need sanding and restaining?’ Adele asked.

      Christian snorted a laugh. ‘No. I thought the same. I think the carpet in the living room will need replacing, too.’

      Adele went over to the living room and pushed the door further open. ‘I remember going with Matilda to choose the carpet. She took bloody ages to find the colour she wanted.’ She looked at the boarded-up window and turned back to Christian. Tears were pricking her eyes. ‘What the hell happened here, Christian?’

      He chewed on his bottom lip. ‘I really don’t know. Scott is our best answer. We just have to wait until he comes round.’

      ‘How can we wait?’ Adele wrapped her arms tightly around her. She looked to be in physical pain at the distress of Matilda’s disappearance.

      ‘I’ve no idea. Go and pack a few things. I’ll drive you round to Pat’s.’

      Adele made her way to the stairs, taking care not to walk in the blood. Halfway up, she turned back. ‘The electricity. It wasn’t a simple power cut, was it?’

      Christian shook his head. ‘It was deliberately turned off.’

      ‘This is a targeted attack. Isn’t it?’

      ‘It would appear so.’

      Adele studied Christian’s face for any sign of what he was thinking. ‘You think she’s been kidnapped, don’t you?’ He gave her a single nod. ‘So why haven’t whoever’s taken her made contact?’

      ‘I don’t know.’

      ‘You do, but you don’t want to tell me, do you?’

      ‘It’s just a theory. One of many I have running around my mind,’ he said. The look of hurt on his face was almost painful.

      Adele was on the verge of tears once again. ‘Why aren’t we doing anything?’

      ‘There’s nothing we can do until we’re able to speak to Scott and get the full story.’

      ‘What if Scott doesn’t wake up?’ Adele asked, a catch in her throat.

      ‘Adele.’

      ‘I’m serious. Look at all that blood. And don’t give me that crap about him being young and healthy. I’m a doctor. That kind of talk won’t wash with me.’

      Christian took a breath. ‘Zofia is checking CCTV and ANPR cameras on the route from the police station to here. We’re going through Matilda’s phone records and emails. We’re doing everything we’d normally be doing, Adele.’

      ‘So, I’m just expected to sit and do nothing while you trawl CCTV footage?’

      ‘There’s nothing for you to do at the moment. I know it’s not easy, but we just have to wait.’

      ‘It’s going to be a bloody long night.’
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      DS Sian Robinson had an email on her way home from work telling her the offer she’d put in on a five-bedroom house in Whirlow had been accepted. She should be over the moon. Finally, the family could move out of the impossibly tiny three-bedroom terraced house in Woodseats and she could take her furniture out of storage. She read the email and put her phone back into her pocket. She didn’t care.

      Life continued around her. She sat on the sofa, staring into space. She’d texted Anthony, her eldest, telling him to make tea for his sister and brothers and make sure Danny and Gregory had done their homework and not to spend too long on the PlayStation when they went to bed. When she eventually arrived home, it was almost midnight. She was drained and slumped onto the sofa without even taking her coat off.

      Her youngest two kids were already in bed. Anthony and Belinda had waited up for her.

      ‘Any news?’ Belinda asked, sitting next to her mother on the sofa.

      Sian shook her head. ‘Scott’s still in theatre. There’s no sign of Matilda anywhere.’

      ‘She can’t have just disappeared.’

      ‘I’m aware of that, Belinda,’ Sian answered, sharply.

      ‘Mum, have you eaten?’ Anthony asked, standing by the door to the kitchen.

      ‘No. I’m not hungry. Did you feed the kids?’ she asked, suddenly remembering.

      ‘Yes. I did a tuna pasta bake thing. I’ve got leftovers. I can warm you some up in the microwave.’

      Sian gave a warm smile. ‘Thank you. I’d love a cup of tea.’

      Anthony smiled back and disappeared into the kitchen.

      ‘Mum,’ Belinda began. ‘Does this have anything to do with what happened at Christmas?’

      Just before New Year, Matilda and the team had been hunting a serial killer who murdered young women. He’d latched onto Matilda, followed the investigation and kidnapped Belinda. On the roof of the Arts Tower, one of Sheffield’s tallest buildings, there was a standoff between the killer and Matilda, Belinda having escaped. The killer had fallen, but there was gossip surrounding his actual demise. Did he fall or was he pushed? Ever since, Matilda had been quiet and distant.

      ‘I don’t know, Belinda. I really don’t,’ Sian said.

      ‘I know she’d felt … bad about how it all ended,’ Belinda said. ‘It’s obviously been preying on her mind. You don’t think she’s let it get to her, do you, and … I don’t know … maybe decided to …’ She left the sentence hanging in the air.

      Sian turned to her. ‘To what? Do a runner? She wouldn’t do that. And how do you explain Scott being stabbed? You think she stabbed him, too?’ Her voice had an icy edge to it.

      ‘No. I don’t. I don’t think that at all. I’m just saying she’s not in the best place right now, mentally. Maybe she’s decided she needs a break.’

      ‘And Scott tried to stop her, so she stabbed him.’

      ‘No. I didn’t … I don’t … Mum, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to …’ Belinda stood up, wiped a tear away and went into the kitchen to join her brother.

      Sian remained on the sofa. They’d all been talking at the station about whether Laurence Dodds fell, jumped or was pushed. Sian didn’t care. He’d threatened to kill her daughter. She was glad the man was dead. But if Matilda had pushed him, who knows what the shock of turning into a killer would do to a person as morally upstanding as Matilda.
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      Pat Campbell was a retired detective whom Matilda often used as a sounding board when investigating particularly disturbing cases. Pat had spent Christmas with Matilda and Adele following the death of her husband from Covid last summer. Adele had phoned her, explained what had happened, and Pat immediately told her to come over.

      Christian dropped Adele off at the detached house in Bradway and Pat pulled her into a tight embrace as soon as the front door was closed behind them.

      They were sitting in the silent living room. The TV was off and the clock on the mantelpiece was the loudest thing in the whole house.

      ‘I’ve been thinking,’ Pat began. She took a sip from the mug of tea in her hands and pulled a face. It had gone cold while they’d both been sitting and musing over the whole nightmare situation. ‘From what we know, Scott and Matilda left the police station and headed for home. We can assume they arrived as Matilda’s phone pinged at the closest cell mast and Scott was found in the hallway. So, the obvious scenario is that Matilda has been kidnapped. What we have to work out is by whom and why.’

      ‘How do we do that?’ Adele looked up. Her eyes were heavy.

      ‘By looking at the people who have a grudge against Matilda.’

      ‘I can only think of Steve Harrison.’

      ‘There’ll be others. Matilda is an exemplary detective with an impressive track record. She’s put away dozens of killers in her career, and, thanks to our pathetic justice system, some of them will be back on the streets. I’ll have a word with Christian in the morning. He needs to look at all the cases she’s worked on and find out where all the killers she’s put away currently are.’

      ‘Finn and Zofia are doing that,’ Adele said. ‘Christian said on the way over in the car that they’re going to be pulling all the recent cases and going through them. He’s sent Sian home. She’s a mess.’

      ‘She’s bound to be. They’ve been through a lot together.’

      ‘You’re a former detective, Pat. What do you think? Is it connected to a case Matilda’s been working on?’

      ‘I don’t know. Matilda doesn’t have much of a personal life, so it’s not as if she’s got a jealous ex-boyfriend in the shadows. All she does is work. I’d definitely be looking at her caseload.’

      ‘But why now?’ Adele asked, wiping away a tear. ‘Is it someone recent she’s come into contact with, or does it go way back? If so, how far back?’

      ‘You’ve known Matilda the longest. Who’s disliked her so much they’re willing to kidnap her and stab Scott in the process?’

      Adele adjusted herself on the sofa as she thought. It didn’t matter how she sat; she couldn’t get comfortable. ‘Steve Harrison, definitely.’ A heavy frown appeared on her forehead as she tried to think. ‘I don’t know. Sian’s husband, maybe. But he admitted his crimes, so maybe not. If Ben Hales was still alive, I’d include him. I really don’t know, Pat.’

      ‘There is an alternative angle to consider.’

      ‘Go on.’

      ‘It’s strange. I was only reading about this the other day. You know how I like to read psychology journals and true crime books. There was a criminologist in America who said that when a crime occurs, we look at the victims to hunt for the perpetrator, but law enforcement officials should also consider who else would be hurt, on a psychological level, by what has happened to the victim.’

      ‘What do you mean?’

      ‘Who would suffer the most from Matilda’s disappearance?’

      Adele’s frown deepened as she thought. Her eyes widened in shock as she worked out what Pat was getting at. ‘Me?’

      Pat leaned forward. ‘Matilda is missing. Your technical assistant, Lucy Dauman, has been missing for more than a year. You connect them both.’

      ‘You think this is about me?’

      ‘I’m saying it’s another angle to look at. Is there anyone who has a grudge against you? Someone you’ve upset recently?’

      ‘No,’ she half-laughed, incredulously. ‘I’m a pathologist. I see very few living people in my line of work.’

      ‘What about
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however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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