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      Something woke Huw, but he wasn’t sure what. He opened his eyes and stared at the ceiling. There was no light seeping into the room from the crack in the curtains, so he knew it was still the middle of the night. He strained his hearing. There was… something. It was unsettling.

      He sat up in the darkness. Next to him, his wife, Muriel, slept, eye mask askew, mouth open slightly, a faint snoring sound coming from the back of her throat.

      There was a noise. It wasn’t loud but there was only the two of them in the entire house. There shouldn’t be any noise at all. He threw back the duvet and swung his legs out of bed. He put his slippers on and took his dressing gown from the back of the door and struggled to find the sleeves.

      Huw opened the bedroom door and saw straight away what had woken him. A thin whisper of smoke crept up the stairs. He stood, frozen, while the enormity of what it meant registered. His house was on fire.

      He looked up at the alarm on the ceiling and listened intently for the one downstairs, in the hallway, just outside the kitchen. The one that always sounded whenever it was his turn to cook. Why hadn’t they gone off? When had the batteries last been replaced?

      He turned on his heel and ran back into the bedroom. He reached over the bed and gently, but firmly, shook his wife awake.

      ‘Muriel. Muriel. Wake up.’

      She stirred and tried to turn over.

      ‘Muriel!’ he called out, shaking her harder.

      ‘What?’ she said, yawning, pushing the eye mask up her forehead.

      ‘You need to get up. There’s a problem. We have to get out.’

      The panic in his voice caused her to sit up. ‘What is it? What’s wrong?’

      ‘There’s smoke. I think the house is on fire.’

      ‘What?’ Her eyes widened, tears immediately falling. She reached over to the bedside table and turned on the lamp. She winced at the brightness, turned to her husband, saw the fear etched on his face, then over his shoulder saw the smoke drifting into the room. ‘Oh my God, Huw.’

      ‘It’s okay. Don’t panic. Quickly, put something on. We need to get out.’

      ‘Have you phoned the fire brigade?’ she asked as she rummaged round for her slippers.

      ‘Shit. No, I haven’t.’ He went to his own bedside table and picked up his iPhone. He stabbed at the screen his with fingers, but nothing happened. ‘It’s not… it’s not working.’

      ‘What?’

      ‘I plugged it in. I know I did.’ His fingers were shaking as he pressed the on button. He waited for something to happen. The Apple logo lit up the screen, but the battery icon was red. The phone switched itself back off. ‘Where’s your phone?’ he asked his wife.

      She thought for a moment. ‘I think I left it in my handbag. It’s in the living room. Oh, God, Huw.’

      ‘It’s okay, don’t panic. Come on, let’s just get outside. We’ll go down the hill and wake Susie up. She can phone the fire brigade for us. The important thing is, we need to leave. Now.’

      Muriel reached out a hand and Huw took it. Together, they left the bedroom and hurried to the top of the stairs. They looked down and couldn’t see the floor below, the smoke was so thick.

      ‘Put your sleeve over your mouth, Muriel,’ Huw said. ‘Don’t let go of my hand.’

      ‘I won’t,’ she said, looking at him hopefully, tears streaming down her face.

      They held hands, their arms wrapped around each other, and they took the stairs slowly. They couldn’t see in front of their faces and had to fumble for the next step. Muriel started coughing. She struggled to breathe through the thickness of the dressing-gown material that was pressed over her mouth and nose. She tightened her grip on her husband. When he turned to look back at her, he could see the panic and horror in her eyes. She was so scared.

      The crackling sound of flames eating away at their furniture, their belongings, was intense, as was the heat. They could feel it with every step they took to the ground floor.

      The noise of glass shattering caused Muriel to scream.

      ‘I can’t,’ she panicked. ‘I can’t go any further, Huw. I can’t. It’s too much. It’s too hot. I can’t do it. You go.’

      ‘I’m not leaving you,’ he called out, shouting over the noise of the blaze. ‘Just… stay with me. I’ve got you. Less than a minute, and we’ll be outside. I promise.’

      She shook her head and wiped the tears away with the back of her hand. She was collapsing in front of him.

      Huw put his arm around his wife’s shoulders. He practically picked her up as they made their way along the corridor towards the front door. It was only when they reached it that Huw realised the keys were still upstairs in his trouser pocket. He uselessly tried the handle. It was locked.

      ‘We need to use the back door in the kitchen,’ he shouted. There was a spare key in the messy drawer in the dresser.

      Muriel was about to speak when an explosion came from behind them. The living-room door was blown off. It narrowly missed them. The flames shot out and swept along the ceiling, the orange fingers grabbing at the picture frames, shattering the glass with a single touch, melting the photographs beneath them.

      Huw grabbed his wife and dragged her, bodily, towards the kitchen. He slammed the door behind him. It gave them some respite, but not much. The heat was intense. The room was full of smoke, making them both cough. He pulled out a chair and sat her down. He ran to the sink, filled a glass with water and handed it to her.

      ‘Take small sips. I’ll get the key to the back door.’

      He went over to the dresser, pulled the drawer open, and scrambled around among the detritus of pens, empty money bags, screwdrivers and old loyalty cards. He eventually found the back door key. He went over to the door, fumbled with trying to fit the key into the lock, turned it, and pulled the door open. What he found outside caused him to recoil.

      ‘What the…?’

      His Range Rover had been reversed right up against the back door, blocking the exit. There was no getting around it.

      The realisation dawned. This was deliberate.

      He knew he’d plugged his phone in to charge when he went to bed last night. He did it every single night. Why would he have forgotten last night? The batteries in the smoke alarms were changed every six months on the date the clocks were put back or forward. It was written down on the kitchen calendar. Someone had been in their house and taken them out, messed with his phone while he was sleeping and deliberately set fire to the house. Who? Why?

      He turned back to look at his wife.

      ‘Huw?’ she asked.

      He couldn’t say anything. He couldn’t find the words. He looked at Muriel. They were going to die here.

      She stood up and walked towards him, looking past him, out into the darkness. She saw their car.

      ‘What? Who’s… what’s happening?’

      He shook his head. ‘I don’t know.’

      There was a tapping sound on the glass. They looked around and saw someone standing at the kitchen window.

      Huw ran over to it. He pulled up the blind. He looked at the figure, blankly. It didn’t make any sense.

      ‘What are you…? I thought… It doesn’t matter. Look, can you do something? Can you smash the window and help us get out?’

      The glass in the kitchen door leading to the hallway smashed. Muriel screamed. The orange flames grabbed at the wood. The fire had reached them.

      Huw turned back to the window.

      ‘Help us! Find a rock and smash the window!’

      The person on the other side of the glass shook their head.

      Huw’s mouth fell open in horror. He started to choke on the smoke.

      ‘You. You did this!’

      Muriel stepped forward. She held onto her husband, but she was failing fast. ‘Please. Don’t let us die! Not here. Not like this.’

      ‘At least take Muriel. You can leave me, but please, not Muriel!’ Huw cried.

      He never took his eyes off them, and shook his head again.

      Huw choked. He looked around, grabbed a rolling pin and hammered on the window. The toughened glass of the double glazing, added to his weakening body, made it a futile exercise. He looked at the man through the window and saw him smiling, grinning. He saw pure evil.

      ‘The cellar,’ Huw said, turning back to Muriel. ‘There’s that old coal hatch.’

      He grabbed Muriel’s hand and dragged her into the utility. He pulled open the door to the cellar and, supporting his wife as much as he could, took the steep stone steps down to the basement.

      ‘I don’t know what’s going on, Huw,’ she said, crying, screaming, panicking. ‘Why won’t he help us?’

      ‘I don’t… Let’s just get out and worry about that later,’ he said, practically pulling her down the stone stairs.

      Huw sat Muriel down on a sack of compost, ran over to the coal hatch and set the step ladder against it. It was going to be a struggle to get Muriel out, but he would carry her over his shoulder if he had to. He’d find the strength from somewhere.

      The hatch opened from the outside. Huw looked up and saw the face of his son looking down at him.

      ‘You don’t have to do this,’ Huw said. ‘For crying out loud, we’re going to die here. Let your mum out at least. Please,’ he begged.

      His son remained still. His face was completely blank.

      ‘I’m sorry. Okay? I’m sorry. You can hate me as much as you want, but don’t take it out on your mother. Let her live. For the love of God, show some heart.’

      The hatch was slammed closed. The lock driven home. The cellar was plunged into darkness. They were trapped in the airless room which was rapidly filling with smoke.

      Huw gave up. He went over to his wife and sat beside her on the sack of compost. He put his arm around her and held her close. She was coughing, but it was faint. She was losing consciousness as her lungs filled with acrid smoke.

      ‘Why?’ she asked him.

      ‘I don’t know.’

      The floorboards above began to crack. The ceiling was collapsing.

      ‘I love you. So much,’ Muriel said.

      He increased his hold on his wife and kissed her on the top of her head. He opened his mouth to speak. He was going to tell her how much he loved her, but he didn’t get a chance. The ceiling fell, crushing them both.
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          BARNET, NORTH LONDON

        

      

    

    
      Wednesday 15th October 2025

      The phone vibrated on the bedside table. Its screen lit up the room. Nobody stirred. The phone stopped dancing. It immediately started up again. This time, it woke someone. That someone was a four-year-old German Shepherd named Max. He lifted his head up and tilted it from side to side. He barked.

      Detective Inspector Amyas Foley’s eyes shot open. For a brief moment he had no idea where he was, what day it was or what was going on. He’d been pulled out of a deep slumber. He’d been enjoying a dreamless sleep. Now he was back in reality.

      The phone stopped vibrating, and the screen went dark.

      ‘What’s wrong?’ Foley tiredly asked the dog who was stretched out next to him on the king-size bed. He had two dogs. The second, Dexter, was exactly where he should be, in his own bed on the floor.

      The phone began to vibrate again. The stark white light lit up the room. Foley turned, stretched out a hand and picked it up. He squinted, saw it was DS Holly Goodfellow calling, and swiped to answer. He had no idea what time it was, but a call while it was still pitch-black outside was never going to be good news.

      ‘Foley,’ he croaked.

      ‘Thank goodness. I was about to send a car round. Sir, we’ve received a phone call from a woman who is panicking. She thinks something might have happened to her family. She’s asked for you by name. She wants you to meet her at their house.’

      Foley turned on the bedside lamp. This woke Dexter, who immediately jumped out of bed, assuming it to be morning and that breakfast was imminent.

      ‘What time is it?’

      ‘It’s coming up to four o’clock.’

      ‘Jesus. I only went to bed three hours ago. Who is she?’

      ‘Lola Duffy. The name means nothing to me, but Sergeant Wilson said you know her.’

      Foley was now fully awake. Of course he knew Lola Duffy, also known as former Detective Chief Inspector Lola Duffy. She must have been retired from the force for more than ten years.

      He threw back the duvet and swung his legs out of bed. He felt the cool of the night air on his bare legs.

      ‘Where is she now?’

      ‘She’s at her son’s house in Pinner. She hasn’t gone in, but she said she knows a potential crime scene when she sees one.’

      ‘Shit,’ he uttered under his breath. He looked around for his clothes. ‘Text me the address. What time are you off shift?’

      ‘Six o’clock. Supposedly,’ she added.

      ‘Meet me there. Get a team on standby.’

      ‘Yes, sir. Has something happened, do you think?’

      ‘I’m guessing you don’t know who Lola Duffy is.’

      ‘No, sir.’

      ‘Then you’ve got the amount of time it will take for me to get to Pinner to find out.’

      He ended the call and dressed quickly. He grabbed his car keys, said a quick goodbye to the dogs and promised them he’d send the dog walker round early so she could feed them their breakfast. He left the house, slamming the door behind him. Less than five minutes after ending the call from Holly, he was behind the wheel of his car and beginning the nine-mile journey from Barnet to Pinner. It should take just under twenty minutes. At this time of the morning with little traffic, and with his foot pressed firmly on the accelerator, he’d do it in a little over ten.
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        * * *

      

      Foley hadn’t seen his former boss since she retired from the Metropolitan Police in 2014, despite the fact that their final words as they parted ways were to keep in touch. It was something people always said but never followed up on.

      He slammed on the brakes and pulled up at the side of the road. As he did so, the door to a blue Qashqai opened and Lola stepped out to meet him. There was no time to exchange pleasantries. They didn’t hug and say how nice it was to meet each other again after so long. They didn’t comment on how much both had changed in the past eleven years. It was straight to business.

      ‘I think my family is dead.’ It was the first thing Lola said. Her voice echoed around the quiet street.

      It was still dark and there was a chill in the air. September had been relatively mild, but October had started cool, and autumn was truly biting. Coats and thick jumpers had been brought out of storage early for many. Foley turned to look at the house. It was in complete darkness, as was every other house in the street. Nothing looked amiss.

      ‘What’s happened?’ He looked at her face. She’d aged considerably since they last met. Her hair was completely grey and cut short. She’d put on weight and her face was heavily lined. He might have walked past her in the street, not recognising her at all.

      ‘Amyas, please, go into the house. Tell me I’m being paranoid. Tell me it’s all a sick joke.’ She held out the keys to the house for him to take.

      ‘What makes you think they’re dead?’

      She wiped a tear from each eye with the backs of her hands. ‘I woke up to go to the toilet. I looked at the time on my phone. I had three voicemails, and God knows how many texts from my granddaughter. She was asking me for help. She was telling me there was someone in the house. Her last…’ Her voice was lost to her emotions. ‘Amyas, please, just tell me it’s some kind of early Halloween prank,’ she said, holding out the keys once more.

      He took them.

      A silver Astra stopped in the middle of the street. Holly jumped out from the driver’s side. A uniformed officer climbed out of the front passenger seat.

      ‘Holly, come with me,’ Foley said. ‘Wait with Mrs Duffy,’ he instructed the male constable whose tangy fragrance he could smell from across the road.

      ‘What’s going on?’ Holly asked as they made their way to the front door of the detached house on Marsworth Avenue.

      Foley filled her in on what Lola Duffy had just told him.

      ‘I had Mark read up on DCI Duffy on the way over. I’m guessing you’re focusing on Operation Overlord.’

      Foley nodded. ‘Duffy took no prisoners during her time as a DCI. That didn’t just go for the criminals she caught, it went for members of her team, too. She was a no-nonsense woman. She commanded respect. Everyone feared her and loved her in equal measure.’

      ‘She’s beginning to sound like my idol.’

      ‘Operation Overlord was her baby. She helped set it up to crack down on drug gangs in London. And it worked. She sent so many to prison and broke up routes and chains bringing drugs into the country from mainland Europe. Unfortunately, it’s a never-ending battle. You break up one gang and another replaces it. She knew that. But she made it harder and harder for them to do so. She made a lot of enemies.’

      ‘But she’s been retired for more than ten years. If this is to do with her, why now?’

      ‘Maybe someone’s just been released who she put away. These people have long memories and there’s a lot of empty time in prison. Sometimes a grudge is the only thing someone has to hold onto to keep them going.’

      He inserted a brass key into a Chubb lock and turned it. He then unlocked the Yale and pushed the door open. They could feel the warmth from the central heating straight away as they both entered the spacious hallway.

      Holly handed Foley a pair of plastic overshoes and latex gloves which they snapped on before entering the house. It was always best to err on the side of caution.

      There were three doors leading off the hallway, all were open. Holly headed for the kitchen. She checked the back door. It was locked and bolted from the inside. She peered into the living room where there was a set of patio doors. Again, they were locked and bolted from the inside.

      ‘No sign of a forced entry,’ she said in a loud whisper.

      Foley looked upstairs. It was dark, quiet, as a house should be at this time of morning. Yet, the look on Lola’s face told him she believed something horrific had happened in this house. He was inclined to believe her.

      He stuck to the middle of the stairs and walked up slowly, with Holly following. There were no loose floorboards, no creaking sounds as they ascended in complete silence.

      The walls on the stairs were lined with framed photographs. It was difficult to make them out in the dull light. Foley reached into his pocket for his mobile phone. He turned on the torch and pointed it at a couple of the pictures. One of them showed a happy family of five he believed to be Lola’s son, daughter-in-law and three grandchildren. They were all wearing formal clothing standing in front of a gothic-looking church on a summer’s day, smiling to the camera. They looked as if they were attending a wedding or christening. A happy family.

      They continued to climb the stairs.

      The landing was long. All doors leading off it were closed.

      Foley stopped. There was a smell in the air. It was faint, but it was strong. It was a smell he’d come to know instantly, and loathe, from his time on the force. It was the metallic stench of blood.

      He pointed his phone to the cream carpet. Outside the first door on the left were several drops of something red. Blood.

      ‘Shit,’ Holly uttered from behind him. ‘As we were climbing the stairs I suddenly got a reminder of the Greenacre family. Could this be another one?’

      Foley paused. He hadn’t even thought about a continuation. As far as he was concerned, Dylan Greenacre murdered his wife and two children. It was simply a case of finding the evidence to charge him with.

      Foley put the phone in his pocket. He placed his hand on the doorhandle and leaned in to see if he could hear anything from within. Nothing. All he could hear was his own heart beating loudly in his chest. Behind this door, he knew he was going to see something chilling, something he would never be able to unsee.

      He pushed the handle down slowly and turned to look at Holly. Even in the darkness, he could see the look of fear etched on her face.

      He pushed the door open. He could see nothing in the black. He fumbled for a light switch. There was always a light switch beside the door. He flicked it on, and the room was bathed in a warm yellow glow.

      Foley and Holly stood still in silence as they took in the scene before them. It defied belief. This was clearly the main bedroom of the house, the room where the parents slept. There was a king-size bed with an oak headboard and matching bedside cabinets. The duvet was a tangled mound in the middle. The floor, with the same carpeting as the landing, was awash with blood. Along the back wall was a bank of fitted wardrobes painted in a warm cream colour. Sprays of blood ran up to the ceiling.

      In front of the wardrobes, sitting on the floor, backs against the doors, hands behind their backs, were four bodies. They seemed to be in height order from tallest to shortest. Each had a pillowcase over their heads. Each was saturated with blood. This wasn’t murder. It was a massacre.

      ‘You were right,’ Foley said.

      ‘This time, I didn’t want to be,’ she said, her voice shaking with horror.
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      Former DCI Lola Duffy was taken to Sanderson Street Police Station in Holloway, which happened to be her old stomping ground. She didn’t take in the change in decoration or the advances in technology as she was led in via the back entrance to an interview suite. Foley had told her what they had found in her son’s house. He couldn’t lie to her, and he wouldn’t have tried to. She immediately shut down. He had to walk her, carefully, to his car, where he placed her in the front passenger seat, reached in, and fastened her seatbelt around her.

      Once in the interview room, cup of tea brought in, he sat opposite her and asked about the voicemails from her granddaughter.

      Lola was distant. Her face was grey and devoid of emotion, as if her mind was still trying to find a way to process what Foley had told her. She reached in her coat pocket and pulled out an iPhone. The wallpaper showed her grandchildren in Christmas jumpers, smiling at the camera. She swiped to unlock it and handed it to Foley. He played the voicemails.

      ‘Gran, it’s me. I think there’s someone in the house. I can hear Mum in the next room. She’s crying. She sounds scared. Something’s happening and I don’t know what to do.’

      The call ended. She sounded young. She was clearly frightened.

      Foley played the second message.

      ‘Gran. I’m so scared. I’ve just heard Lewis shouting and something happened. I think he might have been hit or… I don’t know. Something’s happened to him. Oh God, Gran, I’m so scared. Help us. Please.’

      Her voice was barely audible over her tears. She was clearly fearing for her life. The third was chilling.

      ‘Gran. I’m hiding under my bed. I heard Jonah ask if he was going to be killed. I didn’t hear the answer, but he started crying and screaming. I think he was hit then. Gran, I love you so much. Will you tell Dad how much I love him? I think we’re going to die, Gran. Shit. Oh my God. Gran, my door’s opening. What…’

      Foley, Holly and Lola sat in silence as the voicemails ended. Holly, as much as she tried to act tough and in control, reached forward and grabbed a tissue from the box at the side of the table. Foley bit down hard on his lip to stave off the tears. Lola was numb. Tears were running down her face, but there was nothing there. She was in shock.

      ‘Lola, where’s Brandan? Where’s your son?’ Foley asked.

      It was a while before Lola answered. She sniffed hard. ‘He’s… he’s in New York. He went there on Friday for work.’

      Foley didn’t say anything, but he felt Holly’s gaze on him. When a family is wiped out like the Duffys had been, the perpetrator is usually someone close to them. The fact that the father was away, and his wife and three children had been murdered, put Brandan Duffy at the top of the list of suspects. This was not going to be an easy interview for Foley.

      He cleared his throat. ‘Lola, you know what I’m going to ask next, don’t you? You also know that I have to ask this question.’

      She nodded. ‘He’s definitely in New York. He’s sent me photos of everything he’s had for his breakfast every morning. It’s a long-running family joke. And he sent me a picture of my cousin’s name on the 9/11 memorial. He’s definitely there.’

      Foley nodded. ‘When is he due back?’

      ‘Today. His flight gets in around one o’clock. Heathrow.’

      ‘We’ll have someone meet him.’

      Holly made a note on her pad.

      ‘Lola.’ Foley leaned forward on the desk and interlocked his fingers. ‘Have you received any threats lately? Have you noticed if you’ve been followed, or have you received any silent phone calls, anything that might have made you think you, or your family, were in danger?’

      She looked up at him with tears in her eyes. ‘You think this is connected with me? You think this is about my past job?’

      ‘We need to look at everything, Lola, you know that. Operation Overlord…’

      ‘Oh my God! My family… my family has been killed because of what…’ She couldn’t finish.

      Holly handed her the box of tissues.

      ‘We’ve got a team looking through Operation Overlord and seeing who has recently been released. We’ve also got people going through your entire career, but can you think of anyone who you put away who you think would do something like this to you?’

      She closed her eyes tightly as she thought. Her head began to shake. She looked at Foley. ‘I can’t… I can’t think of anyone at the moment.’

      ‘Don’t worry about it.’ He reached across and placed his hand on top of hers. ‘I forgot to ask, is there anyone you’d like me to call to come and sit with you? Your husband, erm…’ He struggled to remember his name. ‘Jerry.’

      Lola tried to smile, but it wouldn’t come. ‘My goodness, it has been a long time since we last saw each other, hasn’t it? Jerry died in 2020.’

      ‘I’m so sorry, Lola. I didn’t know.’

      She shook her head. ‘Not your fault. We’re all so busy, aren’t we? We move on.’

      ‘Lola, we’ve got a full forensic team at the house, but when Holly and I went in, we noticed there was no sign of a forced entry. That makes us believe either someone in the house let the killer in, or they had a key. If this isn’t connected to anything you’ve worked on in the past, can you think of anyone who had a grudge against the family? Have they received any hatred or threats recently?’

      ‘Not that I’m aware of.’

      ‘Would they have told you?’

      ‘Yes. Definitely,’ she said, clearly. ‘Even if Brandan or Chloe hadn’t told me, Mary would have said if something was wrong. She’s… she was very intuitive and we’re… we were very close,’ she said, struggling to come to terms with putting her family, her grandchildren, into past tense.

      ‘Who has a set of keys to the house?’

      ‘Just us. Brandan and Chloe, the three kids. And me.’

      ‘That’s all?’

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘You’re sure? Is there a cleaner or a spare set they give to someone who’s going to do any repairs or anything?’

      ‘No. When they’ve had anything done to the house, I’ve always gone round and sat in.’

      ‘So, six sets of keys. We need to check they’re all there.’

      Holly made a note on her pad.

      ‘So, Brandan, he works in…?’

      ‘PR. He’s a top consultant. He deals with a lot of footballers and sports stars. I don’t follow sport, so their names mean nothing to me, I’m afraid.’

      ‘Okay. And Chloe?’

      ‘She’s a pharmacist.’

      Holly made a note of that in her pad. Could this have a drugs connection? Was Chloe being blackmailed by a drugs dealer to supply, or had she stolen some and was selling them to dealers?

      ‘I know this is going to be difficult, Lola, but can you tell me about the children?’

      The tears came again. Lola reached out and took several tissues. She blew her nose and wiped her eyes.

      ‘Lewis is the oldest. Eighteen. He’s doing his A-Levels. Business studies. His plan is to be…’ She stopped and shook her head as she realised his plan would no longer come to fruition. ‘He wanted to be an entrepreneur. Jonah was next. He’d just done his GCSEs. He passed all twelve. They don’t grade them with letters anymore, do they, it’s numbers. He told me what he’d got and converted them for me. He was so proud of doing well. He started college only last month. All through childhood he wanted to be a vet, but when Covid hit, and he took an interest in the scientists searching for a vaccine, he changed his mind. He got into chemistry in a big way. Mary…’ She paused while she composed herself. ‘She’s only fourteen. She’s the creative one in the family. Always drawing. No idea where she got it from. None of us are like that at all. You should see some of the… She drew a portrait of Jerry; had it framed and gave it to me one Christmas. She’s so talented. She… Why, Amyas? Why have they done this? If it’s about me, why not kill me? Why them?’

      Foley could feel the emotion rising up inside him. As a DCI, Lola Duffy had been known as an ice maiden. She let nothing faze her. Now, here she was, sitting opposite him, a complete contrast to the woman he knew. He wanted nothing more than to go to the other side of the table, put his arms around her and cry alongside her. But he couldn’t. He needed to remain in control, professional, as that was the only way they would find the killer.

      ‘Lola, do you know anyone called Linda Greenacre?’

      She looked at Foley with a frown. ‘No. I… the name sounds familiar, but… I don’t think so.’

      ‘Linda and her two sons were found dead in their home about three weeks ago. From what Holly and I saw, there are similarities between that crime scene and the one at your son’s house.’

      ‘A serial killer?’

      ‘We’re not sure yet. We’ve been working on the assumption that Linda’s ex-husband killed them, but there’s very little evidence. Obviously, we’ll be talking to him about this. Do you know Dylan Greenacre?’

      ‘No.’

      ‘Have you ever heard his name mentioned by Brandan or Chloe or any of your grandchildren?’

      ‘No. Who is he?’

      Foley took a deep breath. ‘That’s a good question. Look, Lola, I can’t make you any promises,’ he said as he placed a hand on hers again. ‘But I have an excellent team, and we will move heaven and earth to find out who is responsible. None of us will stop.’

      

      
        
          [image: A series of text messages from Mary. October 16 at 1:25am. Texts read: I’ve tried calling you Gran but you’re not answering. Someone’s in the house. I don’t know what to do gran. Mum’s crying. She’s begging someone not to hurt us. I’ve tried ringing dad but I don’t know what time it is there and he’s not picking up. I think he’s going to kill us. I’m so scared gran. Help us. You have to help us. He’s killing us. I know he is. I can hear Jonah crying. I’m so scared gran. It’s gone quiet. I think he’s going to kill us. I’m going to call the police.]
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      DI Amyas Foley had taken a screenshot of Lola’s phone and the frantic messages her youngest grandchild, her only granddaughter, had sent her in the final minutes of her life. It would help to establish time of death and a time of when the attack on the Duffy family first began.

      He assembled his team in the incident room which was packed with plain-clothed detectives and uniformed officers. All of them were transfixed on the white board at the top of the room which bore an image of the screenshot. They read it in silence. They all felt the enormity of the words, the final words of a fourteen-year-old girl knowing that her murder was imminent and nobody was coming to save her.

      There were two members of Foley’s team who Amyas held in high regard – DS Holly Goodfellow and DS Leon Rippner. While the team was being assembled, Holly had dashed off home to change, shower and grab some breakfast. She had been working the nightshift but was eager to be in on this investigation from the off.

      Holly was ambitious and eager. She was in her late twenties and her career was her life. Being a detective, climbing the ranks and running her own murder squad one day was at the forefront of everything she did. Despite being a quarter of the way through the twenty-first century, the police force, especially in plain clothes, was still relatively male-centric and Holly was aware of some people within the force who believed that men should still be in charge. Holly had created a character for herself. She dressed in a smart and understated style. She didn’t want remarks made about her figure or to hear gossip that she was using her looks to achieve her aims. She kept her shirts buttoned up to the collar and, even during the summer, she always wore trousers. She would never allow anyone to tell her she’d only got where she was due to turning on her feminine charm.

      DS Leon Rippner, although a good guy with his heart in the right place, was a typical alpha male. A similar age to Holly, he was below average height at five feet eight, and this bothered him more than he allowed people to think. To make up for what he lacked in height, he attended the gym every day and wore tight suits to show off his firmly toned body. He wanted people to look at him and think he was a threat – physically, if not mentally. He liked to be seen in a crowd and make his presence felt. He didn’t care for the psychological aspect of detection. He’d rather enter a crime scene and be prepared to crack some skulls to get answers, rather than reach into the inner recesses of a murderer’s mind.

      ‘Not many of you will remember DCI Lola Duffy,’ Foley began. As he looked out at the assembled team, he realised that nobody was here when DCI Duffy commanded the unit. Even this unit wasn’t here when she was working. She had been retired for ten years, and the world of policing had changed dramatically during that time. Foley suddenly began to feel his age, all forty-four years of it. ‘However, she was once one of us. She was an exemplary detective, a strong and dedicated leader, and a woman of great morals and judgement. She would literally give you the shirt off her back if she knew someone else needed it. Now, identification hasn’t yet been carried out, so we can only assume the dead bodies found in her son’s house are those of Lola’s daughter-in-law, Chloe Duffy, and her three grandchildren: Lewis, Jonah and Mary. Brandan Duffy is currently somewhere over the Atlantic heading for Heathrow. We’ve received confirmation of his booking at the Hilton New York Times Square and CCTV footage of him arriving and leaving. We’re also in the process of collecting statements from the people he had meetings with to dot the i’s. We’ve contacted the plane, and Brandan is indeed a passenger, sitting comfortably and enjoying his flight. He will be met at the gate by DS Holly Goodfellow and a family liaison officer, who will take him to a quiet room and break the news to him. He’ll then be brought to the station. In the meantime, DS Leon Rippner will lead a team in house-to-house. I want every door in the street knocked on. I want doorbell footage, CCTV footage and, if there are any ANPR cameras in the neighbourhood, I want those, too. Question everyone about the Duffy family.’

      Leon signalled that he had a question.

      ‘Yes, Leon,’ Foley said.

      ‘Holly said they were found with pillowcases on their heads, that they were lined up against the back wall. Shouldn’t we bring Dylan Greenacre back in?’

      ‘While there are similarities with the Greenacre case, we need to look at the Duffy family to try and understand why they have been chosen. Obviously, Dylan is still our number-one suspect. Yes, I want him brought in and I want him picked apart. We need to see if there is a connection between the Duffys and the Greenacres. We also need to know Brandan Duffy’s alibi for the twenty-fifth of September when Linda Greenacre and her sons were killed. This is very early days, so we question absolutely everything.

      ‘Until we know otherwise,’ Foley continued, ‘we are going to run two parallel investigations. Leon, I want you to look into Brandan and Chloe’s background. Check bank and credit card statements. Check phone records. Interview colleagues, friends, neighbours, and local shopkeepers. Take a look at their online presence, particularly social media, and see who their friends are and who they interact with. Go through everything to see if there is anything that stands out as a motive for butchering this family. As for the kids, I want someone going to all their schools and colleges to talk to teachers and fellow pupils. How were they doing in their studies? Were they liked? Were they being bullied or were they the bully? Again, scrutinise their online activity and all the social media sites, especially the ones a dinosaur like me has never heard of. Then we move on to Lola Duffy herself. DI Troughton is currently going through Duffy’s entire career, from when she first started as a uniform beat copper right up until she retired. We leave nothing to chance. Every single person who has contact with any member of the Duffy family is a suspect until they can be ruled out.’
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        * * *

      

      With the team dispersed, and actions handed out, Foley went into his office, closed the door behind him and sat down at his desk. It wasn’t even ten o’clock and he felt as if he had already done a full day’s work. He was drained.

      The look on Lola’s face when he walked out of her son’s house and she knew, just by looking at him, that horror had taken over her life, would never leave him. The uniformed officer beside her put his arm around her, more to keep her upright than for comfort, and held her close. All the time, Lola didn’t take her eyes from Foley as he stepped towards her and told her how sorry he was. They were inadequate words, but there was nothing else he could say.

      His mobile ringing made him jump. He looked for it in the mess of files and reports on his desk, but it wasn’t there. He fumbled in his trouser pockets and pulled out the scratched iPhone. He took a breath and swiped to answer.

      ‘DI Foley,’ he said.

      ‘You sound knackered.’

      Foley looked at his phone to see who was calling, as he didn’t recognise the voice. It was Crime Scene Manager, Spencer Gore. Tall, medium build, blond hair, brown eyes, Yorkshire accent and always seemingly in a good mood.

      ‘There’s a reason for that. I am knackered.’

      ‘A busy social life or no time for a social life?’

      ‘What do you want, Spencer?’

      ‘Straight to business, my father would have loved you. Never a word wasted.’

      ‘Whereas you seem to waste plenty.’

      ‘Touché. I’m at your crime scene in Pinner. Bodies are still in situ. However, don’t ask me what made me check, but something about the way the victims were sitting made me get out my ruler and measure the distance between each one. Now, here’s a head-scratcher for you. Why did your killer feel the need to place his victims exactly five centimetres apart from each other?’

      Foley allowed the silence to grow while he thought this over.

      ‘They’re posed exactly five centimetres apart?’ he asked.

      ‘Yep. And in height order, too.’

      ‘Is the pathologist on site?’

      ‘On her way.’

      ‘Tell her not to the remove the bodies until I say. I need to confer with someone on this.’

      Foley ended the call. Suddenly, his mind had gone from something in Lola Duffy’s past and on to something darker. If the victims were posed and arranged, then it was an organised killer. Someone took their time to make this crime scene look a particular way. The question was, why? There was only one person he knew who could answer that – Dr Olivia Winter.
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          UNIVERSITY OF WESTMINSTER, LONDON

        

      

    

    
      ‘When a male serial killer targets females for his victims, the first response for people like me is often to look to the mother of the killer and analyse the childhood environment. It is believed the killer is symbolically murdering his mother with every victim he kills. The same can be said in reverse when a male killer chooses primarily male victims – that he is really killing his father. There is often a link, one that may be internalised to the killer, between murderer and victim, even when we as outsiders can’t see one.

      ‘Looking at the serial killers we know about, we can trace back through their lives and see the development of the boy into the man, the innocent into the guilty, the light into the dark, and it all stems from the guidance bestowed on them from their parents.

      ‘John Wayne Gacy murdered at least thirty-three young men during the 1970s. It is believed that Gacy’s father frequently ridiculed a young John in front of his friends, often without provocation. He even beat him: again, with no reason to do so. When John grew up and became involved in politics, hoping his father would be proud, his father simply called him a patsy. It seemed that there was nothing John could do to please his highly disturbed father. When John killed his victims, was he really killing his father over and over again to make him pay for the abusive childhood he’d been forced to endure?

      ‘Lesser-known Danny Ranes grew up in a family so troubled that it produced two serial killers. In 1972, Danny raped and killed a young mother before he enlisted an accomplice and together, they murdered three women. His brother, Larry, at the age of nineteen in 1964, shot four men. All of his victims were dead ringers for his abusive father who had indiscriminately beaten his sons.

      ‘Whether it is the mother or the father, whenever a parent belittles, abuses or subjects their children to negative and harmful treatment, it begins something in the developing brain of a child, and when they grow their emotional responses stem from their formative years.

      ‘Family trauma and parental brutality are all key features in the background of a serial killer. But this isn’t the sole make-up of a killer. There is, of course, the side of genetics to consider, and the age-old argument of nature versus nurture. We have even heard of a child suffering an unfortunate head injury which entirely changed their character, and they went on to kill or abuse as a result. There are many factors to look at when diagnosing the cause of a serial murderer, but the role of the parent is high up on the list of contributing factors.

      ‘A lack of father–son bonding, an overbearing mother, a violent, abusive father, a resentful stepparent, constant arguing between mother and father, a dependency on alcohol or prescription drugs in the parent – all of these, whether one or more, are stressors on a developing mind and will alter the child and their conceptions of right and wrong.

      ‘Raising a child is one of the hardest things a person can do. It’s also the most rewarding. But there is a fine line between good and bad, right and wrong, and it only takes one small, single action, to put a child on a different path, and sometimes, there’s no way back. Thank you.’

      A round of applause rang out and Dr Sebastian Lister closed his iPad and looked out at the sea of faces gazing at him. For the past hour, they had been enthralled with his insight and rapidly making notes. There was no time for any questions, unfortunately. Sebastian loved to engage the students in an intense Q&A session, but this was a two-part lecture, and next week, there was an open discussion on the role of parents in the birth of a serial killer.

      The students began to file out of the lecture hall and Sebastian packed away his tablet, notepad and pen and bottle of water. He had half an hour before his next talk, and he was in urgent need of a cup of tea.

      ‘Sebastian.’

      He turned at the sound of his name. A member of the office staff timidly stood on the edge of the raised platform as if she didn’t have a right to be there.

      ‘There’s a man outside to see you. He says he’s a detective.’ There was mistrust in her voice.

      ‘Really?’

      ‘Yes. He showed me his warrant card, but it looked too much like a prop from a TV drama to me.’

      ‘You can call the police to check whether he’s genuine or not.’

      ‘Can you? I didn’t know. Do you want me to do that?’

      ‘No. It’s fine. I’ll see him.’ He picked up his battered satchel, threw it onto his shoulder and headed for the door.

      ‘Do you want me to call security?’ she asked, trotting to keep up with him.

      Sebastian opened the door and saw a familiar face waiting for him.

      ‘That’s not necessary. He is a real policeman.’

      ‘Okay,’ she said, quickly walking away, almost in a run.

      Sebastian couldn’t hide his smile. He held out his hand to greet Detective Inspector Amyas Foley.

      ‘She thought you were a fraud.’

      ‘Did she?’

      ‘Yes. She thought your warrant card was a prop. I think she’s been watching too much Midsomer Murders.’

      ‘Never seen it. I thought Olivia was lecturing here today.’

      ‘She was. I’m covering for her.’

      ‘Oh. Is she ill?’

      ‘No. She’s in Birmingham at a funeral.’

      ‘Oh. Right. Of course. It’s today. I completely forgot,’ he said, running his hands through his untidy hair.

      ‘Problem?’

      ‘You could say that. I think I might have a serial case on my hands. I’ve just come from a crime scene. I really need Olivia to take a look while it’s still fresh. I don’t suppose you can fill in for her there, as well, can you?’

      ‘I’m strictly theoretical, DI Foley. And you know how Olivia feels about attending active crime scenes.’

      ‘Oh. You clearly haven’t seen your new website then.’

      ‘Our new what?’

      ‘It went live at exactly 8:05 this morning. I suggest you take a look.’

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          BRANDWOOD END CEMETERY, BIRMINGHAM

        

      

    

    
      Doctor Olivia Winter had sat at the back of the church while the service was conducted. She hadn’t known Janet Brown when she was alive, and she died roughly six years before Olivia was born. Yet, as Olivia’s father had murdered Janet and hidden her body in the garden of the ground-floor flat he was living in at the time in Peckham, leaving her to rot for almost forty years with a family still frantically searching for her, Olivia felt she needed to be at the funeral to pay her respects, to apologise, in person, for the despicable act her father had done.

      Janet’s parents had both died not knowing what had happened to their youngest child. Her older sister, Florence, had never given up hope of finding out what happened to her sister and had spent the majority of her life keeping her sister’s name alive.

      At the graveside, once again, Olivia stood back and watched as the few attendees gathered. Florence stood alone and looked on as the coffin was lowered into the ground.

      A single tear rolled down Olivia’s face. When she met Florence Marks six months ago, she had no idea what kind of person she was going to talk to, but it soon became clear that Florence’s life had been taken over by her sister’s disappearance. She had thought about her constantly and it had blighted everything she had done. She had rejected a planned career as a solicitor to take temp jobs so she could rush off at a moment’s notice at any report of a sighting. She had married a handsome and successful man called Shaun Marks, but it had soon ended when Florence refused to move on and Shaun told her he felt like he was married to two women, and not in a good way. For forty years, Florence had lived in the shadow of her missing sister, and now, the four-decade search was at an end.
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        * * *

      

      The reverend stepped away from the open grave to allow those gathered time to grieve alone and say a final goodbye.

      Olivia took this as her cue to leave. She watched as a few people dressed in black approached Florence, placed a hand on her arm, whispered a platitude, then walked away. There were very few people at the graveside. Olivia guessed most of them were there simply to support Florence and had probably never even met Janet. She cut a sad and lonely figure, the woman in black, looking down at an open grave. Olivia felt the swell of emotion rise up inside her again. She turned and headed for the exit.

      Brandwood End Cemetery was built in the late Victorian era in 1899. There were two semi-detached mortuary chapels and a dramatic tower and spire in the centre, giving the entrance a chilling and frightening atmosphere, as if entering a graveyard wasn’t scary enough without such a gothic monolith as a welcome. Olivia put her head down as she walked beneath the spire. If she couldn’t see it, she wouldn’t feel like a character in a Bram Stoker novel.

      ‘Olivia!’

      She heard her name being called and turned to see Florence Marks heading towards her at speed, or as fast as she could with a walking stick. Her face was lined with wrinkles. Forty-one years of searching for her sister had aged her considerably. She looked much older than her sixty-six years. Her grey hair was hidden beneath a black hat which matched her thick black coat and trousers. She was crying, but there was a faint smile on her face.

      ‘Thank you so much for coming,’ Florence said. She grabbed Olivia’s hands firmly. ‘I know it must have caused you great pain to be here. But it meant a lot to me. Thank you.’

      Olivia nodded. She was worried about speaking in case her emotions poured out. Today was about Florence, and Janet, it wasn’t about her.

      ‘Would you like to come and say goodbye?’ Florence asked.

      ‘Oh. No. That’s fine, I’m…’

      ‘Come on,’ she said with a faint smile. ‘I know you never knew her, but you need to say goodbye to her, too. It will help.’

      Florence refused to take no for an answer. She linked arms with Olivia and led her to the graveside.

      Olivia looked down into the open grave at the beautiful oak coffin. She read the inscription on the plaque – Janet Cecily Brown. Born: April 9, 1962. Died: August 1984.

      Olivia closed her eyes tightly shut. She felt Florence’s arms wrap around her shoulders.

      ‘I’m so sorry,’ Olivia said.

      ‘None of this was your fault. We are not to blame for the actions of others. The important thing is, I have Janet back. She’s at peace. She’s resting. I have somewhere I can visit and talk to her whenever I want to.’

      Olivia looked to her. There were no tears on Florence’s face. She looked calm, almost serene.

      ‘Aren’t you angry?’

      ‘I’ve made my peace with it. Back in 1984 when Janet went missing, I knew something had happened to her. She wouldn’t have run away. Janet wasn’t like that. She was so excited to go to London for that dance audition, it was all she talked about for weeks. Well, I’ve told you all about that. When she didn’t come home that night, I knew… I knew something had happened. I haven’t spent forty years trying to find her and get her to come home. I’ve spent forty years looking for her body. And now I’ve found it.’

      Florence took a step back and walked to a nearby bench. She sat down and puffed out a sigh of relief. She patted the seat next to her for Olivia to take.

      ‘Are you religious?’ Florence asked.

      ‘No,’ Olivia said, almost apologetically.

      ‘I am. My whole family are. Were. People used to say to me, in the beginning, how could I still believe in a god when he allowed my sister to be taken. I couldn’t get through to them that it wasn’t God who took my sister. God isn’t responsible for what happens on Earth. People blame him when an earthquake strikes and a school is demolished, killing the children inside, but that’s not His fault. It’s a natural event. Tragic, but natural. God created man, but it’s man who created killers.’

      Olivia looked at her. All her professional life she’d wrestled with the nature-versus-nurture question. Were people born killers or did they turn into killers via their surroundings and upbringing? Despite evidence of a so-called ‘killer gene’, Olivia erred on the side that murderers were formed rather than created, and here was a devoutly religious woman giving her the ethical answer.

      ‘The only person to blame for the actions they commit, is the person committing them. The fact you’re here, saying you’re sorry, and crying, shows that you’re a good human being with empathy. You may be a product of your father, but you are your own person, and whatever you’ve beaten yourself up about over your lifetime, you are absolutely nothing like him.’

      Florence reached into her pocket for a tissue and wiped Olivia’s face for her before handing it to her.

      ‘Thank you,’ Olivia said through her tears.

      They hugged and held each other for a long time. Florence asked Olivia if she wanted to go back to her house for a small gathering, but Olivia refused. She had a train to catch. They promised to keep in touch and Olivia stood at the scary entrance to the cemetery and waved Florence away.

      She had been in two minds over whether to attend the funeral. It was a private matter, but she felt she needed to be there, to take on some of the responsibility for her murdering father’s acts. Coming here, talking to Florence again, had removed a huge weight from her shoulders. She felt at ease. For the first time in years, Olivia had a spring in her step as she headed for the train station.

      She dug her mobile out of her coat pocket and turned it on, having turned it off for the funeral service. She had two missed calls and a voicemail from Detective Inspector Amyas Foley, and three missed calls from her partner at the Behavioural Science Administration, Dr Sebastian Lister. This did not bode well.

      ‘How did it go?’ Sebastian asked, answering Olivia’s call.

      ‘It went better than I expected it to. What’s the big emergency? I’ve had a couple of missed calls from Amyas, as well as you. What’s happened?’

      ‘Please tell me you’re booked on a fast train from Birmingham.’

      ‘I am. Why?’

      ‘A family has been murdered in Pinner. According to Foley, it’s one of the worst crime scenes he’s ever attended.’

      ‘I don’t like the sound of that. Did you remind him that we don’t work active cases?’

      ‘I did. But then he showed me the revamped website the Home Office have finally got around to completing for us.’

      ‘I really don’t like where this is going.’

      ‘It turns out we do work active cases. In fact, the Home Office seem to be keen on pimping us out to police forces up and down the country.’

      ‘Bastards,’ Olivia seethed.
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        Funded by several London universities and the Home Office of the UK Government, the remit of the Behavioural Science Administration is to assist the country’s police forces in apprehending serial murderers and identifying the cause of their crimes in the process. Led by Dr Olivia Winter and Dr Sebastian Lister, the team also lecture in forensic psychology as well as travel the world and interview incarcerated serial killers in the hope of discovering what makes a person kill and educating future generations on identifying a killer before they commit their acts.

      

      

      ‘What the fuck?’

      Olivia hadn’t realised she’d said that out loud until she felt the gaze of the majority of people in the first-class carriage of the train from Birmingham New Street to King’s Cross London. She proffered an apologetic smile before returning to her phone and reading the rest of the bollocks on their newly refreshed website.

      She was angry and annoyed that, at no point in the revamp, had either she or Sebastian been consulted on it. The Home Office may hold the purse strings, but when it came to understanding anything, they were clueless. Olivia had no idea who she needed to complain to, but she knew that whichever public-school tosser she fired a strongly worded email to, it would fall on deaf ears. Never trust a politician. It didn’t matter what colour the pathetic-looking rosette they pinned to their lapel come election day was, they were all as bad as each other. She’d call them reptiles, but that was unfair on the animals.
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        * * *

      

      Dr Sebastian Lister was ten years older than Olivia, at forty-four. He had been a widower for two years after losing his beloved Rosemary to cancer in 2023. He lived with his four children in Finsbury Park, though his eldest daughter, Tilly, had gone to study in America for a six-month placement and fallen in love with the place. That was eleven months ago, and she had no intention of returning in the near future. He missed her, but it wasn’t long before her room was occupied, as the latest recruit to the Behavioural Science Administration, former Detective Constable Ryan Sweetland, was currently boarding there until he decided where in London he wanted to live and what he could afford.

      ‘Judging by the expression on your face, I’m guessing you’ve spoken to Olivia,’ Ryan said. His voice bore a hint of a Geordie accent.

      He was sitting at the lecture table in the meeting room, iPad open beside him as always. Olivia had met Ryan earlier this year while she was in Newcastle helping Northumbria Police understand the crimes of serial killer Isaac McFadden. He was sentenced for the murder of a homeless man, but it was soon discovered there were more victims out there. What they didn’t know was that there was also a second killer. What made Isaac and his accomplice different was that they dissected their victims; they cut the
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efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
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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I've tried calling you Gran but
you're not answering. Someone’s in
the house.

| don’t know what to do gran.
Mum’s crying. She’s begging
someone not to hurt us. I've tried
ringing dad but i don’t know what
time it is there and he's not picking
up.

I think he's going to kill us

I'm so scared gran. Help us. You
have to help us. He's killing us. |
know he is.

| can hear Jonah crying.

I'm so scared gran. It's gone
quiet. | think he's going to kill us.
I'm going to call the police.
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All families have demons.
Some are deadlier than others.





