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      The heel of her shoe snapped as he dragged her along the stony path. She struggled, trying desperately to free herself from his grasp, reaching up and hitting the hands that yanked her along by her ponytail. Her shoes finally lost their grip and slipped from her feet. She could feel the small, sharp flints from the path slashing at her heels. Her feet tried to gain purchase, but there was little hope. The little black dress she was wearing had risen up around her thighs, exposing her bare legs to the cold night air.

      She had resorted to holding onto her scalp with her hands to try to alleviate the pressure as she begged him to let go of her hair, every tug screaming at the roots. She shouted and yelled, trying to make as much noise as possible, hoping to attract attention, but the wind blew the screams back into her mouth, trapping them in her throat.

      With a jolt, he released her and forcibly pushed her flat onto her back, the damp, uneven ground soaking into her dress. The stones pushed sharply against the fabric, breaking through and embedding into her flesh as his weight bore down on her.

      He shifted, straddled her chest, and slipped a silk scarf around her neck.

      ‘Please, no… Don’t…’ She gasped as she fought for her life.

      He laughed, a cruel, hollow sound, and looked down at her prone body beneath him. Crossing the scarf, he pulled tight on either end. She looked directly into his eyes, silently pleading for him to release her whilst twisting her head from side to side, but this only made breathing harder.

      She stopped thrashing and lay still, tears running down the side of her face, diluting the mascara she had so carefully applied earlier in the evening. Multicoloured dots and stars appeared in her peripheral vision, then blackness enveloped her.

      

      Smiling, he watched the rise and fall of her chest as it rose, fell and stopped. He pulled himself upwards and gently wrapped the scarf around his gloved hand. He lifted it to his nose and inhaled, pleased that the faint smell of her perfume still lingered: Estée Lauder Youth Dew. For a moment, he was transported to a different time and place; a place he’d fought hard against, but one that had ultimately consumed him.

      He liked it when they fought back. The feisty ones were always the most satisfying. When their bodies were still, screams silenced, and the life leached out of them, he felt at his most powerful.

      It had been many years since his last one; she had fought hard too.

      Despite the lapsed time, he was pleased to find that he still felt satisfied. Yes, he thought as he sat back on his haunches. It had been a good experience, a good way to start.

      He’d raise the ante next time. Because there would definitely be a next time, of that he was certain.
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      SATURDAY, 1 JUNE 2002

      DI Andrew ‘Ziggy’ Thornes took a deep breath as he stood behind the armed officers as they prepared to break down the door. Following a countdown, the door crashed open and Ziggy stood to one side while the premises were searched by Armed Response. Pretty soon, five of the gang members were led out in cuffs to the waiting police vans.

      The search teams followed them in, and after donning a Tyvek crime scene suit, Ziggy, along with his deputy DS Sadie Bates, took a look around. A violent gang had been plaguing the city of Leeds for weeks now, committing raids on jewellery shops, and Ziggy and his team had been on the case, trying to catch those responsible. The covert team had had the ringleaders under surveillance, and it was finally time to see what their hiding place had to offer.

      ‘Regular treasure trove isn’t it?’ commented Sadie as they moved from room to room.

      ‘Isn’t it just? And we haven’t even been upstairs yet.’

      The hiding place was a mid-terrace house in Harehills, Leeds. From the outside, you wouldn’t know that a violent gang operated from there; washing was hanging on the line, garden bins were lined up neatly against the wall in the tidy back yard and net curtains framed each window. Hidden in every possible space was over one million pounds’ worth of jewels that would take forensics days to seize and store.

      Once they’d ensured the crime scene had been secured, Ziggy handed over to the crime scene manager and headed back to West Yorkshire Police’s Leeds HQ to brief his team.

      DS Nick Wilkinson, DC Angela Dove and DS Sadie Bates had worked together for the last five years. During that time, they had developed an almost intuitive way of working that saw them with the highest arrest and conviction rates of the region, and as their senior officer, Ziggy was proud of every one of them. They each had their strengths, and they were utilised to the full.

      Sadie was massively ambitious, and Ziggy knew that she wasn’t destined to stay in his team forever. She was due to take the next step in her career within the next twelve months and he had done everything he could to support and promote her, even though he’d be sad to see her go. She acted as his deputy on all major cases, and her unfailing enthusiasm spurred everyone along when the going got tough.

      Nick was the warhorse of the team; diligent, laid-back and very rarely phased by anything. He’d reached the rank of detective sergeant with ease but was happy to stay there until he retired. Somewhat older than the rest of the team, Nick – or ‘Wilko’ as he was affectionately referred to – remembered a time when policing had been done using good old fashioned shoe leather rather than fingers on keyboards.

      In complete contrast, Angela, the youngest and most recent member of the team, was a whizz with anything technical and was also the most organised of them all. She thrived in her role as office manager and organised anything from the incident room where she played a vital role in co ordinating all the information that an enquiry generated to team birthdays; Angela could turn her quick, analytical brain to any task. She worked speedily and efficiently, though Ziggy often suspected she had a tendency to like things a little too perfect.

      His team complemented each other well, and Ziggy was there to bridge all their abilities, having spent time working for Missing Persons, Child Sexual Exploitation and the drugs squad over his twenty-five years in the force. He liked variety, but he had found his feet with the Major Investigations team as detective inspector.

      

      Pulling into the car park, Ziggy reversed into a parking space and he and Sadie exited the car. The building was new by policing standards. It had been purpose built and was equipped with all the latest technology. The Major Investigation Department was located on the top floor of the building in a large, open plan office. It was filled with workstations, separated off by low partitions, and when they were in the throes of an investigation, the noise levels were tremendous.

      Ziggy’s team were located in the far corner, near the windows that looked out on the city of Leeds. His own, rarely used office was situated at the back. He preferred to be out, in amongst everyone else. He enjoyed the buzz and thrived off the energy that an investigation invariably generated.

      He did have his foibles, though. As a very visual person, Ziggy needed to see the progress of an investigation. Whiteboards were fine, but Ziggy also had flip charts around the room where he could work things out on paper. His mind maps were legendary and had proved useful on more than one occasion; tiny details that at the time made no sense were meticulously noted down and left visible for everyone to see, for the dots to be later joined and the resolution of cases achieved.

      Making his way to their corner of the floor, Ziggy watched as Angela took down the various images and sheets of paper that had been Blu-Tacked to the walls for the jewellery robbery case. Everything would be filed away as they built the case for presentation to the CPS and, further down the line, in court.

      As they walked across the office, Ziggy headed to check his emails and DS Sadie Bates headed for her own desk. ‘After that success, lunch on you, right?’

      Ziggy laughed. ‘Sure, fish and chips all round. Sound good?’

      ‘Hell yeah. Wait until I tell Wilko – he’ll be beside himself.’

      Ziggy grinned and shook his head as Sadie walked away. He felt his phone vibrate in his trouser pocket and pulled it out to look at the screen; it was the control room.

      ‘DI Thornes,’ he answered.

      ‘Sir, a body has been found on Woodhouse Moor, near the university. Scene of crime officers are on their way, and I’ve been asked to assign you as deputy senior investigating officer by DCS Whitmore.’

      Ziggy immediately felt his adrenaline pumping. ‘OK, send me the details and we’ll head over there now. Who’s on the scene already?’

      ‘Uniform, they were alerted by a bunch of kids. They’ve set up the cordon and started the log. As I said, SOCOs have also been informed.’

      Ziggy ended the call and walked into the incident room. Everyone had packed up their desks and were waiting for Ziggy to join them for lunch.

      ‘Lunch is cancelled, I’m sorry to say. Just in, body found on Woodhouse Moor.’

      The whole team stopped chatting and started removing their coats and replacing their bags on the floor.

      ‘What do we know?’ asked Sadie, walking forward, raring to go as always.

      ‘Not much, call was from Control.’ Ziggy stood, shaking the creases out of his carefully pressed trousers.

      Sadie pulled her jacket from the back of her chair. ‘Let’s head over there. Nick, we’ll give you a call once we know more.’

      ‘Sure thing,’ said Nick, logging back into his computer.

      Angela stood up and walked to the whiteboard, setting it up for the information that would be coming their way.

      

      Sadie drove the unmarked pool car through the back streets of Leeds. Ziggy had lived in the city for twenty years and still didn’t know all the shortcuts. Sadie was a risky driver at the best of times, and even with the blue light flashing on the dashboard, she honked every car out of her way.

      ‘Calm down, the body isn’t going anywhere,’ said Ziggy as he gripped the overhead handle.

      ‘Sorry,’ she said, clearly not meaning it.

      Ten minutes later, Sadie dumped the car at the side of the road, and they made their way over to the edge of the green expanse.

      Woodhouse Moor was a large recreation ground right in the heart of the university district, surrounded by a plethora of take away shops. Popular with locals and students, it was notorious for large social gatherings in the summer months, but more nefarious activities when the nights drew in. The weather recently had been typical of the British summer; scorching hot one day, then November-like winds and unusually low temperatures the next. That day, the weather had settled on ‘quite pleasant’. Well, it wasn’t raining, at least.

      Ziggy and Sadie made their way onto the grass and ducked under the outer cordon. They signed the log and followed the designated approach path. The white forensic tent had already been erected, protecting the body from prying eyes. Once they were fully clothed in protective suits, they entered the tent and edged closer until a hand was frantically waved towards them, stopping them in their tracks.

      ‘Careful! And move – you’re blocking my light,’ cried a woman dressed in a forensics suit without looking at them. Dr Leila Turner, or Lolly as she was more widely known, was somewhat unconventional but the best pathologist that West Yorkshire Police had at their disposal, and it didn’t hurt that she’d been best friends with Ziggy since childhood. Not that it improved her manners at all, either way.

      ‘Oops, sorry.’ Ziggy stepped over to the right. ‘Good to see you, Lolly. Drew the short straw, did you?’

      Lolly looked up from her kneeling position. ‘I was in the area when the shout came in. Couldn’t resist.’ She grinned. A quirk of the job; not many people in Ziggy’s life would be thrilled to receive a call about a body being discovered.

      As Lolly continued with her careful examination process, Ziggy and Sadie took in the scene in front of them. The body of a young female was laid flat on her back, and for all the world, it looked as though she was sleeping – if you discounted the blueish tinge to her lips. No matter how many times they were confronted with a dead body, the sight never got easier to digest.

      ‘What can you tell us?’ asked Ziggy, pulling his face mask away from his lips as he spoke.

      ‘Looks like asphyxiation. See the marks here’ – Lolly pointed a nitrile gloved hand towards the throat of the victim where there was considerable bruising around the neck – ‘which also fits with the petechial haemorrhaging around the eyes.’ Lolly shone her pen torch so they could get a better look.

      ‘How long do you think she’s been here?’ asked Sadie, itching her head. The nylon suit created a scratching noise that made Ziggy’s toes curl.

      ‘Overnight, definitely. Full rigor mortis and distinct lividity to the underside of the body. Plus, there’s mottling on her legs, which would fit with the temperature change overnight.’ Lolly stood up. ‘Take a look at her feet.’

      Ziggy and Sadie moved down the body as directed and bent to look at the soles of the feet. They were shredded with tiny stones embedded. Lolly joined them and lifted the left foot in her gloved hand.

      ‘Looking at the heels, it would seem she has been dragged along the path.’

      So where are her shoes? Ziggy wondered as he leaned in closer and saw the dried blood on the bottom of the foot and around the Achilles heel. ‘Ouch, whilst she was still alive by the looks of it.’

      ‘Yep. And it’s the same on the backs of her legs, and I suspect on her back as well.’

      Ziggy stood up. ‘When will you get to the post-mortem?’

      ‘Later today, just need to finish up here.’

      ‘OK, we’ll see you there later.’ The officers said their goodbyes and left the tent. Ziggy and Sadie headed to the crime scene manager, who was busy outlining the scene to his team and adjusting the outer cordon. The SOCOs had already started work, on their hands and knees at the far edge of clearing where the body had been found, carefully searching the tarmacked area. A yellow marker had been placed at the side of a black, high-heeled shoe, minus the heel.

      ‘Any ID found?’ asked Ziggy. ‘Any sign of the heel to that shoe?’ He pointed towards it as he spoke.

      ‘No ID, and that’s all we’ve found of her shoes so far. No bag or coat or anything on the victim either. We’ve just extended the search perimeter based on information from Dr Turner, so we might find a student ID card or bus pass or something.’

      ‘Right, OK.’ Ziggy looked around for Sadie, but she had wandered off to speak to the first attending officer. He walked over to join her.

      ‘Have you spoken to the witnesses?’ Ziggy asked the young police constable who’d been first on the scene.

      ‘Yes, I’ve moved them over to the bench just there. A group of skateboarders trying tricks on the handrails came across her. They called it in from their mobiles. I think their average age is around twelve.’

      Ziggy took the information on board and glanced at the youths who were chatting on the bench. ‘Great, thanks. I’ll head over and have a word.’

      ‘I’ve taken preliminary statements, sir,’ the constable said, ‘but I don’t think they’re involved.’

      Ziggy raised his hand in acknowledgement as he turned and walked away.

      Sadie started the conversation with the skateboarders. ‘Now then, lads, we hear you found the body?’

      A tall, gangly youth stood up and flipped the skateboard he was holding. ‘Yeah, man, I mean, scared the life out of us. Thought it was a dummy at first.’

      Another one of the boys jumped in. ‘It wasn’t us,’ he said defensively.

      ‘No one said it was, sunshine. Have you given the police officer your names and addresses?’ asked Ziggy.

      They all nodded.

      ‘Was she murdered then? Will we have to go to court and that?’

      Sadie smiled. ‘No, it doesn’t quite work like that.’

      The lad seemed disappointed; clearly, he had found the whole thing exciting. ‘Shame, never been to court.’

      His mates pulled his arm and made him sit back down. ‘Shut up, Ned, you dickhead.’

      Ziggy’s instinct told him that they were unlikely to be involved, so he told them to go home and that if any further information was needed, someone would be in touch.

      Once he’d made sure the boys had left the park, he turned to Sadie. ‘We need to get uniform down here, start a house-to-house. Also, let’s see if the CCTV over that parade of shops reveals anything.’

      ‘On it, boss. I’ll give Wilko a ring and update him.’

      

      Ziggy took a few steps away from the scene, as he was known to do, and looked around him. He’d attended a couple of incidents on Woodhouse Moor over the years. For a while it had been the much-disputed territory of two rival gangs, and fights had broken out, often involving stabbings. There was the odd scuffle with drug dealers and the occasional sex worker was arrested, but nothing like they were facing now.

      It would be highly unlikely or extremely unlucky to turn up no clues in an area that was as popular and as busy as Woodhouse Moor. Of course, it also ran the risk of being too popular, potentially diluting any real traces of the killer. He watched as SOCOs continued their painstaking search through the grass and undergrowth. But why had the body been dumped so publicly? Was it a pick-up gone wrong? But it didn’t appear accidental; it was too precise for that, based on his experience. Had the killer been interrupted?

      Looking back from the edge of the green where he now stood, he saw that the deposition site was just off the main road. The location meant it was just off the usual well-worn path and carefully placed. The killer must have needed a car or some mode of transport to bring her here. Somebody must have seen something, surely?

      The killer was either extremely brave or innately stupid to leave a body so exposed. Ziggy hoped it was the latter.
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      The mortuary was located in the bowels of Leeds General Infirmary. Ziggy and Sadie passed through endless winding corridors, all of them dark and gloomy. It always gave Ziggy the creeps. He had no problem viewing the bodies, it was the build-up that set him on edge.

      His partner shared his views. ‘God, I hate this place,’ Sadie said, shivering.

      ‘Yeah, not the most welcoming of places, is it?’ Ziggy had attended plenty of post-mortems over the years and had realised that you never became immune to the fact that a life had been extinguished. His own parents had been killed when he was just fourteen and viewing their bodies before the funeral had stayed with him for a long time, filling many of his childhood nights with haunting dreams. It was, in part, why he had wanted to join the police. No one had ever given him the answers as to why and how his parents had died, which had always felt heartless to him. He had wanted answers that even his older siblings hadn’t been able to give him. When he was dealing with victims and their families now, he answered as many questions as they asked, as honestly as he could. It was all about respect, ultimately, for the dead and the living.

      When they entered the viewing area through the swinging double door, they found Lolly busy recording her notes as she continued working her way around the body. Assistants were taking photographs and bagging trace evidence as she pointed out every graze, bruise and scratch, of which there were many. The victim now lay on her stomach, and Ziggy could see the lividity across her back and legs. That at least would give them some idea of the timeline.

      Lolly looked up and clicked her voice recorder off. She removed the face mask she had been wearing and indicated for the two detectives to come in to the lab below.

      ‘The poor girl had a torrid time of it prior to death,’ she said sadly as the officers joined her. ‘There are numerous bruises all over her body.’

      All three looked down as the mortuary assistants gently turned the girl over onto her back. They stood in respectful silence for a moment until Lolly broke it as she started to share her findings. Or lack thereof.

      ‘Estimated age between twenty and twenty-five. I would also estimate that she had been placed where she was found up to twelve hours before the body was called in, so the early hours of Saturday the first of June. She had been restrained at some point – you can see marks around her wrists and ankles.’

      Ziggy glanced at the delicate hands of the victim, which were encased in protective polythene bags. Lolly pre-empted his question. ‘Nothing significant recovered from under the finger nails unfortunately.’

      ‘Any other DNA recovered?’ Sadie spoke up.

      ‘Not as yet. We’ve combed the hair and recovered some debris, but I predict that’s from the deposition site. We’ll send it off to Forensics, of course. The only thing of note is a piece of silk we found caught behind one of the earrings she was wearing.’ Lolly reached over to the evidence table and retrieved a clear evidence bag. ‘Again, we’ll send it off for analysis to see if it yields anything.’ She passed it across to Ziggy, who peered through the plastic bag.

      ‘No scarf or similar that might match found at the scene?’ asked Ziggy.

      ‘Not as yet, but as per instructions, SOCO extended the search area to cover all the undergrowth so maybe chase up with them?’

      Ziggy nodded and folded his arms as Lolly continued. ‘Cause of death confirmed as strangulation. There are no signs of sexual assault.’

      ‘Any identification? Where are we with that?’ asked Ziggy.

      ‘Obviously we’ve taken fingerprints and dental imprints. Just waiting for results, so I’ll let you know as soon as I hear anything.’

      ‘That’s great Lolly, thank you. We’ve enough to be going on with, I think, but ID is critical if we’re to catch who did this.’ He again looked at the victim and felt a stab of grief. Another silence fell over the room.

      ‘Right, let’s head back for the briefing. At least we can give the team something, and Lolly, if you would let us know as soon as you have an ID that would be great,’ said Ziggy as he took one last look at the body. ‘Poor girl, no one deserves that.’

      
      Arriving back in the incident room, Angela and Nick had been busy retrieving as much information as they could from the local area and entering it into the HOLMES computer system. Ziggy and Sadie stood at the front of the room going over the post-mortem notes, waiting for the others to file in. They had managed to add a few more temporary PCs to the team, to be the feet on the ground.

      As everyone filed in and took up various seats, Sadie arranged her notes ready to host the briefing. It was an aspect of the job that she enjoyed. Everyone would be buzzing with adrenaline, eager to solve the case as quickly and efficiently as they could.

      Ziggy had taken his customary spot, perched on the edge of the closest desk, and smiled his encouragement. Since she joined the team, he’d been eager for Sadie to lead briefings where appropriate, saying it would be an opportunity for her to gain confidence and further enhanced her hopes of promotion. However, she still got nervous just before the start.

      Taking a deep breath, Sadie consulted her notes and shared the discoveries that had been made at the post-mortem.

      ‘A piece of fabric, possibly silk, was retrieved from behind an earring. It’s been sent off for analysis, so fingers crossed it throws something up. It could have come from our victim – perhaps she had been wearing a scarf when attacked. Whilst we’re waiting for ID and forensics, we’ll need to rely on the door-to-door enquiries and CCTV.’ She turned to Nick. ‘How far have you got with that?’

      Nick coughed. ‘Not very, to be honest, but now we have a timeline, namely overnight on the Friday to the victim being found on the Saturday, it will make it easier to search. I’ll stay on top of it, but could I get some uniforms to help out?’

      ’OK, can’t see it being a problem.’ She looked at Ziggy for confirmation, who in turn nodded his agreement. Turning back to the officers seated in front of her, she continued. ‘The theory so far – and it is very early days – is that the victim was restrained for an amount of time before being taken to the deposition site on Woodhouse Moor and placed away from the path where she was later found. That in itself seems a bit off, she was clearly visible. Was the killer disturbed, perhaps? We’ve spoken with the group of youths that called it in, but we believe they aren’t involved. This required careful planning and deposition. Uniform have already been to their homes and taken further statements, but ultimately we’ve ruled them out.’

      Sadie glanced at her pad. ‘Angela, any luck with the door-to-door?’

      Angela blushed, as she was prone to do when being placed in the spotlight and turned her notebook over. ‘Erm, nothing that helps, I’m afraid. A few people heard cars passing, but no one saw anything.’ She looked up at Sadie and shrugged. ‘Sorry, can’t add any more than that.’

      Sadie felt like she was flogging a dead horse. ‘Right, well let’s chase up the forensics and see if we can get an ID. Anything to add, boss?’

      Ziggy stood up. ‘Some initial thoughts from me, and feel free to jump in, anyone. As Sadie has said, our victim was restrained somewhere before being placed on Woodhouse Moor. Where was she held? Are there any outbuildings in the park grounds? Are all the houses occupied, any that are neglected or abandoned nearby? Have they been searched? We’ve got another crime scene out there, so we need to find it.’ Ziggy was scribbling his thoughts down on the flip chart as he spoke, creating various ‘bubbles’ with arrows leading from one point to the next. ‘Why was she left next to the path? It’s an obvious place, and the killer must have known she would be found quickly. Why? As DS Bates has said, was he interrupted? And how did he transport the body?’ He looked around at the faces before him. Although all these angles would be covered off, if they hadn’t been already, sharing his thoughts was an important part of how the boss liked to work an investigation; asking questions when they were all in the room together. Often it triggered another avenue or gave someone a chance to voice their opinions.

      ‘I’m assuming no mobile phone was found at the scene?’ asked one of the seconded uniforms.

      ‘Nope. The area is still being searched, but nothing so far.’

      He waited for further questions, but it seemed the team were all on the same page. It was past 6 p.m. on a Saturday evening, and there wasn’t much more they could do without an ID, so everyone was dismissed and told to be back in early for a Sunday briefing.

      Everyone took the opportunity to leave and head home to their families. They knew that once the victim had been identified it would trigger an avalanche of work, and possibly long hours of overtime.

      As the room emptied, Sadie stayed behind with Nick, Angela and the boss, who were all looking over the notes on the whiteboard and flip chart.

      ‘Not much to go on is there?’ commented Nick.

      ‘Not really. I’m just confused how something like this could happen and no one see or hear anything? The body was placed in plain sight,’ said Sadie.

      Pulling his jacket from the back of a chair, Ziggy shrugged his arms into it. ‘There’s nothing more we can do now. Head home,’ he instructed. ‘Hopefully we’ll get more info overnight and make inroads tomorrow.’

      As the others made their way to the door, Sadie stood in front of the boards, dressed in her coat. Maybe she’d give it another half an hour. It wasn’t like she had anyone other than her parents to head home to.

      
      No sooner had Ziggy walked through his front door when his mobile went off. It was Lolly.

      ‘Your timing is very poor, Lolly. I’ve just got home,’ he said.

      ‘Ha, at least you’ve been home. Got an ID for you.’

      ‘Fantastic, go on.’ Ziggy was all ears.

      ‘Her name is Susannah Leibniz.’

      ‘Nationality?’

      ‘British, I think, why?’

      ‘Leibniz. It sounds a bit Eastern European, German maybe. How did you find her?’

      ‘She was arrested in 2000 for shoplifting.’

      Ziggy’s mind was already working overtime. Two years ago, and nothing prior or since, so she didn’t have much of a record. ‘Do we have next-of-kin details?’

      ‘I’ve sent everything over to Sadie, who is still in the office by the way.’

      ‘Was that a dig?’

      ‘No, not at all part-timer.’

      ‘Bugger off.’ He laughed and ended the call. He immediately made another call to Sadie, who sounded as though she was in her car.

      ‘Hey Sadie, heading home, are you?’ he asked, confused. Lolly had said she was still in the office, but as a boss he was glad; he and Sadie had had chats about work-life balance before.

      ‘No, I’m on my way to yours. I’ve got Susannah’s last known address.’

      Ahh, there’s the Sadie we know and love. Always the eager one.

      ‘Great, see you soon.’ Ziggy ended the call, re-locked the door and waited outside. He lived fairly close to the station, and with Sadie’s driving, he knew she’d be there imminently.

      Sure enough, ten minutes later and they were heading towards Cross Gates, a suburb of East Leeds.

      ‘It’s that house on the left.’ Sadie gestured out of the car window as she pulled up outside a semi-detached house in a small cul-de-sac. The front had a neat and well-kept garden, and there was an old, grey Ford Fiesta parked on the drive. Despite the living room curtains being closed, they could see the flickering of the TV through the gaps in the fabric.

      ‘Ready?’ asked Ziggy. Notifying family members was any detective’s least favourite task, and no matter how many he delivered, they never got any easier.

      Sadie took a deep breath. ‘As I’ll ever be.’

      They exited the car, Sadie taking a note of the car registration number and walked up the path.

      Ziggy knocked lightly on the front door. They heard footsteps approaching from inside the house, and a blurred figure appeared through the etched glass panel. An elderly lady opened the door fractionally, leaving the chain across.

      ‘Yes?’

      ‘Mrs Leibniz?’

      She raised her eyebrows and looked at Ziggy questionably. ‘It’s the police, Mrs Leibniz, I’m DI Andrew Thornes and this is my colleague DS Sadie Bates. We’re looking for the relatives of Susannah Leibniz?’ he said gently, showing both of their IDs through the small gap.

      ‘Susannah? Oh goodness me. You had better come in,’ came the heavily accented reply. The door opened fully to reveal the elderly, frail looking lady and a gentleman of a similar age stood behind her. They were clearly in their late seventies, and not in the best of health. The woman was slightly hunched over, and the man was clutching a walking stick. They both seemed out of breath, as though the trip to the door had taken a great deal of their energy.

      Ziggy introduced themselves again, and they were invited inside.

      Slowly making their way into the living room, it was like stepping back in time. Red-and-white gingham table cloths covered the coffee table, with lace doilies for place mats. Artificial flower displays were gathering dust on and around the fireplace, and on a sideboard at the back of the room there were family photos and lots of trinkets.

      Ziggy looked at the couple and saw their ashen faces.

      This is going to be hard on them.

      ‘How can we help, officers?’ asked the man nervously. As he spoke, Ziggy detected a strong German accent.

      ‘Do you know a Susannah Leibniz?’

      The old couple looked at each other. It was the man who spoke again. ‘Yes, Susannah is our granddaughter. She’s the oldest of our grandchildren belonging to our son Marech, but she is in Germany with her father. She stays with us whilst she’s studying.’ He tilted his head questioningly whilst Sadie and Ziggy looked at each other.

      ‘Shall we sit down?’ asked Ziggy. The couple looked understandably shaken, and they wanted them seated before they went any further. Once they had all settled, as agreed, Ziggy delivered the news that would tear their lives apart.

      ‘I’m really sorry to have to inform you,’ he began, ‘but the body of a young woman matching Susannah’s description was found last night. We believe it to be Susannah.’

      Mrs Leibniz took a sharp intake of breath and buried her face in her hands. Her husband shuffled closer to her to offer some comfort, even though it was obvious his own grief was overwhelming. For a moment, nothing happened. There was no sound from the couple, and Ziggy shifted in his chair. Then a quiet sobbing emanated from Mrs Leibniz. It was an outpouring full of anguish and despair. Sadie reached across the coffee table for the box of tissues and passed them to Mr Leibniz. Even in the depths of his own grief, he politely thanked her and pulled a couple out for his wife.

      After a few minutes of passing on their condolences, Sadie and Ziggy left the room to give the couple some privacy for their grief and found their way to the kitchen. They returned to the living room with a tray of tea things.

      Grandpa looked at them through red-rimmed eyes. ‘Are you sure it’s Susannah? How do you know? It can’t be her. We left her at the airport…’

      Grandma had wiped her eyes and sat nodding in agreement. ‘Yes, that’s right, it might not be Susie?’

      This was a common occurrence in Ziggy’s experience. The glimmer of hope that they were wrong. ‘We found the body of a female yesterday and following tests it would seem that it is Susannah.’

      ‘But I don’t understand? How do you know it’s our Susie, how can you be so sure?’ asked Grandma, looking searchingly at Ziggy’s face.

      ‘We ran DNA samples against those in our database and Susannah came up as a match. I truly am sorry. I can see she meant a lot to both of you.’

      Sadie continued gently. ‘Why did you think she had gone to Germany, Mrs Leibniz?’

      ‘We bought her ticket and took her to the airport.’

      ‘And did you hear from her after she landed?’

      ‘No, but we didn’t expect to. Where they live in Germany, it’s a very small village, very remote with no signal. She sometimes phones from the airport, but often gets caught up in being home again and instead she would call when she was in the town next.’

      ‘Can you tell me when you last saw Susannah?’ Sadie addressed the question to them both.

      They looked at each other for a few minutes, clearly trying to work out why they were being asked and where the conversation was going.

      It was Mr Leibniz that finally spoke whilst scratching his chin. ‘It was a month ago. She was going home to visit her mother, who hasn’t been well. We’re too old to fly now, so we let Susannah go on her own.’ He gripped his wife’s hand in a reassuring gesture.

      ‘Do you know where she was living before she returned to Germany?’ continued Sadie.

      ‘Why yes, she was living here with us,’ exclaimed Mrs Leibniz with a note of panic in her voice. ‘But… but she’s in Germany.’ Mrs Leibniz was shaking her head and wrapping the tissues that her husband had given her between her fingers.

      Sadie broke the silence, and in a gentle voice she reconfirmed what they knew before adding. ‘It would seem that she came back to Leeds at some point.’

      Sadie poured everyone a cup of tea, adding sugar whether they took it or not. After a while, Ziggy cleared his throat.

      ‘I’m really sorry but I have to ask you some questions, and it’s better to do it now so that we can find out what happened. Do you feel up to answering some questions?’

      Sadie took out her notebook and prepared to take notes

      Ziggy shifted in his seat, sitting forward a little to close the gap between himself and Susannah’s grandparents. ‘Just take your time, but what can you tell me about Susannah?’

      Grandpa answered as his wife wiped her tears away. ‘She’s a lovely girl. Works very hard and is always trying to improve her prospects.’

      ‘What does she do for a living, Mr Leibniz?’ asked Ziggy.

      ‘She’s a make-up artist, for weddings and that kind of thing. She works two days a week at a salon in town, but she’s building her own freelance work.’ Mr Leibniz’s voice was full of pride. ‘She had started a course to learn theatre and stage make-up too. She wanted to move to London, the West End theatres, you know?’

      Mrs Leibniz clutched the scrunched-up tissue to her chest. ‘She was a very good girl. She took great care of us.’ The tears started again, and her husband gently stroked her knee.

      ‘There, there, my love.’ He kissed her forehead before turning to Ziggy. ‘How did she die, Inspector? I have to know.’

      Ziggy coughed a little, knowing that the next piece of news would be the hardest to take in. ‘I’m afraid it looks like she was murdered.’ He paused and waited for the news to sink in. His heart nearly broke as the elderly couple turned to each other and embraced. He knew from experience that life would never be the same for them.

      He left a respectful silence before continuing. ‘Is there anyone that Susannah was close to that she might have stayed with if she wasn’t staying here?’ Ziggy was wondering why she had returned from Germany, or even if she had ever gone in the first place. Being dropped at the airport didn’t necessarily mean boarding a plane.

      ‘I can’t think of anyone,’ said Mr Leibniz, shaking his head, his arm around his wife’s shoulders.

      ‘Did she have any boyfriends, or girlfriends?’ asked Sadie.

      Mrs Leibniz spoke. ‘Not recently. There was a boy, Shaun, I think, some months ago, but he ended the relationship when he met someone else.’

      ‘Any close friends that maybe she worked with?’ Ziggy didn’t think they were going to get much more information from the distraught couple as their grief began to overwhelm them.

      ‘There was Claire. She worked with Susannah at the salon, but we’ve never met her. She was someone that Susannah spoke about, but all her spare time was spent studying or working for herself, not much time for socialising.’ Mrs Leibniz let out an anguished sound as a wave of grief hit her.

      Waiting a few moments for Mrs Leibniz’s sobs to subside, Ziggy spoke. ‘Just a couple more questions if that’s OK, then we’ll leave you?’

      Mr Leibniz nodded, encouraging him to continue.

      ‘You mentioned that you dropped Susannah at the airport. If she worked freelance, did she have her own car?’

      The couple shook their heads. ‘No, Inspector, she borrowed mine if she needed to,’ Mr Leibniz said. ‘I don’t get out much and it’s a waste to see it sat there.’

      ‘OK. And did Susannah have a mobile phone? Was that how she contacted her clients?’

      ‘Yes, she had a diary as well. I’ll get it for you.’ Mr Leibniz left his seat and headed into the kitchen.

      Deciding that they had as much as they needed for now, Ziggy wound up the conversation as they waited for Mr Leibniz to return. ‘If we could just take the name of the salon where Susannah worked, we’ll leave you. A family liaison officer will be in touch shortly too. They’ll keep you up to date with progress, and if you can think of anything else, you can call me direct.’ Ziggy handed over his business card. ‘Or you can talk to the FLO.’

      Mr Leibniz shuffled in from the kitchen, clutching an A4 diary that he offered to the officers. ‘I don’t know where her mobile is. Didn’t you find it with her?’

      ‘No, she didn’t have any ID on her at all,’ said Sadie, taking the proffered diary.

      ‘Susannah would always have a bag with her. Are you sure it’s Susannah?’ Grandma looked up from her seat on the sofa with hope in her eyes.

      ‘I’m sorry, we are certain.’ Ziggy knew it would take a while before they accepted the truth. ‘We’ll be in touch, and once again we are very sorry for your loss.’

      Ziggy and Sadie turned to leave, and once they were back in the car, they both sat in silence.

      ‘God, that was awful,’ said Sadie, feeling drained.

      ‘I know. Those poor grandparents. The best thing we can do for them now is deliver justice.’

      ‘You’re right, but it’s just so painful, seeing them receive news like that.’ She sighed. ‘Do you want to head in now and go through the diary?’

      ‘No. Let’s get home and get some sleep. I have a feeling this one is going to be long haul.’

      
      Ziggy let himself in the house and placed his keys on the hook by the door. It had been a very long day, and he doubted he would get much sleep with the investigation whirring round in his mind. He headed into the kitchen, which was still in a state of refurbishment. He opened a beer from the fridge and sat heavily on one of the kitchen stools while he checked his phone for messages.

      Two years ago, Ziggy had bought the mid-terrace house after the divorce from his second wife, Rachel. It had been a bargain, but in desperate need of work. At the time, he figured he wouldn’t be doing much outside of work hours, so he’d take on the challenge himself. It had two decent-sized bedrooms and a small box room – more than enough for himself and Ben, his seven-year-old son, Ben that he shared with Rachel.

      His thoughts turned to his son as he read a text from Rachel asking if he was still having Ben the next day. For months, he and his ex had been disagreeing over weekend visits. Rachel knew that the demands of his job meant that he had to work long hours
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