

  [image: cover]


  
  


  
    
      [image: ]

    

  


  


  Lee Weeks was born in Devon. She left school at seventeen and, armed with a notebook and very little cash, spent seven years working her way around
  Europe and South East Asia. She returned to settle in London, marry and raise two children. She has worked as an English teacher and personal fitness trainer. Her books have been Sunday
  Times bestsellers. She now lives in Devon.


  ALSO BY LEE WEEKS


  Dead of Winter


  Cold as Ice


  


  [image: ]


  


  First published in Great Britain by Simon & Schuster UK Ltd, 2014


  A CBS COMPANY


  Copyright  Lee Weeks 2014


  This book is copyright under the Berne Convention.


  No reproduction without permission.


   and  1997 Simon & Schuster Inc. All rights reserved.


  The right of Lee Weeks to be identified as author of this work has been asserted in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.


  Simon & Schuster UK Ltd


  1st Floor


  222 Grays Inn Road


  London WC1X 8HB


  www.simonandschuster.co.uk


  Simon & Schuster Australia, Sydney


  Simon & Schuster India, New Delhi


  A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library


  PB ISBN: 978-1-47113-360-2


  EBOOK ISBN: 978-1-47113-361-9


  This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either a product of the authors imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to
  actual people living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental.


  Typeset by M Rules


  Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon, CR0 4YY


  


  For Ginny and Robert, with love and thanks


  


  Contents


  Prologue


  Chapter 1


  Chapter 2


  Chapter 3


  Chapter 4


  Chapter 5


  Chapter 6


  Chapter 7


  Chapter 8


  Chapter 9


  Chapter 10


  Chapter 11


  Chapter 12


  Chapter 13


  Chapter 14


  Chapter 15


  Chapter 16


  Chapter 17


  Chapter 18


  Chapter 19


  Chapter 20


  Chapter 21


  Chapter 22


  Chapter 23


  Chapter 24


  Chapter 25


  Chapter 26


  Chapter 27


  Chapter 28


  Chapter 29


  Chapter 30


  Chapter 31


  Chapter 32


  Chapter 33


  Chapter 34


  Chapter 35


  Chapter 36


  Chapter 37


  Chapter 38


  Chapter 39


  Chapter 40


  Chapter 41


  Chapter 42


  Chapter 43


  Chapter 44


  Chapter 45


  Chapter 46


  Chapter 47


  Chapter 48


  Chapter 49


  Chapter 50


  Chapter 51


  Chapter 52


  Chapter 53


  Chapter 54


  Chapter 55


  Chapter 56


  Chapter 57


  Chapter 58


  Chapter 59


  Chapter 60


  Chapter 61




  


  Prologue


  The January gloom that made everything grey also made Olivias white Fiat shine luminescent on the deserted street in Woolwich. Her bright red lipstick was vivid in the
  gloom. She reread the message on her phone:


  Ill be waiting for you.


  Her mouth was so dry that she found it hard to swallow; the ends of her fingers tingled as she slipped her hand beneath her coat and felt her warm bare skin between the lace and silk; she
  shivered.


  She got out of her car and pulled her coat tightly around her. Her heels echoed on the cobbles as she crossed the road. Stopping outside number 22, Olivia placed her bright red nails on the
  peeling paintwork and pushed the door open just a little. She looked back at her car. She had only to run across the road and jump in and she would be safe. She turned back to number 22 and
  loosened her coat; her flesh glowed in the darkness as she stepped inside.


  


  Chapter 1


  DC Willis got out of the passenger side of the black BMW and looked down the street past the SOCO van.


  Who found her? DI Carter asked her whilst putting on his coat. He pulled up his collar as the cold hit him.


  Anonymous caller, guv, Willis answered, studying the row of derelict buildings that had once been large commercial properties, some still with a shop face, but now boarded up and
  covered in graffiti. Across the street from them a 1990s tower block marked the start of the sprawling Hannover council estate. On the other side of Parade Street was a smart new row of red-brick
  terraces in a Victorian style.


  Accent? Carter tied his Armani scarf loosely around his neck.


  English. Male. Well-spoken.


  Parade Street was cordoned off at both ends, with police officers stopping anyone entering. No one had tried while theyd been standing there the last three hours because no one lived on
  the condemned street except rough sleepers.


  As Carter swivelled round to get his bearings, the pathologists car drew up and parked up behind them. Dr Jo Harding switched off the engine but stayed where she was, talking on her
  phone.


  Were there any cars on this street when you arrived, Officer Gardner? Carter asked the officer standing outside number 22 with the crime-scene logbook in her hand.


  Three, sir, and they have been traced to their owners. One was abandoned, one belonged to a couple on a night out who left it and got a cab home and the other is owned by a woman who
  lives on the next street.


  She chooses to park it here overnight?


  Shes new to the area. Shes waiting for a residents permit, sir.


  Carter looked up and down the street. He was searching his memory banks. He turned to Willis.


  Do you recognize this place? Willis shook her head. Must be before your time then. I reckon it was five years ago when these buildings first started being pulled down and we
  had a murder here. Polish immigrants, one was kicked to death over a row about drink. Youd think they would have done something with these buildings by now. Willis zipped up her
  jacket. Carter was still surveying the outside of the building. He looked up and his eyes filled with the deep blue of the cold winter sky. Council ran out of money maybe. He turned
  back to PC Gardner. Have all the buildings on the street been searched?


  Not yet, sir.


  A tall, white-suited figure emerged from number 22, taking the mask from his face as he did so. He came round to the back of the SOCO van and opened the doors.


  Sandford? Carter said by way of greeting to the crime-scene manager. Sandford looked at him but didnt answer; he nodded at Willis. He liked her. He wasnt so keen on
  Carter. Carter had a laddish brashness, a chunky bit of gold around his wrist and wax products in his black hair. That, so far as Sandford was concerned, constituted what people termed
  chavvy.


  Are you getting dj vu here? Carter asked. Must have been five years ago at least. Luckily, Carter never minded or noticed Sandfords low opinion
  of him.


  Yes.


  Is it the same sort of thing this time?


  Sandford looked down at his forensic suit and his soiled knees. Same filth, its come right through the suit, difference is  its a woman this time.


  Dr Harding got out of her car, took out her bag from the boot and joined them.


  Sandford began pulling out packets of forensic suits from the back of the van and handing them out.


  Carter  extra-small?


  Yeah, funny. He passed the suit on to Dr Harding. Willis was an inch taller than him at five ten. What about the rest of this street?


  I want my team to go through this one first. This whole street is used by rough sleepers  we need to start where we have a chance of finding something.


  Is it okay for us to go in? asked Carter.


  Only as far as the inner entrance and be careful what you step on and what you step in.


  Harding took the overshoes from Sandford and sighed impatiently.


  Sooner we get in, sooner we get her out, she said, zipping up her suit.


  Willis took off her black quilted jacket and put it in the back of Carters car.


  Carter waited until shed thrown hers down then he folded his overcoat and put it neatly on the top along with his scarf. He eased the elastic hood of the forensic suit over his hair and
  straightened out the suit so that it fitted better. Sandford looked down at Carters expensive shiny shoes and then reached in and pulled out two more pairs of overshoes.


  Youll thank me for these.


  He shut the doors on the back of the van and picked up his Croc box containing an assortment of variously sized evidence bags. Follow me.


  Dermot, the scenes of crime officer, stood to greet them as they stepped inside.


  Thats far enough, Sandford said, leaving the detectives at the entrance as he crossed carefully on stepping plates to the far side of the room. There were battery-powered
  LED lights in the corners. The only other light was filtering in past boarded-up windows and through the open entrance.


  Carter switched on his head lamp and pulled up his mask against the smell of human waste mixed with cigarettes, alcohol and dog shit.


  Christ  what a place to end up. You wouldnt want an animal to die in this, let alone live, he said, looking around.


  I reckon this is home to about twenty people, Dermot said, shining his torch into the far left-hand corner of the room. And it looks like they left here in a rush, he
  said as his torch beam lit a mound of broken glass. Besides all the empties, I found half a bottle of Smirnoff over there and three of these  used recently. Dermot held up a
  crack pipe in his hand.


  Party time, said Carter.


  Willis stepped round to stand beside him and get a better view as she shone her torch into the room. The womans body was lying on the far side near the back wall; the pale skin of her
  flank glowed in the dim light. Above everything else, all the obvious smells of dirt and defecation, Willis could smell the unmistakable sweet overtones of clotting blood.


  I need more light on her, Harding said as she stepped across on the plates and squatted down beside the body.


  Sandford picked up one of the LED lights and brought it nearer.


  Rigor mortis is fully established, said Harding. Sandford knelt beside her, to help roll and hold the body on its side.


  The corpse sighed.


  Lividity is established too. She died here. Sandford rolled the body back. Extensive bruising around the pelvic area and the hips, top of the thighs. Evidence of sexual
  assault, rape. Lacerations, said Harding. There are also large areas of bruising around the shoulders, ribs and collarbone. Consistent with pressure being applied, she
  continued.


  So she was held down and raped, said Carter.


  There are multiple footwear marks around the body, Sandford said as he angled the light for Harding.


  Which would explain the hasty exit, said Carter. Everyone in here was involved in this in some way. He looked around. Maybe she came in here with someone.
  Maybe this wasnt her usual place to sleep and she drifted onto someone elses turf. She pissed someone off.


  Carter was watching Dermot as he moved a mattress and propped it up against the wall then knelt to examine it.


  Someones been bottled by the look of it. There is fresh blood on the mattress  still wet.


  No evidence of wounds consistent with being bottled, said Harding. It looks like someone tried to strangle her though. She moved to one side so that the detectives
  could see the ligature around the womans neck.


  Dermot stood and held something in the air for them to see.


  Expensive knickers.


  He walked across and passed them to Carter.


  Carter looked at the label. La Perla. Very posh.


  Theres also one half of a pair of stockings attached to a suspender belt, Dermot said, taking the knickers back from Carter and putting them into a crime-scene bag. He
  handed the stocking across. Just one so far.


  The other one is round her neck, said Willis, who was squatting level with the body and leaning into the room to get a better look.


  This is expensive lingerie, Carter said, holding the stocking. This outfit must have cost a hundred quid  probably two. La Perla is expensive, isnt it,
  Doctor?


  Yes.


  Carter knew there was no point in him asking Willis. Dermot walked back across the plates and resumed his examination of the mattress.


  Do we know the cause of death, Doctor? asked Willis.


  Harding turned the womans head away from her.


  There is a crush wound to the skull, a lot of blood lost here, and possible brain injury. She shone the light onto the womans face. But there are so many other
  poss She paused mid-sentence. She moved the light closer. Her voice quietened: Well have to get someone else to perform the post-mortem.


  Whats the problem, Doc? Carter moved towards the body, stepping on the first plate.


  Dermot stopped working and stood upright.


  I know her.


  You sure? asked Carter.


  Yes . . . of course Im sure  I wouldnt say it otherwise. I dont know her well but Ive met her a few times. Her name is Olivia Grantham. Early forties.
  She lives in Brockley, south-east London. She works for a solicitors firm in London Bridge, near the Shard.


  Any idea what its called, the place she works at?


  Spencer and Something. As far as I remember, shes a junior partner. Harding started to pack away her kit.


  Sandford and Dermot were poised, listening to the outcome of the conversation.


  When was the last time you saw her, Doctor? Carter asked.


  Not sure, about six months ago, probably.


  Could she be sleeping rough here, Doctor? asked Willis.


  Dont be ridiculous! snapped Harding. You dont go downhill that fast. The last time I saw her, she was drinking cocktails and hoovering a line of
  coke.


  How exactly did you know her? Carter asked, interested now that Harding had painted a scene and accidentally painted herself into it.


  Through friends. Social events. That kind of thing. Harding stood, ready to leave. Ill organize for someone to do the post-mortem for me and Ill let you know
  what time its happening. She turned to Sandford. When youre ready for her to be moved, phone me and Ill send someone down to collect her.


  As Harding passed him, Carter turned and followed. By the time he got outside, she was already half out of her forensic suit.


  You all right, Doc? Its not easy when its someone you know.


  Harding didnt look at him. She opened the boot of her car and deposited her bag inside.


  I told you, I didnt know her well. Merely a social acquaintance. She glanced his way as she got into her car.


  But still . . .


  She held his gaze. But still, nothing, Inspector. Dont read into it.


  Carter hovered by the door. Do you know what street she lived in?


  No.


  She slammed the door.


  Carter was watching her drive away as Willis came out of the building and joined him.


  What was that all about? he said, peeling off his suit. She was even more abrupt than usual. She couldnt wait to get away, could she?


  She had to, guv  difficult position to be in. I guess she must have felt really bad seeing her friend like that.


  Yeah, right . . . she doesnt have any friends. Carter looked around as he made a mental map of the area. The nearest station is Woolwich Arsenal, he said.
  And thats a good eight, ten minutes walk, especially in heels. Shed got to have been wearing heels with that outfit. I think she would have got here by car  she
  drove or took a taxi. We need to find out all the local taxi firms; see if theres any CCTV as well.


  Yes, guv.


  He took out his phone to make a call to the crime analyst back at the office.


  Robbo? We have a possible name for the victim: its Olivia Grantham, early forties. Dr Harding recognized her. She thinks she works in a solicitors office at London Bridge
   Spencer and Something. See if you can find it and an address in Brockley for her. There was a fight here; someone got bottled; check the A&E departments as well. Do you know what,
  Robbo? This place is the same derelict buildings where we had that Polish man kicked to death a few years ago. Thats progress for you.


  He ended the call and looked back towards the entrance of number 22. What a place to end up in: Shit Central, he said as he discarded his suit and handed Willis a bag
  for hers. Got to hand it to Sandford and that lot in there  its a shit job but someones got to do it. He smiled a little at his quip. Willis didnt react
  but took the bag from him as she stared down the street.


  Dont get it, guv. Who comes to a place like this on a Sunday evening dressed in expensive lingerie?


  I agree  I dont know many women who wear stockings unless its to add spice to the bedroom. This is certainly not a romantic setting to slip into your La
  Perla. If Harding is right about her, then Olivia Grantham didnt need to slum it.


  Ive seen some women in the changing room at the gym wearing them, Willis said. Coming straight from work, I suppose.


  Really? His eyes glazed over for a few seconds.


  Okay, well maybe some women wear them for work as well, but I think the majority of women put them on especially. But not especially to come into a shithole like this. Plus, it
  was sleeting last night. Not the kind of night to walk around in your underwear.


  Willis bagged up her suit and signed it off in the logbook as she thanked PC Gardner.


  Carter took out his coat and handed Willis hers. Willis was studying a street map of the area on her phone.


  See if Robbo has that address for Olivia Granthams place and well go there now, said Carter.


  Hes already sent it  103 Station Road, guv. Willis began reading it from her phone. Runs from the High Street to . . . She stopped talking and began
  running towards shouts coming from the end of the street.


  Carter shouted across to Gardner.


  Call for back-up but stay here, tell Sandford whats going on.


  Willis reached the officer and helped him up from the ground.


  You okay?


  Yes. Im okay. I couldnt stop him, Im sorry. He came out of nowhere and the dog charged me.


  What did he look like? asked Carter as he got to them.


  In his late twenties, scruffy, blood on his face, hands . . . he had on a grey woolly hat pulled down over his ears. His dog looked like it had been in a fight too. Its
  light-coloured  one of those big ugly ones. He came out of the space behind the bins over there on the second to last property.


  Did you see where he went?


  He ran off into Hannover Estate.


  Okay. Help is on its way. Be ready. There could be more people hiding.


  They started towards the estate. Carter reached inside his jacket for his phone, dialling as he ran.


  Were going after a suspect in Hannover Estate  entrance opposite Parade Street . . . I need a car around the back of it. Looking for a white male with dog. Hes
  injured. Be careful  the dog will attack.


  They ran past the row of scruffy garages and lock-ups in the parking area. Carter signalled to Willis that he had seen something and was headed towards the gap between the tower block and the
  four-storey building that flanked it. She began to follow but then slowed as she heard a sound coming from the garages. She went to call to Carter but he was already twenty metres away.


  Willis walked towards the last of the garages, plastered in graffiti, spray-painted in blocks of colour and covered with the name Hannover Boys.


  Police. She waited for a reply. Come out and show yourself. Come out now.


  Carter was out of sight by this time. She stepped towards the door and pulled it open.


  Police  come out. I need to see you. She took a step inside the garage and shone her torch around. The walls were covered in graffiti. There was silence. She heard a shout
  go up from Carter and a dog bark. From somewhere outside she heard running. She turned to leave but stopped  in front of her was a man wearing a woolly hat, his face slashed by a gaping
  wound that ran over the top of his nose and split his eyebrow before it pierced his cheek in a semi-circle. He was holding the dog by its collar as they blocked her way.


  The dog reared and snarled as it bared its teeth.


  Its okay. Keep calm. Make sure the dog stays under control. Are you all right? The man didnt answer. He was breathing hard. The front of his T-shirt was soaked in
  blood. Look, you need help  your face needs seeing to. Let me help you.


  He held the dogs collar in a stronger grip with one hand as he touched his face, then looked at the wet sticky blood on his fingertips.


  Something happened on Parade Street last night. Did you see it?


  He didnt answer. He looked nervously towards the sound of someone approaching outside.


  You need to come with me. Willis took a step closer and the dog lunged forwards at her. She held up her hands for calm. I can help you.


  He shook his head, released the dog, and ran.


  


  Chapter 2


  The dog lingered in the doorway, snarling before it turned and followed its master. Willis ran outside  both man and dog were gone. Carter was jogging towards her.


  I thought I saw him but it turned out it wasnt him. Where were you? he said as he got within earshot and stopped to catch his breath. He looked at Williss expression.
  Are you okay? What happened here?


  The suspect was hiding in here with his dog, answered Willis.


  What happened?


  Nothing  he ran. He looks like hes been glassed or bottled.


  They heard a police siren, then four officers came running their way.


  Carter met them.


  Two of you get back in the car and see if you can find a white male with a dog. Willis? He turned to her to finish the description.


  Twenty-five to thirty-five. Grey woolly hat. Dark blue jacket, combat trousers. He is bleeding on his face. His dog is sandy-coloured  a cross-breed, bull mastiff, bulldog type. It
  will attack.


  The other two of you get some crime-scene tape and cordon this area off. Get the keys from the council, said Carter. I want all of these garages searched. I want SOCOs here.
  Were looking for a match with the scene at 22 Parade Street. That lad must have left his blood somewhere. Willis?


  Guv?


  Well leave them to it and head over to Brockley.


  As they drove south of the River Thames, they were snagged in a morning queue of traffic. Carter tapped his thumbs on the leather steering wheel as he watched the traffic inch
  forward. He looked across at Willis.


  Oy!


  He shifted in his seat so he could turn more towards her as the traffic was stationary.


  I wish youd shut up  youre driving me mad with your constant chatter.


  She shook her head apologetically. Just thinking it through.


  Think and talk. Tell me what weve got here.


  Willis took out her notebook.


  Carter put the car into first gear, eased a few feet further into the traffic jam, then started the conversation:


  The woman . . . Olivia Grantham . . . goes in there, dressed for sex. She goes in there and she cant get out.


  Yeah  the men get carried away; fights break out and she gets killed; then they get scared and do a runner, said Willis.


  Where did they go then? asked Carter, not waiting for an answer as he continued: We need to get officers going into every hostel, every empty building where they sleep;
  well start with those within a mile radius and then well widen the net if we have to. I need all the off-licences in the area contacted, to go through their tills and see who paid for
  that brand of half-bottles of vodka we found in there. Who are the heroin and crack dealers in the area? Also, I want officers all over that estate. Someone must have seen something.


  I think we should post extra officers on the surrounding streets too, guv, said Willis as she made notes. The people who sleep there are bound to try and come
  back.


  Exactly. We will. Well round them up. Bring them in, fingerprints, DNA samples.


  We might find some evidence in the lock-up, guv.


  Ring Sandford now and tell him what we found.


  Willis got off the phone to Sandford.


  Hell get over there as soon as he is able. He says to wear suits when we go into Olivia Granthams flat. Hes going to want to go in there next.


  Carter laughed. Tell him to get his head out of his arse and do his job  well do ours  pompous git. Carter went back to drumming his thumb on the wheel.


  The caretaker answered his buzzer at the entrance to the mock-Georgian block of smart flats where Olivia Grantham lived. He was expecting them and handed them the keys to her
  apartment.


  Do you know if Miss Grantham had a car, sir? Carter asked. The caretaker was a retired Met officer now living rent-free in exchange for handyman duties.


  Yes. She had a white Fiat 500.


  Where is it parked?


  She had a car-parking space around the back of the building  but the cars not there now. She left in it yesterday evening and didnt return.


  Did you see her leave?


  Yes. I talked to her.


  What time was that? Willis wrote in her notebook as Carter asked the questions.


  About six. I was saying goodbye to my friend here at the door when she came by us.


  What did she say to you?


  She complained about her tap dripping in her kitchen. She asked me to fix it.


  Did she say she would be gone long?


  She said she was going out for at least an hour. I said I would mend it for her while she was out.


  Was she a friendly sort of person? You didnt mind helping her on a Sunday evening?


  He shrugged. I didnt mind. She didnt ask for much. She was quiet. She worked hard.


  Any boyfriend on the scene?


  I dont think so.


  And can you tell me what she was wearing when you saw her last?


  She was wearing a blue coat.


  How did she look to you?


  She looked like she was going on a date. She had perfume on. Make-up: red lipstick, nails. Shed made a big effort for someone.


  They took the stairs up to the second floor and changed into forensic suits before going in. As they opened the door they heard the sound of a radio playing.


  Carter walked on into the lounge straight in front of them. The curtains were closed; he switched on the light. Everywhere had magnolia walls, cream carpet. There were insipid abstract paintings
  of orange and purple swirls on the walls. He turned off the radio.


  Cant see any couples photos, Carter said as he walked around. It looks like a rented apartment  no clutter, no mess. Willis lingered in the hallway,
  writing up what she saw and drawing a diagram of the flat. This place is corporate, chic, continued Carter. It looks like the type of place anyone could move into tomorrow
   especially me. Reminds me of my flat before Cabrina arrived and then finished off her offensive with a smelly baby.


  Willis glanced at him. Making of you, guv.


  Ha! He grinned. You could be right  jurys out on that one. He walked through the lounge, looking at Olivias choice of gadgets. Great Bose
  sound system. Blu-ray, 3D television. She definitely had money.


  The hallway carried round to the right and Carter opened the door to a neat and tidy kitchen with spotless surfaces and shiny taps that had the smell of having recently been cleaned.


  Willis scanned the cupboards. Cereals in here mostly.


  He opened the fridge door. Looks like Olivia drank in but ate out a lot. There are several bottles of wine but little else.


  They moved back out into the wide hallway and into the first of the two rooms.


  Its like a hotel bedroom.


  Carter ran his hand across the silk bedspread as he walked round to the far side of the bed and opened the wardrobe; he pulled out an inner drawer.


  Impressive. He stood back to show Willis the neat racks of hanging clothes and the lingerie in the drawer that went from dark to light, left to right. Colour-coded, even her
  underwear. He looked back to the bed and closed the drawer. Which side do you think she sleeps? he asked.


  Left side.


  I see the way youre thinking but not everyone would want to attack an intruder. Most people would want to be furthest away from the threat and have more chance of running.
  Willis didnt answer. But youre right  so would I. Anything on your side? Carter asked as he pulled open a drawer beside the bed that had tea lights inside, a pink
  vibrator and a packet of variously sized condoms. She sleeps this side, he said. She was a runner then, not a fighter.


  Willis ducked down and pulled out a small case from beneath the bed. She opened the lid and took out a hooded ball gag.


  Carter came round and knelt down beside her.


  Welcome to Olivias toy box, he said. Welcome to her secret world. He stood with a harness in his hands. Tell you one thing we need to know  we
  need to know how Dr Harding knew her. Because, like I said  Carter was distracted reading instructions and turning the harness around to try to work out how it was fastened 
  Harding doesnt have female friends. He gave up and put it back in the box. Well leave these for Sandford. This will be right up his street. If Harding met her
  outside work then they had something in common. The only hobby I know that Harding has outside work is having sex with people she shouldnt. If this woman doesnt have a husband to
  interest Harding  she must have something else.


  After he left Hannover Estate, Masons feet didnt stop running until he reached the arches beneath the railway bridge in Shadwell where he had made a home tucked
  in beside the road and the fencing that bordered the car park. In the day, cars parked there but from six it was empty. Mason crawled into his makeshift cardboard tent and pulled his sleeping bag
  up over his legs. His heart was pounding; his lungs burning.


  Sandy stayed on sentry duty until she sensed that there was no more danger, then she looked around for water and found a puddle.


  Masons breathing slowed as Sandy came to lie beside him and the warmth from the dog soothed him, her heartbeat calmed him; the sound of her breathing made him feel safe. He closed his
  eyes and sank back onto the blue cashmere coat that still smelt of the woman.


  


  Chapter 3


  It was late morning when Carter and Willis arrived back at the office, both loaded down with boxes of Olivia Granthams paperwork taken from her flat. They parked in the
  car park alongside SOCO vans and squad cars and took the lift up to the third floor. They were part of MIT 17  the murder squad  which was one of three Major Investigation Teams in
  Fletcher House. Fletcher House was a concrete three-storey building adjoining Archway Police Station, separated by just a door on level one. All the officers serving in Archway Police Station
  referred to the MIT teams as the Dark Side.


  They carried the boxes down to the crime analyst Robbos office. It was the crime analysts job to work out the sequence of events, analyse statements, pull everything together and
  highlight any gaps in intelligence. It was his job to work out how it all fitted or didnt. He worked in there with Pam, his work wife, and there was usually at least one other
  researcher working alongside them  at the moment it was Hector, a young detective constable who was recovering from a knee operation and on desk duty.


  Hector looked up as Carter and Willis entered the room. The door to Robbos office was always propped open. Robbo had a desk from where he could look through the glass partition and right
  down the corridor but it was tucked back against the wall. Behind his chair was a large whiteboard, where he made notes on the case he was working on and pinned up photos and diagrams, location
  maps. Olivia Granthams name was written at the top of the board with photos of Parade Street and stills from the crime scene.


  Pam looked up and smiled at Carter.


  Carter winked at her. All right, Pam? Have a nice holiday? Is that an all-over tan?


  Pam blushed. It was. Its fading already.


  Has the family been notified? Willis asked Robbo as she placed her boxes from Olivia Granthams flat on Hectors desk.


  Yes, we found a relative, he answered. She has family in Yorkshire. Her dad is coming down late tonight and hell identify the body tomorrow morning.


  We need to get the post-mortem done before then, Carter said as he watched whilst Hector shifted the boxes on his desk. Is Dr Kahn doing it?


  Yes, replied Robbo. Dr Harding is handling the arrangements. She said its scheduled for this afternoon at two. Do you want to attend?


  Yeah, we have to; personally speaking, want has nothing to do with it. The top box is her bank statements, added Carter, as he placed his boxes beside the others.


  Shes not the paperless type then, Hector said as he removed the top from the box and looked at the reams of statements.


  Robbo came round to look at the boxes and their contents. Solicitor, remember. Make a spreadsheet of her spending in the last six months, work backwards, Hector, said Robbo as he
  held out his hands for Hector to hand a box over to him. Give one to me  Ill make sure its in order for you.


  What have you found out about her, Pam? asked Carter.


  Pam changed her reading glasses and skimmed down the research shed done as she read out the bullet points from the page in front of her:


  Age forty. Originally from Yorkshire. Only child. Solicitor in family law. Never married. I talked to work colleagues this morning. There doesnt seem to be much of a social scene
  at her workplace. They didnt know of any friends outside work. She was on Linkedin, so Im tracing her contacts there. Im still building up a picture of her but so far she seems
  a private person.


  Any boyfriend on the scene?


  Her work colleagues didnt think so. She never brought anyone along to any company events.


  Okay, well, we need to keep digging.


  Robbo turned to Willis. What were your thoughts when you saw the body?


  Willis was standing in the centre of the room. She hadnt moved since she put the boxes down on Hectors desk. She looked as if she were in a world of her own.


  She was never meant to be in there, she replied.


  What are we saying? Drugged, drunk, you think? asked Robbo looking at Carter.


  Carter shook his head. Our only suspects and witnesses are the people who sleep in there. They are not going to be the most reliable. We have to look to Olivias lifestyle for
  answers.


  I hear you had a run-in with one of the men? Robbo said, looking at Carter.


  Willis did.


  What did he look like?


  He looked freaked out, she answered. He was scared, hurt.


  Did he look like he slept rough every day?


  Yes.


  Well he wont be able to get into most of the hostels with a dog so hell be on the streets somewhere. The Dogs Trust care for the dogs on the street. They might know
  this man, Robbo said. Did he say anything?


  Nothing. He ran for it when I tried to approach him to bring him in. I pushed too fast. I was trying to catch him off-guard. I messed up.


  No, you misjudged  you didnt mess up, corrected Carter.


  Robbo was making notes as they talked.


  We dont know if he speaks English then. We need to find him and to know exactly who uses that building, he said. There must be a mainstay of sleepers in
  there.


  The foreigners tend to stick together. The drinkers do too, said Hector.


  Robbo made notes. Right. People stay in their social groups, he said. Ill get hold of Social Services for the area and see if they have had any information about
  Parade Street.


  Hannover Estate is a rough one, said Carter. Looks like the gangs are rife in there. There was graffiti everywhere.


  We know them, Robbo agreed. The Hannover Boys are a well-established gang. There are sparodic outbursts of trouble in there. There has been a lot of activity there recently.
  Robbery around the neighbouring streets and the usual muggings, phone theft.


  What about the serious stuff? asked Carter.


  They are thought to be responsible for three murders in the last two years  gangland turf wars  a beef about territory. Twelve rape charges down to them but didnt
  make it to court. Gang rapes are their speciality. Five of them are in prison for the rape of two girls held hostage in a flat in the tower block. They were kept for thirty-six hours. Both families
  had to be given witness protection and moved out of the area. The girls were thirteen. Mahmet Balik is the man behind most of these attacks.


  Jesus  well within their capabilities then: murder, rape. Balik seems to be unchecked, said Carter.


  Mahmet Balik and his deputies, said Hector. I was part of the Mets drive to sort out the gangs on that estate when the Trident Operation changed brief to include the
  gangs. I had to help a family there. The fourteen-year-old daughter had been caught carrying weapons for male gang members. Shed been passed around as a piece of meat within the gang,
  sexualized from the age of twelve. She was in a mess. Already on crack. We had to relocate the whole family because they lived in fear of reprisals. Mahmet Balik was the main one they were scared
  of. Hes escaped a murder charge a few times now. Theres been insufficient evidence to get him but hes getting cockier all the time.


  Okay. We need house-to-house in there then. Lets see what people are saying on the estate, said Carter. We also need to find Olivia on CCTV on her way there, if we
  can.


  We have her car reg now, Robbo said as he went across to pour coffee into five mugs. We have patrol cars looking out for it. He handed the mugs out.


  Carter took his coffee and sipped appreciatively. Robbo was a coffee connoisseur. He had been given a machine that made it from pods for Christmas but it was still unopened in its box. He
  preferred to grind his mix of coffee beans and brew it in a cafetire. That and Haribo gummy bears were his biggest weakness, and added to his thick waistline. It didnt help that he
  never wanted to move from his office. His agoraphobia was never completely under control. It took managing  it didnt like surprises.


  So . . . said Robbo. Not only did she come to a derelict building in a condemned street, she came in a suspender belt and stockings. He turned to Willis. She
  went in there by mistake? Was she meeting someone? Did someone take her in there?


  We looked in the drawers in her bedroom, said Carter. Bondage gear and ball gags and some sort of complicated-looking harness.


  Thats why she went in there then, was it? The thrill of a lifetime? asked Robbo.


  Maybe . . . said Carter. She wasnt careful what she wished for.


  What about the body itself? Robbo turned to ask Willis.


  She walked across to the whiteboard and the crime-scene photos. A map of the area was pinned up and a close-up of Parade Street.


  The area around the body was heavily scuffed  marks associated with kneeling, stamping, bootmarks, palm-prints, belonging to several different people, she said as she
  pointed to the diagram on the board. Her collarbone was broken. Her jaw too. She had genital lacerations, not sure how deep they went  probably caused by an instrument. The amount of
  blood at the scene indicates that she was alive, her heart was still pumping blood around, for the duration of the attack. Large deep head wound, fractured skull and possible brain damage.The
  ligature around her neck was probably not sufficient to kill; although it might have cut off the blood supply to her brain and caused her temporary unconsciousness. The office went
  quiet.


  Pam stopped typing. Lets hope so. Poor woman.


  Poor woman with a lot of money to spend on getting laid. Hector ruffled a sheet of paper in the air. Were talking over a hundred quid a month on sex sites.


  Robbo walked back round his desk to take a call. Carter waited expectantly.


  Whats up?


  Theyve found her car.


  


  Chapter 4


  Carter parked the BMW behind Olivia Granthams white Fiat 500. Her car was parked at an angle, one tyre forced against the pavement. It was under a tree and covered in
  pigeon excrement.


  Anyone see anything? Carter asked as he showed his badge to the patrol officer.


  The owner of the grey Ford over there said he parked here at 8.10 last evening and he didnt see it then.


  Carter squatted down by the drivers side and felt beneath the wheel arch.


  I checked there, sir, the patrol officer said. No keys.


  Carter stood and peered in through the windows.


  No sign of her shoes, coat. Nothing left on the seats. But, it looks messy and there is a definite print on the drivers door frame, he said as he cupped his hands against
  the glass to keep out the glare. Some kind of substance on the back passengers window; smears on the seat covers. Someones been in here who shouldnt have.
  Plus . . . He stood and looked down the street. She wouldnt have walked from here  too far. He looked back at the car and up at the tree above it. She
  didnt park it here either. Even if she only intended to park here for an hour, she wouldnt have left it here like this. Not at that time of night when the pigeons are
  roosting, and shed have parked it straight.


  Carter moved round to the back of the car and looked through the rear window, before stopping to listen to the noise of people coming from further down the street.


  Whats down there? he asked.


  The Church of Light, sir. Its a multi-denominational church, replied the officer.


  Willis began looking it up on her phone. Its also a bad-weather shelter run by a religious charity called Faith and Light, she said, reading off the information.


  Carter turned to her. Did you remember seeing any religious stuff at Olivias flat?


  Willis shook her head. No, no crucifixes, no Buddhas. Not sure what else to look for. What does multi-denominational look like?


  Lets find out, said Carter as he locked up the car.


  They walked down the road and crossed a car park to a flat-roofed, two-storey block next to a small steepled church. Three people were sharing a cigarette in the church entrance.


  Willis kept reading the information from her phone:


  It has accommodation for up to twenty people sharing rooms.


  That must be in one of those buildings behind, Carter said, glancing around the car park.


  The smell of breakfast greeted them as they opened the door into the hostel. It was coming from a small canteen, just a handful of tables, straight ahead. Immediately to the right was a busy
  area where there were three PCs and people sitting around waiting to use them. There was the noise of dishes and chatter. The place was busy.


  Hello, mate  sorry to interrupt. Whos in charge here? Carter asked a young man waiting for the computer.


  Simon. Over there. He nodded in the direction of the caf counter and to a dark-haired man in a white overall disappearing through double doors behind.


  Appreciate it.


  They walked behind the counter and through to the kitchen beyond. There were two women inside, clearing up, loading a dishwasher. The man theyd followed in was about to start drying pots
  from the draining board.


  Carter showed his warrant card. Simon  are you in charge? Can we have a word?


  Yes, of course. His voice was soft public school. He put down his tea towel, took off his overall and hung it on a row of pegs to the right of the door. We can talk in my
  office. He had curly dark hair, long on the top, almost shaved at the sides. He had a pensive look with a ready-made frown line across his forehead. His dark eyebrows and brown eyes gave him
  a Spanish look, although his skin was too pale to be Mediterranean. He was very young-looking, thought Carter.


  He escorted them through to a room off the kitchen and closed the door after him.


  Id ask you both to sit but theres only one chair, which youre welcome to. Please? He smiled. His eyes flitted from one detective to the other.


  No need. Carter smiled. The room was small enough to have been a storeroom at one time. It had no window. We wont keep you long.


  He sat with his back to his monitor, his hands in his lap, waiting.


  How can I help you?


  He pushed his hair away from his forehead. The floppy collar on his polo-shirt was half sticking up.


  Im Detective Inspector Carter and this is Detective Constable Willis. You are Simon . . .?


  Smith. How can I help?


  A woman died near here last night, Mr Smith  on Parade Street, said Carter. Do you know it?


  Yes, I do. What happened?


  We dont know exactly. Her body was found this morning after a tip-off from an anonymous caller. We think she went into the building early yesterday evening. What do you know about
  the street?


  There are problems there all the time, fights over drink. Its where the younger drug addicts congregate as well as the older drinkers. Its not somewhere youd expect a
  woman to sleep. Its too dangerous.


  We are pretty sure we know the identity of the victim, began Carter. Her name was Olivia Grantham. She was a lawyer working in London Bridge. Does that name mean anything to
  you, Mr Smith? Simon shook his head. We think several people would have seen what happened to her and might have been involved. Her car was parked just down the road from here. As
  this is the nearest homeless centre to Parade Street, we were hoping that someone here might know something. Did you notice anything that made you think that something wasnt right yesterday
  evening or this morning?


  No, sorry. Last night there were the usual in. Its always chaotic. And Ive been rushed off my feet this morning. The cold weather is bringing everyone in for some hot
  food. He paused, looked at Carters face and shrugged. Sorry. I tend to be so busy with the hostel I dont have time to look a couple of streets away. But a lawyer
  sleeping rough? It wouldnt be the first time  it can happen to anyone, you know.


  Yes. But she wasnt homeless.


  Willis could see the tension building in Carters shoulders. He had the same problem talking to Sandford when they first started working together. Carter had an issue with posh
  accents.


  We believe that there would have been a substantial amount of blood, said Willis. Both from the victim and from fighting that seems to have gone on around the time she was
  killed.


  They would have been high on drink and other substances, added Carter.


  Its not likely to be someone from here then. Substance abuse is carefully monitored her. We dont allow people in here who are high on anything.


  What about any of your staff? Might one of them be able to help us  they might have seen something? Carters stocky presence filled the small office, his feet planted
  wide in his expensive shiny shoes, his hands in the pockets of his overcoat. He tipped his weight slightly forward over the desk, where Simon was now sitting half-turned towards his PC monitor, his
  hands rested on a pile of papers on his desk.


  He shrugged. Ask them, by all means.


  Willis said little. She was trying to guess Smiths background: expensive public school, family money. The kind of person you would expect to be in a job with a massive salary for doing
  very little. But this wasnt the set of Made in Chelsea. This wasnt the least bit glamorous.


  How does it work here? she asked. How does someone find you?


  People are referred to us, by their GP, by the local police, council homeless department, mental-health crisis management  several ways. There are forms to fill out and then they
  have to pay in advance for their next-day accommodation if they want to secure it. If we have room, we take them in.


  So who are the ones that dont get a place in here? asked Carter.


  They have to be sober and to be non-users. We cant cope with addicts in here or dogs.


  Do you know of a man who has a light-coloured dog  one of those tough-looking breeds used for fighting? Willis asked. We think he needs help  he got
  bottled.


  I dont think I do  sorry.


  And you are sure you didnt notice anyone behaving strangely last night? she asked.


  Stranger than usual? No. Its a difficult time for so many people. Lots of people who come in here are damaged. So many rough sleepers have mental-health issues. Simon
  shrugged again, his eyes went from Carter to Willis and he shook his head. Sorry I cant help. But  Ill do my best and look into it for you.


  Carter took out his wallet and gave Simon a card.


  Appreciate a call when you do.


  As they all walked back through the kitchen, Carter stopped to talk to the woman loading the dishwasher.


  Excuse me, miss. Im Detective Inspector Carter and this is Detective Constable Willis.


  Lyndsey, she said, looking at Simon anxiously.


  Can we have a word, Lyndsey?


  She picked up a towel and dried her hands. She was a woman of mixed British and Asian descent. She had her long black hair tied back in a plait.


  Ill finish that, said the older, auburn-haired woman whod walked in with a tray of dishes. Breakfast is over so you can sit in the canteen now. She was
  speaking with a Glaswegian accent. Ive just cleared the last of the tables. Im Sheila, by the way. She set the tray down.


  Thank you, Sheila. Could we have a chat with you too at the same time?


  No problem. Shall I bring out a cup of tea?


  Magic. Carter turned to Simon, who was still with them in the kitchen. We wont bother you further. Once weve finished talking to Sheila and Lyndsey,
  well head off.


  Of course. Simon smiled, a little uneasy. Sorry I couldnt be more helpful. He went back through the double doors, in the direction of his office.


  They went into the canteen and found a table, Sheila following with a tray with four teas on it. The PC corner was still busy with people waiting their turn.


  Sugars on the table.


  Thanks very much. Carter took the teacups from the tray and waited for Sheila to sit down opposite Willis. Willis took out her notebook and pen.


  Have you two worked here long? asked Carter.


  I have, replied Sheila. Lyndseys only been here a couple of weeks but she fits right in.


  How did you come to work here, Lyndsey? asked Carter.


  I saw their advertisement for volunteers needed when I walked by the church one day.


  What about you, Sheila?


  I used to be homeless. I lived in a hostel at Kings Cross.


  So youve been through the system  you can advise people?


  Yes. I hope so. Everyone needs a helping hand in life, eh?


  Yes. Absolutely. Carter looked over at the people chatting by the PCs. Their voices were becoming raised.


  You get to know people well? See the same faces?


  Sheila looked at Lyndsey and they both nodded.


  This place has its characters, said Lyndsey. You see the same people most days; you start to take an interest in what happens to them.


  Im sure. Were you both here yesterday evening?


  Yes, we were, said Lyndsey.


  We served Sunday lunch. We were out of here at six, Sheila added.


  So you didnt see the people who stayed here overnight?


  Not last night; Simon deals with things overnight on Sunday. We saw some of them at breakfast this morning.


  Can I ask you if you felt there was a strange atmosphere then?


  They looked at one another and nodded. We kept asking, Whats going on? said Lyndsey.


  What was it that bothered you? asked Carter.


  The whispering. The worried faces, said Lyndsey.


  The cuts and brusies too, Sheila added, shaking her head. But there was so much of that secret stuff going on. No one would talk to us.


  What is it? What has happened? asked Lyndsey.


  A woman was killed in the derelict buildings on Parade Street, Carter answered.


  Dear God . . . was it Martine? Sheila gasped, looking at Lyndsey.


  Willis shook her head. It was a woman named Olivia. She wasnt a rough sleeper. We think she was on her way to meet someone. Her car is parked just up the road. We are working on
  the theory that she was not meant to be in there  either she was forced or she was drugged  were waiting for the post-mortem results.


  Dear God  she shouldnt have gone in there. Its not safe.


  Who is Martine? asked Carter.


  She is one of the younger ones, answered Sheila. She sleeps on Parade Street sometimes. She sleeps in lots of places.


  Have you seen her this morning? Both women shook their heads. Have you seen any of those who sleep on Parade Street? Willis asked.


  I saw one of them  Toffee. Sheila looked at Lyndsey, who nodded.


  Yes, I saw him too, as I was coming in this morning. I think he was waiting to speak to Simon.


  Toffee? Carter sipped his tea as he noticed Willis empty another packet of sugar into hers.


  Hes like a father figure to Martine and the others, Lyndsey answered. To the younger lot.


  Is he around now?


  No. I didnt see him after I passed him this morning. Lyndsey turned to Sheila. Did he come in for breakfast?


  I didnt see him there either, Sheila answered. He was definitely upset about something if he didnt even stay for breakfast. He likes to line his stomach in the
  morning.


  Willis looked up from her note-taking.


  Toffee? Is that his surname?


  Its his nickname because he talks posh, said Sheila. I dont know what his real name is. She looked at Lyndsey, who shook her head.


  So there is a group of people who come here to eat but who sleep on the streets? Carter asked.


  Yes. They prefer it sometimes, or they just cant give up the substance addiction. Or they have a dog and the dog means too much to them to give up  sometimes its the
  only thing that makes life worth living for them. But having a dog keeps them on the streets.


  And Martine? Willis looked at Sheila for a reply.


  Martine is anorexic  an abuse victim. Shell come here for tea in the morning, soup at lunchtime, but she wont stay long. She spends a lot of time on her own. The
  regulars know her at the train station. If the right persons on duty, theyll let her sleep in the toilets. When she does pair up, she stays with Mason; hes about the same age.
  Its then that she sleeps on Parade Street. Mason has a dog.


  Whats Mason like?


  Hes about thirty. He wears a grey hat pulled down over his ears. Hes a quiet lad. His dog is called Sandy. Shes ugly-looking but soft when you know her.


  Willis was still making notes.


  Carter was watching a heated discussion that had broken out at the PCs.


  Is there anyone that comes here you think we should speak to about this incident? he asked.


  Sheila stood and glared at the group who were arguing over the PCs. She looked down at Carter.


  You should speak to the lads from the estate, thats who. She leant forward, spoke now in a hissing whisper: They kill someone for nothing. They kill as part of some
  bloody initiation rite. Theyre always making trouble. They have attacked rough sleepers from this area before now.


  Willis was watching Lyndsey stare into her teacup.


  Is that your judgement too, Lyndsey  that it could be someone from the estate?


  She looked up and shrugged.


  I dont know the area like Sheila but I know the people who come here will lie about most things  theyll tell you anything they think you want to hear but I would not
  expect any of them to commit murder.


  Simon Smith appeared then, to sort out the dispute at the PCs.


  Carter stood. Thanks for your help, ladies, and for the tea, he said as Willis closed her notebook.


  Simon stopped them on their way out.


  Any good?


  Sheila and Lyndsey have been a great help, thanks. I wanted to ask you about a man named Toffee. Did you speak to him this morning?


  Toffee? Did I speak to him? Yes, briefly.


  What about?


  Just chit-chat, really.


  Nothing to concern you? Simon shook his head. If you see Toffee again, can you ask him to get in touch with us, please. You have our direct line.


  Of course.


  


  Chapter 5


  They got outside and walked to the car. Carter got in and slammed the door shut.


  Christ Almighty, youd think he was doing us a favour. A woman died here, probably killed by some people that Smith was serving breakfast to. Stuck-up twat. He looked across
  at Willis as she closed her door.


  Simon Smith was a strange mix, she said as she did up her seat belt. He looked and talked like a confident public-school boy but then hes working in a homeless
  hostel. There must be more to him.


  Doesnt need to work, probably, answered Carter.


  Daddys money. Maybe this was his do-gooder phase, a project. Maybe Mummy says he needs to find out about the real world.


  But its a strange choice of project. Its hard work. It must have something to do with the religious aspect. He didnt stop smiling.


  Smug.


  He looked like he was but Im not sure.


  We need to find out about him and the church, said Carter.


  Its things like  I would have thought hed know his regulars; hed make it his business to know them. He must get out and walk around the area, Willis
  added. But he said he didnt know them.


  Maybe he gets a taxi back to Knightsbridge every evening.


  Carter looked in his side mirror and saw Simon jogging across to them. Hello? Talk of the devil, he said under his breath.


  He wound down his window. What can we help you with, Mr Smith?


  Sorry
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