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For Miriam with thanks for all your help and support.

May the doctors be very, very wrong – in the right direction.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Pete’s tyres crunched on the gravel in front of the big grey house in its wide, leafy gardens surrounded by mature trees that were mostly still bare at this time of year. He stopped beside the police car that was already parked in front of the black garage doors and switched off the engine as a uniformed officer stepped forward from beside the front door. ‘Sarge.’

Pete nodded.

‘This way.’ The middle-aged stocky constable extended a hand towards the side of the house beyond the built-in garage.

‘Forensics not here yet?’ Pete asked, though the answer was obvious.

‘They’re on the way. So’s the pathologist.’

Pete glanced around as they headed for the corner of the house. Daffodils provided a splash of colour along the base of the wall. More were clustered, along with crocus and the last of the snowdrops, beneath the evergreen shrubbery to either side of the wide gravel area in front of the house. 

The first leaves were breaking out on some of the shrubs and smaller trees around them, bright fresh green against dark branches. It felt like the place was nestled in the woods, miles away from civilisation though it was only fifty yards from the nearest housing estate on the northern edge of the city.

A crow cawed from somewhere above and was answered by another. He looked up and saw dark shapes swooping above the branches, stark against the cloudless sky. Somehow, they felt much more fitting to the circumstances than the bright, cheery flowers. 

The constable led the way around the side of the house, through a high wooden gate. Beyond it, a door led into the side of the garage which was backed by a conservatory that was tucked into an angle made by the garage and the rear section of the house. The lawn stretching away from the back of the house was smaller than Pete had expected and sheltered by a tall hedge extending all the way around it.

Another officer waited by the back door, beyond the conservatory. Taller and much younger than his companion, he looked barely old enough to wear the uniform, his expression matching the greenish hue of his complexion.

Pete gave him a nod. ‘Your first?’ 

He swallowed, his Adam’s apple plunging up and down, and nodded. ‘Yes, sir.’

Pete gave him a brief hint of a smile. ‘It gets easier,’ he said as the young officer reached over to push open the back door. 

‘You can see where the glass was broken to allow the intruder to reach in and unlock it,’ the older constable said.

Pete glanced down at the shards of glass glittering on the tiled floor inside the door.

‘We’ve been careful not to touch anywhere he might have,’ the man added.

Pete gave him a nod and let him lead the way inside. They entered a boot room-cum-utility. A washing machine stood to the left of the doorway, a dryer beside it, both under a worktop with a sink further along, under a small window. Opposite were coat hooks with a long bench beneath, a repurposed wardrobe at the far end, beside the door to the kitchen. 

‘The daughter called it in as a welfare check. She hadn’t been round here. Just found the car missing and no response at the door or on the phone so requested we attend. I wasn’t far away, so I swung by.’

‘And where is she, now? The daughter,’ Pete asked. 

‘She was pretty cut up about it all. Gavin’s crewmate took her to the station to get her away from here. Said she’d see what she could tease out of her gently over a cuppa.’

Pete nodded. ‘OK.’ It sounded like a sensible approach. He would talk to her later. 

By now they were in the large kitchen-diner which spread across most of the width of the house. Beyond, he could see a comfortable-looking sitting room through a pair of double doors that were mostly glass: square panels divided by thin wooden beading. The constable was heading that way. He stopped just inside the kitchen and stepped aside, nodding across to the left. 

‘You can see the first victim from here.’

Checking the floor before he moved, Pete stepped up to the doors and peered through.

At the far side of the room, a flight of stairs came down into it. A body lay at the bottom, crumpled awkwardly on the carpeted floor. It was a male. Grey-haired and dressed in a shirt and dark trousers, but that was about all he could see from here. Except that there was no blood-pool around the body. He glanced at the man beside him.

‘Broken neck, by the look of it. Probably fell down the stairs in his rush to intercept the burglar, I expect,’ the constable said.

Pete tipped his head. ‘Possibly. The woman?’

‘Upstairs.’

Pete took a step back and met the man’s gaze. ‘How did the daughter know the car’s missing? The garage door’s closed.’

He gave a quick shake of the head. ‘They don’t use it. Car’s too big. They leave it on the drive.’

‘Ah.’ Pete knew the problem. His own Ford saloon didn’t fit in his garage at home. His wife drove a tiny Fiat that was one of the few modern cars that would fit in a 1960’s garage. ‘So she thought the worst rather than they’d gone shopping and forgotten to take the mobile with them?’

Another shake of the head. ‘It’d been three days. Normally, her mum phones her every morning like clockwork. One day, she could accept; two was worrying. Three was too much so she made the trip down from where she lives in South Molton.’

‘OK. I won’t go and see the mother until Forensics get here. Have you?’

He nodded. ‘Not a pretty sight. She’s on the bed. As opposed to in it. Stabbed. Several times. No obvious signs of sexual assault. At least we’ve got that to be thankful for, but...’ He shrugged.

‘It’s precious little,’ Pete finished for him. ‘Yeah. We’d best go back outside and wait.’

He caught movement at the edge of his vision and glanced across at the wide doors in the back wall. ‘On the other hand: no need.’

Three more people in white overalls passed the big glass doors and he heard the back door opening again. A white-clad figure filled the doorway into the utility – at least the bottom two-thirds of it. Round glasses, a blue mask, matching gloves and bootees completed the disguise that still allowed Pete to recognise the figure.

‘Morning, Harold,’ he said. ‘Nice of you to join us.’

The crime scene supervisor stepped forward. ‘I thought it’d be advisable, before you contaminate the crime scene too severely, Detective Sergeant.’

Pete glanced down at his own suit and bare shoes. ‘I am wearing gloves.’

‘Hmm.’

‘Have you brought me some togs, then?’

‘Do I have to think of everything?’ Harold Pointer demanded. ‘Don’t answer that.’ He turned away. ‘Vicky,’ he called. ‘Fetch an overall and shoe covers for Detective Sergeant Gayle, please.’ He turned back, his gaze shifting to the uniformed man beside Pete. ‘I take it you’ll be leaving?’

The constable nodded.

‘I’ll need the daughter’s details,’ Pete reminded him. ‘And the names of the victims.’

He grunted. ‘Yeah. Of course.’ He held out a hand as Pete took his notebook and pen from his pocket. He handed them over and the constable scribbled quickly, speaking as he wrote. ‘The victims are Heather and Sam Lockwood. Daughter’s Danielle. Danni. Her address and phone number...’ He took out his own notebook and copied them across. ‘There.’

‘Thanks.’ Pete accepted his notebook back. ‘I’ll need you to stay on-scene while Forensics are here.’

‘Right.’ The man stepped outside.

‘The second victim’s in the bedroom, upstairs,’ Pete told Harold.

Through the window over the crime scene manager’s shoulder, he saw the technician who’d been sent back to the van returning with a folded white overall and a pair of blue plastic overshoes for him. She beckoned him outside and he stepped carefully over the broken glass inside the doorway. 

‘Thanks, Vicky,’ he said, though he didn’t know her. 

He donned the overall, snapping it up to his collar, then slipped the covers over his shoes before following her back inside.

Harold had disappeared upstairs. Pete followed, careful where he was placing his feet as he went. On the wide landing at the top, he saw that all the doors stood open. Then the snap of the catches on a case drew his attention to one of them. He headed that way. 

Harold was crouched over his open metal case just inside the door, his back to Pete. Beyond him, the head of the bed was against the wall to the left. Pete could see the body of a grey-haired female draped untidily across it, arms splayed wide, her skin already beginning to take on a faint greenish hue as decomposition took hold in the centrally-heated atmosphere. Her legs, half-off the bed, had fallen open, but her nightgown – medium length and flower-patterned – was covering her in a way that suggested this hadn’t been a sexual assault. She was simply lying how she’d fallen or been pushed back across the bed. 

What he could also plainly see was the cause of her death.

Red blossomed across the front of her nightgown and also spread thickly across the pale quilt around her head and shoulders, where it had spread from a deep gash across her neck. From this distance, he couldn’t be sure of the cause, but he could also see some darkening on her cheeks, around her mouth and across the tip of her nose.

‘Is that bruising coming out on her lower face?’ he asked as Harold stood up.

The smaller man snapped around, shocked. ‘I wish you wouldn’t do that, Detective Sergeant.’

‘What?’ Pete asked innocently.

‘Creep up and make me jump. It’s not conducive to best working practice in these circumstances. Or any others, for that matter.’

‘I didn’t creep. Not my fault if they’ve got good carpets. Had good carpets,’ he corrected himself. ‘Anyway, the victim...’ He nodded towards her.

Harold pursed his lips and turned to look, taking a step closer. ‘Yes, it looks like it to me. A hand held over her mouth, perhaps. Though not for long, judging by the knife wounds. No knife in plain sight, though.’

‘It might be downstairs or he could have taken it with him,’ Pete suggested. ‘Or maybe left it in the bathroom. I expect he’d have had to wash his hands, at least.’

‘We’ll see.’

‘Any blood on the floor between here and the bed?’ Pete asked.

‘Not visibly, but we will check with luminol.’

Pete pursed his lips. The pale cream carpet would have shown any significant blood spray or droplets without the need for chemical enhancement. It wasn’t as if the killer would have bothered to try to clean up. Still, it was in Harold’s nature as well as part of his job-description to be fastidiously thorough. ‘So, she was probably pushed backwards onto the bed, then stabbed. Or stabbed as part of the act of pushing her backwards. Then held down with a hand over her mouth while her throat was cut to make sure she wouldn’t survive.’

‘No doubt the pathologist will be able to give more certainty on that, either way. He can’t be far away by now.’

‘The place isn’t ransacked as you’d expect from a burglar,’ Pete observed, looking around. All the drawers and wardrobes were closed. Nothing looked out of place. ‘What about downstairs? I came straight up here.’

‘Downstairs appears the same, from what little I saw,’ Harold said. ‘I didn’t see that much of it, either. I came up here as soon as I’d deployed my team.’

‘I’d best have a quick check of the rest of the place, then. Carefully,’ he added, grinning at the rotund little man with his round wire-framed glasses.

Voices came from downstairs. Pete thought he recognised one of them. Then the stairs creaked as someone started to climb them. He turned to see Doctor Tony Chambers reach the landing, clad much as he and Harold were, the hood of his white overall pulled up over his short-cropped silver hair.

‘Talk of the devil,’ Pete said. ‘Afternoon, Doc.’

‘Peter,’ Chambers replied with a nod. ‘Is the second victim in there?’

Pete nodded. ‘What did you think about the male downstairs?’

‘He’s definitely dead,’ Chambers quipped. ‘More than that, I can’t say yet. I thought I’d start up here and work down.’

‘Right.’ Pete hid his disappointment. ‘You’re in a good mood.’

‘I thought that was usual.’

Pete tipped his head. ‘More than some I could mention, but still...’

‘Well, yes, all right. I’m off on holiday in six days. I knew nothing about it, but apparently Stephanie booked it and arranged it all with the hospital. I just found out.’

Stephanie, Pete knew, was his wife. They’d met several times over the years since he took the job of detective sergeant here in Exeter. Always friendly and pleasant, she was small and blonde; one of those women who could wear absolutely anything and make it look stylish. ‘Somewhere nice?’ he asked.

‘The Blue Train.’

‘That’s South Africa, isn’t it?’

‘Yes. Something I’ve wanted to do for years, but work and other circumstances have always got in the way.’ He stopped at the doorway to the bedroom. ‘May I come in, Mr Pointer?’

Harold looked up from what he was doing. ‘One moment, Doctor.’ He turned to the corner of the room beside the doorway and lifted a stack of shallow metal boxes, about a foot square by three inches deep, with one of the larger sides left open, which served as stepping-stones across crime scenes that had yet to be thoroughly examined. Carefully, he laid them out from the doorway towards the bed where the victim lay. ‘There you are.’

‘Thank you.’ The pathologist stepped forward, staying on the metal treads. It was just seconds before he turned back to Pete, in the doorway. ‘Well, cause of death is pretty obvious here, Peter. I’ll be able to give you more detail once she’s back at the mortuary and cleaned up, but you’ve no doubt seen the two stab wounds. Why both were deemed necessary is beyond me. Either would have been sufficient. But that’s your department more than mine.’

‘Any idea of how long ago?’ Pete asked.

‘I’ll check the temperatures and other factors, but the level of decomposition suggests three or four days, as does that of the victim downstairs, at least as a ball-park.’

‘Which fits with the daughter’s report.’

‘She found them?’ Chambers asked, his brows drawing into a frown.

‘She reported them missing. Asked for a welfare check. An officer found them.’

Chambers nodded. ‘Thank goodness for that, at least.’

‘Yes. I’ll have to talk to her. I suppose the sooner, the better, in the circumstances.’

‘I can phone you with the findings from downstairs, if you want to get off and do that,’ Chambers offered.

‘All right,’ Pete agreed. ‘Thanks, Doc.’

*
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By the time Pete got back to the police station near the far side of the city, Tony Chambers had called him and confirmed that the male victim had died of a broken neck, though he was reluctant to comment on whether that was as a result of the fall or by other means.

Pete found the female constable in one of the visitor rooms off the large reception area on the ground floor of the station, which had been opened during Covid so was still thought of as new by both staff and, from what he could gather, the public. She was seated opposite a tall sandy-haired woman who looked to be a few years older than Pete’s own forty years. She was wearing a camel coat despite the heating in the station, which was set at a comfortable level for shirt-sleeves and, as Pete stepped into the room with its central coffee table and dark comfy chairs ranged around three sides, she was dabbing her eyes with a tissue that looked like it was already too wet to be effective.

He nodded at the constable. 

‘Hello. I’m DS Gayle. Most people call me Pete. I’m sorry for your loss, Ms Lockwood. I can assure you that my team and I are on the case and we will find out who did this.’

She looked up at him, her makeup practically gone – just faint smears remaining on her upper eyelids and on her cheeks where it had run – and her eyes swollen and reddened from crying. ‘Thank you.’

Pete took a seat next to the constable, across the angle from Danielle Lockwood. ‘Do you think you’d be able to answer a question or two for me? Nothing traumatic.’

She nodded weakly.

‘I didn’t know your parents so the more I can get a feel for their lifestyle, the easier it might make it to find out why or how this happened. Which isn’t suggesting it was their fault in any sense, but we need to start somewhere. To build a picture of the possibilities.’

She gave another nod.

‘So, they were both retired, were they?’

‘Yes.’

‘And no conflicts hanging over from work or with neighbours?’

‘No. They’re... Were both friendly, helpful. Got on well with people. Dad worked at the Met Office and mum was a primary school teacher, so they didn’t come into conflict with anyone and they got on well with the neighbours.’

‘How long had they lived there?’

‘I was brought up there, so... We moved there when I was eight, I think. Thirty-eight years ago.’ Her voice broke, her face crumpling again.

Pete leaned forward to pull a fresh tissue from the box on the coffee table and hand it to her. She took it gratefully and dabbed at her eyes again.

He let her settle herself for a few moments. ‘They’ve said nothing about any problems they’ve had recently? Road-rage incidents, maybe, or anything like that?’

‘Road-rage?’ she demanded, meeting his gaze. ‘How would that translate into something like this?’

‘I don’t know,’ he said with a shrug. ‘It certainly shouldn’t. As I said, I’m just eliminating possibilities. I’ve already checked for other burglaries in the area, for example, and found none. What else was going on in their lives?’

‘Nothing remarkable. They were staying at home, mostly. Getting their windows and doors replaced.’ She crumpled into tearful sobs again. ‘To make the place more... secure,’ she gulped between sobs. Pulling herself together again after a few moments, she added. ‘The back door and the garage door were all that was left to do. Dad said they were coming back next week. Had to wait for something or other for the garage.’

‘Do you know which firm was doing it?’

She shook her head. ‘No, sorry.’

‘There’s bound to be some paperwork at the house. We can find out through that. Are you an only child?’

Another shake of the head. ‘My brother lives in Exmouth. He’s older than me. Three years.’

‘And how does he get on with your parents?’

‘Well, he’s... OK. Fine,’ she said with a frown. ‘Why? You’re not suggesting...?’

Pete shook his head. ‘I’m not suggesting anything. Just trying to gauge the family dynamic, who might know what and so on, that’s all. What does he do for a living?’

‘He’s an architect.’

‘Should we contact him for you, or do you want to? We’ll need to speak to him anyway, of course.’

‘I can do it. I should. But...’

Pete took out his notebook and opened it to a clean page. ‘If you could jot down his details for me, that’d be helpful.’ He passed it across with his pen.

She wrote swiftly and handed the items back. ‘What about Mum and Dad? Their...?’

‘The pathologist is with them now. He’ll do what he needs to. I don’t know how quickly, but it won’t be too long. A few days, at most. It’s not as if there’s much doubt as to what happened. Then he’ll be in touch to make the arrangements for their release.’

She nodded. Drew a slow breath. ‘I can’t believe this has happened. Why?’ she met his gaze with haunted eyes.

Pete shook his head. ‘I don’t know. Yet. But we will do everything we can to find out and catch whoever did it.’

‘Thank you. You’re very kind.’ Her gaze shifted across to the female officer.

‘I’ve never worked directly with DS Gayle,’ she said. ‘But he has got a reputation for getting his man.’
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CHAPTER TWO
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‘What can you tell us, Ben?’ Pete asked as he took his seat at his team’s workstation in the squad room on the first floor of the station.

The spiky-haired constable stopped typing and looked past the grey-haired and grey-suited detective between them. ‘There’s about a hundred and fifty burglaries a year in Exeter,’ he said. ‘But only twelve aggravated ones in the last year, and none of them were fatal.’

‘What about two-in-one burglaries?’ Pete asked, meaning the type that were aimed at stealing the car keys and thereby the cars belonging to the property owners.

‘What, you’re thinking we’ve got another gang like the one we had a few years ago?’ DC Dave Miles asked from the far side of the cluster of six desks.

Pete recalled the case he was talking about. It had started with both he and Ben being almost run down as they attempted an arrest and ended with the involvement of the Armed Response unit. ‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘But the car’s not on the drive where they keep it. You could look into that. Check garages and so on, see if it’s in for service or repair.’ 

‘Ha! Dropped yourself into that one, didn’t you?’ The little uniformed PC Jill Evans, seated at Dave’s far side, nudged him sharply in the ribs.

‘Jill, you’re with me,’ Pete said. ‘We’re going to Exmouth, to talk to the victims’ son. The rest of you, get out to the address and start knocking on doors, see what the neighbours can tell us. Except for you, Jane.’ He looked at the red-haired detective constable seated directly across from him. ‘I need you in the house itself, searching for anything to back up Dave’s phone work on the car as well as the details of the window company that’s been working on the house. Apparently, they’re due back next week to finish the job. Including the back door the killer appears to have got in through. We’ll need details of all the employees who’ve been to the house or dealt with the owners. And anything you can find in the way of a motive anyone else in the victims’ lives might have had. Disputes of any sort. Paperwork and on-line. Get onto their phone providers. We’ll need up-to-date call records; mobile and landline. Email addresses. Social media. All the usual stuff. Right, let’s go. The sooner we get this killer off the streets, the better.’

*
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Jill dialled using the car’s in-built comms system as Pete drove down the grass-banked driveway out of the police station. It rang twice and was picked up with a brusque, ‘Yes?’

‘Aidan Lockwood?’ Pete asked.

‘Yes.’

‘I’m DS Gayle with Exeter police. Has your sister spoken to you about your parents?’ She’d said she was going to, but he’d left her alone so couldn’t be certain.

‘Yes.’

‘Good. I’m sorry for your loss. I need to talk to you about them. Where are you?’

‘In my office.’

Pete’s eyebrow rose as he shared a glance with Jill. ‘Which is where, exactly?’

‘Exeter Road.’

Pete’s lips pursed as he reached the end of the long drive and stopped to check for passing traffic. People handled grief in different ways, of course, but this didn’t seem like grief so much as impatience. ‘And the name of the company?’ he asked.

‘Barnes and Lockwood.’

He pulled out, turning left, towards the motorway junction and the Exmouth Road, beyond. ‘OK, I’ll be with you shortly. Again, I’m sorry for your loss, Mr Lockwood.’ He reached for the screen and broke the connection.

‘Not exactly distraught, is he?’ Jill observed.

‘He certainly didn’t sound like it.’

‘Should I talk to the other staff there – secretary, receptionist or whatever – while you interview him?’ she suggested.

Pete nodded. ‘Yes. See what they say about his reaction and how he got on with his parents, his business partner and anyone else he dealt with. He didn’t come across as the friendliest character we’ve ever met. And look up the address of Barnes and Lockwood, will you?’ 

‘Uh-huh.’ She took out her phone and tapped in the company name on an Internet search page. A few taps and swipes later, she had it. ‘Here it is. Just before the turn into Lawn Road.’

‘Where’s that?’ he asked as they drove under the motorway on the big multi-lane roundabout.

She concentrated again on the little screen of her smart phone. Then chuckled.

‘What?’ he demanded.

‘It’s a good job you’re not taking Dave down there,’ she replied. ‘It’s right opposite a massage parlour.’

‘Really?’ His eyes went wide in surprise.

‘Yep. I’d show you, but you’re driving. More importantly for the rest of us, it’s a little way past a big old pub on the left as we go down there. Looks like a short set of old three-floor houses. As opposed to the littler ones across the road, where the shops are.’

‘Littler?’ he said, glancing across with a smile.

‘Like smaller, only with added sweetness,’ she explained.

Pete raised an eyebrow again, unwilling to follow where she seemed to be leading: ‘What, like you, you mean?’  ‘I know some people who’d like to be thought of that way,’ he said instead. ‘But the reality can be a bit different.’

Her eyes widened. ‘What’s that mean?’ she demanded.

‘People are complex creatures,’ he said. ‘No-one’s all sweetness and light.’

‘Well, I’m deeply hurt and disappointed,’ she said with a glum expression.

‘Not,’ he retorted.

‘So, should I see what else I can find about Barnes and Lockwood?’  

‘Anybody would think you were treating him like a suspect, PC Evans.’

‘I am. Until he isn’t.’

He tipped his head. ‘Go for it.’

*
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A discrete sign, gold on black, stood on two wooden posts immediately behind the front wall of the long lawned garden that led up towards the left-hand one of three attached three-storey town houses. Having walked back down from where Pete had parked, up the side-road at the far end of the block, they headed up the concrete garden path to a half-glazed front door with a sign behind the glass that read, ‘Open. Please come in.’

Pete pushed the door open, holding it for Jill to precede him. Letting the door close behind him, he took out his warrant card and they approached the reception desk to their left, behind a high frosted glass screen with a gap in it about eighteen inches wide and extending up from the counter to almost Pete’s head height.

A woman in her fifties, smartly dressed with well-coiffed blonde hair and beauty-shop makeup, sat at a desk in the space beyond the screen. She was just getting up to approach the counter. 

‘Can I help?’ she asked, then noted Jill’s uniform.

Pete held up his warrant card. ‘DS Gayle,’ he said. ‘This is PC Evans. I’m here to see Aidan Lockwood.’

‘Is...?’ She stopped. ‘I’ll let him know you’re here.’ Returning to her desk, she picked up a phone and tapped in three digits. ‘Mr Lockwood, there’s a police detective here to see you.’ She nodded and put the phone down. ‘He’s on the first floor. First on the left.’

‘Thanks.’ Pete stepped across towards the stairs that led up from beyond the receptionist’s space.

‘Did Mr Lockwood tell you what’s happened?’ he heard Jill asking as he started up the dark red carpeted stairs.

At the first floor a fire door gave into a short corridor that ran right-to-left across the house. Standing at the left-hand outer wall, he could only go one way along it so he guessed the receptionist had meant the first – and only – door on the far side, towards the rear of the property. He knocked and opened it.

What he found beyond was not what he’d expected. There was no big light-box or easel. Instead, a small office with a workstation facing the side wall of the house, a tall window beyond the chair which was pulled up in front of a large computer screen. Another desk stood out from the workstation at right angles into the centre of the room.

The man seated in the angle of the two desks hit a couple of keys and the image on the screen switched to a mountain scene. He spun his chair to face Pete but didn’t get up.

‘Aidan Lockwood?’ Pete asked.

He looked slim to the point of skinny in his navy suit and open-necked shirt with dark hair falling onto his collar. He pushed rimless glasses up on his nose. It was difficult to tell his height, but Pete reckoned he was around five-foot-nine or ten. 

‘That’s right,’ he said. ‘And you’re DS Gayle. Is that detective sergeant?’

‘That’s right,’ Pete returned. ‘Again, I’m sorry for your loss.’

‘Yes, you’ve said. Why are you here?’ His expression remained neutral, closed off.

‘I’m handling your parents’ case. I need to ask you a few questions.’

‘You’ve spoken to my sister.’

‘Yes.’ 

‘So, why do you need to speak to me?’

Again, Pete had to suppress his instinctive dislike of the man and his response to the situation. ‘Different people have different perspectives, different knowledge sets, experiences. For instance, your parents’ car.’

‘What about it?’

‘It wasn’t at the house when your sister arrived there this morning. Would you happen to know why or where it is?’

He gave a quick shake of the head. ‘No idea. Are you suggesting it was stolen? That that’s what they were killed for?’

‘I’m not suggesting anything at this stage. We’re simply exploring possibilities with a view to eliminate or confirm them. When did you last see your parents?’

He grimaced. ‘Not for a while. January, I suppose.’

It was now late March. ‘And speak to them?’ Pete pursued.

‘The same.’ He said forward, leaning his elbows on the desk between them. ‘Look, we’re not – we weren’t – close, all right? They had their lives, I have mine.’

‘And yet you’re their son.’

He grunted. ‘Biologically.’

‘What does that mean?’

‘We had our differences,’ he said. ‘Look, why aren’t you out there doing what you do to catch whoever killed them instead of wasting your time here, with me?’

‘Because I need to know if I am wasting my time here,’ Pete told him. ‘Frankly, Mr Lockwood, the vast majority of murders are committed by close friends or family members of the victims, so those are the first people we need to eliminate from our enquiries. So, getting down to brass tacks, I need a detailed itinerary of your movements over the past three days, along with any evidence you might have to back it up, like receipts, phone data or corroborating witnesses.’

Anger flashed across the man’s narrow features, his thin lips drawing tight, but when he spoke, his voice was stiff and controlled, his words slow and clear. ‘I did not kill my parents so I suggest you get out there and find out who did. Detective.’

‘I intend to,’ Pete told him. ‘But no-one’s word is good enough without evidence, Mr Lockwood. So again, where were you?’

He sucked in a long, slow breath through his nose. ‘The last two days, I’ve been here. Saturday, I was here all day, too. Sunday, I was at home.’

‘Can anyone verify that about Sunday?’ Pete asked.

Lockwood paused, staring at him. ‘No. I was on my own.’

‘You’re not married?’

‘No.’

‘And where is home, exactly?’

‘Henley Road.’

‘And the evenings? You say you were here in the daytime, but...’ He shrugged.

‘In the evenings, I go home. At night, I sleep.’

‘What car do you drive, Mr Lockwood?’

‘A Honda Civic.’

‘Colour?’

‘Black.’

‘Where is it now?’

‘Parked up Lawn Road, why?’

‘And how’s business? Are you busy?’

He frowned. ‘What’s that got to do with anything?’

Pete waited.

‘All right, yes, we’re busy. That’s why I was here all day, Saturday. We’ve got a big contract that’s due out soon.’

‘And yet your turnover’s still well down on what it was five years ago, Mr Lockwood. Seems barely enough to pay the wages, from what I’ve seen.’ 

From what Jill had found on the Internet as they drove down here, at least.

‘And the contract I mentioned will help correct that. Anyway, why ask if you already know the answer?’

‘What was the problem between you and your parents?’

‘What, I’m still a suspect, am I?’

‘Everyone’s a suspect until we can prove they’re not, Mr Lockwood.’

‘What the hell do you want from me? I’ve just been told my parents were murdered and here you are, treating me like I’m the murderer. I’ve got a good mind to lodge a complaint.’

‘I’m just trying to get to the truth, Mr Lockwood.’

‘Well, the truth is, I didn’t kill them.’ He sat back, folding his arms across his chest.

‘So, what was the problem between you?’

‘Irrelevant to this situation. Now, if you don’t mind...’

Pete pursed his lips. ‘If it’s irrelevant, then it’ll be discounted and it won’t come up again but, at this stage, everything’s relevant until we can prove it isn’t. The smallest thing can lead to something bigger – something big enough in someone’s mind to cause an outburst of violence like the one that led to your parents’ deaths.’

Something shifted in Lockwood’s expression. It was barely discernible, but Pete noticed it.

‘My father was not my biological father,’ he said. ‘I was conceived before they married, with the help of another man. I don’t know who. Mother never said. But things were not as wonderful in their marriage as everyone outside of it thought. My father resented me from as far back as I can remember. I suppose I reminded him of Mother’s indiscretion. So I got out of there as soon as I could and I seldom go back. Went back.’

‘Your sister never hinted at any of this.’

‘I don’t think she was ever aware. He was very clever that way. Everything was about appearances, for him. She might have sensed some tension between them now and then, but the reason for it would never have been discussed. Not the real reason, anyway. And he was always careful not to have a go at me when anyone else was around.’

‘So, why did they stay together?’

He shrugged. ‘As I said, it was all about appearances with my father. A divorce would have been out of the question, even after Danni and I left home. It wasn’t for us that they stayed together, like some couples do. And yes, I know all that gives me a motive. But I didn’t kill them. I just stayed away from them.’

Pete nodded. ‘All right. As I said, we will find out who did. Whoever that is. Thank you for your time. I’ll be in touch.’
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‘Did you learn anything useful?’ Pete asked as they walked down the long garden path.

‘They’re struggling to stay afloat,’ Jill said. ‘It’s even worse than the latest Company’s House figures suggest, according to the receptionist. Between Covid and the economic downturn since then... Nothing wrong with their work, she said, but they’re barely getting enough of it to cover the bills and pay the wages. And she’s actively looking for another job – not for the continuity of income; just because of the way they’ve been treating her.’

‘Both of them?’

‘Yes. Lockwood’s got very short-tempered and angry over the past few months, she said. And Barnes is an outright bully, except to Lockwood.’

‘Hmm.’ They reached the end of the path and stepped out onto the pavement, turning left towards where Pete had parked. ‘Strange that Lockwood would work with someone like that. He said his dad was pretty abusive in a sneaky sort of way.’

‘Really? I thought the daughter said they got on all right.’

‘He said she was probably unaware of what was going on. Said he wasn’t senior’s biological son and the old man resented him for it.’

‘Two motives, then, with the money, if he thought he’d inherit.’

Pete glanced sideways at her. ‘Did you find out which bank they use?’

‘Of course.’ 

‘Good.’ He took out his phone as they rounded the corner into the side-street. ‘Well, that’s handy: we parked right across the road from Lockwood.’ Walking the few yards up the hill to his own car, he took a photo of Lockwood’s, then crossed the road to take one of the registration plate on the front of it. ‘He hasn’t got an alibi, as such,’ he said as they climbed into the Ford. ‘So we’ll check traffic cameras and so on around the time of death. It’s no good talking to his neighbours until we’ve done that so we’ll head back. But, having said that, what we can do is stop off and collect any CCTV sources we pass on the way back. It could save time later and make sure we get hold of evidence that might get overwritten, otherwise.’

Jill looked across at him as he started the engine. ‘You really don’t like him much, do you?’

‘It’s not about liking him or not.’ Pete swung the car into a three-point turn. ‘It’s about finding facts and collecting evidence. And like I said – he hasn’t got an alibi. So if we can either give him one or prove he’s a strong suspect, that’s got to be a step forward, hasn’t it?’ 

‘OK. First stop, that filling station we passed on the way into Exmouth, then?’

‘Yep.’

Turning right onto the main road, he used the car’s comms system to make a call.

‘DC Miles.’

‘Dave, it’s Pete. How’re you getting on?’

‘I’ve been onto the dealership for the Lockwoods’ car. It’s two and a half years old. They bought it as an ex-demo. He’s kept it serviced since. Due for its next in late June. No recorded problems with it.’

‘So, it’s unlikely to have been put into another garage.’

‘Yes. So I’ve put out an alert on it. If Traffic or ANPR detect it, it’ll be flagged up.’

‘If the plates haven’t been changed already.’

‘At least it gives us a chance. How’ve you got on?’

‘Their son’s got an attitude problem, a financial motive and no alibi.’ Pete saw the distinctive red and yellow stripes around the roof of a filling station up ahead. ‘We’re going to make a stop or two on the way back, see if we can find any CCTV from around the time of death. In fact, the first stop’s coming up now. See you later.’

He pulled in and they went inside.

Waiting for the three customers to make their purchases and leave, Pete approached the desk with his warrant card in hand, as if Jill’s uniform wasn’t enough to identify them.

‘Hi,’ he said to the tall south Asian behind the counter. ‘DS Gayle, Exeter CID. I need to see your CCTV from the weekend, if you’ve got a minute.’

He glanced outside to check there was no-one at the pumps and nodded. ‘OK, no problem.’

Leading them through to the back, he showed them into a small office off the storeroom where a desk held an old-looking desktop computer. Leaning over it, he tapped the keyboard, brought up the CCTV feed and looked up. ‘You know how to use it?’

Pete nodded.

‘I must get back to the counter.’

‘OK, thanks.’

Pete took his place behind the desk and found that there was footage from both inside the shop and out, looking over the pumps with the road clearly visible in the background. He selected the outside footage and found the stored files. They were in twelve-hour chunks so, taking a thumb-drive from his jacket, he inserted it and downloaded everything from Saturday afternoon through Tuesday morning. Extracting the thumb-drive, he returned the feed to real-time, switched off the screen and they headed out.

‘Thank you,’ he called, raising a hand to the assistant, who was dealing with another customer as they passed through the shop towards the exit.

Back on the road, he used his phone through the hands-free system again.

‘Chambers.’

‘Hello, Doc. It’s Pete Gayle. Have you got the PMs scheduled on our two victims from this morning?’

‘I’m busy for the rest of today. I’ll be working late as it is. I’ll get to them first thing in the morning.’

‘OK. I’ll be there.’

He hung up and concentrated on driving.

Taking the most direct route to the victims’ address, they passed two more filling stations, stopping at both to collect CCTV footage. They could have passed others by taking different routes but at this stage there was little point and plenty else to do.

Turning into the wide driveway, he parked behind Ben Myers’ electric-blue Skoda and Dick Feeney’s black Mondeo. The forensics team had clearly already left the scene but the same uniformed constable was still standing beside the front door. 

‘Hey, Bob,’ Jill said. ‘How’s it going?’

The constable nodded. ‘Haven’t caught anyone yet.’

‘You know him?’ Pete asked as they stepped inside.

‘Yeah. Did my beat training with him. A long time ago.’ 

Pete gave her a sideways glance. He still thought of her as a young officer, the junior of his team, but she’d been working with him for... Eight years, he realised with a shock. ‘Huh. Time flies when you’re having fun, eh?’

‘That’s the rumour,’ she agreed as he led the way through to the big space at the back of the house. They found Jane seated at the dining table, going through a stack of papers.

‘How’s it going?’ Pete asked. 

She looked up, her ginger hair gleaming in the sun from the wide windows behind her. ‘They’ve got a laptop each, a mobile phone each plus the landline. I’ve got requests in for the records for the phones. Haven’t got into the laptops yet, but I have found an old address book that he was repurposing to keep all his passwords in. We haven’t found one for hers. Haven’t found any indication of where he might have taken the car, apart from the dealership, either.’

Pete nodded. ‘We spoke to Dave about that, too. Seems like the killer may well have taken the car. Dave’s put an alert out on it. Anything on the victims’ financials?’

‘Yes, I’ve got it all here.’ She indicated a stack of papers on the table near her left elbow. ‘They were pretty comfortable in that respect.’

Pete shared a glance with Jill. ‘And yet their son was struggling. And not exactly close with them.’

Jane raised a sculpted eyebrow. ‘You didn’t manage to eliminate him, then?’ 

‘No. What about the window company?’

‘I’ve got their details here,’ she confirmed. ‘A local firm, based on the Sowton Industrial Estate.’

‘OK, give me the paperwork, we’ll go and see what we can find out from there. Anybody else they were dealing with recently that might throw up a suspect?’

‘Not that I’ve found yet.’ 

‘OK, we’ll start with this.’ He raised the three or four folded pages she’d handed him. ‘And we’ll give Dave a ring, tell him to start looking at the two-in-one burglary angle, see if we have got a car theft ring operating in the city again.’

Jane grimaced. ‘They’re unlikely to want to bring the pressure of a murder enquiry down on themselves.’

‘Yes, but they don’t exactly do hospital-grade checks on prospective gang-members, do they? Might have one that’s gone off the rails.’

Jane shrugged. ‘You never know, I suppose.’

He pursed his lips. ‘Ben and Dick have had no luck, I suppose?’

She shook her head. ‘They’re upstairs if you want to talk to them. Not many neighbours around here, and they’re pretty isolated from one another.’

‘It’ll wait. See you later.’ He turned back the way he’d come.

As they stepped back out into the sunshine, Bob nodded. ‘Quick visit.’

‘Places to go, people to see,’ Pete returned. ‘Can’t stand about here all day.’

‘Someone’s got to,’ Bob retorted.

‘Only until my lot are finished inside. Then we can lock it up and tape off the doors and the driveway entrance.’

‘How’s the daughter doing?’ Bob asked.

‘She was still pretty cut up about it when I last saw her,’ Pete admitted. ‘As you’d expect. There’s an FLO assigned from her local nick.’

An FLO was a family liaison officer – a uniformed constable trained in how to handle victims and their families, whose job it would be to spend as much time with the family as they needed, to be a friend and someone to talk to, to keep them updated on the progress of the investigation and to report back to the investigation team with anything pertinent that they might learn while they were doing that. 

Bob nodded. ‘Seemed like a nice woman. And genuine.’

‘Yes.’ 

And yet Pete knew how deceptive appearances could be – as would Bob after all his years on the force. And in this case, as much as her brother might have thought of her as spoiled and ignorant of what was going on around her, that too could easily have been an illusion born of his own experience-based prejudice.
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Sowton industrial estate was the one that Chief Inspector Christine Naylor’s office looked out over from the top floor of the police station on Sidmouth Road – a view that Pete was all too familiar with. But the address on the paperwork from Storm Windows and Doors meant that, rather than going past the station to access the estate, Pete went in from the north end, off the Honiton Road, and worked his way along increasingly narrow, cracked and potholed roads towards an area of smaller businesses.

He found the window fitters’ tucked between a roofing company and a steel fabricators’. Parking opposite the blue metal-clad stretch of buildings between a pickup truck and a van, they headed across to the small door beside the open service entrance through which they could see stacks of empty window frames and doors.

There was no-one behind the counter when they went in but there was a bell-push attached to it with a small sign: Press for attention.

Pete pressed it. The door to their right opened after a few moments to admit a man in his forties, Pete guessed; tall and lean, dressed in dark blue overalls, he had dark hair that was turning grey and a hint of stubble darkening his cheeks and chin.

‘Can I help?’ he asked.

Pete raised his warrant card. ‘Exeter CID. We need to speak to the boss.’

He responded with a grimace of surprise. ‘I am the boss. What’s up?’

Pete set the unfolded sheets of paper from the Lockwood home on the counter between them. ‘You’ve been working at this address, off Stoke Hill,’ he said. ‘Or at least a team of your guys have.’

‘That’s our...’ He reached for the papers and took a closer look at the top one. ‘Yes, we’re due back there next week to fit a couple of doors. Why? Has something happened?’

‘Why would you ask that?’

‘Because the police are here, asking about it.’

Pete tipped his head. ‘Well, yes, something has happened. We need a list of all your people who’ve attended the address and, in fact, a full list of your employees, including any casual labourers. With contact details.’

‘Why?’ he asked with a frown.

‘For elimination purposes,’ Pete told him. ‘There’s been a break-in. Through one of the doors you’d yet to replace.’

‘And they were out, were they? Didn’t see who did it?’

Pete shook his head. ‘They were in. I can’t say too much at the minute. We’re still investigating. But your clients are no longer with us.’

‘No longer... What, they’re dead?’ His eyes widened in shock.

Pete nodded. ‘I’m afraid so. So if we could have those lists... I’ll need to speak to everyone who attended the property.’

He blinked. ‘Yes. Of course. You think...?’

‘Any possible witnesses are being spoken to.’

‘Right. Yes. OK.’ He turned away. ‘Give me two minutes.’

He went through a door at the back of the small room. An automatic closer pushed it back into place behind him and Pete and Jill were left waiting. 

It took longer than two minutes. Pete was beginning to wonder where he’d got to – if the impression he’d given of genuine shock had been real – when the door finally opened again and he returned with a sheet of paper in hand.

‘A full list of our employees. We don’t use casuals. Phone numbers and addresses are all there. The ones with stars by have been to that house.’ He handed the sheet over to Pete.

‘Thank you. Are any of them here, now?’

‘Only me. The rest are out on other jobs.’

‘You went to the address?’ Pete checked.

‘Yes. For the measure-up and the delivery. I suppose those doors are going to be wasted now – that we were going to fit next week.’ He shook his head sadly.

‘That’s between you and the Lockwoods’ family, Mr...?’

‘Henderson. Sorry, I...’

Pete glanced at the list in his hand. Henderson was at the top. First name, Ian, his address only a couple of streets away from Pete’s own in the Whipton area of the city. ‘We understand. It’s a bit of a shock to everyone. You didn’t see anything or anyone out of place when you were there? Or they didn’t mention any problems? Any reasons for suddenly changing all the windows and doors in the property?’

He shook his head. ‘They just said it was time. The windows were old, inefficient. With the rising heating costs and so on, they thought it was time. And while they were at it, they’d get the doors done, too. Finish the job, you know?’

Pete nodded. ‘And nothing out of the ordinary happened while you were there? No random callers? Lost dogs? Door-to-door salesmen?’

Another shake of the head. ‘No. It’s a nice, quiet neighbourhood up there. Out of the way. I can’t believe this could have happened. So, you reckon it was a burglary, and...?’

Pete shook his head. ‘It’s too early to say for sure,’ he said. ‘But that’s what it looks like. If I can just ask...’ He glanced down at the list in his hand. There were eight names on it, only one of them female – Pamela Henderson, listed under Ian with dittos under the address and phone number. His wife or daughter, Pete guessed. ‘Are any of these relatively recent employees?’

Henderson blinked. ‘You think... No way. None of my guys would do something like this.’

Pete shrugged. ‘We have to eliminate all possibilities, Mr Henderson.’

‘I dare say, but you can eliminate that one. I’d vouch for all of my guys, a hundred percent.’

‘But your most recent hires...?’

‘Last year. April-time we took on Brian and another guy. Mark. He’s not on there. Was only with us for the summer. Then, September, we took Andy on to replace him.’

‘And this other guy, Mark – who was he?’

‘Mark Collins. He was a buddy of Brian’s but he had a problem with reliability. We had to let him go in the end.’

‘I’ll need his details as well,’ Pete said. ‘And anyone else who’s left the company recently.’

‘He’s the only one. We don’t have much of a staff turnover.’

Pete set the page down on the counter between them.

‘I’ll have to go and check the records.’

‘OK.’

He took the paper with him and was back in moments. ‘There. But I can’t imagine he’d do anything like that. He was just... Well, he wasn’t lazy or anything. Worked well, once he turned up. Just...’ He shrugged. ‘Like I said, not reliable. Family problems. I don’t remember the details. We gave him what leeway we could, but at the end of the day, we’ve got a business to run and reliability’s a big part of that.’

Pete nodded. ‘So, when were you last at the Lockwoods’?’

‘Like I said, when the windows were delivered. Last Tuesday.’

Pete’s eyebrows rose. ‘Doesn’t take long to change them, then.’

‘The bay took a while, and the patio doors, but otherwise, no. Couple of hours each, with two men doing it. There were four on that job because of the size of the patio doors and to speed it up. This time of year, you don’t want things open to the elements any longer than you can help.’

‘True,’ Pete agreed. ‘They made a nice, tidy job of it, then. The place looked pretty much undisturbed.’

‘We do our best.’

Pete nodded. ‘Worth knowing.’ He paused. ‘We have to ask this – standard procedure. Where were you over the weekend?’

‘Where was I? That’s when...? When it happened?’

Pete nodded.

‘Well, I was here Saturday ‘til mid-afternoon. Had lunch at the café up the road. Then we went home. Daughter came round for tea, spent the evening. Sunday, we went out for the day. Knightshayes. Been wanting to go there for ages and finally got around to it. Got home about half-five. Had some tea, watched Antiques Roadshow and a couple of things we’d recorded.’

‘Knightshayes... That’s National Trust, right?’ Pete checked.

‘Yes. Up by Tiverton. Not too far, but it’s the local ones you tend to overlook, isn’t it? Anyway, the weather was perfect so we decided to tick it off the list, you know?’

‘We being...?’

‘The wife and I. Pam. She’d be here normally, but she’s got an appointment this afternoon. Dentist’s.’

Well, that answers one question, Pete thought. Pamela, on the list, is clearly the wife, not a daughter. ‘One last thing, then: we’ll need you to come into the station on Sidmouth Road sometime – preferably today or tomorrow – to provide a set of finger-prints for elimination, if that’s OK.’

‘Really?’ He sounded and looked suddenly dubious.

‘You were in the house,’ Pete explained. ‘We’re going to find all sorts of prints there. If we can tick off all those who were supposed to be there, hopefully that’ll leave us with a set from someone who wasn’t. Help us identify the offender. They won’t go on file. Once the case is over with, they’ll be destroyed.’

He pursed his lips. ‘OK.’

‘The same applies to your crew, of course,’ Pete added.

Henderson nodded. ‘I’ll let them know.’

‘Thanks. We’ll be in touch if we need to follow up on anything. Thanks for your time.’ He picked up the sheet of employee details from the counter.

‘I’m sorry about Mr and Mrs Lockwood,’ Henderson said.
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Pete waited only for the door to close behind them before saying to Jill, ‘Get back onto Companies House. See how they’re doing. And text the Hendersons’ address to Jane.’

He led the way across towards the car, climbing in, he started the engine and immediately made a call.  Was still in the process of reversing out of his parking space when it was answered.

‘DC Bennett speaking.’

‘Jane, it’s Pete. How are you getting on there?’

‘About to wrap it up, why?’

‘Jill’s going to send you an address for the owners of the window company. I need you and Ben to go round there, sooner the better, and talk to the wife. See what she has to say about where they were over the weekend and about any employees that she wasn’t so keen on.’

‘Done,’ Jill said from beside him as he drove past the little café that Henderson had mentioned.

‘Right. Got it,’ Jane said. ‘You want us there before the husband gets home, I take it?’

‘That’s the idea.’

Heading south out of the industrial estate instead of back the way they’d come, he took them straight back to the station.

‘About time somebody turned up here,’ Dave said when they walked into the squad room a few minutes later. ‘I was starting to feel abandoned.’

‘Ah,’ Jill teased, nudging him. ‘Were you getting lonely?’

‘More to the point, have you been keeping busy?’ Pete added.

‘No and yes,’ the dark-haired DC replied. ‘I’ve been busy enough not to miss you,’ he added to Jill as she pulled her chair in beside him. ‘There’ve been a few car thefts in the city in the past few weeks, but nothing to indicate a link between them. And they’re all over the place. No specific area and no consistent make or even type of vehicle.’

‘So, was it just a handy means of getaway?’ Jill suggested.

‘If so, how did the killer get there?’ Pete countered. ‘They didn’t walk – it’s too far out of town.’

She shrugged. ‘Just a thought.’

‘It hasn’t come up on ANPR yet,’ Dave said. ‘Which suggests it’s either been dumped somewhere or tucked away for future use or stripping down for parts.’

‘The latter would suggest organisation, though, which you just said there’s no sign of, lately,’ Pete pointed out. ‘We’ll see what comes of it in the next day or two. There’s plenty else to be getting on with. We’ll need PNC checks on the Hendersons and their employees and the ex-employee. You can share that job between you while I get into the Lockwoods’ finances, with an emphasis on the son’s. Dick will be back here soon. He can start on the CCTV we collected on the way back from Exmouth.’ 

‘You haven’t eliminated Junior, then?’ Dave asked.

Jill gave a dry chuckle as she smoothed the paper from Storm Windows out on the desk between her and Dave. ‘Not by a long shot.’
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‘He wasn’t lying about the state of his finances,’ Pete declared a few minutes later.

‘Who’s that?’ Jill asked.

‘Aidan Lockwood. His personal bank account’s got all of a hundred and seventy-eight quid in it. And he’s got no other accounts that I can find.'

‘That confirms his motive,’ Dave said. ‘But I just found another fun fact. Former Storm Windows employee Mark Collins has got a record. Been inside, in fact, albeit only once, for ten months.’

‘For what?’

‘Burglary.’

Pete’s eyebrow rose. ‘Well, isn’t that interesting? What about his buddy who’s still with the company? Brian White.’

‘Three arrests. No convictions. He got away with it once: not guilty. The other two, the CPS refused to charge him.’

‘Doesn’t that bloke do CRB checks before he hires people?’ Jill demanded.

Pete tipped his head. ‘You’d think he ought to, considering he’s sending his employees into people’s homes. Maybe he’s a believer in second chances.’

‘But to not even mention that they’d got records after we told him what had happened...’ she retorted. ‘Makes him look complicit, at a minimum, doesn’t it?’

‘Only to your suspicious mind, Titch,’ Dave said with a grin.

‘He claimed that nothing had happened to any of their other clients, but it might be worth checking on that,’ Pete said. ‘First, though, we’ll find out if Collins and White have got alibis. Assuming they’re the only ones on that list with records?’

‘So far,’ she confirmed. 

As Dave nodded agreement the door opened behind Pete. ‘Nice of you to join us,’ he said.

‘We can’t all spend all day sitting behind a desk,’ Dick said as he stepped across behind Pete to his chair.

‘But now you’re here, you can join the club,’ Pete told him. ‘We’ve got some CCTV footage for you to go through.’

‘Oh, lovely. Looking for what?’

‘A black Civic. The registration’s on that Post-it.’ Pete tapped the little yellow sticky note he’d put on Dick’s desk in preparation.

‘So, I’m looking for a black car at night?’

‘We don’t have a firm time of death yet, but possibly.’ 

‘He should have his lights on,’ Dave laughed.

Dick flipped him the bird.

‘No, two,’ Dave returned with a V-sign.

‘Six, if we’re lucky,’ Pete said. ‘Two front, two back and two on the number plates. We’ll leave talking to witnesses and checking on alibis until we’ve got a time of death – hopefully in the morning. But there’s three sets of footage to go through so, if you’ve finished what you were doing, Dave...’

‘It would be worth getting requests in for mobile phone records, ready for the morning,’ Jill said.

‘True. The Hendersons, the Lockwoods – all four of them. We need to check on their financials too. And Collins and White.’

‘I’ll get onto it,’ she said.

‘You do
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