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Chapter 1

Six points of light rose quickly into the night sky. Then another six, then dozens more. Arranged in regular, regimented rows, they glowed pink, red and purple against the inky blackness.

The crowd gasped in collective awe as the illuminated drones floated silently above the castle ruins like artificial stars, forming shifting constellations. Children pointed upwards in delight. Look, a dolphin! A walrus! A dinosaur!

Scarborough Lights had begun – the annual festival that would brighten the town through winter’s darkest months. The jagged keep of the castle blazed fiery red – an echo of the time it had been put to the torch during the Civil War. St Mary’s Church glowed deepest blue like an undersea grotto, and the boats in the harbour wore strings of lights reflected by the black mirror of the sea. When darkness fell each day at four o’clock, these lights would offer a glimmer of hope against the winter ahead.

The December wind knifed sharply across the headland from the North Sea, flapping coats and tugging hats, and Detective Constable Jess Barraclough snuggled closer to her companion, Gavin Moorhead. He wrapped his strong arms around her, and for a moment the cold receded.

‘All right, Jess?’

She nodded. ‘Yeah, perfect.’

She was still getting used to his presence at her side, to the feel of his hand in hers. They had met recently through a group planning to tackle Wainwright’s Coast to Coast Walk. A trek of a hundred and ninety miles across Britain from St Bees on the west coast to Robin Hood’s Bay in North Yorkshire. A walk like that wasn’t an undertaking to be tackled lightly, but it was the kind of challenge Jess craved. And the expedition had taken on even greater appeal thanks to Gavin’s participation. He was an experienced hiker, a landscape gardener by profession, and definitely an outdoor person. Just like Jess.

The couple had gone on a few dates so far. Nothing serious yet – just getting to know each other by taking long rambles together followed by drinks in a pub to warm up. No talk of the future, just the pleasure of a shared and growing intimacy. It was a pace that Jess could handle after her recent traumatic experiences with boyfriends.

She smiled to herself as Gavin turned his gaze to the sky, watching the drones with childlike wonder as they formed into new shapes: a Ferris wheel, a rising sun. Bright colours sparkled in his eyes and she leaned in closer to enjoy his soft warmth.

Then – three faint pops from the direction of the castle – almost lost beneath the roar of the wind and the murmur of the crowds.

Jess stiffened and spun around. The drones were arranging themselves into a new formation but her attention was no longer on the display overhead. Her eyes swept lower, scanning the crowded headland for the source of the sounds.

No one else seemed to have noticed anything. People were filming, laughing, their gaze turned to the heavens.

‘What is it?’ Gavin asked.

‘Didn’t you hear it?’

‘I heard something. Was it part of the show? Fireworks, maybe?’

Jess shook her head. ‘I think they were gunshots. Silenced.’

Her police training kicked in. This was no longer just a Saturday night out. She began to weave her way through the mass of people, her ears straining to catch any more sounds.

A scream rang out. Sharp, high-pitched. A woman.

The crowd wavered, the mood switching in a heartbeat from celebration to fear and apprehension. Some turned towards the sound, some stepped away.

Then – a second scream. An uneasy ripple spread out from the castle keep as the crowd parted, scattering in all directions, descending into chaos.

‘Jess!’

Gavin reached for her hand, but she slipped away from his grasp, already moving towards the centre of the commotion. She broke into a jog, dodging past festival-goers, her evening transformed into something far deadlier than a winter festival of lights.
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Chapter 2

Detective Chief Inspector Tom Raven rang the doorbell at the house on Lady Edith’s Park, the old-fashioned chime echoing through the frosted glass. He’d never given much thought to where DI Derek Dinsdale lived, but something about this quietly suburban street – with its semi-detached houses, bow windows and neat little lawns – struck him as too orderly for the Dinsdale he knew: perpetually dishevelled, cantankerous with witnesses and colleagues alike, always lazily angling for the path of least effort. Still, the Toyota Avensis parked in the driveway gave it away: spotlessly cleaned and waxed to a dull shine. Raven could picture Dinsdale out here every Sunday morning, proudly polishing his unremarkable car with a thoroughness that was so lacking in his casework. Maybe this was exactly where he belonged. A street where nothing surprising had ever happened, and nothing ever would.

The door to the house swung open to reveal the ageing detective in his off-duty attire: the usual brown suit replaced by brown corduroy trousers and a brown knitted jumper, patched at the elbows. On his feet he wore grey leather slippers that had seen better days. Clean shaven, but with grey lifeless hair in need of a trim.

‘Raven.’ The word was more a grunt than a greeting. Dinsdale’s eyes, small and watchful, flicked up and down the street as if checking he had come alone and hadn’t been followed. ‘You’d better come inside.’

Not exactly the warmest of welcomes, but this wasn’t a social call. Raven didn’t imagine he’d be staying for long. He followed his reluctant host through to the drably decorated front room. Just like its owner’s attire, it looked like nothing had been changed or updated there in years.

Dinsdale cleared his throat nervously. ‘Something to drink? Tea? Coffee?’

The offer caught Raven off-guard. He hadn’t expected hospitality. ‘Coffee, please. You know how I take it.’

‘Some custard creams to go with it?’

‘No thanks.’

As Dinsdale shuffled off towards the kitchen, Raven settled into a deep floral sofa that matched the curtains, dislodging a fussy array of scatter cushions onto the carpet. Scatter cushions? That was something else he hadn’t anticipated. But it started to make sense when he noticed the wedding photograph displayed prominently among the ornaments on the mahogany sideboard. A younger and considerably slimmer and well-turned-out version of Dinsdale beamed beside a bride in the doorway of what looked like St Mary’s Church. The silver frame had been polished to a high shine.

So it was Mrs Dinsdale who had chosen the fabrics for this house. Raven hadn’t even known that Dinsdale was married. He chided himself for his lack of curiosity about the colleague he had worked alongside for over a year. He let his gaze roam around the room, noting the golf trophy fixed to the wall, the vase filled with artificial flowers on the window sill, the cruise ship brochure lying open on a table.

His host returned with a mug of instant coffee. Weak, milky and almost thin enough to see through. The exact opposite of how Raven liked it.

Dinsdale handed the mug over absent-mindedly. ‘Audrey,’ he said, nodding towards the photograph on the sideboard. ‘She died five years ago. Breast cancer.’

‘I’m sorry,’ said Raven, meaning it. He pictured Dinsdale living alone here, the memories of his wife gradually dimming as the years passed; the colours of the photograph slowly fading, just like the patterns on the curtains and the cushions. Dinsdale himself slipping unknowingly into the slovenly mess he had become. Or was Raven being too generous in his assessment? Perhaps Dinsdale had always been an idle slob.

The older detective lowered himself creakily into a reclining chair, removing a half-finished crossword puzzle, pencil marks smudged and erased. Another window into his home life. His gaze lingered on the photo of his wife.

Raven lifted the mug of coffee to his lips, reconsidered it and placed it down on the side table.

An ornamental clock ticked steadily from the mantelpiece.

Neither man excelled at small talk, and dead wives weren’t ideal conversation starters. Yet Dinsdale had been the one to arrange this meeting, insisting it couldn’t wait, couldn’t be discussed over the phone. So it was Dinsdale who would have to find a way to broach what was on his mind.

They were colleagues, not friends – adversaries more often than not – and Raven had no intention of making this any easier for him. Raven’s arrival in Scarborough the previous autumn had bruised Dinsdale’s fragile ego after Detective Superintendent Gillian Ellis had taken him off an investigation and put Raven in charge. Dinsdale had shown Raven such resentment and hostility that the two men had come close to blows on more than one occasion. They now worked together only when ordered to by Gillian.

Still, even Dinsdale had his moments. He’d recently furnished Raven with vital information enabling him to track down the hit-and-run driver who had killed his mother. But Dinsdale didn’t hand out favours for free. This visit was about settling that debt.

‘Five more working days,’ Dinsdale said, breaking the silence at last. ‘Then I’m done.’

Dinsdale’s retirement – just one week away – was the most eagerly anticipated event at the police station, a day his colleagues were looking forward to perhaps even more than the man himself. The only question: why hadn’t he gone sooner?

‘Any plans?’ asked Raven politely.

Dinsdale flapped his hand lazily at the holiday brochure. ‘Booked a Caribbean island cruise.’ His fingers worried at a loose thread on his jumper. ‘Audrey always wanted to go and see the humpback whales. They migrate to their winter breeding grounds there in December. But she never got the chance. I promised her I’d do it as soon as I retired.’ His attention shifted to the golfing trophy. ‘I’d like to spend more time out on the course too. There’s a sense of peace on a fairway you don’t get anywhere else. You ever played golf, Raven?’

‘No.’

Raven tried to picture his own retirement but came up blank. What on earth would he do if he was no longer working? There were no cruise ships or golf courses in his crystal ball. Just… nothing. ‘Did you and Audrey have children?’

‘No.’ The word came out flat, final. ‘You’re lucky, you know, Raven. Having a daughter.’

‘I am.’ Hannah’s face flashed in his mind – twenty-one, a Law graduate, the best and most important person in his world. She was at home now, probably sprawled on his sofa with Quincey, his Black Labrador, dozing on the rug beside her. Raven longed to be back with them. If only Dinsdale would cut his attempts at pleasantries and get down to business.

Yet it seemed he was in an unusually pensive mood. ‘Audrey told me to enjoy what’s left,’ he mused. ‘Forty years I’ve been at this job. I’ve seen all kinds of changes and none for the better. It was easier in the old days. You could follow your hunches instead of paper trails. And you could show the villains who was boss without fear of getting put in the dock yourself. Now it’s all forms and red tape. You can’t even raise your voice at some little toerag without them lodging a complaint. I know the youngsters think I’m a relic, but I got results, Raven. I was a good detective.’

Raven forced a diplomatic smile. Dinsdale’s methods – bullying and sexist, often at the same time – wouldn’t win any popularity contests with DS Becca Shawcross or DC Jess Barraclough. Nor with any other members of his team, for that matter. And there was no way Raven would ever describe him as a good detective.

‘Why don’t you tell me what’s on your mind, Derek?’

Dinsdale leaned back in his chair, folding his hands over his rounded paunch. ‘There’s a missing person case I’m working on. Young lass not been seen for almost two weeks now. Name of Ava Jennings.’

The name rang a faint bell in the dusty recesses of Raven’s mind, but he couldn’t quite pinpoint where he’d heard it before. It would probably come to him in the middle of the night, waking him from sleep. ‘What can you tell me about her?’

Dinsdale drummed his fingers on the armrest of the chair. ‘Nineteen years old. Works in an amusement arcade on the seafront. Lives in a shared house at the top of Ramshill Road, corner of Belmont Road.’ His fingers came to a halt. ‘Thing is, I’m running out of time and I haven’t made much headway.’

Haven’t made much effort more like, thought Raven. But now he knew why he had been summoned here this evening. Dinsdale wanted to polish up his record before the farewell speeches and the final handshakes. He didn’t want to head off into the sunset leaving an unsolved case as his parting gift to the constabulary. Raven didn’t give a fig about Dinsdale’s reputation – it was a bit late in the day to remedy forty years of laziness and incompetence. But he owed the man a favour and was honour-bound to help.

Besides, somewhere out there a vulnerable young woman might be in danger. If it were Hannah missing, Raven would move heaven and earth to find her.

‘All right,’ he said, rising to his feet. ‘Pass me the file on Monday morning. I’ll see what I can do.’

Dinsdale knotted his fingers together anxiously. ‘This stays between us, Raven. Is that clear? Gillian doesn’t need to know a thing about our little arrangement. Understood?’

‘Perfectly.’ Raven wouldn’t get any credit if Ava was found, but then he had no interest in glory. This was about finding a young woman, not scoring points against Dinsdale.

Raven was almost at the front door when his phone buzzed. Jess Barraclough’s name flashed on the screen. He stopped in front of a gilt-framed oval mirror, catching a glimpse of himself: black coat with the collar turned up, jet hair, the rough shadow of stubble on his face. In the gloom of Dinsdale’s hallway, he looked like he’d just stepped straight from the underworld.

‘Raven speaking.’

Dinsdale lingered in the doorway to the front room, clearly irritated that Raven was taking the call in his house. Raven turned his back, ignoring him. Jess wouldn’t be phoning on a Saturday night without good reason.

Her voice was high with tension as she ran through the bare facts. A shooting at the light show. One fatality. It had happened just minutes earlier. Raven could hear approaching sirens in the background.

‘On my way,’ he said, pocketing the phone.

He glanced back at Dinsdale. For a moment, he considered inviting him along – one last chance for the man to prove his worth. He opened his mouth to tell him to put his shoes on and get in the car. Then he closed it again. Dinsdale had been given enough chances. He couldn’t even solve a routine missing person case on his own.

Raven walked out into the night without looking back.
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Chapter 3

DS Becca Shawcross shouldered her way through the panicked crowd streaming out through the gates of Scarborough Castle. She’d just taken a call from Jess, asking her to come straightaway, and since she lived just around the corner at Castle Terrace, she had come on foot. Jess had called Raven first, but his distinctive silver BMW coupé wasn’t anywhere to be seen, so he couldn’t have arrived yet. Raven never walked anywhere if he could help it.

Uniformed officers were moving people along, establishing the perimeter, checking the IDs of anyone looking to gain admittance to the castle grounds. Becca showed her warrant card and made her way up the cobbled path. The glowing red shell of the keep up ahead looked rather gruesome in view of what had just happened.

Sam Earnshaw had messaged her earlier, suggesting they go to the light show together. Since his recent return from Australia, Sam had been trying hard to rekindle their relationship. But Becca had made an excuse about having to study for her detective inspector’s exams. Not entirely untrue, but not the whole truth either. Sam’s unexpected return after nearly a year away had left her emotionally unmoored. They’d been a couple for years until he’d left Scarborough, and would probably have been happily married by now if a sequence of tragic events hadn’t unfolded, sending Sam half a world away from her.

Once, she would have fallen back into his arms without hesitation. But now? The certainty she’d once felt had all but evaporated. She had taken a new direction in life, moving out of her family home, briefly dating a lawyer, and working ever more closely alongside Raven – even teaming up with him to solve the mystery of his mother’s death.

She had begun to think of him as far more than just her boss. But she had no clear idea what he thought about her. He was so much older than her, and so protective of his emotional space. She had glimpsed occasional cracks in his armour, but he always sealed them again quickly, rarely letting her get close enough to share his private thoughts and feelings.

Sam was being patient with her, but this state of limbo couldn’t last. It wasn’t fair on him and it was exhausting for her. But until she decided what she wanted, she would have to endure it. The one person who might have given her sound, unbiased advice – her grandmother – had died, and Becca sorely missed her.

Emerging from the castle gatehouse, she pulled up her hood against the biting northeasterly. The headland was exposed to the worst of the gusting wind, and the stone walls to her left and right gave little respite. As she made her way up the sloping path and across the barbican bridge, the main part of the castle came into view. Little remained of the medieval structure save for the ruined great tower, sections of the curtain wall, and the foundations of a building known as King John’s chamber block. A short distance beyond the keep, she spotted the forensic tent, ghostly white under temporary spotlights. She left the cobbles behind and set off across the outer bailey, on grass that was wet and springy after all the recent rain.

Jess met her halfway to the tent. The junior detective looked weatherbeaten in her long parka, thick strands of blonde hair billowing across her face. ‘Thanks for coming. I’m sorry to mess up your evening.’

‘No probs. I wasn’t doing much, just studying for my exams.’ The textbooks Becca had been wading through were dull as ditchwater and it had been a relief to put them aside. ‘No sign of Raven?’

‘Not yet.’

Becca couldn’t help feeling a touch of disappointment, but she brushed it quickly away. ‘Never mind, we’ll start without him. Talk me through what happened.’ She blew warm breath on her cupped hands, then thrust them into her coat pockets.

Jess seemed relieved that Becca was taking charge. ‘I was watching the light show with Gavin over there.’ She pointed across the promontory jutting into the North Sea and Becca saw a tall man standing alone in a waterproof jacket. He was broad-shouldered with dark hair and Becca made a mental note to quiz Jess later about this new man in her life.

They began walking alongside the ditch that encircled the inner bailey. ‘I heard the sound of suppressed gunshots,’ continued Jess. ‘Three pops. Unmistakable. But of course most people had no idea what the sound was. Gavin thought it was fireworks going off.’ She turned briefly back in the direction of the promontory and Gavin gave her a quick wave. ‘It wasn’t until the victim’s wife started screaming that everyone realised something terrible had happened.’

‘Who was the victim?’

‘A local man called Guy Stringer. He was here to watch the light show with his family.’

A small group of civilians were standing off to one side, sheltering in the lee of the castle wall and being attended to by an ambulance crew. Jess indicated a woman in her late thirties wrapped in a foil shock blanket, clutching two children against her. ‘That’s the victim’s wife, Cheryl.’

‘I’ll talk to her,’ said Becca, crossing the damp grass.

The woman’s face was a picture of shock and disbelief, eyes wide and unfocused, tears cutting dark rivers through her well-applied makeup. Her hair was long and blonde and unlike Jess’s, carefully secured against the stiff breeze. She wore leather wedge boots over slim black trousers and looked more used to being in an indoor environment than a muddy field. Her children, a boy and girl aged between eight and ten, pressed their faces into their mother’s woollen coat.

A female police officer hovered nearby. Becca recognised PC Sharon Jarvis, who had only just returned to duty after recovering from a stabbing incident. Becca nodded to her before turning her full attention to the victim’s wife.

‘Mrs Stringer? I’m Detective Sergeant Becca Shawcross from North Yorkshire Police. I’m so sorry for your loss.’

‘It’s Cheryl,’ the woman corrected, her voice hollow. ‘Someone shot my husband, Guy. Someone–’ Her breath caught. ‘A man just walked up to him and shot him. Three times. Just like that.’ She sounded as if she didn’t believe it yet.

‘Can you describe for me what you saw?’ asked Becca gently.

Cheryl shook her head, eyes distant. ‘It all happened so suddenly. We were looking up at the lights. I heard a sound behind me. And then Guy just dropped down dead. As I turned around, I saw the man. Just standing there, a few feet away.’

‘I heard it,’ the girl whispered, peering up through a curtain of dark hair. ‘Three pops, like someone stepping on bubble wrap. Daddy was holding my hand and then... he wasn’t.’

‘I’m so sorry,’ said Becca. The girl hid her face again. The boy – younger than his sister – buried his face in his mother’s side and refused to look at her.

She turned back to Cheryl. ‘Can you describe the attacker?’

‘He was dressed in black. I couldn’t see his face. He was wearing a balaclava.’

‘Did he say anything?’

‘Nothing. He just turned and ran off.’

‘I see,’ said Becca. ‘Do you live in Scarborough?’

Cheryl nodded, pulling the blanket tighter around her shoulders. ‘We own Stringer’s in town. The cocktail bar.’

‘I know it.’ Becca’s ex-boyfriend, Daniel the lawyer, had taken her there a couple of times when he’d been trying to impress her. It was upmarket and quite pretentious – all polished chrome and fancy drinks in glasses garnished with twists of orange peel and sprigs of herbs. Not the sort of place Becca usually went to. She hadn’t been back since they’d split up, not at the kind of prices Stringer’s charged.

‘Sharon,’ she called to the PC, ‘please take Mrs Stringer and her children home. We’ll need a formal statement tomorrow, but not tonight.’

Sharon smiled and nodded, ushering the mother and children towards the castle exit. Becca knew that they were in capable hands. She turned back to Jess.

‘Do we have any eyewitnesses?’

‘None who are much use. A few say they saw a man in a black hoodie or balaclava running off. One mentioned that he had a handgun. But it was dark, and people were watching the light show, not looking at those around them.’

‘The killer will have used the crowd and the darkness as cover,’ said Becca. ‘The drone display was a useful distraction. This sounds like a well-planned attack to me.’

‘Definitely,’ said Jess. ‘Three gunshots at point-blank range. I don’t think there was anything random about it.’

A figure in a black coat emerged out of the gloom, one foot dragging slightly on the rough ground, two days’ worth of beard shadowing his face. Raven had finally made it.

Becca felt a flicker of relief at the sight of him, though she covered it quickly. He looked like hell and yet as always, there was something utterly compelling about him.

‘Nice you could join us at last,’ she remarked drily. Raven only lived at the foot of the castle hill and had been the first to be called by Jess. What had kept him?

He ignored the barb, asking, ‘What have we got?’ by way of greeting.

‘The victim’s name is Guy Stringer,’ she explained. ‘He was shot three times by an unknown assailant at close range, probably using a handgun with a silencer. He and his wife own a cocktail bar in town.’ She couldn’t resist adding, ‘You’ve just missed Mrs Stringer and the children,’ but Raven didn’t rise to the bait.

She meant nothing more by her words than a gentle teasing, but immediately she regretted them. It was easy to forget what a hard time Raven had of trudging up and down hills with his injured leg. The castle hill was long and steep, even if he had driven most of the way there. No doubt he had made his way here as quickly as he could.

Raven took no offence. Instead he appeared to be only half listening to her, as if his mind were on something else entirely. He narrowed his eyes, turned and walked off in the direction of the CSI tent without another word.

Becca rolled her eyes at Jess and followed him. It was going to be a long night.

*

Did he envy Dinsdale? The question tasted strange on Raven’s tongue. Yet on a night like this, the answer wasn’t immediately obvious. Here he was, trudging around in the dark while Dinsdale was safe at home, with his crossword puzzles and his dreams of retirement and travel. Raven’s encounter with the older detective had stirred some kind of longing inside him. But longing for what? He couldn’t quite say. As Dinsdale had himself pointed out, Raven had Hannah, and his love for his daughter easily trumped anything that Dinsdale might have.

He turned up his collar and set off across the grassy expanse.

The castle’s inner wall rose up on one side, and on the other lay the exposed headland with the North Sea beyond. A cold wind blasted across it, buffeting him as he walked, and Raven wondered how anyone could put on a drone display under such conditions. To the near side of the wall, the ground dropped away into a muddy ditch, and he pictured himself taking a tumble and having to be hauled up out of it all caked in muck. The rough terrain of Scarborough Castle was no place for him on a dark December night, especially when the grass was so slippery. Even if he didn’t end up at the bottom of the ditch, he had no desire to fall on his arse and make a fool of himself while everyone was watching. He especially had no wish to do that in front of Holly Chang.

The CSI team leader was standing at the entrance to the tent, surveying the progress of her team as they combed the ground for evidence. She turned as Raven limped towards her, shining dazzling torchlight in his face. ‘Raven, here to watch the light show, were you?’

‘No,’ he grumbled, shading his eyes from the glare.

She lowered the torch. ‘Me neither. I did consider bringing the kids for an evening out, but now I’m glad I didn’t. Grim business this.’

She turned her attention back to the activity inside the tent and when Raven stuck his nose through the opening he saw what she meant. The victim’s body was sprawled on the ground, face down in the mud. About six foot three, Raven reckoned. Aged about forty. Slim with dark hair and dressed in a cashmere coat and leather brogues. The expensive coat was ruined, however, with blood leaking over it in several places.

‘A bullet can do a nasty bit of work at close range, can’t it?’ said Holly.

‘Nasty,’ Raven agreed. The round that had pierced Raven’s right thigh had been fired at close quarters by Bosnian Serb militia. It had very nearly done for him, and only quick action by his army comrades had prevented him from bleeding out.

Guy Stringer hadn’t been so lucky.

A handgun might not pack the same penetrating power as a Soviet-era assault rifle, but at short range it could be just as deadly. More so, if aimed at the back of the head and the chest.

‘9mm rounds?’ he asked.

‘Looks like it,’ said Holly, ‘although I’m no pro when it comes to firearms. We’ll be sending everything over to ballistics for analysis.’

Raven allowed his gaze to linger a while longer on the crimson-stained corpse of the cocktail bar owner. Whoever had done this had meant to kill him and had taken no chances. One shot and there was a risk the victim would survive. Three shots to vital organs at point-blank range? Well, that pretty much sealed the deal.

‘He was declared dead when the paramedics arrived,’ said Holly. ‘Although, with a hole in the head that size, I’m guessing he was already dead by the time he hit the ground.’

‘A professional job,’ said Raven. ‘Or someone who badly wanted Mr Stringer dead for personal reasons – enough to make sure of it themselves.’

‘It takes all sorts,’ remarked Holly.

Becca arrived and stuck her head around the entrance to the tent. On catching sight of the body, she quickly withdrew it. ‘So Raven, any thoughts yet?’

He rubbed at his forehead, easing away the pressure beginning to build. Thoughts, he had a few.

A cold-blooded murder, at the very moment Dinsdale had dumped a missing person inquiry on him with a deadline of five days to solve it. Raven enjoyed a challenge, but it looked like he wouldn’t be spending much time with Hannah or Quincey in the foreseeable future. Even sleep might be in short supply for the week ahead.

He couldn’t remember when he’d last taken a proper holiday. Retirement? It was an unimaginable dream.

And then there was Becca. He’d grown fond of her, very fond. More than that. But he couldn’t allow himself to put into words how he truly felt about her. She was a junior member of staff under his command. Any kind of relationship that wasn’t purely professional was strictly off limits. He could never tell her how he felt. Never. Sometimes he had trouble even looking at her, not trusting his eyes to keep his secret.

So here was the question that was making his head hurt. Would he swap Dinsdale’s comfortable, complacent existence for his own more complicated one? For just a short while? Would he?

‘It looks like there’s something on your mind,’ pressed Becca. ‘What is it?’

He couldn’t look at her, not right now. Instead, he narrowed his eyes, lifting his gaze to the blood-red stones of the ruined tower that loomed over them in the darkness. The ragged breaches torn by Cromwell’s cannonballs resembled gaping wounds in the face of an old friend.

‘Humpback whales,’ he told her wistfully. ‘A Caribbean cruise would be nice at this time of year. Don’t you think?’
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Chapter 4

When he came downstairs the next morning, Quincey greeted him with a hopeful wag of the tail, clearly anticipating a long game of catch on the North Sands. It was early Sunday. Hannah was still in bed and Raven had only managed to snatch four hours of sleep. But he figured this might be one of the few opportunities he got that week to spend with his dog.

‘Just time for a quick walk, lad,’ he said, patting the Black Labrador’s head. ‘And then I’ve got to go into work. You’ll have to get Hannah to take you to the beach later.’

He slipped the dog’s collar on and set off along a still-silent Quay Street, turning onto Sandside and ambling down Vincent Pier towards the lighthouse. The whitewashed brick structure stood solid against the dark line of the sea. It had been destroyed during World War I by shelling from the Kaiser’s battlecruisers, then rebuilt after the war. Raven took this as a hopeful sign. Everything could be renewed, if the desire or the need was strong. Even an old wreck like himself wasn’t quite past it. Retirement? What had he been thinking of?

There was no light in the sky yet, and the air was chill, but the rain forecast for later was still holding off. Quincey trotted happily at his side, stopping to sniff every other black and white bollard where boats were moored.

Raven enjoyed these companionable moments in the early mornings with his dog. They gave him time to think before the events of the day overtook him. A peaceful interlude, before even the gulls had begun their wailing cacophony.

He now had two investigations on his plate: Dinsdale’s missing girl, and the shooting at the castle. Tangled thoughts of the two cases had chased each other throughout his dreams, waking him even earlier than usual, even though he had stayed at the crime scene until gone midnight waiting for the CSI team to conclude their search. They had recovered three bullets and three casings. Several footprints had also been identified, but they were partial prints and might belong to anyone. Eyewitness descriptions of the shooter had been vague and unhelpful. There were only two facts that the witnesses could agree on. The killer had been a man, his features hidden by either a balaclava or a hoodie. And he had used a silenced handgun to ruthless effect.

At the end of the pier, Raven stood for a moment staring morosely into the slowly swirling waters. The sea always drew him like a magnet, but he didn’t associate it with happy memories. His grandfather, Jack Raven, had drowned while working as a fisherman many years before Raven was born. Raven had given his own father’s ashes up to the sea following the cremation, and he had thrown his wedding ring into the harbour after deciding to divorce Lisa. The sea took everything, in the end.

He ought to feel something, given such powerful emotional attachments to the water. But all he felt was cold and tired.

The sky was lightening as the first glimmer of dawn spread across the sky, and the gulls began their restless shrieks in search of food. Already the fishing boats were making ready to sail, hoping to bring back a catch of crab, lobster or whitefish.

‘Come on, Quince,’ said Raven, tugging at the dog’s lead. ‘Time for breakfast.’

*

Raven wasn’t really a breakfast person. Two espressos later, he was ready to tackle the day. The rest of the team had cancelled their Sunday plans and come into the station as requested. Jess and Becca already knew the pertinent facts, but Raven ran through everything again for the benefit of DC Tony Bairstow.

‘The victim of the shooting at the castle has been confirmed as Guy Stringer.’ Raven fixed a photograph of the murdered man to the board and took a moment to examine it himself. A good-looking man with an easy smile and regular features. There was something impish about his grin, and he looked well-suited to the business of running a cocktail bar. ‘He was forty-two years old. His wife, Cheryl, is five years younger than her husband and they have two young children. Guy was the owner of Stringer’s cocktail bar, if that means anything to you.’

Tony shook his head. ‘I’m more of a beer man myself.’

‘It’s that fancy place in town,’ said Becca. ‘A bit pricey. Nice cocktails, though.’

She sounded as if she knew the place, and Raven found himself speculating who she had been there with. A crowd of girlfriends perhaps, or a boyfriend. He had never been to the bar himself. He didn’t really do that kind of thing. For a moment, he regretted it.

‘They did it up recently,’ added Jess. ‘Must have spent a fortune on it. All glitz and glamour.’

Raven saw that he would have to rely on the younger members of his team for knowledge about the establishment. Hannah would probably know it too. It sounded like the sort of place she’d go drinking with her friend Ellie.

He tensed at the thought of Hannah’s drinking. Under Ellie’s influence it had got out of control, but they’d had words. Recently, things had seemed to improve. Raven knew he would have to trust her. He forced his mind back to the briefing.

‘Unfortunately, witness accounts are sketchy. Understandably, everyone’s attention was fixed on the light show, and the shooter was probably counting on that to make his getaway. There are reports of a man in a black hoodie or possibly a black balaclava leaving the scene. One person says he was holding a handgun. And Jess here’ – Raven nodded an acknowledgement at her – ‘was present at the show and heard three gunshots.’

Jess jumped in eagerly, her blonde ponytail bobbing. ‘They were suppressed shots, I’m sure of it.’

Raven nodded. If Jess was confident about that, he was willing to accept it as fact. ‘So that means we’re dealing with an illegal handgun fitted with a suppressor. Not the kind of weapon you’d commonly encounter in North Yorkshire. The bullets and spent cartridges have been recovered from the scene and sent to ballistics, so we may get something useful back once they’ve had time to examine them.’

Raven’s years in the military had given him a good working knowledge of firearms and ammunition. The evidence so far pointed to a 9mm semi-automatic of the type used by professional law enforcement or the military. He didn’t like the idea that a killer was wandering around Scarborough with such a deadly weapon.

‘Anything else recovered from the scene, sir?’ asked Tony.

Raven shook his head. ‘Some partial footprints, but they’ll only help us if we can identify a suspect. Unfortunately, the perpetrator was careful not to leave any tracks, and besides, there were too many people around contaminating the scene.’

Raven stood back and studied the whiteboard. Apart from a plan of the castle grounds and a few location photos, they didn’t have much to go on. That needed to change, and quickly.

‘I don’t think the victim was chosen at random,’ he said. ‘This has the hallmarks of a contract killing or a gangland murder. We’ll interview his wife later, but first I want to find out more about Guy’s business. Tony, could you see what you can dig up? Is there a business partner? What are the finances like? You know the drill. And while you’re at it, get hold of his bank and phone records. Be thorough. I want nothing missed.’

‘I’ve got it,’ said Tony. ‘Leave it with me.’

‘Jess, I’d like you to head back to the castle and see what CCTV you can access. Maybe from the castle itself, or the likely exit routes into town. Let’s see if we can find out which direction the shooter headed, or even get an image of him.’

‘Yes, boss.’ Jess looked quietly pleased to be heading back outside.

‘What about the post-mortem?’ asked Raven.

‘It’s booked for Monday,’ said Becca. ‘I can attend if you like.’

‘That would be wonderful.’ Raven gave her a grateful smile. Avoiding the sarcastic tongue of the senior pathologist, Dr Felicity Wainwright, was always a bonus. ‘So, Becca,’ he ventured, ‘shall we pay a visit to this cocktail bar?’

He heard the words leave his mouth and silently cursed himself. He didn’t want to sound as if he was asking her out on a date.

A smile twitched at her lips, quick and warm before she reined it in. ‘Thanks for the invitation. I’d be delighted to.’
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Chapter 5

It had been a seedy, smoke-filled pub in Raven’s day and he seemed to recall a drunken underage session there swilling beer in the company of Donna Craven, Darren Jubb and Harry Hood. The bad boys and bad girl of his school year. Now it was a cocktail bar and he wondered if its new clientele were more refined or simply had more cash to burn. He hoped they were over eighteen, at the very least.

The light caught Becca’s hair as he held the door open for her, and he pictured for an instant how it might feel to come here for pleasure instead of work. It was an unfamiliar avenue of thought – one that he quickly shut down as he followed her in.

Inside, the staff were polishing tables and vacuuming the floor after the previous night. But they were doing so with long faces, visibly upset by the shocking news that their boss had been murdered at the light show. Behind the bar, a woman in a white shirt and black waistcoat was restocking the array of bottles and arranging glasses.

The assistant manager – a lanky young man with a chiselled beard, skin fade and topknot tied with a red ribbon – looked barely old enough to be running a bar and his hairstyle alone made Raven feel like a dinosaur. He invited them to sit on a purple faux leather bench while he perched anxiously on a tall stool, its metal legs not much spindlier than his skinny jeans.

‘Call me Monty,’ he said, reaching out a pale hand with thin fingers to shake Raven’s and Becca’s.

‘You’re getting ready to open up?’ asked Raven.

‘We open at twelve on a Sunday,’ said Monty. ‘No one has told me not to, so until I hear otherwise, it’s business as usual.’

Raven wondered who Monty might be expecting to hear from. Presumably the bar would continue to run on autopilot until Mrs Stringer or some business associate stepped in to stop it. He would be sure to follow up on that later.

‘How long have you worked here, Monty?’ asked Becca.

‘It’ll be two years this January. Longest I’ve ever held a job anywhere.’ The lad sounded astonished at the realisation. ‘This is the first time I’ve had a management role. Before that I just did bar work. But Guy said he saw my potential as soon as I walked through the door. Said I reminded him of himself at the same age.’

‘You like it, then?’

‘Yeah, amazing place. Especially since it’s been done up.’

Raven allowed his gaze to wander over the bar’s gleaming surfaces, pendant chandeliers, wall art and hardwood floor. Everything looked brand new and of the finest quality. ‘Looks like Guy spent a fortune on this place.’

Monty’s face fell at the mention of his late boss. ‘Yeah, no expense spared. Guy wanted it to be the best bar in Scarborough. It’s been the talk of the town.’

Raven nodded. So much talk, he hadn’t heard a word of it. But then he didn’t move in trendy circles. In fact, he didn’t really move in any kind of social circle at all. ‘Business doing well?’ He picked up a laminated drinks menu and did a double take. These were London prices, not what you’d expect to pay in Yorkshire. He seriously doubted if people this far north of the capital would be willing to part with that kind of money on a night out.

But it seemed he was wrong about that.

‘Business has never been better,’ Monty enthused. ‘Everyone’s into cocktails these days.’

‘Not me,’ said Raven.

‘Well, we serve a wide range of other drinks, and mocktails too,’ said Monty. ‘That’s non-alcoholic drinks,’ he added, obviously sensing that Raven knew nothing about the cocktail scene.

‘Pleased to hear it.’ Raven set the menu aside. He didn’t fancy paying even the price of a mineral water in this joint. ‘Tell us about Guy Stringer. What was he like to work for?’

‘He was a good boss,’ said Monty. ‘But he didn’t suffer fools. Everything had to be just right, you know? If you wanted to work for Guy, you had to be willing to roll up your sleeves. I guess you could say he was a perfectionist. He had a clear vision for this place, and that’s what made it so successful.’

‘And his wife? Is she involved in the business?’

‘Cheryl helped to choose the new fittings for the refurb, and she drops by now and again, but she isn’t involved in the day-to-day running of the bar.’

‘And are there any other business partners?’ asked Raven. ‘Joint owners, perhaps? Or investors behind the scenes?’

‘No. Just Guy and Cheryl. What do you think will happen to the bar now Guy’s dead?’ Monty asked, some anxiety evident in his voice.

‘I expect that will be for Mrs Stringer to decide,’ said Becca.

‘Yeah, right.’

Raven leaned in closer. ‘Is there something you’re worried about, Monty?’

Monty fidgeted with his hands, looking around at the cleaners going about their tasks. ‘Just my job, I suppose. I don’t really know what will happen to it now. Have you nearly finished? I need to get a move on ready for opening.’

‘A few more questions,’ said Raven. ‘How did Guy get on with his wife?’

Monty looked embarrassed, a pink flush making his ears glow softly. ‘Well, I think there might have been some tension there. You’d have to ask her about that.’

‘What kind of tension?’

‘It’s really not my place to say.’

‘There’s no need to be coy, Monty,’ said Becca. ‘If you know anything that could be relevant, it’s important that you tell us.’

The young man seemed to come to a quick decision. ‘No, really. I don’t have anything bad to say about Guy and Cheryl. They were a solid couple, yeah.’

The woman behind the bar was shaking a silver cocktail mixer and Raven wanted to do the same to Monty. But it was clear the assistant manager wasn’t willing to be drawn on the state of Guy’s marriage. ‘All right then, let’s try a different tack. Can you think of any reason why someone might want to kill Guy?’

Monty shook his head. ‘Guy didn’t have any enemies, as far as I know. He was popular with everyone. Although…’

‘What?’

‘Well, there was this big lad who showed up last Tuesday.’

The hairs on the back of Raven’s hands quivered with interest. Why had Monty not mentioned this sooner?

‘Big lad? Can you describe him?’

‘Sure. A man in his twenties. I remember him because he had this scar running down the side of his face.’ Monty traced a line from the corner of his right eye to his mouth. ‘He looked like he’d been in a fight or maybe an accident. I’m guessing a fight most likely, because he seemed well rough. You know – like a gangster.’

‘Had you ever seen him before?’ asked Raven.

‘Never. I don’t think he was from around here. His accent was a bit funny.’

‘In what way?’

‘Dunno. Just not from Yorkshire.’

‘And what did he want?’

‘He asked to speak with the owner, so I directed him to Guy. They sat together in that corner over there.’ Monty lifted his hand to indicate a private booth. ‘I don’t know what they talked about, but Guy seemed a bit shaken up by it.’

‘Did you see this man again?’

‘No.’

‘And could you give a more detailed description of him?’

‘Not really. It was just the scar I noticed. And being generally not the kind of lad you’d want to provoke. He looked like he’d pull a knife on you quick as say hello.’

Becca pointed to a camera concealed behind the entrance to the bar. ‘Is your CCTV working?’

Monty nodded. ‘Oh, yeah. I guess we could take a look and see if he’s on camera.’

‘I guess we could,’ said Becca with a smile. ‘Let’s do that now.’

Ten minutes later, Raven and Becca were walking out of the bar with a printed image of the unknown visitor. He had been caught on camera as he left the bar, his facial scar clearly visible. A big lad, just as Monty had said. Tall, muscular, with cropped hair and small, mean eyes. Raven had to agree with Monty’s assessment – he did look like a gangster.
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Chapter 6

It was Sunday, and that meant roast dinner with all the trimmings. The whole of Becca’s family would be gathered for the occasion – her mum and dad, her brother and grandfather, who had come to live at the guest house after the death of her grandmother. Family was important, now more than ever, and Becca had promised to join them. She didn’t want to let them down, but with the murder investigation underway she didn’t know if she could afford the time. She lingered just outside the cocktail bar, mulling over what to do.

Raven strode to his car and turned back, throwing her a quizzical look. ‘You coming?’

That was when the idea occurred to her. ‘Are you hungry?’ she asked.

‘Starving. I was planning to grab a sandwich and eat it at my desk. Let’s go.’ He opened the car door expectantly.

Becca tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. ‘I’ve got a better offer if you can spare the time. Dinner with my family.’ Raven didn’t respond immediately to the invitation, so she ploughed on. ‘It’s not far from here, and Mum always cooks loads. She’d be delighted to have one more mouth to feed. We don’t have to stay long – we can go straight back to work afterwards.’

As soon as she’d said it, a lead weight seemed to drop into her stomach. What had possessed her to invite Raven home for dinner? Her mum had been badgering her for a year to invite Raven to the guest house, but Becca had always dismissed the idea. It was bound to end in disaster, even if Raven agreed, which was highly unlikely.

His expression was unreadable, and he was no doubt searching for the right words to politely refuse. But then his face broke into an unexpected grin. ‘All right, why not? That sounds better than plastic-wrapped food at the office.’

‘You’re sure?’

‘Why not? It would be nice to meet your folk properly.’

But as soon as they arrived at the guest house, Raven’s social awkwardness reasserted itself. He plodded reluctantly down the hallway as if walking to his execution, his progress slowing with every step. Then, as he reached the homely kitchen, with its big farmhouse table all set for dinner, he stopped in the doorway, seeming to cast a black shadow over proceedings.

Becca’s heart sank. What had she been thinking?

Raven looked completely out of place in this cheerful domestic setting. Too tall, too taciturn, too foreboding. Just too Raven-like.

She wondered if she’d made a dreadful miscalculation.

But the spell was broken by her mum’s exclamation of delight. ‘What a lovely surprise! David, pull up another chair and lay a place, will you?’

Becca’s father did as he was told.

Raven took a tentative step into the kitchen. ‘Mrs Shawcross?’

‘Oh, call me Sue. Come and sit down! Becca always calls you Raven, but I can’t do that. It’s Tom, isn’t it? Let me take your coat.’

And with that, Raven was being welcomed into the family like a prodigal son. Becca’s grandfather rose to his feet to shake his hand. Sue fussed over him like a mother hen. David offered to pour him a glass of wine. ‘Or would you prefer a beer, Tom?’ he asked.

‘Just water,’ said Raven. ‘Thank you.’

‘We have to get back to work afterwards,’ said Becca quickly. ‘We can’t stay long.’

‘Don’t worry about that,’ said Sue, beaming. ‘It’s just nice you could pop in.’

Liam was slouching in the chair at the far end, a bottle of beer in front of him. He had moved back home after a run of bad luck, if you could call it luck and not self-inflicted stupidity. His latest building project had almost bankrupted him, he’d got into deep water with a loan shark, and his girlfriend, Ellie, had kicked him out of her flat. Becca would have liked to see him showing a bit more contrition, but instead he appeared to be enjoying his situation, getting free accommodation while Sue cooked all his meals and did his laundry. Becca had to admit – no matter how hard Liam landed, he always picked himself back up quickly.

He ran one hand through his mussed-up hair and extended the other to shake Raven’s. ‘All right? How’re things in the criminal world?’

‘The criminal world?’ Raven stared at him, po-faced. ‘I don’t know what Becca’s told you about me, but I’m not actually a criminal myself.’

There was an awkward pause, then Liam broke into a broad grin. ‘Ha! Nice one, mate.’

Raven returned his grin.

Becca shook her head. Somehow, Raven was winning everyone over. She couldn’t understand how it had happened.

David carried tureens of steaming vegetables to the table, while Sue brought gravy, giving it a final stir. She set the gravy boat down right in front of Raven, marking him out as guest of honour. ‘Tom, I expect you’ll be investigating that terrible shooting at the castle. You’ll have to tell us all about it.’

Becca stepped in hurriedly. ‘Mum, you know we can’t talk about an ongoing investigation.’

Sue ignored her. ‘I’ve been following it on the news, so I know you haven’t made an arrest yet, but do you have any suspects?’

Raven parried the question with a polite smile. ‘I’m afraid I can’t say, Sue. But I can assure you I’ve got an excellent team working on the case.’ He gave Becca a wink and she felt herself blush.

She turned away. This couldn’t get any worse.

But then it did.

Sue was taking the roast beef out of the oven when the doorbell rang. ‘Oh, could you run and get that, Becca? It’ll be Sam.’

‘What?’ Becca’s mouth felt suddenly dry. ‘You didn’t say that Sam was coming.’

‘Do I have to supply a guest list for your approval?’ Sue was fussing over the meat and Yorkshire puddings and not catching Becca’s eye. ‘I thought it would be nice for the pair of you.’ The doorbell rang again. ‘Well, go on then. Don’t leave the poor lad standing on the doorstep. He’ll catch his death.’

Becca set off down the hallway, too embarrassed to meet Raven’s gaze.

‘Sam’s just got back from Australia,’ she heard Sue explaining to Raven. ‘He must be feeling the cold here something rotten.’

Becca couldn’t believe this was happening. On the day she’d finally summoned up the courage to invite Raven round, her mother had invited Sam too. What must Raven think? What would Sam think? She could have done with a glass of wine herself to steady her nerves. Instead, she took a deep breath, fixed a smile to her face, and opened the front door.

Sam was standing on the doorstep, layered up against the cold in a heavy coat, with a woollen hat on his head and a scarf around his neck. His winter attire was at complete odds with his bleached blond hair and bronzed skin. He held a bunch of carnations in his gloved hands.

‘Hi, Becca.’

‘Sam.’ She felt a fool, as tongue-tied as a teenage girl greeting her boyfriend for the first time. And yet she was a grown woman, and she and Sam had been a couple for years before he broke up with her.

Now that she thought about it, Sam had never actually brought the relationship to an end. He had just… gone. He’d asked Becca to go with him, to travel the world together, but she had said no. So if anyone was at fault for the break-up, she supposed it was her. And now he was back. Were they still a couple or not?

She turned to go back inside just as Sam unexpectedly leaned in to kiss her cheek. His lips brushed hers awkwardly.

‘Sorry,’ he said quickly.

‘No, it’s fine. I’m sorry.’

He thrust the flowers at her. ‘These are for your mum, for inviting me.’

‘Then you should give them to her yourself,’ said Becca, then immediately realised how rude that sounded. ‘Unless you want me to take them.’

He froze, the flowers in his outstretched hand, not knowing what to do with them, as if he were holding an unexploded bomb.

Oh God, how could she be making such a mess of something so simple? In frustration, she snatched the carnations from his grasp. ‘I’ll put them in a vase,’ she muttered.

Sam followed her into the house, unwrapping his scarf and unbuttoning his coat. ‘I’d forgotten how cold winters are here. It was summer when I left Australia.’

She took his coat and hung it in the hallway, realising she should warn him that Raven was here. Her boss’s presence might bring back unwelcome memories, reminding him of what had happened to his family and why he’d gone away in the first place.

‘Sam–’

She started to speak, but he spoke at the same time. ‘Did you get my messages?’

‘What?’ she said. ‘Oh, yes. Sorry, I’ve just been very busy, that’s all.’

‘I guess you’re dealing with that shooting last night at the castle.’

‘Yes, that’s right,’ she said, glad to have an excuse.

‘And you’re studying for your inspector exams.’

‘Yes, that too.’

He smiled and nodded as if trying to assure her that it was okay. But she could see in his eyes that he didn’t really understand why she hadn’t returned his calls. The trouble was, neither did she.

‘We should go and sit down,’ she said. ‘The food’s on the table.’

She led the way into the warm and steamy kitchen.

‘Sam, do you remember my boss, DCI Raven?’

Sam’s composure wavered for a moment, but he quickly recovered himself. ‘Raven. Nice to see you again.’

‘Likewise,’ said Raven, welcoming him with a handshake.

‘You sit down here,’ said Sue, indicating two empty chairs. Becca found herself sitting between Raven on her left and Sam on her right. It was a bit of a squash with seven around the table and she kept bumping elbows with both men.

Liam took a swig of beer. ‘So where are you staying, Sam, now you’re back in Scarborough?’

‘With my cousin, Ellie. She’s let me have the spare room in her apartment until I get sorted. I think she enjoys having someone around.’

Becca didn’t know if Sam’s remark was intended as a veiled criticism. Ellie enjoyed company and until recently, she, Becca and Liam had all lived in the North Bay apartment together. But Becca had craved independence and had moved out, and Liam had been booted out after misleading Ellie over a business investment.

Yet if Liam had ever felt guilt about the way he had treated Ellie, he had clearly put it well behind him now. ‘Tell you what, Sam, when you’re ready to get a place of your own, I can offer you a deal on one of my new apartments. Victorian elegance with modern convenience in a fabulous location.’ It sounded like a carefully tailored strapline. Liam had slipped effortlessly into estate-agent mode, never slow to miss an opportunity. ‘I’ll fix up a viewing if you like.’

‘I’ll think about it,’ said Sam. He glanced at Becca. ‘It depends on… well, on what I end up doing.’

Becca knew what he was thinking. It depended on whether he stayed in Scarborough. And that depended on whether they got back together. Ultimately, it depended on her.

She glanced meaningfully at her watch, making sure that Raven noticed. Honestly, this meal couldn’t come to an end soon enough.

*

Seven o’clock in the evening was the time most people had begun arriving at the castle for the light show. Jess had managed to obtain CCTV footage from just inside the castle gate, exactly what Raven had asked for. Unless the shooter had made his escape by scaling the castle walls, both his arrival and exit from the crime scene ought to have been captured on camera. But as soon as she returned to her desk and began to watch the recording, she realised that the task was going to be a lot harder than she’d anticipated.

It was almost impossible to pick out faces in the dark. Most people were walking with their heads down, muffled against the cold with hats and scarves, or hoods pulled snugly over their heads. It would have been simple for the would-be killer to conceal their features with clothing or by turning away from the camera as they entered the castle grounds.

She did recognise two people, however. Herself and Gavin.

Jess clicked to freeze the playback and studied the image on screen with a strange sense of detachment, tinged with sadness.

She and Gavin had been perfectly happy in that moment, strolling arm in arm, chatting and laughing, free from all cares and worries. She recalled their plan to watch the light show, then go for a meal afterwards. Who knew what might have happened then? Would Gavin have invited her back to his place?

The shooting had changed everything.

As soon as she’d heard the gunshots, she’d left Gavin behind without a second thought, in order to do her duty. Was it always going to be that way? Would her line of work always interfere with her relationships? She hadn’t heard from Gavin since the light show and didn’t know whether to call him now or not. He could easily have phoned her if he’d wanted to. The fact that she’d heard nothing confirmed her worst fear – he had seen a side of her that made him want to back off. She couldn’t blame him. He’d have to be nuts to date a police officer, especially one who threw herself headlong into danger without concern for her own safety.

She took a sip of tea and resumed watching the CCTV as more people entered the castle grounds.

It didn’t take long before she spotted Guy and Cheryl Stringer arriving at the castle with their two children in tow. An ordinary family, out to enjoy an evening’s entertainment, knowing nothing of the tragedy that lay in store. Jess swallowed hard and continued to watch.

By seven thirty, the last stragglers were passing through the stone archway. The light show was about to start. She had spotted dozens of figures in dark hoodies and noted the timestamp when each one entered.

She switched now to double speed, but no one else entered the castle during the next half hour, so the killer must already have slipped through with the crowds. She resumed normal speed and watched carefully.

The shooting had occurred just after 8pm. At 8:07pm precisely – Jess recorded the time in her notebook – a lone figure appeared suddenly on screen. A man, making his way quickly out through the castle gate. She only had a view of him from behind, but he fitted the description of the shooter. A tall person – Jess judged it to be a man – dressed in dark trousers, trainers and a black jacket. A hood was drawn up tightly around his face. One hand was thrust inside the front pocket of his hoodie. Possibly concealing a gun?

She paused, rewound, and rewatched the scene several times at half speed. She printed off some hardcopies and tried to pick out any further identifying marks, but there was nothing more she could discern. On exiting through the castle gate, the man very quickly slipped out of the camera’s line of vision. Had he continued walking straight down Castle Road towards the centre of town? Or had he taken one of the paths that led north or south into Royal Albert Park and around the headland? It was impossible to say.

Reaching for a packet of biscuits, she rewound the video to the very start and began to watch again, using her list of timestamps to try to find an image of the man as he entered.

There he was, at 7:15, arriving one minute after the Stringers. He had probably been following them. She hit the pause button and studied the frozen image.

Quite possibly he had known the location of the camera, because his hood was up, his head dipped and his face turned away in shadow. He might as well have been wearing a mask. It was impossible to make out any facial features, although perhaps the tech guys would be able to process the image to extract something.

Still, it was progress.

She stretched her arms above her head, feeling a need to move about after sitting for so long. The only other person in the incident room was Tony, so she got up and walked over to his desk.

‘How are you getting on?’ she asked.

Tony was engrossed in a document on his computer screen. ‘I’ve downloaded the latest accounts for Stringer’s. The company’s heavily in debt.’

‘I’m not surprised,’ said Jess. ‘They must have spent a fortune on that refurbishment. But I think they’re doing okay. Even though they charge super high prices, they get a lot of groups going there – hen parties and so on. It’s always really busy on a weekend.’

‘They’re going to have to host a lot of hen nights to see a return on their investment.’

Jess grinned. ‘Actually, talking of celebrations, is anyone organising a send-off for Dinsdale? He’s only got one more week at work before he retires.’

Tony scratched his head. ‘No one’s mentioned it. I assumed Raven or Becca would do something.’

‘I don’t think Raven is the best person to organise a party, do you?’

‘You’re probably right there,’ said Tony.

‘Tell you what,’ said Jess. ‘Why don’t we organise something?’

‘All right,’ said Tony with a grin. ‘You’re on.’
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Chapter 7

The Stringers’ house was a modern, architect-designed building constructed from timber, steel and poured concrete. Glass doors and vast windows gave it an open, theatrical effect, as if the occupants of the building were there to perform a role as players in a drama. No doubt it was extremely on-trend and desirable, yet Raven had no love of modern architecture. To his eyes, the asymmetrical sloping roof and bold geometrical shapes looked cold and uninviting, more abstract sculpture than family home.

It stood in stark contrast to Sue and David’s guest house. That was a real lived-in home filled with the smell of cooking and the warm buzz of conversation. On first entering the house, Raven had felt like an outsider, unsure of his reception, but the welcome he’d received by Becca’s family had been genuine. For a brief moment, he’d been part of a close-knit group gathered around the table, sharing food, and bound together by a shared history. He told himself it was nothing, just a good meal and good company, yet some quiet part of him had longed to stay, to be counted among them.

They walked up the flagstone path bordered on each side by a long, narrow strip of water. A detached double garage stood off to one side, and a white Mercedes was parked on the drive.

‘Business can’t be doing too badly,’ said Becca. ‘This all looks brand new, just like the cocktail bar.’

‘It cost a fortune, I bet,’ said Raven. ‘But first impressions can be deceptive.’ He knew it was possible to live a millionaire lifestyle without the means to support it. Extravagant outgoings could be supported by burgeoning debt. In the short term, at least.

‘Then let’s scratch beneath the surface,’ said Becca. They reached the front door and rang the bell.

It was opened by a tall, athletic man wearing a T-shirt that stretched across his broad chest and showed off bulging biceps.

Raven tilted his head a fraction, weighing the man up. This certainly wasn’t the grieving widow he had expected to meet. A younger brother, perhaps? He judged the man to be some ten years Cheryl Stringer’s junior.

‘DCI Raven and DS Shawcross. Here to speak to Mrs Stringer.’

The man looked Raven up and down, quietly taking his measure, just as Raven had assessed him. ‘She’s expecting you. Come on through.’

Inside, the hallway gleamed. All the walls were white. The polished concrete floor was so smooth and reflective it gave the illusion of walking on water. The man strode confidently across it, clearly at home here.

‘Are you a relative?’ Raven asked him.

‘Friend,’ he replied. ‘Lloyd Sherwood. I’m Mrs Stringer’s personal trainer.’

Of course you are, Raven thought.

They followed him into an open-plan room furnished in a minimalist style with white sofas, white cabinets, and a marble table. The space appeared to fulfil the combined roles of kitchen, dining room and lounge. A long porcelain worktop jutted out from one end of the room, while a huge flat screen TV was fixed to the opposite wall.

‘The police are here,’ announced Lloyd.

Cheryl Stringer was seated elegantly on a sofa beside a glass coffee table, one long leg crossed over the other. She looked up as Raven entered. Her hair was blonde, her eyes blue and her skin perfectly smooth with a light, natural-looking tan. Only the faintest of creases around her eyes betrayed the fact that she was close to forty.

Lloyd crossed the room and sat beside her on the sofa. Raven noted the way her hand reached instinctively to grasp his. Intimacy flickered in the quick glance they shared. It didn’t take an experienced detective to see through this façade. They were lovers and doing little to conceal it.

‘We’d like to ask you a few questions, Mrs Stringer,’ said Raven.

She nodded silently.

‘Do you want me out of the way?’ Lloyd asked Raven.

But before Raven could respond, Cheryl gripped his hand tighter. ‘Stay, Lloyd. Please.’

‘Sure,’ he said, settling back into the sofa like a faithful guard dog.

Raven would have preferred to speak to her alone but decided not to push it. He and Becca took seats opposite.

‘We’re sorry for your loss, Mrs Stringer,’ said Becca.

‘Thank you.’ She untangled her fingers from Lloyd’s and drew her hands together, clasping them in her lap, eyes downcast. ‘And please, call me Cheryl.’

‘Where are your children today, Cheryl?’ asked Becca gently.

‘With my parents. We thought it best for now.’

Raven wondered who exactly she meant by “we”.

Becca continued to probe. ‘What about your husband’s parents? Do they live nearby?’

‘No. Sadly, Guy’s mum and dad passed away a couple of years ago. But at least they’ve been spared this awful nightmare.’ She turned to Lloyd. ‘Can you pass my handbag?’ She searched inside it for a paper tissue and dabbed her eyes, but Raven couldn’t see any tears. He recalled the bar manager’s hints about marital tensions. How much of this widowhood act was real?

Lloyd leaned forward, brimming with unspent energy. He looked like a man who’d rather kick down doors than pass tissues.

‘Do you have something to say?’ Raven asked him.

‘No. Nothing.’

‘Right.’ Raven turned back to Cheryl. ‘First of all, I want to assure you that we are doing everything in our power to identify and apprehend whoever was responsible for the death of your husband.’ He cast a glance back at Lloyd Sherwood, who returned his gaze without expression.

‘Thank you,’ said Cheryl.

‘Secondly, I’d like to ask if you can think of any reason someone might have wanted to harm your husband?’

‘None whatsoever,’ she answered with wide-eyed innocence. ‘Guy was very well liked. He didn’t have a single enemy.’

‘Let’s talk about the cocktail bar,’ said Raven. ‘Did you and Guy own the business yourselves, or were there any other shareholders or partners?’

‘We owned equal shares but Guy handled the running of the business. I stayed home with the children. They’ve always been my number-one priority.’ She turned to Becca. ‘You can’t do too much for your children, can you?’

Becca gave a diplomatic smile. ‘I expect your husband worked long hours.’

‘Oh yes,’ said Cheryl. ‘Sometimes I hardly saw him.’

‘And yet he made time to go to the light show with you on Saturday night,’ Becca pointed out.

‘Oh, yes. He was an amazing dad, and such a good husband.’ Cheryl reached for another tissue and this time, Raven fancied he could almost catch a diamond sparkle in the corner of each eye.

Beside her, Lloyd Sherwood’s fists opened and closed as if he was warming up for a boxing match.

‘We visited the bar and spoke to the assistant manager, Monty,’ said Raven. ‘He was telling us about the recent refurbishment.’

‘Oh, yes,’ enthused Cheryl. ‘Guy was so proud of it. It was always his ambition to own the smartest venue in town. He wanted people to say that Stringer’s was the best cocktail bar this side of the Pennines.’

‘I understand that you were involved in the refurbishment yourself.’

Cheryl shrugged modestly. ‘I do have an eye for presentation. I know how to style for the best effect.’ She glanced self-consciously around the fabulous surroundings of her home before turning her gaze back to Raven.

‘It must have been a large investment. How did you fund the work?’

Cheryl blinked. ‘Guy took out a bank loan.’

‘Business must be good then?’

A flicker of hesitation passed across her face. ‘The bar’s doing really well. But times are tough. Not everyone can afford our prices.’

‘So it’s not going quite as well as you hoped?’ said Raven. ‘Do you have a mortgage on this house?’

She nodded and named a figure.

Raven saw Lloyd’s expression shift ever so slightly. Not quite as rich as you thought, eh?

‘Mrs Stringer – Cheryl,’ he continued, ‘did Guy ever say to you that the business was in financial difficulty?’

‘No. Guy never mentioned any money problems.’

Raven nodded to Becca, who withdrew a photograph from her bag and handed it to Cheryl. It was the image of the man with the scar who had met with Guy at the cocktail bar. ‘Have you ever seen this man? Do you know who he is?’

Cheryl held the photo at arm’s length as if even the likeness of the man might be dangerous. ‘No. I don’t know him.’

‘All right,’ said Raven. He leaned forward. ‘Cheryl, I need to ask you some questions now that are more personal in nature. Would you prefer to speak privately?’

‘I have no secrets from Lloyd,’ she said, confirming what Raven had already guessed about their relationship.

For his part, Lloyd looked as if he was regretting his decision to stay, fearful of what he might hear. Even more fearful of being dragged into this mess himself. Well, it was a bit late for that.

‘Cheryl,’ said Raven, ‘did you love your husband?’

She stiffened, looking shocked. ‘Of course I did. What do you mean by that?’

‘Did you have a good marriage?’

Her hesitation lasted just a little too long. ‘As good as anyone can after twelve years and two children.’ It wasn’t exactly a ringing endorsement, but perhaps it was more honest than most of her answers.

‘You said he worked long hours.’

‘Yes, he did. In fact, sometimes he slept in the flat above the bar. I didn’t want him coming back late and waking the children.’

Beside her, Lloyd looked like he wished the sofa would swallow him up. Or perhaps that it would swallow her.

‘Cheryl,’ said Raven, leaning further forward, ‘have you ever had an extramarital affair?’

Now the tears were real. She began to sob properly, delving into her handbag once again for a tissue. ‘I don’t know why you’re asking me that. I loved Guy. I swear I did. He was everything a husband could be.’

The look on Lloyd’s face was one of unbridled rage.

‘Mr Sherwood?’ said Raven mildly. ‘Do you have anything to add?’

‘No.’ Lloyd sat back, folding his arms stiffly across his chest as if trying to prevent his anger from bursting out.

Raven turned back to Cheryl. ‘I’m sorry for asking all these questions. I realise they must be distressing, but they are relevant. Did your husband have life assurance?’

She nodded. ‘It was for the children’s future. Because of the mortgage and the business loan.’

‘What was the value of the policy?’

Cheryl hesitated, then whispered, ‘A million pounds.’

Raven nodded. In his experience, newly bereaved husbands and wives rarely knew the answer to such a question. Most people who took out a life policy never gave it another thought. They didn’t truly believe that they or their loved one could die. Usually, they would have to look up the figure, perhaps spend time searching through files or speaking to a financial adviser to locate the relevant documents. The fact that Cheryl Stringer knew the figure off the top of her head was telling.

And the fact that Lloyd Sherwood hadn’t batted an eyelid at the amount was also significant.

‘Thank you,’ said Raven. He turned to face Lloyd. ‘Mr Sherwood, where were you on Saturday night?’

Lloyd reeled back at the question. ‘That’s a hell of a thing to ask, don’t you think? What has that got to do with anything?’

‘It’s a routine question in an inquiry of this kind. So if you wouldn’t mind answering…?’

Raven waited.

Eventually Lloyd blinked. ‘I went out with a mate to a pub in town. There was a band playing.’

Becca recorded the information in her notebook. ‘Your mate’s name is…?’

‘Callum Bradberry.’

‘We’ll need his contact details,’ she said. ‘And yours too, if you don’t mind?’

Lloyd supplied them grudgingly and Becca noted them down.

Raven stood. ‘That’s all for now,’ he said pleasantly. ‘Thank you for your time, both of you. If there’s anything else, we’ll be in touch.’

Back outside, he exchanged a look with Becca. He didn’t need to say a word. They were both thinking exactly the same about Cheryl Stringer and Lloyd Sherwood.

*

After a long day at work, it was a relief when Raven was finally able to return to his house on Quay Street and pull the door closed behind him. It was a Sunday after all. A day of rest.

He was met in the hallway by Quincey, who came bounding towards him, tail in full swing.

‘Hey, easy, boy,’ said Raven, crouching to greet him, and scratching the dog’s head behind his ears. ‘Full of energy, I see.’

He carried on through to the sitting room and found Hannah curled up cross-legged on the sofa, listening to music on her phone. She took her earbuds out as soon as she saw him. ‘Hi, Dad. Glad you’re back.’

‘Good to be home. Have you and Quincey been out?’

‘We went for a long walk together.’ Hannah eyed the Black Labrador, who was shadowing Raven around the room. ‘I’m worn out. Quincey, not so much.’

‘Sorry I had to work today, but you know how it is.’

‘It’s okay, Dad. I know.’

They had talked this over just recently. Hannah understood better than anyone the importance of Raven’s work. She knew that it was far more than a job to him – it was a way of life, a calling. Hannah, too, had recently made a big decision about her future career. She was due to begin a new job the following day, working as a defence lawyer for a firm of solicitors specialising in legal aid cases. She would be representing those who were unable to pay for a defence lawyer themselves. A noble calling, but Raven hoped she wouldn’t live to regret it.

‘All set for tomorrow?’ he asked.

Hannah pulled a glum face. ‘As ready as I can be.’

‘You’ll be fine,’ he reassured her, sounding more certain than he felt.

‘You think so?’

He sat down on the sofa and held her hand. ‘I know you will. This firm of solicitors was lucky to find you.’

She squeezed his hand. ‘Thanks, Dad. It’s got to be better than my last job, for sure.’

Raven nodded. Hannah’s first job after graduating had been for another Scarborough law firm, one in which Raven’s former schoolfriend was a senior partner. Not that Harry Hood had ever been a real friend. He’d simply been part of Raven’s crowd of ne’er-do-wells. The sort of boy who’d never been the centre of attention himself but always stood next to the coolest kid in the room. In the right crowd, he smiled and fawned. With the wrong one, he sneered. And if you looked uncertain or afraid, he’d find the quickest way to twist the knife.

Harry had grown up to be a crooked lawyer, cold and calculating. He had a knack for seeking out wealthy clients with shady interests to protect. Hannah hadn’t lasted longer than a week before quitting and shopping him to the National Crime Agency. Yet shit had a way of rising to the surface, and Harry had found a way to wriggle out of the accusations levelled against him.

Still, it had taken real guts for Hannah to stand up to him.

Raven studied his daughter. Still only twenty-one, she was at the cusp of greatest opportunity – that special moment when her life could head in any direction. For a young woman with Hannah’s talents, she could have taken her pick of jobs in London or any other city. Yet she had decided to stay in Scarborough, and that choice meant more to Raven than she probably realised. The path she had chosen wouldn’t be an easy one, but however it worked out, she had already proven herself to be her father’s daughter.

‘How about we celebrate together with a meal out?’ he asked her. ‘No expense spared. Only the best for my daughter.’

Her lips curved in a knowing smile. ‘Whatever the cost?’

‘The finest table in town.’

She grinned, playing along. ‘Then it has to be...’

They delivered the punchline in unison. ‘Fish and chips!’

OceanofPDF.com


Chapter 8

Hannah set down three mugs of tea and a plate of chocolate digestives on the meeting room table.

‘Thank you, Hannah,’ said Malcolm Ackroyd, her new boss. ‘Much appreciated.’ He surveyed the selection of slightly chipped mugs and selected the worst one for himself, passing the least damaged mug to their client, a nervous young man called Brent Nixon.

Brent sat at the far end of the table, fingers fidgeting, sallow face radiating worry. His narrow shoulders quivered as his long arms reached to accept the mug.

Malcolm gave him a reassuring smile and pushed the plate across the table. ‘Have a biscuit, son. It’ll settle your nerves.’

Brent regarded the chocolate biscuits with deep suspicion, as if every gift he had ever been given always came with a catch. His eyes darted from Malcolm to Hannah, then back to the biscuits. Then, finally unable to resist, he helped himself to two, cramming the first into his mouth like a man expecting it to be snatched away if he was too slow.

Hannah took a seat at the other end of the table and turned to a blank page in her brand-new notepad. It was her first day at her new job and she had expected to be spending most of it on introductory admin and being shown around the office. But her new boss clearly believed in getting stuck in as quickly as possible. After introducing her to the office receptionist and pointing her in the direction of the stationery cupboard, Malcolm had brought her straight into a client meeting, asking her to make tea and take notes. His manner had been genial but a little vague. ‘Just write down anything that occurs to you,’ he had instructed her. ‘I’m sure you’ll get the hang of it soon enough. Any questions, just ask.’

It was a far cry from her previous job. The office where Harry Hood held sway was located in a period building which had been thoroughly modernised inside, with glass doors, large meeting rooms and recessed lighting, all calculated to create an atmosphere of refinement and discretion with a view to attracting and retaining the wealthiest clients.

Malcolm Ackroyd’s office, by contrast, stood at the shabbier end of town, the furniture mismatched, the carpet stained, the single meeting room seemingly doubling as a storeroom, with boxes full of client files balanced precariously on top of one another in the corner. Malcolm’s firm was funded by the Legal Aid Agency at a much lower rate than the eye-watering amounts Harry Hood charged. It acted for those who were unable to afford to pay for legal representation. This, Hannah reminded herself as she mulled over the shabby state of the office and the careworn appearance of her first client, was the reason she had chosen to work here.

‘Now then, Brent,’ said Malcolm in his kindly Yorkshire voice. ‘Let’s see what we have here, shall we?’ He opened the youth’s file and glanced over the contents.

Brent nervously nibbled at the second biscuit, then slyly took a third when he thought Malcolm wasn’t looking. He was a skinny lad who looked as if he needed feeding up. Hannah tried to give him an encouraging smile.

‘Hmm…’ said Malcolm as he perused the notes. ‘Ah, yes…’

He closed the file and took a slow slurp of his tea before speaking.

‘So then, Brent, it would seem you’ve been charged with criminal damage. According to this’ – he tapped the file – ‘you’re accused of vandalising one of the slot machines in an amusement arcade on the seafront.’

‘I didn’t do owt,’ protested Brent.

‘Hmm… so… yes…’ Malcolm steepled his fingers beneath his chin. ‘The problem is, Brent, that the owner of the amusement arcade has made a statement saying you did. And, well… here’s the evidence of the alleged damage.’

His fingers delved into the file and retrieved a set of glossy photographs showing a slot machine which had seemingly been struck with some violence with a large and heavy weight. The front of the cabinet was badly dented and its glass screen was cracked and shattered.

Brent peered briefly at the photos and gave a shudder. ‘I didn’t do owt,’ he repeated. ‘It weren’t me.’

‘Hmm,’ said Malcolm, ‘that may be the case and perhaps the owner of the arcade is mistaken when he claims he saw you smashing the machine with a crowbar. But mistaken or not, his statement carries weight. He’s a respected business owner, and unfortunately for us, you have a previous criminal record.’

‘Only for shoplifting,’ Brent protested. ‘And I were just a kid then.’

‘Nevertheless, a record’s a record. That doesn’t mean you are guilty in this case – everyone is presumed innocent until proven guilty – but it means we’ve got a hill to climb. Can you tell me anything that might help to strengthen your case?’

Hannah’s pen was poised in her hand. So far, all she had written was “Brent Nixon. Slot machine vandalised with a crowbar. Protests innocence.” It didn’t feel like the case of the century, but she knew that to Brent it was a big deal. The outcome of this case might shape his life forever.

Brent shifted uneasily in his chair. ‘I know how it looks. I were at the arcade when the owner says it happened. And yeah, I might have got a bit angry when I lost my money. I slapped the side of the machine – just out of frustration, like – but I didn’t break it. I don’t even own a crowbar.’

Malcolm tilted his head. ‘According to the police, a CCTV system was installed at the premises’ – Hannah wrote it down – ‘but unfortunately the recordings from the time of the alleged incident were lost or deleted, so that doesn’t help us.’

“CCTV not working,” Hannah wrote with a growing sense of despondency. Was this how all her cases would go? Hopeless from the outset, the accused person clearly guilty, or with no real evidence to prove their innocence, just one person’s word against another’s?

Under the circumstances, Malcolm seemed to be showing remarkable patience. ‘So, Brent, why do you think the owner is claiming that you’re responsible for this crime?’

Brent hesitated. ‘I dunno. He don’t like me much. I’ve been barred before. Machine stole my money and wouldn’t give it back. But that weren’t my fault.’

‘I see.’ Malcolm nodded slowly, neither judging nor surprised. ‘Being barred doesn’t prove you did anything wrong. Still, it won’t help our case either, I’m afraid.’ He took another sip of his tea, then looked squarely at Brent. ‘Here’s the thing. If you insist on pleading not guilty, this will go to the crown court and it’ll be your word against the owner of the arcade. If you’re found guilty, you’ll be dealt with more harshly than if you plead not guilty. My advice to you would be to enter a guilty plea and accept a reduced sentence which will probably be a fine.’

Brent leaned across the table, eyes wide with innocence. ‘But I did nowt. I’m not saying I’m perfect – I know I messed up when I were younger. But I didn’t smash that machine. I swear it on my mother’s life.’

Hannah didn’t know what to believe. On the face of it, all the evidence pointed to Brent’s guilt. But there was a raw sense of injustice burning in the lad’s heart. He wasn’t clever or articulate. But he was convincing.

‘All right,’ said Malcolm, his voice gentle. ‘I’ll draft a not guilty plea. But I’ll be straight with you: if you change your mind later, the judge won’t be sympathetic. And if you’re found guilty, you’ll be given a stiffer sentence. Judges don’t like people wasting court time.’

Brent nodded solemnly. ‘I understand.’

Malcolm stood and held out a hand. ‘Oh, and by the way, stay clear of the amusement arcades until this is sorted, won’t you?’

‘I will,’ Brent assured him.

The door clicked shut behind him, and Malcolm began to write in the case file.

Hannah cleared away the mugs and the empty plate. When she was done, she turned to her new boss, unable to restrain her curiosity any longer. ‘Do you believe him?’

Malcolm gave her a faint smile. ‘The first lesson to learn in this job, Hannah, is that it doesn’t matter what you believe. All that counts is what you can prove.’

*

‘Be a good boy now, Quince.’

Raven knelt down, stroking his dog’s silky black coat, and Quincey nuzzled his wet nose against Raven’s ear. Now that Hannah had started her new job, it was up to him to drop Quincey at the dog minder’s each morning. He wanted to savour this moment before saying goodbye.

‘He’s always a good boy,’ said Vicky Hardcastle. ‘Come here, Quincey.’

She enticed the dog away with a rubber toy and he bounded over to her without a backward glance.

So much for loyalty.

But Raven knew he ought to be glad that Quincey was in good hands. Vicky was caring, professional and adored dogs. Yet as he closed the door behind him and the cheerful barking faded into the distance, he felt the same hollow tug he recalled from years earlier, walking away from the nursery gates or school doors, leaving Hannah behind with her tiny backpack and brave smile. He’d consoled himself then by repeating the mantra that his daughter was growing up, that independence was the goal. Still, the moment had always felt like a small betrayal, like handing over a part of his heart and pretending it didn’t cost him anything.

Now, the stakes were lower, the feeling less raw, but the ache was familiar. As he slid into the driver’s seat and started the engine, he did what he’d always done to get through it – folded the emotion down tight, locked it somewhere unreachable and let his mind drift to the latest investigation. Work had always been his shield, his way over any emotional hurdle. By the time he was standing in front of the whiteboard in the incident room and Becca, Jess, and Tony had assembled for the morning briefing, his attention was firmly fixed on the day ahead.

There was a new name written on the board now. Lloyd Sherwood. And a new photograph – the unknown man with the scar on his face, who had called in at the cocktail bar just days before Guy Stringer had met his death. Tight T-shirt, cropped hair, and the hard look of a thug about him.

‘So,’ said Raven, ‘the assistant manager at Stringer’s – a young lad called Monty – mentioned that this man’ – he pointed to Scarface – ‘met the murder victim last Tuesday at work. The purpose of his visit isn’t known, and all Monty could tell us about this individual was that he had a funny accent and looked dangerous. We need to find out more.’

‘He certainly has a distinctive appearance,’ said Tony. ‘Do you want me to circulate his image?’

‘Please.’

‘And who’s Lloyd Sherwood?’ asked Jess, pointing to the name on the whiteboard.

‘Cheryl Stringer’s personal trainer. He was at home with her when Becca and I went to interview her yesterday.’

‘Personal trainer?’ Jess raised her eyebrows in surprise. ‘Do you think there’s something going on between them?’

‘I think there’s a lot going on between them. Monty hinted at marital tensions between Guy and his wife. And Cheryl admitted that Guy spent long hours at work, sometimes staying in a flat above the bar overnight.’

‘Lloyd and Cheryl didn’t exactly hide their feelings for each other,’ added Becca.

‘So that gives them a motive for murder,’ said Raven, drawing a line connecting Lloyd Sherwood with Cheryl Stringer. ‘Especially if you factor in the million pounds of life insurance she stands to receive.’

Tony whistled. ‘A million pounds would go a long way towards clearing the loan for refurbishing the bar and paying off the mortgage on the house.’

‘Whereas a divorce would have ruined her financially,’ said Raven, ‘so I think it’s safe to say that her husband was worth far more to her dead than alive.’

‘Does this Lloyd Sherwood have an alibi for Saturday night?’ asked Tony.

‘He claims he was in a pub with his mate, Callum.’ Raven passed the details of the alibi to Jess. ‘When we’ve finished here, can you check it out?’

‘Sure,’ said Jess.

‘How about you?’ Raven asked her. ‘Any luck with the CCTV?’

Jess beamed. ‘I was able to get hold of the recording from a camera stationed at the castle entrance. It shows everyone entering and leaving the castle on Saturday night. The shooter left the castle at 8:07pm. I’m certain it was him. The time tallies with the time of the shooting, and his appearance matches witness reports. He was wearing a black jacket with a hood over his face. I wasn’t able to tell which direction he took after he left the castle grounds, but I printed off these images.’ She circulated a series of photos of a man captured from behind.

Raven studied them carefully. A tall person, almost certainly male. But apart from the black clothing there were no distinguishing features. ‘Did he enter through the castle gate?’

Jess slid another set of stills across the table. ‘These were taken at 7:15. I’m sure this is the same man. He arrived just after the Stringer family. I think he must have followed them into the castle.’

‘Good work,’ said Raven, as he examined the second set of photographs. He was disappointed to find that the man’s face was still hidden from view, but at least they were starting to put together a coherent timeline.

‘I’ve sent the video across to the tech department,’ said Jess. ‘They should be able to estimate his height and weight, and maybe enhance the image somehow.’

‘Let’s see what they come up with. This is already starting to narrow things down.’ Raven looked at Becca. ‘What do you think? Could this be Lloyd Sherwood?’

Becca turned the images to get a better look. ‘It’s possible. But it might also be Scarface.’ She glanced back at the photograph pinned to the whiteboard.

‘Agreed,’ said Raven. ‘Let’s move this forward. Tony, see if you can get an ID for Scarface. Jess, follow up Lloyd Sherwood’s alibi. Becca, are you happy to attend the post-mortem?’

Becca shot him a knowing smile. ‘I’ll give Dr Felicity Wainwright your warm regards.’

Raven gave her a grateful nod. He didn’t mind post-mortems, but he had no stomach for encounters with the abrasive senior pathologist of Scarborough hospital. Besides, he had something else on his mind.

Once everyone had been allocated a task, he retreated to his private office. With his team fully occupied, he now had a moment to look into the other investigation he was supposed to be working on this week – Dinsdale’s missing person enquiry.
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Chapter 9

There was no sign of Dinsdale at the police station that morning. Perhaps he was buying a new set of luggage in readiness for his retirement cruise. Not that Raven could recall Dinsdale ever worrying much about his appearance. He never seemed to worry about anything except ducking responsibility and securing an easy life. Not long to go now and Raven would be free of the ageing detective for ever.

He opened the file that Dinsdale had left on his desk and frowned at the name on the file.

Ava Jennings.

Where had he heard that name before? He racked his brain. Then it came to him in a flash. Blonde-haired, nineteen years old. Ava worked at an amusement arcade on the seafront. Raven had interviewed her in connection with an attacker who had gone on to rape another woman – Jade Brown, a dancer at the Mayfair nightclub. Ava, however, had single-handedly fought the man off. She was tougher than she looked and had her head firmly screwed on. The fact that she had gone missing gave him grave cause for concern.

He read through the various witness statements. Ava’s parents had reported her missing a week ago on Thursday. Her boss, a man named Jimmy Clegg, had apparently been the last known person to see her when she left the arcade on the Tuesday night. Her housemates – a couple of young women she shared with – didn’t think she’d returned home that evening. Her parents confirmed that Ava hadn’t made contact with them since the day she’d vanished. None of her friends had heard from her either.

There wasn’t much else to go on.

Raven wasn’t going to get anywhere by staring at these notes. He closed the file and headed out before anyone could ask where he was going.

The amusement arcade was open yet deserted at that time on a Monday morning. The lights on the slot machines blinked and flickered, their upbeat jingles sounding like sirens calling from the rocks, luring the unwary with an empty promise of winning the jackpot. The soft toys in the claw grabber stared back at him with glassy eyes. As for the ice creams and lollies, they had no takers on such a cold and blustery day.

Although as a teenager Raven had hung out at such places with his mates, wasting money and squandering time, these days he shunned them like the plague. He hated the noise of the electronic games, the gratingly cheerful and repetitive music, the general air of tackiness. Perhaps more than anything he resented the reminder of the years he had lost in the company of such a bad bunch of friends.

He went to the counter where a bored assistant with a ring through her nose was thumbing through a celebrity magazine. He showed his ID. ‘DCI Raven, Scarborough CID. Is the owner here?’

The girl looked up from her magazine, flicking hair away from her kohl-rimmed eyes, registering vague interest at a visit from the police. ‘Jimmy? Yeah, he’s out back. Want me to tell him you’re here?’

‘If you wouldn’t mind.’

‘Jimmy!’ The girl shouted loudly over her shoulder before turning back to continue eyeballing Raven with curiosity. ‘What’s it about, then?’

‘Do you know Ava Jennings?’

‘The girl who worked here before me?’ She shook her head. ‘Never met her. I only got the job ‘cause she left.’

‘Did your boss explain what happened to her?’

‘No. Here’s Jimmy now.’

A man emerged from a door marked “Private” at the back of the arcade. He was in his forties, heavily built, his bulk packed into a black bomber jacket that strained at the seams. He walked with a slow and heavy tread as if certain there would never be anything in his life worth hurrying for. He greeted the sight of Raven’s warrant card with an unfriendly scowl.

‘Mr Jimmy Clegg?’

‘Aye?’ Clegg crossed his forearms over his chest and raised his chin.

‘I’d like to talk to you about Ava Jennings.’

‘Not here.’ Clegg swept an angry gaze around the deserted arcade as if it were filled with eavesdroppers. ‘Let’s go to my office.’

Raven followed him through the back door into a room that resembled a graveyard for arcade machines. Old fruit machines sat silent and forgotten, looking like ancient relics compared with the flashier models that had replaced them. Abandoned arcade games stood next to a broken pinball machine missing a leg. The only machine that wasn’t broken was a large chest freezer, humming away noisily in the corner, brightly coloured images of ice creams, sorbets and sundaes splashed garishly across its side.

‘Ice creams sell well at this time of year?’ inquired Raven.

‘Come this way,’ said Clegg gruffly, moving him along.

They arrived in a cluttered office and Clegg closed the door. He shifted a box full of soft toys out of his way and lowered himself into a swivel leather chair, putting his feet up on the desk. Everything in the room looked as if it had been rescued from landfill.

‘What’s this about Ava, then?’ Clegg asked. ‘I already talked to that other detective bloke. Gave him a statement and all. What was his name?’

‘Detective Inspector Dinsdale.’

‘Summat like that. Not sure I can add any more.’ He glanced at his watch.

‘Mind if I sit?’ The arcade owner’s reluctance to talk only made Raven more inclined to take his time. He scanned the office, spotted a spare chair in the corner, and dragged it into position in front of Clegg’s desk. Testing its legs with one hand, he lowered himself into it, adjusting his suit jacket and straightening his tie as he settled in. ‘That’s better.’

Clegg regarded him miserably from across the scratched surface of the desk.

‘You see, Mr Clegg, the police are very concerned about Ava’s disappearance and I want to run through everything again to make sure we haven’t missed anything.’

‘Like what?’

‘Let’s start with how long Ava has worked here.’

‘About a year, I reckon. I’d have to check the computer.’ He made no move to do so.

‘Perhaps you could do that now?’ Raven prompted.

Clegg scowled and dragged his legs off the desk, before tapping away on a keyboard and staring at the screen for a minute. Raven waited patiently.

‘One year and three months,’ Clegg declared eventually.

‘Long enough for you to get to know her quite well, then?’

The question was answered with a shrug of disinterest.

‘Was she a reliable employee?’ persisted Raven.

‘Never had a day off sick. Not that I can remember.’

‘So the fact she’s failed to show up at work without giving you any advance notice is completely out of character.’

‘When you put it like that…’ Clegg nodded, conceding the point to Raven. ‘She was a good worker. I’ll miss her.’

‘You’re not expecting her to return, then?’

‘I’ve got Luna now.’

‘The girl I just met?’

Clegg jerked a thumb in the direction of the door, as if a verbal response was way too much bother.

Dragging information out of Jimmy Clegg was proving to be harder than hitting three lucky sevens on a fruit machine, but Raven wasn’t about to give up.

‘Has there been any trouble with the punters?’ he asked. ‘Something that might make her afraid to come into work?’

‘Nope.’

‘Did she have a boyfriend?’

‘Not as far as I know.’

‘And how did she seem the last time you saw her?’

Clegg shrugged. ‘Same as always.’

‘Nothing bothering her?’

‘Don’t think so.’

Raven could see why Dinsdale had drawn a blank on this investigation. Ava’s former boss not only had nothing to say, he gave a good impression of not caring.

But then a thought seemed suddenly to occur to Clegg. He leaned forward, motioning for Raven to listen carefully. ‘Now I remember. She did mention a bunch of friends planning to head off for a trip in a minibus.’

‘When was this?’ asked Raven sharply. There had been no mention of a minibus trip in the file Dinsdale had given him.

‘Dunno. Maybe a week or two back.’

‘Where were these friends planning to go?’

‘South,’ said Clegg vaguely. ‘Somewhere hot. Maybe Morocco.’

‘Morocco?’ This story was sounding ever more far-fetched. Was Clegg just making it up to get rid of him? ‘Do you have any names for these friends?’

Clegg shook his head, his mouth clamped firmly shut.

‘And Ava said she might be joining them?’

‘Reckon she was thinking about it.’

‘But she didn’t say one way or another? And she didn’t ask you if she could take time off?’

Clegg shrugged expansively, his jacket straining as he stretched his arms wide.

Raven rose to his feet in frustration. ‘I’ll see myself out.’ He didn’t thank the arcade owner for his time.

*

‘Everything okay?’

Becca couldn’t help noticing that Jess seemed a little out of sorts. Not quite her usual bouncy, cheerful self. She decided to take a moment to check in on her before leaving the station to go to the mortuary. Dr Felicity Wainwright could wait a few minutes before beginning the post-mortem.

Jess leaned back in her chair, her notes from the team meeting still open on her desk. ‘Yeah, I’m okay. It’s just that…’

‘What?’ said Becca. ‘You know you can always talk to me.’

‘I’ve started seeing this guy.’

Becca smiled. ‘That sounds like good news. What’s his name?’

‘Gavin.’

‘Is he nice?’

‘Oh, yeah. He’s great. We’ve seen each other a few times and we’re planning to do the Coast to Coast Walk together next year.’

‘Sounds like you have plenty in common, then. So why the sad face?’

Jess sighed. ‘It’s probably nothing. Everything was going great until the light show.’

‘Ah.’ Becca was starting to see where Jess was going with this.

‘But I had to abandon him when the shooting happened and, well, I haven’t heard from him since.’

‘You were just doing your job,’ said Becca. ‘And doing it well. He’ll understand that, surely?’

‘But that’s just it,’ moaned Jess. ‘I don’t know what he makes of my job. People with normal jobs don’t go chasing after killers at the drop of a hat. What if he’s decided that a police detective is too hot to handle?’

‘Have you asked him?’ said Becca.

Jess shook her head glumly.

‘Here’s what I think, for what it’s worth,’ said Becca. ‘What you did on Saturday night was admirable. If Gavin’s worth keeping, he’ll be cool with having a girlfriend who puts herself in the line of fire. And if he’s not cool with that…’ She left the phrase hanging.

‘You’re probably right,’ said Jess, but without much conviction. ‘How are things with you anyway?’

Becca’s mood dipped at the question and her hesitation told Jess all she needed.

‘That bad, huh?’

‘It’s complicated.’

Jess nodded knowingly and Becca wondered how much she had already guessed about her feelings for Raven. Hell, did everyone at the station know how she felt?

‘The thing is, Sam’s come back from Australia. He wants us to get back together.’

‘Wow,’ said Jess. ‘That’s huge. And do you want to get back with him?’

It was the question Becca couldn’t answer. ‘I don’t know.’

‘Because there’s someone else involved?’ prompted Jess gently.

‘Maybe,’ said Becca. ‘I’m just not sure.’

Jess reached out and gripped her hand. ‘You and me – we’re a mess, aren’t we?’

A smile lifted Becca’s face. ‘You could say that. So do you have a solution to my dilemma?’

‘Wow, I am definitely not getting involved in that. In fact, I just remembered I have to go and check a dodgy alibi.’ Jess grinned and reached for her coat. ‘Take care, Becca.’

‘Take care.’ Becca was about to leave too, when her desk phone began to ring. She waved goodbye to Jess and returned to answer it.

‘Hi, it’s Andy here, from ballistics.’

Becca immediately refocused her mind on the case. ‘What have you got for me, Andy?’

She grabbed a pen as the ballistics expert began to speak. As always, Andy was passionate about his subject.

‘Well, what we have here are 9mm Parabellum rounds, most likely fired from a semi-automatic handgun. Without access to the weapon itself, it’s impossible to say exactly what kind.’

Becca sensed more coming and duly prompted. ‘But?’

‘But the rifling marks on the bullet are consistent with a Glock 17 or 19 semi and I’d put money on it being a Glock,’ concluded Andy.

Becca rapidly scribbled down all the details. ‘You’ll be sending me a full report?’

‘Already on its way, flying through cyberspace,’ said Andy.

‘Witness reports suggest the gun was silenced,’ said Becca. ‘They describe hearing a pop rather than a loud bang.’

‘I can’t really say anything about that from the bullet and casing alone,’ said Andy. ‘But it’s quite possible.’

‘It sounds like a serious piece of hardware. Who might own a gun like this?’

‘Now you’re asking me to speculate,’ said Andy.

‘I am.’

‘Well, you’re probably looking at organised crime or a contract killer. A weapon like this would be supplied through a criminal network and won’t be easy to trace.’

‘Okay, thanks for that.’

‘No probs. Anytime. Give me a shout if you need anything else.’

Becca put the phone down and digested what she’d learned. A contract killer or a criminal gang on the streets of Scarborough left a nasty taste in her mouth. It would certainly give her mother something to fret about.

*

Jess got into her Land Rover, feeling somewhat better for having talked to Becca. Why had she immediately jumped to the worst possible conclusion about why Gavin hadn’t called her since the night of the shooting? Maybe because she’d been so badly hurt in the past and couldn’t bear for it to happen again.

But Becca was right – Jess had simply been projecting all her worst fears and needed to find out the facts instead of making assumptions. Besides, if Gavin couldn’t handle her, she was better off without him.

Before starting the car, she messaged him. Nothing too heavy, just a simple “Hi how are you? Fancy catching up?” Then she pocketed her phone and turned the key in the ignition. The starter groaned and turned over, but the engine didn’t respond with its usual roar. Jess pulled the choke harder and tried again. This time the old machinery spluttered into life, and she gave it a few good revs to make sure it was running before putting it into gear. These cold, damp mornings were the worst for the ancient vehicle, and she would have to get her dad to give it a good once-over next time she was back in Rosedale Abbey. She turned up the heater and set off.

Before leaving the office, she had checked out Lloyd Sherwood’s Instagram. The personal trainer wasn’t shy on social media, promising his clients not only a transformed body shape, but also better nutrition, a new mindset, and an all-round happier, healthier existence. Cheryl Stringer might have added “improved sex life” to the list of benefits. But Jess wouldn’t be signing up for his services anytime soon. The guy was a show-off, taking every opportunity to pose with his attractive female clients. The photos suggested that nearly all his clients were women, and most of them were slim and blonde.

Lloyd’s mate, Callum Bradberry had agreed to meet her at his place of work, a new car showroom on the outskirts of town. Jess pulled into the forecourt and parked the battered, muddy Land Rover next to a row of shiny new electric vehicles. They looked lovely in their bright colours – orange, turquoise, lime green – and probably started with no bother even on a chilly winter’s morning, but Jess knew she would miss the Land Rover’s throaty roar and cantankerous gear stick if she ever got an electric car. Where was the fun in driving something that just worked? She left the Land Rover and went inside the dealership in search of Callum.

At the reception desk she was directed to a young man in a shiny suit with slicked back hair. He was obviously a salesman.

‘Have a seat,’ he said, rising to greet her and indicating the customer chair. ‘You wanted to speak to me about Saturday night?’

‘I’m checking an alibi,’ she said, sitting down. ‘Lloyd Sherwood. He’s told police that he was with you at the Three Horseshoes listening to a band called The Quiet Lads.’

‘Yeah, that’s right,’ said Callum with an easy smile. ‘They’re a local band who play the pub circuit. Lloyd was with me all night.’

‘That’s good to hear,’ said Jess, making a note.

‘No worries,’ said Callum. ‘Can I help you with anything else?’

‘Yes,’ said Jess. ‘What time did you arrive at the pub?’

Callum thought about it for a moment. ‘About seven.’

‘You and Lloyd went there together?’

‘Yes.’

‘And what time did you leave?’

‘Closing time. Eleven. We walked home afterwards. It’s not far from my place.’

‘I see,’ said Jess, writing everything down. ‘And was the band any good?’

She was rewarded with a broad smile. ‘Yeah, they were great. It was a good night out.’

‘I’m glad to hear it.’ Jess finished writing her notes. ‘So if you’d just like to check over what I’ve written and sign at the bottom, this can be your witness statement.’

Callum read the words through quickly, signed at the bottom with a flourish, and pushed the paper back towards Jess.

‘Thanks very much.’ Jess checked it over and slid it into her folder. ‘The thing is, Callum, I checked the band’s Instagram before coming here.’

‘Oh?’ He ran a finger under his shirt collar, no longer any trace of a smile on his lips.

‘Turns out, the band had to cancel at the last minute. Their lead singer had the flu. Which leads me to believe that neither you nor Lloyd were at the pub on Saturday night, otherwise you’d have known that.’

Callum cleared his throat.

‘So, would you like to revise your witness statement?’ asked Jess. ‘Or would you prefer me to arrest you for perverting the course of justice?’

The colour was draining rapidly from Callum’s face. ‘I, er…’

‘Where was Lloyd Sherwood on Saturday night?’ pressed Jess.

‘I don’t know,’ he admitted with a look of dismay. ‘I have no idea where he was.’
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Chapter 10

Raven’s phone buzzed with an incoming call as he was driving back from the amusement arcade. He glanced at the screen, saw it was Jess, and answered on hands-free.

‘What have you got for me?’ he asked.

‘Boss.’ She sounded as excited as if she’d just hit the jackpot. ‘Lloyd Sherwood lied. He wasn’t in the pub on Saturday night. The band was cancelled. His mate Callum doesn’t know where he was. His alibi is blown.’

‘Good work,’ said Raven. He yanked his steering wheel and executed a slick U-turn in the middle of the road. A lorry driver beeped his horn at him. ‘I’m going to bring him in to the station. Get an interview room ready. I’ll interview him as soon as Becca gets back from the post-mortem.’

He hung up. It was time to start applying the thumbscrews on the fitness instructor. See how much pain he could withstand.

An hour later, Raven was sitting opposite Lloyd Sherwood at the police station and was reading him his rights.

Becca had returned from the hospital with little to report other than the obvious: Guy Stringer had been shot three times at a range of less than two metres – once in the back of the head, twice in the thorax. The chest wounds had caused major trauma to the heart and lungs, leading to rapid blood loss, but would probably have been survivable for a brief period. The shot to the back of the head, however, was immediately fatal due to devastating brainstem injury.

‘Am I under arrest?’ Lloyd was still in his gym kit, a tracksuit top pulled hastily over his vest. Raven had found him at his local gym deadlifting barbells in front of a full-height wall mirror. There was no doubting Lloyd’s physical fitness and strength. Even now, he seemed to pulse with nervous energy.

‘No, this is a voluntary interview,’ said Raven. ‘You’re free to leave at any time. But it would be better for you if you answered all our questions.’

‘Do I need a solicitor?’ Lloyd sat balanced on the edge of his seat, one leg jiggling up and down.

‘You’re entitled to one,’ said Raven. ‘You can request your own, or a duty solicitor can be provided free of charge. Would you like to wait while we arrange one?’

A muscle in Lloyd’s jaw twitched. He seemed far too highly-strung to wait long enough for Raven to even pick up the phone.

‘Let’s just get this over with. I’ve got nothing to hide,’ he snapped, although he frowned when Becca started the recording machine.

‘When we spoke to you yesterday,’ began Raven, ‘you told us you spent Saturday night at the Three Horseshoes with your friend, Callum Bradberry. But that wasn’t true, was it?’

Lloyd glanced nervously in Raven’s direction. ‘What did Callum tell you?’

‘That he wasn’t there that night and doesn’t know where you were.’

‘Not even the band showed up,’ remarked Becca drily. ‘So you really didn’t miss anything.’

‘So where were you?’ Raven fixed Lloyd with a hard stare. He would surely have lost a weightlifting competition with this man, but he was not going to be defeated here.

Lloyd was the first to look away. His shoulders slumped in disappointment, as if he’d expected better from his friend. ‘I was at home, all right?’

‘And where is home?’

Lloyd examined the knuckles of his clenched fists. ‘I rent a house on Prospect Road.’

Raven pictured the street of modest terraced houses just off the town centre. Decent homes, but a far cry from the luxury of the Stringers’ residence.

‘Can anyone confirm you were there?’

Lloyd gave a short, angry shake of his head. ‘I was alone that night. That’s why I said I was with Callum. I knew it would look bad if I didn’t have an alibi.’

‘And why would that be?’

‘Because…’ – he hesitated then looked Raven straight in the eye – ‘Cheryl and I are in a relationship.’

‘Are you now?’ said Raven as if the idea had never occurred to him.

Lloyd turned away.

‘How long has this relationship been going on?’

‘Six months.’

‘What were your plans?’

‘She was going to leave her husband. She just needed to find the right time. She didn’t want to break it to the children right before Christmas.’

‘That’s very considerate,’ said Becca, her voice oozing sarcasm. She withdrew a series of photographs from her folder and placed them in front of Lloyd. ‘Do you recognise any of these, Mr Sherwood? The first is a Glock 17, the second a Glock 19. We believe that the bullets that killed Guy Stringer were fired from a weapon like this.’

Lloyd recoiled from the images in horror. ‘I’ve never seen any guns like that in my life. I don’t own a gun. I don’t shoot.’

Becca produced another photo, this one an image from the CCTV at the castle gate. ‘Is this you, Mr Sherwood?’

Lloyd stared at the picture of the man in black, his face cloaked in shadow as he entered the castle. He shook his head with vigour. ‘That’s not me. It could be anyone!’

Raven resumed his questioning. ‘Okay, Lloyd, let’s return to your relationship with Cheryl Stringer. You say she was planning to leave her husband for you, but what did you intend to do for money?’

‘This was never about money,’ said Lloyd. ‘Cheryl and I are in love.’

‘How sweet,’ said Becca.

‘Tell me,’ said Raven, ‘how much do you earn from your fitness coaching, Mr Sherwood?’

The tension in Lloyd’s shoulders tightened again. ‘I earn enough to get by. I earn enough to take care of Cheryl.’

‘Really? She strikes me as a woman with expensive tastes, and I bet those children aren’t being educated at the local state school.’

Lloyd’s fingers curled into a ball. ‘We would have had money from selling the house and the business, wouldn’t we? That would have been plenty.’

‘It’s a nice house,’ agreed Raven, ‘and a profitable business by the looks of it. But you’re forgetting something important – the debt.’

Becca leaned in, picking up the thread. ‘The business debt is considerable, and the mortgage on the house substantial. I doubt there would be much left after a sale. Which leaves you and Cheryl in a tricky situation, doesn’t it? You wanted to live with her, but you didn’t have anything like enough money to keep her in the lifestyle she’s become accustomed to. But there was a solution to that problem, wasn’t there, Lloyd?’

‘The life assurance,’ supplied Raven. ‘One million pounds.’

Lloyd’s fist crashed down on the table. ‘I didn’t know anything about the life assurance! I didn’t know anything about the debts! Cheryl and I never talked about money. Like I said, we were in love. I’m not a gold digger.’ There were tears in Lloyd’s eyes now as he protested his innocence. His shoulders shook with passion and he blinked away the tears.

Then his face cleared and he managed to calm himself down. ‘Listen,’ he whispered hoarsely, ‘I just remembered something. All those debts would have been cleared anyway.’

‘What do you mean?’ said Raven with a frown. ‘Cleared? How?’

‘Some businessman wanted to buy the cocktail bar. Lock, stock and barrel. He made Guy an offer just the other week.’

‘What businessman?’

Lloyd screwed up his face in concentration. ‘Cheryl did mention the name.’ He clicked his fingers. ‘Yeah, that’s it. A bloke called Darren Jubb.’

The name hit Raven with the weight of one of Lloyd’s barbells. Darren Jubb. They had once been teenage friends, rivals competing for the love of the same girl. And now? He sensed Becca watching him, waiting for his reaction.

‘Thank you, Mr Sherwood. You’re free to go.’

*

After Becca had escorted Lloyd Sherwood out of the building, she went in search of Raven. The mention of Darren Jubb had hit him like a body blow. The Jubb family had been the subject of investigation during Becca’s first case with Raven. That had been a murder case too, and the investigation had circled around Darren before the real culprit had eventually been identified.

Darren Jubb was no angel. The shady businessman owned a string of venues in the town – some pubs, a nightclub, an arcade or two – and the entire Jubb family had come under intense scrutiny during the investigation. Despite the best efforts of their lawyer, Harry Hood, more than one of them had been found guilty of various crimes.

As for Raven’s personal relationship with Darren, Becca knew that it ran deep and reached all the way back to Raven’s teenage years. And even though he had refused to open up about the past, she had surmised that Darren’s wife, Donna, had been Raven’s first girlfriend.

There was still unfinished business between Raven and the Jubbs. That much was clear.

She found him sitting in his office, arms folded, staring at the blank wall. He had a hunted look about him, as if he was the one who had fallen under suspicion, not Darren Jubb. She told herself she was only reading the strain in his face, the tension in his shoulders – but the truth was, she noticed everything about him, whether she wanted to or not.

At first he didn’t look at her or make any movement and she wondered if he’d heard her enter. Then he turned to her.

‘I had hoped never to hear that name again.’

‘Darren might have nothing to do with the death of Guy Stringer,’ she volunteered. ‘It could be just a coincidence.’

‘Hmm,’ said Raven. ‘Whenever Darren is involved, there’s always something going on that needs investigating.’ He rose to his feet.

‘Do you want to go there now?’

He looked at his watch, thought for a moment, then seemed to come to a decision. ‘No, I don’t. Darren can wait another day.’ He picked up his coat. ‘I’m going to collect my dog.’
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Chapter 11

Hannah tried not to breathe in as she made her way through the throng of smokers clustered outside the magistrates’ court. Solicitors, clients, even a police officer, were sharing a moment of calm before the storm. Their habit united them – briefly – before they entered the fray. Hannah pushed open the heavy door of the modern municipal building and stepped inside.

She spotted her boss, Malcolm Ackroyd, chatting to their client, Brent Nixon, beside a sign that read No phones. No vapes. No recording. She assumed that Malcolm was advising on strategy or perhaps outlining the workings of the legal system, but when she got closer she heard him talking about football. It was his way, she supposed, of trying to make Brent feel at ease. But perhaps Brent wasn’t a football fan, because his eyes glazed over. He chewed at a piece of loose skin on his thumb and grunted in response to Malcolm’s attempt to engage him in a discussion about penalty shootouts and the recent endeavours of Leeds United. Malcolm had advised Brent to dress smartly for the hearing and Brent had obliged by wearing a dark suit and white shirt. The suit looked a couple of sizes too big for him, however, and was well past its best. Perhaps it belonged to his dad.

At Hannah’s arrival, Malcolm brought his football ramblings to a close. ‘Shall we go through?’ he asked, as if they were about to go into a cinema to watch a film together. He was an old hand at this and took everything in his stride.

Brent, by contrast, looked shellshocked. ‘Is it now?’ he asked.

‘It’s now, son,’ said Malcolm. ‘Come on through.’

Hannah smiled to give Brent some encouragement, but he seemed not to see her. His face was as white as the blank walls of the entrance foyer. With a firm but gentle hand on his back, Malcolm guided him through to the court.

‘Morning, John,’ he said to the security guard at the entrance. ‘How’s Margaret doing?’

‘Much better, thanks,’ said John. He barely glanced at Malcolm and Hannah’s ID but told Brent to empty his pockets into a tray before entering.

In the waiting area beyond, functional plastic chairs were bolted to the floor. Overhead, a fluorescent light flickered. It wasn’t exactly glamorous. This wasn’t the Old Bailey.

Yet although the procedures and courts involved in the administration of justice might vary depending on whether the accused was being tried for murder or petty theft, the British legal system was founded on the same fundamental principles of fairness, impartiality, and the presumption of innocence to all accused, whether they were a lord or a lad like Brent.

Solicitors whispered to their clients as they waited to be called into the hearing room. One defendant sat with his head bowed, muttering to himself. Another paced the room like a caged animal.

Hannah overheard snippets of conversation.

‘You said you didn’t have the knife. Now you’re saying you did? Make your mind up.’

‘Just be polite, okay? Don’t talk over the magistrates. And no chewing gum.’

‘Well, if you’d shown up to your last hearing, we wouldn’t be here now, would we?’

Malcolm drew Brent aside. ‘Now, remember what we talked about. This is only a preliminary hearing so there’s no need to panic. If you plead not guilty the magistrates will decide if they’re able to hear the case. Because of the value of the alleged damage, they may decide to send the case to the crown court.’

Brent nodded. ‘Right.’

Malcolm patted him on the back. ‘Good lad.’

A woman with a clipboard appeared. ‘Mr Nixon? It’s your turn now.’

‘We’re ready,’ said Malcolm, standing up. ‘Lead the way.’

The hearing room was small and functional. In the public gallery – just a couple of rows of seats behind a railing – sat a man who, from the family resemblance, Hannah guessed was Brent’s dad. He gave his son an encouraging smile and a brief thumbs up.

Three magistrates sat on the bench – a woman presiding and two men. Brent took his place in the dock.

‘Mr Nixon,’ said the clerk, ‘you are charged with criminal damage. How do you plead?’

‘Not guilty,’ said Brent.

The magistrates conferred amongst themselves. The presiding magistrate spoke next, her voice deep and sonorous. ‘Thank you. This matter will be sent to the crown court. Mr Ackroyd, any representations regarding bail?’

Malcolm rose to his feet. ‘Yes, your worships. Mr Nixon is in stable employment, has attended this hearing voluntarily, and has no recent convictions. We request bail on the usual terms.’

‘Bail granted.’

And they were back out in the corridor. The whole hearing had taken barely five minutes.

‘That went as well as can be expected,’ said Malcolm cheerfully.

Brent left to join his father and Malcolm went to get a coffee before the next hearing. Hannah was wondering what to do when she heard a voice behind her.

‘Well, if it isn’t Miss Hannah Raven.’

She felt a cold chill at the sound of the familiar voice. Harry Hood. She hadn’t seen her former employer since the day she’d walked out of his law firm, having resigned as an intern and handed evidence of malpractice against him to the National Crime Agency.

Harry’s questionable legal methods had made her doubt whether she wanted to work in the law or not. Her time spent in Malcolm’s company was slowly restoring her faith in lawyers and the justice system, but Harry seemed to have evaded justice himself and was still practising.

‘I see you’re slumming it with old Malcolm these days,’ said Harry. ‘It’s a wonder he can afford to hire anyone, surviving on legal aid payments.’

‘Malcolm has something more valuable than money,’ bit back Hannah.

‘Oh? What’s that then?’ said Harry, smirking.

‘Integrity.’

‘Integrity doesn’t pay the bills,’ snapped Harry, adding, ‘and everyone has their price.’

‘You’d know,’ said Hannah.

Harry leaned in closer. ‘Just watch your back, Hannah Raven. The past has a way of catching up with us.’

She eyed him coldly. ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’

‘Exactly what it says. How’s your father by the way?’

‘Out catching criminals,’ said Hannah, defiantly. ‘So you should watch your back.’
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Chapter 12

The BMW’s tyres crunched loudly on the gravel drive, the sound sharp in the morning stillness. The air was heavy with a thick shroud of mist, deadening all other sounds. Darren Jubb’s black Range Rover squatted beside Donna’s red Porsche in front of the sprawling mock Tudor house on Weaponness Park.

Raven peered out through the windscreen, knuckles white against the steering wheel. The last time he had been here, the trees and bushes had been at their autumn finest, a blaze of red and gold. Now they stood bare and barren, braced for the encroaching winter.

‘They won’t be happy to see us,’ said Becca, scanning the façade of the house.

‘They don’t have a choice,’ said Raven, stepping out.

Two gardeners in matching green fleeces were raking fallen leaves from the lawn and trimming back the shrubs. Despite the scandal that had engulfed the Jubbs, they still managed to keep up appearances.

Raven rang the doorbell.

Moments passed before the heavy oak door creaked open. Donna Jubb stood framed in the doorway in form-fitting Lycra, her strawberry blonde hair drawn into a ponytail. Donna had always been slim, but now she looked positively gaunt, her cheekbones jutting out like blades, the sinews in her neck as taut as piano wire.

‘Tom Raven,’ she said, lips tight, eyes narrowing. ‘Nothing good ever brings you here.’ Her gaze flicked briefly to Becca, unreadable, but perhaps lingering a little too long, as if she sensed something that Raven couldn’t see himself.

She turned her attention back to Raven. She didn’t move. Didn’t smile.

He hadn’t expected a warm welcome. Donna had offered herself to him during their last encounter, had said she would leave her husband for him. But he had turned her down. A woman scorned – she played the role well. She kept one hand on the door, the other placed defensively on her hip.

Raven let his gaze linger on her face. Until this moment, he hadn’t known how he would feel seeing her again. He had loved her once, with all the burning intensity of first love. Fiercely, foolishly, and with the unshakable belief that it would last forever. Yet even at that time, she had been sleeping with his best friend. He had only found out much later, but the passage of time hadn’t lessened the pain.

How did he feel about her now?

Nothing.

Not even an echo of what she had meant to him – his first girlfriend, the love of his life. She meant nothing now.

‘Good morning, Donna,’ he said calmly. ‘We’re here to see Darren. Is he in?’

‘He might be.’ She leaned on the doorframe, deliberately obstructing the entrance. Her gaze returned to Becca. ‘She your shadow now, Tom?’ She offered a saccharine smile. ‘You two make quite the pair.’

Raven had no time for Donna’s games. ‘Is Darren here?’

She appeared to grow bored with the exchange. ‘Darren!’ she called over her shoulder, voice shrill and sharp. ‘Police.’

A door off the hallway opened and Darren Jubb emerged. Raven had last seen him a little more than twelve months ago, but Darren looked as if he’d aged five years in that time. He was bloated and worn – hair thinning, stomach expanding, eyes sunk in pale sockets.

‘Raven,’ he said, flatly. He turned to Donna. ‘Well? You going to let them in?’

‘They’re not here for me,’ snapped Donna, already backing away. ‘You do what you want. I’ve had enough of your bloody messes.’ She spun around and headed up the stairs.

‘Follow me,’ Darren grunted.

They trailed him into the lounge. It was an ostentatious room – crystal chandelier overhead, leather furniture, a baby grand piano in the corner gathering a thin film of dust.

Darren headed straight to the sideboard, poured himself a whisky, downed it in two gulps, and dropped into an armchair like a man collapsing in on himself, taking the decanter with him. He didn’t offer them a drink.

Raven and Becca took the sofa. ‘How’s business?’ Raven asked.

Darren gave a humourless laugh. ‘The business is all I’ve got left,’ he said, pointing the empty tumbler at Raven like a weapon. ‘After you put both my kids behind bars and smashed what was left of my marriage.’

‘Donna’s still here,’ Raven replied, glancing towards the ceiling, where footsteps were faintly audible.

Darren’s lip curled in a bitter sneer. ‘Only because she can’t afford to leave. She’s a ghost in this house. My dad’s gone too. Dead, in case you missed it.’

Darren’s father, Frank, had started the family business years ago, but old age had finally caught up with him. There’d been a short obituary in the local paper.

‘I heard. I’m sorry.’

‘Don’t be. Bastard left more enemies than friends.’ Darren poured himself another drink, slower this time, and took a single sip before placing it on a side table. ‘So what have you come for this time, Raven?’ His tone was edged with venom now. ‘You bring trouble with you, like a bad smell.’

‘I hear you recently made an offer to buy Guy Stringer’s cocktail bar.’

Darren’s eyebrows lifted a fraction. ‘So this is about his murder, is it?’

‘Tell me about your involvement with Guy.’

Darren rolled his shoulders dismissively. ‘There was no involvement. I made him an offer, he politely refused. End of story.’ He drained his whisky and refilled the glass.

Raven waited, knowing there was more.

‘All right,’ said Darren. ‘I was hoping Guy would get back to me. The offer I made was fair. I don’t know what made him turn it down. Pride, stupidity, whatever. But I figured we’d circle back eventually.’

‘Perhaps he wasn’t interested in selling,’ said Becca. ‘He’d recently invested a lot of money into his business.’

Darren gave a humourless smile. ‘That was the problem. Guy spent far too much on the refurbishment. That level of debt isn’t sustainable for very long. On top of the business, he had an expensive house, an expensive wife… but you probably know all that already.’

Raven nodded. ‘Cheryl Stringer will inherit everything now.’

‘Of course she will,’ said Darren. ‘I keep my ear to the ground. That’s how you stay ahead of the competition. That’s how you win. But Cheryl won’t want to run a cocktail bar. She doesn’t know how. I’ll give her some time to grieve. Let her bury the poor sod before I make another approach. Seems like the respectful thing to do. But Cheryl will sell to me, I know she will.’

‘Why do you want to buy a business that’s burdened with so much debt?’ asked Becca.

‘The size of the debt was factored into my offer.’

‘So you were looking to pick up the cocktail bar for a song?’

Darren narrowed his eyes. ‘My offer reflected the true value of the business.’

‘Guy didn’t think so,’ said Raven. ‘He turned you down.’

Darren shrugged.

‘Are you working alone on this deal?’ asked Raven. ‘Or do you have a partner involved?’

‘That’s confidential.’

The evasive reply was as good as a yes. Raven reached into his coat pocket and produced a photograph. ‘This man visited Guy Stringer at the bar four days before the murder. Is this your business partner?’

Darren took a pair of reading glasses from his shirt pocket. He squinted at the photo of Scarface for all of two seconds, then tossed it onto a coffee table. ‘Never seen him before.’

Raven saw the lie flash in Darren’s eyes before the words were out of his mouth. He leaned forward. ‘Where were you on Saturday night?’

‘Here. At home.’

‘With Donna?’

‘No. She was… out.’

‘So no one can confirm your alibi?’

‘Doesn’t look like it, does it? So are you going to arrest me for murder now?’ Darren’s expression didn’t shift. He returned Raven’s stare, shoulders squared, daring him to push harder.

‘You don’t look like the type to carry a gun,’ said Raven at last. ‘Besides,’ he added, letting his gaze drop meaningfully to Darren’s paunch, ‘our suspect is described as being physically fit. A bit like the man you claim you’ve never seen before.’ He scooped the photo of Scarface off the coffee table and stood to leave. ‘Don’t go anywhere, Darren. We might need to speak to you again.’

Darren drained the last of his whisky and gave a mournful shrug. ‘Where would I go? This is my home.’
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Chapter 13

‘Another week, Liam, and then we’ll be out of your hair for good. What d’you say, Reggie? One more week sound about right to you?’

Barry Hardcastle’s words were music to Liam’s ears, but Reggie looked sceptical and said nothing. Well, that wasn’t too surprising. In all the years that Barry and Reggie had worked for Liam, the builder’s assistant had never uttered a single word. Perhaps he was mute.

Barry gave his head a scratch and hoisted his combat trousers up around his waist. ‘Yeah, maybe Reggie’s got a point. Two weeks might be closer to the mark. Three at the outside. But then we’ll just be into fixing snags.’

‘Snags,’ echoed Liam, miserably. There were always a few final snags in any building project, but this job had been one huge snag right from the beginning.

There were days when he wished he’d never embarked on the conversion of this four-storey Victorian building into luxury apartments. It had seemed like a great opportunity at the start, but the house had sprung a series of nasty surprises on him, and the cost and timescale had mushroomed. The project had almost bankrupted him and he’d had to sell his own flat to finance it. And to top it all, Ellie had broken up with him and he was living back home with his parents. He needed to get himself back on his feet, find a place of his own and regain his independence. Although, he had to admit, it was rather nice having his mum cook all his meals and do his laundry for him.

He tried to drop by to inspect the building work every day, knowing that it was important to keep up the pressure on the builders. Every day he hoped for a miracle – that the builders would be gone and the house finally finished – and every time he went away frustrated that the list of jobs never seemed to get any shorter.

But now they really were into the last few jobs. The skip was almost full to the brim – of waste fittings, empty paint tins, unused piping and broken tiles – and inside, the flats were nearly finished.

‘Once this has gone’ – Barry gave the skip a kick with his boot – ‘we’ll tidy up the front drive for you. Make it good as new.’

‘I hope I’m not going to be paying for that,’ said Liam.

‘No worries, mate,’ Barry assured him. ‘It’s all part of the service.’ He threw a meaty arm around Liam’s shoulder. ‘We’ll have this all wrapped up before Christmas, don’t you worry.’

Liam refrained from asking which year. It seemed to him that the pyramids must have been completed more quickly than this house renovation.

‘So, have you decided what you’re going to do with this place once it’s finished?’ asked Barry as they went inside to discuss the list of remaining jobs.

‘I need to sell two of the units,’ said Liam, ‘but I’m going to hang onto the other flats and split them between long-term tenants and holiday lets. A mix of steady money and higher prices.’

‘Makes sense,’ said Barry.

They started to climb the stairs. ‘I’ve been hearing rumours about dodgy money in town,’ said Liam. ‘Someone muscling in and trying to buy up business assets on the cheap.’

‘I hope you’ve learned your lesson when it comes to dodgy money,’ cautioned Barry.

‘Too right,’ said Liam. His recent encounter with a loan shark had been so terrifying that he’d had to turn to Becca for help. ‘I’m keeping my head below the radar from now on.’

‘Glad to hear it,’ said Barry. ‘Come on, let me show you the kitchen. You’re going to be impressed.’

*

The morning’s encounter with the Jubb family had left Raven quietly simmering. What had Darren hoped to gain by lying to him? His reaction to the photograph of the man they called Scarface made it clear he recognised him. So why pretend otherwise? Did he really think Raven would let it drop and not dig deeper into the identity of the man who had visited Guy Stringer just days before his murder?

As for Donna. Seeing her again had somehow been even more dispiriting than dealing with her husband. Perhaps what unsettled Raven most was his own lack of feeling for her. But that was Donna’s doing – her lies, her serial infidelities, her selfish pursuit of her own gratification, whatever the cost to others. How could one family – who had so much to be grateful for – have gone so badly wrong? Two children behind bars, and a loveless, empty marriage. If ever there was proof that money couldn’t buy happiness, the Jubbs were it.

His best hope of salvaging something from the morning was if Tony had managed to make better progress.

‘What have you got for me?’ he asked as he entered the incident room, throwing off his coat. ‘An ID for the man at the cocktail bar would be good.’

But he could see from Tony’s face that he’d been wrong to get his hopes up.

‘Nothing yet, sir. I’ve been cross-checking his likeness against known gang members in the county, but I can’t find him on any police databases.’

‘What about Guy Stringer’s phone and bank records?’

‘No calls or transactions out of the ordinary,’ said Tony.

Another dead end. Not what Raven wanted to hear. ‘All right then,’ he told Tony, ‘here’s a new line of enquiry. Darren Jubb has gone into business with someone, but he’s not saying who. Get onto Companies House and look up partnerships, directorships, shareholdings, whatever you can get your hands on. Do a Land Registry search for any co-owned properties. Let’s find this business partner, and Scarface won’t be far behind, I’m sure of it.’

‘Right you are, sir,’ said Tony, unruffled by Raven’s short tone.

Raven turned to the whiteboard and pulled the lid off a marker pen. He had just finished adding Darren Jubb’s name beneath those of Cheryl Stringer and Lloyd Sherwood, when the door to the incident room swung open and Detective Superintendent Gillian Ellis marched in.

Her gaze rested immediately on the whiteboard and the list of suspects.

‘Darren Jubb?’ she queried. ‘You’ve got to be joking. What the hell is he doing up there?’

Raven suppressed a sigh of frustration. ‘Darren Jubb’s name came up in an interview with another suspect, ma’am.’

‘You’ll need to do better than that, Tom. Came up in what sense?’

‘It seems that Darren met the victim and made an offer to buy his cocktail bar. He’s also connected to another person of interest in the case – a man who we’ve as yet been unable to identify.’ He indicated the photo of Scarface that was fixed to the board.

Gillian approached the whiteboard to inspect the photo. ‘Looks like an unsavoury character. How is he involved?’

‘He met with Guy Stringer at the cocktail bar a few days before the shooting. The manager of the bar described him as looking like a gangster.’

‘Ma’am,’ added Becca, ‘the weapon used in the shooting was a semi-automatic pistol. Ballistics have suggested that organised crime may be involved.’

‘I see,’ said Gillian, ‘and from that, you have deduced that Darren Jubb may be caught up in it?’

Her question was directed at Raven.

‘It’s a possibility, ma’am. Darren has a business partner, but he’s refusing to reveal their identity.’

‘Which is quite within his rights,’ said Gillian. She gave Raven a long, hard stare. ‘Just as long as you’re not pursuing a personal vendetta, Tom. I know there’s history between you and Jubb.’

Raven bit back the words of anger that were on his tongue. ‘I can assure you, ma’am, this has nothing to do with anything that happened between me and Darren in the past. Believe me, I’d rather have nothing more to do with him. Besides, he’s not the only person of interest.’

‘Lloyd Sherwood.’ Gillian read the name aloud from the board. ‘Lover boy? You think that he and the widow conspired to murder her husband?’

‘It’s possible. Lloyd lied to us about his alibi for Saturday night. But right now, our priority is identifying the man in the photograph, as well as exploring Darren Jubb’s business connections. My hunch is that if we can identify Darren’s business partner, it will lead us to this man with the scar on his face.’

‘Maybe,’ conceded Gillian. ‘Let’s see where the trail leads. But I hope you’re wrong about the link to organised crime. I’ve got the Chief Super from Northallerton on my back. Gun crime on the streets of Scarborough doesn’t look good.’
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Chapter 14

Salt Castle Brewery. The smell hit him as soon as he entered the building. Malted barley, tangy yeast and that sharp unmistakeable bitterness of hops. Sam Earnshaw breathed in the warm, damp aroma and let its ancient alchemy wash over him, bathing him in memories that were at once joyful and painful. It was more than a smell; he could taste it on his tongue, almost feel it on his skin. The experience was overwhelming, and he almost turned and walked out again. He closed his eyes, forced himself to stand still and breathe, and gradually his heart rate returned to normal.

He hadn’t been back to the brewery since the catastrophe that had destroyed his family twelve months earlier and precipitated his move to Australia. Since his return to Scarborough he had avoided returning to the brewery. His cousin Ellie had been running the place in his absence and had done an admirable job of keeping things on track. She had encouraged him to take his time and not to come back until he was ready.

Sam didn’t know if he would ever be properly ready, but had decided it was now or never, so here he was.

He found the head brewer carrying out his daily checks on the fermentation process – checking the temperature, sugar content, and pH levels. When he saw Sam, his face broke into a huge grin.

‘Good to see you, mate.’ He gripped Sam’s hand and gave it a firm shake. The man hadn’t changed one iota. He was still just as big and bald as the last time Sam had seen him. Shaking hands with him was a bit like being greeted by a friendly grizzly bear.

‘I just popped in to say hi,’ said Sam. ‘How’s it going?’

‘Good. Business is steady. I’ve got a great team working under me, and young Ellie’s doing a grand job of bringing in the orders…’

Sam sensed a hesitation at the end of the brewer’s praise for Ellie. ‘What?’

‘It’s not my place to say.’

Sam glanced about. There was no one else on the brewery floor within earshot. ‘If there’s a problem, I need to hear about it.’

The brewer slowly nodded his large head. ‘Well, between you, me and the gatepost, I think Ellie could do with a bit of help at times. Sandra in the office does what she can, but it’s a lot of work running this place, especially on your own. And Ellie doesn’t have much experience behind her.’

Sam understood immediately. Ellie was tough and capable, but she’d taken on a huge responsibility at a young age. It should never have been like this. By rights, Sam’s father and brothers ought to have been running the company, but that was another story.

‘I’m going to see Ellie now,’ said Sam. ‘Catch up with you later, okay?’

‘Come and try our new craft beer when you’ve got a minute. I’ve got some samples I think you’ll like.’

‘Deal,’ said Sam. Not many businesses came with the perk of free beer on tap. However, that could be both a blessing and a curse. A hazard to be navigated with care. And Sam had heard rumours about Ellie…

It was the main reason he had finally steeled himself to come here today.

On his way to Ellie’s office, he ran into Sandra, the office secretary.

‘Sam!’ She threw out her arms and pressed him against her matronly bosom. ‘Oh, it’s so good to see you back, love. How have you been?’ She gazed up at him with motherly affection.

Sam had known Sandra practically all his life. She had been at the brewery since its inception and did all the filing and accounts. ‘I’m okay,’ he said. ‘Still getting used to being back in Blighty.’

‘Bet you find it a bit nippy after all that time Down Under,’ she laughed. ‘I was just going to put the kettle on. Fancy a cuppa?’

‘Yes, please.’

He took a chair in the main office and gazed out through the internal window across the expanse of the brewery. From here, he could see the whole of the fermentation hall, from the mash tuns on the ground floor to the stainless-steel tanks of the fermentation vessels rising almost to the ceiling and reached by a metal walkway. Pipes, valves, dials and gauges controlled the operation in one complex synchronised piece of choreography. It was an inspiring and daunting sight to behold and he felt the weight of responsibility pressing down on him. The brewery wasn’t just something he owned, but a legacy he’d inherited, and a livelihood for everyone who worked here. He had to step up and ensure it continued to prosper.

‘Here you go, love. A nice strong Yorkshire brew, just how you like it. And a plate of custard creams to go with it.’

‘You know me too well.’ Sam accepted the tea and biscuits and was soon lost in Sandra’s pleasant mix of chitchat and harmless gossip. It was good to relax for a moment. But when he finally drained his mug, he knew he couldn’t put off speaking to Ellie any longer.

When he entered her private office, she was on the phone talking to a client. She waved at him to take a seat. From listening to her side of the conversation, he soon gathered that the client was putting pressure on her to cut prices and deliver more stock.

‘Yes, I understand times are difficult… of course we value your custom… let me speak to our accountant and see what we can do… that timescale is rather tight… I’ll have to talk to our head brewer… no problem… a pleasure doing business with you.’

She hung up and gripped the roots of her pink hair in frustration. ‘Bloody customers! No one wants to pay a fair price these days. Don’t they understand we’re under pressure too?’

Sam regarded her with a feeling of sadness, tempered with guilt. He’d been away too long. It was understandable, given that he’d lost almost his entire family, and he’d simply needed to escape from his problems. But now he was back, and not before time. ‘Is the pressure getting a little too much, Ellie?’ he asked gently.

‘I can handle it.’

‘Can you?’

Her lower lip quivered, and then a tear tracked down her face. ‘Is it that obvious?’

He shook his head. ‘Everyone says you’ve done a grand job. But it must have been hard taking over the business on your own. I placed too much responsibility on you, dumped everything on you and then ran away.’

She dabbed at her eyes with a tissue. ‘The truth is, I’ve found it harder than I expected. I thought I had everything under control. I really threw myself into the job – worked hard and played hard. Too hard, it turns out. In reality, I was sinking.’

‘And drinking?’ he ventured.

She looked down at the desk, then back at him. ‘It started with a glass or two to take the edge off the day. By the end, I was getting through a whole bottle of wine a night. Sometimes two bottles. At the time, it didn’t feel like a problem. I told myself it was just social drinking, but it wasn’t. Becca noticed it, but honestly, I was scaring myself too – waking up foggy, forgetting things. I didn’t like the person I was becoming.’

At the mention of Becca, Sam felt his heart rate going back up, but he kept his focus on Ellie’s problems. ‘I haven’t noticed you drinking recently.’

She shook her head. ‘I’ve cut back a lot. And I’ve joined a support group. It’s helping, but it’s not easy. Some days are better than others.’ She cocked her head to one side. ‘Bit of a cliché, huh? A brewery manager who can’t keep away from the booze.’

‘I was no help,’ said Sam sadly. ‘I ran off to the other side of the world. I’m sorry.’

‘No, don’t be.’

‘It’s weird being back. The smell brought everything flooding back to me. The good times, and the bad. But it’s great to see everyone again.’

‘Are you coming back to work, then?’ asked Ellie. ‘Do you want me to step aside?’

‘No,’ said Sam quickly. ‘That’s not what I want at all. You’re good at your job, Ellie, and you know the business inside out. I’ll only return if you want me to. I don’t want to tread on your toes. But if you’d like some help…’

Her face brightened. ‘I’d love to have you back in the office, Sam. It would be great to have someone else to share the workload. We could make a fantastic team, I’m sure of it.’

‘That’s great, then. It’ll probably take me a while to get up to speed, but together, I’m sure we’ll be able to handle everything.’

Ellie’s smile of gratitude was warm and genuine. ‘So, how are things with you and Becca? I know she’s the real reason you came back to Scarborough.’

Sam’s mood dipped again. ‘Honestly, I don’t know. Maybe I was hoping for too much after such a long time. It wasn’t fair to expect she’d wait for me. She didn’t know I was going to come back. Neither did I for a long time.’

‘She dated a lawyer for a while,’ said Ellie. ‘Daniel. It didn’t last long. She said she found it awkward going out with someone who was defending the crooks she was trying to put away. But maybe she hadn’t really got over you?’

‘Possibly,’ said Sam. ‘I haven’t been able to speak to her properly since I got back. She seems different. I just don’t know where her affections lie now.’

‘Give her time,’ said Ellie.

Sam nodded. ‘I was chatting to Liam at the weekend.’

‘Oh?’

He could tell from the look of pain that passed across Ellie’s face that Liam was still a sore point for her. ‘He’s offered me the chance to buy one of his new flats.’

‘Offered you the chance?’ Ellie’s expression sharpened into concern. ‘Don’t be naïve, Sam. Liam’s not doing you a friendly favour – he’s trying to flog you an overpriced apartment.’

Sam chuckled. ‘I know that, Ellie. I’m not a total dupe. And I don’t even know if I’m ready to buy. But I’ve promised to go and view it. I can’t keep imposing on your hospitality forever.’

‘You can stay with me as long as you like, Sam. I enjoy your company. And you can help keep me on the straight and narrow.’

‘I’ll do that,’ said Sam. ‘You’re the only family I’ve got left now – you and your dad. Families stick together right?’

‘Definitely,’ said Ellie, leaning across the desk to embrace him. ‘But if you do decide to buy from Liam, be sure to haggle hard. He always inflates his asking prices.’

*

Becca made herself a cup of tea and curled up on the sofa with her files and manuals neatly arranged beside her. She had promised herself an evening of uninterrupted revision and she intended to keep to her promise. According to the timetable she’d drawn up for herself, it was time to brush up her knowledge of the Police and Criminal Evidence Act 1984. The legislation was a crucial piece of police procedure that protected the rights of individuals and ensured fair treatment. Breaches of the act could lead to evidence being excluded in court – a situation that no detective wanted to find themselves in. She worried that Raven sometimes sailed a little too close to the wind in his relentless pursuit of justice.

Yet that relentlessness was what she admired most in him. He lived his life with a quiet certainty, one eye always fixed on the moral high ground, and a refusal to bend when others might compromise. She couldn’t help but respect that. Raven had the instincts of a bloodhound and the stubborn courage to follow them, even when the rules pulled in the opposite direction. It unsettled her at times, the way he pushed boundaries, but it was also what made him so compelling to watch – and, though she tried not to admit it even to herself, so compelling to be around.

She tried to focus on the words in front of her but soon found herself re-reading the same sentences over and over. It was no good, she just couldn’t concentrate. She set the manual aside, picked up her tea and opened the door that led out onto her tiny balcony.

The cold wind whipped at her hair, and far below her the lights of Scarborough twinkled in the night. The light festival that had begun with the drone show at the castle was now lighting up the whole town. Lights bobbed on the boats in the harbour, and earlier in the evening, St Mary’s Church had been bathed in blue light to mark the festivities.

The old church on the hill, with its centuries-old graveyard, was a good place to gather your thoughts. Becca certainly had a lot to think about right now – and not just the PACE procedures.

Sam, for one thing. Why couldn’t she make up her mind about him? There had been a time when all she’d wanted was for him to wake up from his coma and tell her he loved her.

She gazed down at Quay Street and wondered what Raven was doing right now. She supposed he would be at home with Hannah and Quincey.

*

Raven strode along Belmont Road, his collar turned up against the cold night air. A dampness had settled over the town, half drizzle, half sea fret. It brought with it the kind of chill that burrowed deep inside your bones and settled there, making itself at home. Winters had never been this hard in London, and Raven had grown soft over the years. Well, there was nothing like a December night in North Yorkshire to shake you up and remind you what cold weather really felt like.

At the junction with Ramshill Road, he stopped and knocked on the door of one of the first houses, cupping his hands and blowing air into them to thaw his fingers. As he waited, he glanced at the yellow light seeping between the closed curtains of the big bay windows with their tall sashes and fancy cornices. The nineteenth-century house was large and set back from the road in its own grounds. It had been built on a grand scale for large families, but most of the houses in this part of town were now shared properties like this, or else converted into flats.

A young woman opened the front door on a chain and eyed him suspiciously. A good move. You couldn’t be too careful these days.

He presented his warrant card, giving her time to study it properly. ‘DCI Tom Raven. I’m looking into the disappearance of Ava Jennings. Are you one of her housemates?’

She opened the door to him fully then. ‘Yes. My name’s Molly. Come in.’

He stepped into the hallway, noting its decorated floor tiles and elaborate mouldings. The house was warm and welcoming, if a little shabby. The smell of curry wafted from the kitchen.

‘Do you have any news about Ava?’ she asked.

‘Sorry, no,’ said Raven, ‘but I’d like to take a look at her room, if that’s all right.’

‘I’ll show you where it is.’ Molly led the way up the stairs and showed him into a room that was strung with fairy lights and scattered with colourful cushions and throws. ‘It’s just the way Ava left it. Nothing’s been moved.’

‘Thank you,’ said Raven. ‘Can I ask you a question? Did Ava ever mention Morocco?’

The girl frowned. ‘Morocco? No.’

‘What about her friends? Did she say she was thinking of travelling with them in a minibus?’

‘Ava never mentioned a minibus. And to be honest, I don’t think she had many friends in Scarborough. She came from some place up on the moors and often went back to see her family at weekends.’

‘Can you think of any reason why she might have gone away without telling anyone?’

Molly shook her head emphatically. ‘No. Ava would never have done that. She was always very reliable. She wouldn’t just go away and leave folk worrying about her. Something’s happened to her, I know it.’ She looked up at Raven. ‘Please find her,’ she begged. Then she retreated downstairs.

Raven turned his attention to the single room that, along with the shared kitchen and bathroom, had been Ava Jennings’ home for the past eighteen months. He didn’t know if Dinsdale had searched Ava’s possessions, but in any case he wanted to do the job properly. Pulling on a pair of gloves, he began a methodical search of the room.

The wardrobe was bursting with clothes and it didn’t look as if Ava had taken much with her. On the other hand, there was no passport in the drawers, so maybe she had gone abroad after all. But a spur of the moment trip to Morocco? Without telling her housemates or parents? It seemed a stretch.

On a locker beside the bed was a digital photo frame, silently displaying a series of photos. Raven paused for a closer look. An image of Ava slid into view, standing next to an older woman who could have been her mother, a Christmas tree in the background. More photos of Ava scrolled across the screen, posed with a dog, presumably the family pet. And then another photo of Ava appeared, dressed for a night on the town, her arm around another girl.

A girl Raven knew.

Of course. He should have thought of her before.

Jade Brown.

Jade had worked with Ava at the amusement arcade until a year earlier. She had left to start a job in a pole dancing club where she had become involved in one of Raven’s previous investigations. Where was Jade now? And had anyone thought to ask her about Ava? Probably not.

Raven nodded to himself, knowing who would be next on his list of people to interview about the missing girl.
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Chapter 15

The kitchen at Quay Street had been quite big enough when Raven lived alone, and even while Hannah was working at the bistro and getting up late. But now that she was starting work at the same time as him, breakfast had become a dance. The kind of dance where Raven trod ineptly on his partner’s feet and found himself always doing the wrong thing at the wrong time.

‘Ouch, Dad! Watch out!’

‘Sorry,’ he mumbled, feeling the limitations of the tiny space closing in around him.

Having his daughter living at home was exactly what Raven wanted – except when they had to make breakfast together, or if they both needed the bathroom.

Was chaos an inevitability when two people shared an eighteenth-century town house? Raven had spent a fortune doing the place up and couldn’t stomach the idea that it was unfit for purpose. His mum had cooked for the whole family in this kitchen day after day without the benefit of modern appliances, and without complaint. But perhaps that was the point – she had done all the cooking herself, with no help from the male members of the household, and that had made the room her own.

Two people with divergent ideas about what constituted a meal – that was something else entirely.

Raven didn’t require much for breakfast, just black coffee and a slice of toast. He liked to begin his day with quiet simplicity. But Hannah liked to do complicated things with nuts, wholegrains and dried fruit. Right now, she was clattering jars and spoons, sprinkling something that looked like birdseed into a bowl, along with that sour, yoghurt-like impostor that had recently crept into his fridge: kefir. She’d made him try some, promising it would work wonders for his gut, but it tasted like battery acid. His gut would have to manage as it always had, thank you very much.

‘I just put that there,’ she complained as Raven attempted to clear some space on the worktop so that he could operate his coffee machine.

‘Sorry, love.’ He backed off to re-plan his angle of attack but couldn’t spot any good options other than a temporary tactical withdrawal from battle.

‘How’s it going at the solicitor’s?’ he asked, shuffling backwards to the relative safety of the doorway between kitchen and living room.

‘Great, thanks. Malcolm’s a good mentor. He’s very patient and always takes time to explain why he does something the way he does.’

Raven had encountered Malcolm Ackroyd a couple of times professionally and had a lot of time for him. They had been adversaries on occasions, but Malcolm always treated people with respect.

‘He’s a good bloke. Any interesting cases?’

‘Dad,’ admonished Hannah. ‘You know our work is confidential.’

‘Except that all the evidence is passed to you from the police in the first place,’ said Raven with a mischievous grin. ‘So technically we know everything.’

‘Perhaps,’ she conceded. ‘But the cases I’ve been dealing with so far aren’t the sort of crime you’re likely to get involved with as a DCI.’

‘Try me,’ he challenged, watching as she heaped spoons of kefir all over her carefully-prepared mix of wholefoods.

‘Well, did you have anything to do with the lad accused of wrecking a slot machine at an amusement arcade?’

‘That one didn’t land on my desk,’ he admitted.

Hannah sighed and returned the kefir to the fridge. ‘He swears he didn’t do it.’

‘Balance of probabilities says he did.’

‘You’re such a cynic, Dad.’

He gave her another grin. ‘Let’s say I have many years of experience of being told by people that they didn’t do it.’

Hannah shook her head. ‘Well, I believe him. The evidence doesn’t stack up and he’s pleading not guilty. Oh, and guess who I ran into at the magistrates’ court?’

‘Who?’ Raven checked his watch. Nice as it was to chat over breakfast, he needed to get a move on if he was going to drop Quincey at the dog minder’s and get to work in time for the morning briefing. Perhaps he would skip toast and pick up a coffee on the way.

‘Harry Hood.’

‘What?’ Raven’s mood soured in an instant. ‘Did he say anything to you?’

‘Made a point of it, actually.’

‘What did he want? He had no business talking to you.’

It rankled with him that Harry had escaped justice after Hannah had taken such a risk, passing evidence against him to the NCA.

‘Oh, he made some snide remarks about Malcolm. Then he said that I should watch my back.’

‘He said what?’ Raven thumped the doorframe with his fist. ‘Was he threatening you?’

‘Calm down, Dad. He was just bluffing, you know what he’s like. He gets his kicks by trying to gaslight people.’

But Raven felt his fury rising. Harry Hood didn’t bluff. If he made a threat, he usually intended to carry it out.

‘I’ve a good mind to go straight to his office and have it out with him.’

‘Please don’t,’ begged Hannah. ‘That’s probably what he wants you to do – lose your temper and get into trouble. I’ve got to learn to deal with him. I’m bound to run into him now and again. Anyway, I put him in his place.’

‘His place is at the bottom of the sea with a concrete weight chained to his ankle,’ muttered Raven.

‘Please forget I said anything,’ pleaded Hannah.

Quincey nudged his leg with his nose, reminding him that it was time to leave.

‘All right, Quince,’ he said.

But Raven couldn’t forget what Hannah had said. His mood hadn’t improved by the time he dropped the dog off at Vicky’s, and he was still fuming when he entered the police station, scowling at everyone in sight.

*

Raven’s state of mind wasn’t helped when the first person who stopped him in the corridor was Derek Dinsdale.

‘Any progress on you know what, Raven?’

Raven treated him to a stern stare. ‘I’m in the middle of a murder inquiry right now, if you hadn’t noticed, Derek.’

‘You haven’t forgotten I’m about to retire, have you?’

‘I’m counting down the hours.’ He considered telling Dinsdale what he’d managed to find out about Ava Jennings, but why give the man the satisfaction? Let the bastard sweat. ‘I’ll let you know when I’ve got something to report,’ he muttered, walking off before he said something he would regret. He was already running late for his briefing. And he still hadn’t managed to have his morning coffee.

When he strode into the incident room, Becca, Tony and Jess were already waiting for him. All eyes turned in his direction and he forced himself to push all thoughts of Harry Hood and Derek Dinsdale to the back of his mind. He couldn’t afford that kind of distraction, especially with Gillian breathing down his neck.

‘Has anyone got anything for me?’ he asked, making his way to the front of the room and dumping his coat on the back of a chair. ‘And is there any chance of getting a bloody coffee?’

‘I’ll fetch you one,’ said Jess, slipping out in the direction of the kitchen. Raven had the distinct impression she was glad to get out of his way. He really needed to calm down.

‘I’ve made some progress with Darren Jubb,’ said Tony.

At last, some good news. ‘Tell me,’ said Raven.

Tony looked to his notebook for a prompt and cleared his throat before speaking. ‘Darren has interests in a number of companies. The oldest was started by his father, Frank, but others have been set up over the years, and some of his businesses are registered in the name of his wife, Donna. I guess it’s a way to minimise his tax liability, but everything appears to be above board. He submits his accounts on time and follows all the rules.

‘However, he recently became involved in a new company called South Bay Strategic Holdings Ltd. Darren is listed as a director and a shareholder, and there are two other shareholders – a Ray Riley, who’s also listed as a director, and Lorraine Riley, the company secretary. The company’s registered address is a firm of accountants based in Lancashire.’

Jess returned with a mug of coffee and Raven accepted it gratefully. Instant coffee from the police kitchen was no substitute for a freshly-ground coffee brewed by somebody who gave a damn, but he needed caffeine – in any form – to kickstart his thinking process.

‘What does this company do?’

‘Its public record shows its primary activity as “Public houses and bars”. So that tallies with Darren making an offer to buy Stringer’s cocktail bar.’

Raven pondered the information. ‘You could be onto something, Tony. What do we know about this Ray and Lorraine Riley?’

‘Well, sir, they live in Blackpool and they appear to be involved in the entertainment and hospitality sector in the North West.’

‘Blackpool?’ Raven had never visited the seaside resort on the opposite side of the country and had never particularly wanted to. ‘Why would Darren find a business partner all the way over there?’

‘I suppose they’re in the same line of business,’ said Becca. ‘It might make sense for them to pool their resources and knowledge.’

‘Perhaps,’ said Raven.

‘Something else,’ said Tony. ‘A car was reported abandoned in a local car park at the beginning of this week. I checked the registration and guess what – it’s leased by this new company, South Bay Strategic Holdings.’

‘Very interesting,’ said Raven. ‘When did it enter the car park?’

‘Last Tuesday.’

‘The same day our mysterious visitor called in at the cocktail bar. Good work, Tony.’ It felt as if they were slowly starting to tease out some threads of this tangled mess. ‘Where is the car now?’

‘In the police compound.’

Raven came to a snap decision. ‘All right, let’s move this forward. It’s the best lead we’ve got. Tony, Jess, you two go and check out this car. Becca, fancy a trip to Blackpool?’

She shot him a crooked smile. ‘As long as it doesn’t involve the big dipper.’

‘Was that a dig at my driving?’ teased Raven.

Becca laughed. ‘When have I ever mentioned your driving?’

‘Once or twice.’ Maybe it was just as well Raven was getting out of Scarborough for the day. A change of scene would do him good. And it would save him from throttling Harry Hood.
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Chapter 16

Jess whistled in admiration as she inspected the vehicle parked in the police compound. The car was an all-black Range Rover with smoked glass windows, gloss-black alloys and enough horsepower to plough through a brick wall without blinking. It was a world apart from her clapped-out old Land Rover Defender.

‘Nice kit,’ she remarked. ‘Probably costs the best part of two hundred grand. A little careless of somebody to abandon it in a car park.’

Tony pressed his nose to the front passenger window, trying to see through the heavily tinted glass. ‘The ticket on the dashboard shows the driver paid for three hours. So what happened to them?’

‘Let’s take a look inside,’ said Jess. She nodded to Jamie from CSI who had joined them for the search. ‘Can you open it for us – without smashing the window?’

Jamie gave her a quick grin. ‘A high-end model like this, with all the latest anti-theft systems? Give me ten minutes.’

While they were waiting for him to do his work, Jess’s phone pinged with an incoming message.

Gavin.

Hey Jess, are you free?

There was no explanation of why he’d been silent for so long. Was he about to tell her it was all over?

Later, she texted, slipping the phone back into her pocket.

‘We’re in,’ said Jamie, as good as his word.

Sure enough, the door swung open, and they were staring at a vault of black leather and satin black surfaces sporting brushed metal and hi-tech screens; a hushed interior that broadcast an unmistakable air of money and menace. Jess had the feeling that whoever drove this car hadn’t come to Scarborough for a day out at the seaside.

‘Bit much, don’t you think?’ said Jamie. ‘Not sure I like the crime lord vibes.’

‘I don’t know,’ said Tony wistfully. ‘I’d swap my Ford Focus for it any day.’

‘Never mind all that,’ said Jess, snapping on her gloves. ‘We’re not here to admire it. Let’s start searching it.’

Jamie opened up the enormous boot of the vehicle while Tony began his search of the rear seats. Jess inspected the storage compartments in the driver’s door, but they were showroom empty. She switched to the passenger side and opened the glove compartment.

‘What exactly are we looking for?’ asked Jamie.

‘Anything suspicious,’ called Tony.

Jess’s fingers brushed something hard inside the glove box. She pulled it out carefully and held it up to the light. ‘Will this do?’

It was a handgun. Cold, deadly, and as black as the car.

‘I think that will do very nicely,’ said Tony.

*

They took the A59 route across the Pennines, the upland range that divided Yorkshire in the east from Lancashire in the west and comprised the Yorkshire Dales and Peak District. Becca had driven this way once together with Sam. They’d visited the ruins of Fountains Abbey, stopped off in Harrogate for cream tea, then travelled on to Skipton to spend an Easter weekend in a stone cottage with freezing cold flagstone floors and glorious views across the Dales. Happy days.

But that was before Sam’s accident, which had turned out not to be an accident. Before everything had changed. Before Raven had arrived in Scarborough.

She wished she could rewind to those simple times and make everything the way it was. No choices, no tears, just a straight route ahead, leading to a happy ever after. But that future had been snatched away one dark night, setting in motion a chain of events that had resulted in Sam going to Australia and the question that faced her now – whether to go back to him or take a chance on a completely different path.

When she framed her dilemma in such stark terms, the choice seemed obvious and she almost called Sam now to tell him that of course they could get back together. Only Raven’s silent presence in the car held her back.

She was in the passenger seat today, so was free to contemplate the view of fells and moorlands. The terrain up here was bleak, all grass and heather, with scarcely a tree to break the monotony. But the landscape was never flat. No sooner had they crested one peak than it was down again the other side. More grass, more heather, with the tops of more peaks in the distance and perhaps the occasional sheep or stone outcrop near the road. Frost clung to dry stone walls and the huge sky seemed full of clouds, moving quickly and threatening rain.

Raven drove with a quiet intensity, eyes locked on the road, barely easing off the accelerator over the undulating terrain. Who needed Blackpool when you had rides like this? It was a three-and-a-half-hour journey according to Becca’s phone, but Raven seemed determined to do it in three.

She thought he might ask about her inspector exams, but he didn’t say a word.

‘Everything all right?’ she asked eventually.

‘Hmm? Yeah. Fine.’

‘I was just wondering–’

‘Why wouldn’t it be?’

Typical Raven. Shutting her out and burying whatever was gnawing at him, despite everything they had been through together. The man was so bloody infuriating, she wondered how she could stand him. Talk to me! she wanted to scream. But shouting at Raven would be like yelling at a rock.

She tried another angle. ‘How’s Hannah getting on in her new job?’

A tightening of his shoulders revealed that she’d got straight to the heart of the matter. ‘Great. Until she ran into Harry Hood at the magistrates.’

‘Ah.’ So that explained the black cloud that had been following Raven around all morning. ‘How is Harry these days?’

‘Still a bastard.’

Becca chuckled. ‘Leopards and spots, eh?’

‘Harry’s more of a snake. Or a tarantula. Venomous. Patiently waiting to trap his enemies.’

‘All bark and no bite.’

‘I wouldn’t bet my fingers on that.’

They crossed into Lancashire. A cheerful sign read, Welcome to Pendle, but all Becca could think of was the notorious witch trials of 1612 which had sent ten people to their deaths at the gallows. A land of whispered curses, fear and superstition. Well, it probably had more going for it these days.

Raven lapsed into silence again and it started to drizzle, as if to confirm that it always rained harder west of the Pennines. Becca was beginning to wish she’d stayed in Scarborough.

As they skirted Preston, her phone rang.

Tony’s name flashed up and she tapped the speaker. ‘Go ahead, Tony.’

‘You’ll want to know what turned up in the car this morning.’ There was an undercurrent of excitement in Tony’s normally steady voice.

‘Don’t keep us in suspense.’

‘Jess found a handgun in the glovebox. A Glock 17. Ballistics are checking to see if it was the one used in the castle shooting.’

‘Good work,’ said Raven, his voice more alive. He pressed the pedal harder.

They reached Blackpool under a grey spitting sky. You could say that Blackpool was the west coast’s answer to Scarborough, yet Becca had never warmed to the place. Scarborough’s seafront curved gently in a wide scenic bay, dominated by the headland and its ruined castle above the picturesque old town and harbour. Blackpool’s coastline, by contrast, was a straight rigid line, flat and uncompromising. Only the two piers, the skeletal outline of the rollercoaster at the Pleasure Beach, and the Tower – inspired optimistically by the Eiffel in Paris – looming out of the mist broke up the closely packed ranks of amusement arcades, fast food outlets, restaurants and bars. A sign advertising Blackpool’s cheapest rock beckoned for business, but the shop selling it was shuttered and closed. Salt spray lashed the promenade and on this cold December morning, the seafront was deserted and forlorn.

‘I expect it looks better when the illuminations are switched on,’ remarked Raven drily.

The satnav led them to a garish new-build house on the edge of town. It was a testament to what could be achieved by a developer with an unlimited budget and no sense of design or proportion. The house was a faux-Mediterranean monstrosity with white columns, mirrored glass, and lion-head fountains.

‘Welcome to Costa del Blackpool,’ muttered Becca.

Raven pulled the BMW to a halt on the gigantic driveway and they got out to take a closer look. Yes, that really was a statue of a Roman emperor standing beside the front door. It was clear that whoever lived here had more money than they knew what to do with.

Raven rang the bell and the sound echoed deep inside the house.

Becca expected a uniformed maid to open the door, but the man who answered was clearly the owner. He was probably in his late fifties, barrel-chested with a thick neck and thinning bleached-blond hair slicked back with gel. His tan had turned an orange hue and his shirt was open to reveal a carpet of chest hair and a thick gold chain around his neck. Sovereign rings weighed heavily on the middle fingers of each hand.

He squinted at them in annoyance. ‘If you two are from the Jehovah’s again, you can piss right off.’

‘DCI Raven, DS Shawcross. North Yorkshire Police.’ Raven shoved his warrant card in the man’s face. ‘We’d like a word, Mr Riley.’

Ray Riley’s expression didn’t change much. Just a glimmer in the eyes, like the blade of a flick knife catching the light. His jaw tightened a fraction and a muscle twitched beneath his skin. But there was no shouting or theatrics, just a cold stillness. His lips pressed into a line, not so much angry as calculating. He looked ready to tell them to piss off back to Yorkshire and slam the door in their faces, but then he seemed to come to a decision.

‘All right, come on in.’

Inside, the décor was a fever dream of black marble, gold-leaf wallpaper and chandeliers. Becca blinked in astonishment. They probably had enough evidence here already to arrest Ray Riley, for offences against good taste.

‘Who is it, Ray?’ came a shout from upstairs.

‘Pigs are here, Lorraine.’

‘What do they want this time?’

‘How the hell should I know?’

There was a clatter of heels as Lorraine Riley descended the sweeping double staircase. She was middle-aged but desperate to appear ten years younger. Everything about her struck Becca as fake – from the platinum-blonde hair to the enormous boobs that filled her low-cut top. An overpowering perfume heralded her arrival in the hall.

‘Take them into the lounge, Ray,’ she ordered, and it was clear which one of the Rileys ruled the household.

The lounge was on the kind of scale that Becca had seen at airports, all polished marble floor with swirling patterns. A bar in one corner was lit up like a Vegas nightclub. It made Darren Jubb’s and Cheryl Stringer’s homes look modest.

Becca sank into a crushed velvet sofa next to Raven, while Ray and Lorraine took up position opposite, neither of them smiling.

‘Thank you for agreeing to talk to us, Mr Riley, Mrs Riley,’ began Raven.

‘It’s Ray and Lorraine,’ snapped Lorraine. ‘And we haven’t agreed to anything yet, so don’t start counting your chickens.’

Becca could sense Raven’s dislike sharpening.

‘We understand that you are both shareholders in a company called South Bay Strategic Holdings.’

‘Who told you that?’ demanded Ray.

‘It’s publicly available information, Mr Riley,’ Raven told him, deliberately ignoring Lorraine’s invitation to use their first names.

‘Well, then,’ said Ray. ‘What’s the problem, then?’

‘The third shareholder in the company is a Mr Darren Jubb. We’re interested in your connection with him.’

‘Why’s that, then?’

‘Perhaps you could just answer the question.’

Ray and Raven fixed each other with cold stares, as if this had suddenly become a staring competition.

But it was Lorraine who broke the impasse. ‘We met Darren through our business interests. We’re in the same line of work – entertainment and hospitality. Darren’s based in Scarborough, and we’re here in Blackpool. It’s a good fit.’

‘What makes it a good fit?’ asked Raven. ‘You’re at opposite sides of the country.’

‘It’s not that far,’ scoffed Ray. ‘And what business is it of yours, anyway? Everything’s legit. I’ll give you the number of our accountant if you want to check.’

Lorraine laid a lacquered hand on her husband’s arm, trying to calm him down. ‘We’re looking to expand, and Darren’s our eyes and ears on the ground.’

‘So, you’re buying up businesses in Scarborough,’ said Raven. ‘Are you aware that one of the owners Darren approached was shot dead last Saturday night at the castle light show? Guy Stringer, the owner of Stringer’s cocktail bar. Ring any bells?’

‘Don’t know him,’ said Ray, not a flicker of concern on his face.

‘We’ve never met anyone by that name,’ said Lorraine flatly.

‘Where were you both last Saturday?’

‘Here in Blackpool,’ responded Lorraine immediately. ‘It was opening night at our newest pub. About a hundred people will swear they saw us there.’

Raven leaned forward and placed the photo of Scarface on the glass coffee table in front of them. ‘Do you recognise this man? This image is from a CCTV recording taken when he visited Guy Stringer a few days before he was killed.’

Ray and Lorraine glanced down. Becca saw Lorraine’s mouth tighten. Ray looked away a second too quickly.

‘You know him?’ asked Becca.

‘It’s our Freddie,’ said Lorraine, lifting the photo to study. Her voice had dropped to a whisper. ‘Our son.’

‘Where is Freddie now?’ asked Raven.

Ray and Lorraine looked at each other and grasped each other’s hand, an unspoken communication passing between them. Eventually, Lorraine said, ‘We don’t know.’

‘He’s missing,’ Ray added.

‘Since when?’

‘We haven’t seen him since last Tuesday,’ said Ray. ‘Since he went to Scarborough on business.’
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Chapter 17

Darren Jubb poured a finger of whisky into each glass, handed one to Harry and clinked glasses.

Then he lowered himself slowly into the leather armchair. His joints creaked loudly as he settled – yet another reminder, if he needed one, that he was getting old. Grey hair, lined face and an ever-expanding waistline. He could try to do something about it – take up jogging or start eating broccoli – but what was the point in fighting a battle he was bound to lose?

‘Thanks for coming over,’ he said.

‘Any time,’ answered Harry, making himself comfortable on the sofa opposite.

Darren eyed his old friend with a glimmer of envy. As always, Harry was turned out in a smart suit and tie whereas Darren had let himself go, dressing casually, even to the point of scruffiness. Why bother making an effort when Donna never gave him a second glance these days? He resented her cold treatment. If anyone was to blame for the collapse of their marriage, it was Donna. Darren was ready to forgive her infidelity, but she just didn’t seem to care. She barely paid lip service to him now.

He could never have imagined it would come to this. It was as if he had ceased to exist in his own home.

‘So?’ pressed Harry. ‘What’s on your mind? You sounded worried on the phone.’

But before Darren could respond, a door slammed, then came the sharp click of Donna’s heels down the stairs. He glanced up in the vague hope she might at least say goodbye, but the next thing he heard was the front door opening and closing, followed by the unmistakable snarl of the Porsche revving into life and tearing down the gravel drive, tyres spitting stones.

‘Is it me she hates, or you?’ asked Harry.

‘Both.’ Darren stared into his glass, swirling the amber liquid like it held the answers to his problems. But Darren’s problems ran too deep. ‘Look at me,’ he moaned. ‘I’m fifty years old and my life’s a mess. My children are in jail and my wife has as good as left me. What do I have left?’

‘You have me,’ said Harry. ‘And you have your business empire. So stop feeling sorry for yourself. Are you drunk? It’s only two in the afternoon.’

‘I like being drunk,’ said Darren petulantly. ‘It helps me see the world as it really is. No good guys, no bad guys, just dog eat dog.’

Harry sighed and made a show of studying his watch. ‘I have other places I could be.’

‘It’s the Rileys,’ said Darren, getting to the reason he had called Harry over. ‘I’m up to my neck in trouble with them, and I don’t know how to back out.’

He hated looking weak in Harry’s eyes. They’d been mates at school. Partners in petty crime – shoplifting, underage drinking, a bit of smuggled weed. Darren had always taken the lead, with Harry hanging out in the background, almost invisible. Now Darren was the invisible one. Drunk in the afternoon, too afraid to look in the mirror for fear of what he might see there.

The truth had hit him when Raven had come calling the other day. His old rival had looked at him not with hate, but with pity.

‘The police are onto me,’ he continued. ‘Raven came here with his sergeant, asking about the castle shooting. Where I was on Saturday night? Did I know the victim? Who’s my business partner?’

Harry raised an eyebrow. ‘What did you tell him?’

‘Nothing.’

‘So what’s the problem?’

Darren hesitated. He was loathe to reveal the depths to which he’d sunk, but he had to tell someone. Besides, he trusted Harry. ‘I think the Rileys killed Guy Stringer. And I think I’m going to take the fall.’

Harry calmly sipped his drink, unruffled even by such an alarming turn of events, and Darren was glad he’d confided in him. ‘That escalated quickly. What makes you so sure?’

‘Because they’re psychos, that’s why.’ Darren leaned forward, voice low but urgent. ‘I knew they were dirty as soon as they approached me. They own half of Blackpool, for Christ’s sake. No one gets that big without stepping on toes. But I didn’t know how bad they were. I thought I could keep them at arm’s length. I thought I could stay in control.’

‘But you couldn’t?’

‘The deal was that I would sniff out opportunities. Distressed businesses; owners with too much debt to carry; anyone looking for a quick sale. I would make the offer and the Rileys would step in with the cash. It’s not like they’re short of it.’ Darren breathed deeply, seeking to calm himself down. ‘But that’s not good enough for Ray and Lorraine. They always want more. If I agree a price, they say pay half. And if the owner says no… that’s when they send their boy round to tighten the thumbscrews. Old-school gangland intimidation, that’s their style.’

‘And now Stringer’s dead. Why would they kill him?’

‘Because he refused to sell. And guess what? The trail leads straight to me. Only yesterday, Raven parked his sanctimonious arse right where you’re sitting and practically accused me of doing it.’

Harry’s expression didn’t waver. ‘Raven’s always had it in for you. Ever since you hooked up with Donna when she was supposed to be his girlfriend.’

‘Yeah, thanks for reminding me about that.’

‘You want me to handle this?’

Darren nodded. ‘I want out. Out of the deal, out of the spotlight, out of jail. I don’t care how you do it. Dig up dirt, plant some if you have to – just get me clear of the Rileys and make sure I don’t take the rap for a murder I didn’t commit.’

Harry leaned back, swirling his whisky with measured grace. ‘Leave it with me.’

And just like that, the pressure in Darren’s chest eased. Harry would handle it. He always did.

*

Jess sat in the pub, slowly sipping her Coke and scrolling on her phone to make herself feel busy. In truth, she felt unaccountably nervous, as if this was a first date instead of – what? – date number four? Assuming it was a date, and not simply a farewell.

She hadn’t seen or spoken to Gavin since the evening of the shooting. He hadn’t even replied to her texts until this morning, and that had been a terse message, simply to confirm a time and place to meet. Still, at least he had the decency to tell her to her face that it was all over. A lesser man would have messaged to say he was breaking up or might simply have ghosted her entirely.

Either way, his initial radio silence following Saturday night didn’t bode well.

Jess blamed herself. As soon as she’d heard the gunshots, she’d abandoned him. Afterwards, she’d lost him in the general chaos. She could have looked harder for him, but she’d been so tired by the time Raven turned up that she’d just wanted to go home to bed at the end of the night.

She checked the time on her phone. Gone eight o’clock. They’d arranged to meet at seven thirty. Maybe he’d had second thoughts, or perhaps this was some kind of cruel revenge, leaving her all alone just as she had left him.

Jess was determined not to be messed about by a man. If Gavin wasn’t here by the time she finished her Coke, she’d get up and leave. She took another sip.

‘Hey, Jess, how are you doing?’

She looked up. He was there – windswept and wet from the rain, but just as gorgeous as she’d remembered. Her heart beat faster.

‘Sorry I’m late,’ he went on. ‘I’ve been working over Driffield way. Traffic’s an absolute nightmare.’ He hesitated. ‘Is everything okay?’

‘I’ve been so worried,’ she said.

‘What about?’ He slid onto the bench next to her.

‘I didn’t hear from you for so long.’

He gave her a sheepish look. ‘Ah, right. Yes, I’m sorry about that. My phone stopped working. Water damage from the rain. I had to take it into the shop to be repaired, and it needed a new screen. I only got it back this morning. But I should have called to explain. It’s my fault.’

Jess studied his face for any trace of a lie, but all she saw was openness and honesty. ‘I thought…’

He took her hand. ‘What?’

She swallowed. ‘After what happened at the castle. I thought you’d decided it was a bad idea dating a police officer. That you wouldn’t want to be with someone involved in murder inquiries.’

‘Jess.’ He put a finger to her lips. ‘I’m in awe of what you do. Me? I just prune roses and plant perennials.’

She laughed. ‘You create something of beauty.’

‘Then we both make the world a better place,’ he said, kissing her on the lips.

She kissed him back.

‘Drink up,’ he said. ‘Then let’s go somewhere more private.’

*

It had been an exhausting day. First, Hannah had related how Harry Hood had approached her at the magistrates’ court. No – approached was the wrong word. He had threatened her. Harry had always had a habit of zeroing in on the easiest target in a group, like a lion picking off the weakest prey. Not that Hannah was weak in any way, and it sounded like she’d been more than a match for the bastard. But if Harry crossed Raven’s path anytime soon, he was going to regret it.

That had been followed by the seven-hour round trip to Blackpool for the encounter with Ray and Lorraine Riley. At least their identification of the man Raven had nicknamed Scarface had made the trip worthwhile.

Yet what was Raven to make of the fact that Freddie Riley had apparently gone missing immediately after driving to Scarborough to threaten Guy Stringer? Had he simply gone into hiding or was he really missing? The expressions of heartache on the faces of Ray and Lorraine had been persuasive.

Either way, Raven now had two missing persons on his radar – Freddie and Ava. After leaving work, he pulled up outside the Mayfair and stepped into the cold. The drizzle that had started on the west coast had now crossed the Pennines and was making its presence felt here. Moments like this made Raven wonder what on earth he was doing with his life. A wet Wednesday in December, and here he was outside a seedy nightclub in Scarborough. How had it come to this?

He presented his warrant card to the bouncer on the door and the man obligingly stepped aside.

Inside, music pounded from hidden speakers while a scantily clad woman contorted herself around a pole, bending her body into improbable positions, defying gravity as she clung on with her thighs. Raven cast a glance at her but didn’t recognise her from his previous inquiry at the Mayfair. No doubt a club like this was always on the lookout for new talent.

The face behind the bar was new too, and Raven felt relief that the owners of the club were nowhere to be seen. He had become too closely entangled with Terry and Frida Baines and had very nearly made a catastrophic error of judgement. He felt a fleeting pang of regret over the relationship he’d almost had with Frida. In different circumstances, they could have been good together. But his duty as a police officer – not to mention his conscience – had got in the way, as it so often did.

‘What can I get you?’ The young woman serving drinks greeted him with the kind of smile she probably gave to every punter – polished, professional and fleeting.

‘A mineral water.’ Raven waited until she brought the drink – embellished with ice, a slice of lemon, and a little umbrella – and then said, ‘I’m looking for someone. Jade Brown. Is she in tonight?’

The smile dimmed. ‘I’m afraid we’re not allowed to give out personal information about the dancers.’

‘Quite right.’ Raven nodded approval of the steps that Frida had put in place to safeguard her girls. ‘But this is police business.’ He produced his warrant card again. ‘Jade’s not in any trouble. But one of her friends is in danger.’

The bartender hesitated before leaning closer and lowering her voice. ‘In that case, I suppose it can’t hurt. Jade doesn’t work here anymore, but I heard she got a job at the cinema.’

‘Cheers,’ said Raven, downing his drink. He headed back outside.

There was a queue at the cinema, waiting to see the latest film in a long-running action-adventure franchise. The starring actor in the movie poster wore his age well. Raven would have been happy to look that good at the age of sixty.

He spotted Jade immediately. She was selling popcorn behind a counter. When he’d last spoken to her, she’d been a dancer at the Mayfair, a role balanced precariously between glamour and sleaze. She might not be earning such generous tips at the cinema, but she was a lot safer here.

He waited until the crowds had dispersed before approaching her.

‘Jade Brown?’

She froze, a look of horror crossing her face. ‘DCI Raven. What are you doing here?’

‘I need a quick word.’

Jade looked at her colleague – a young man – who nodded at her to go ahead. ‘I can spare five minutes,’ she said, coming out from behind the counter. ‘Then I have to clean the popcorn machine before the next show starts.’

Raven followed her to some empty seats in the corner of the foyer where they wouldn’t be overheard. ‘I’m looking for Ava Jennings. I’m hoping you can help me.’

‘I don’t know where she is,’ said Jade a little too quickly.

‘Are you sure about that?’

She nodded, biting her lower lip.

‘You haven’t asked me what’s happened to her,’ Raven pointed out.

Jade’s eyes darted to the life-size poster of the actor, then back to him. ‘I heard she’d gone missing.’

‘Who told you?’

‘Um… it was one of her housemates.’

‘You know them, do you?’

‘Not really.’

Raven waited to see if Jade’s rapidly unwinding bluff would collapse completely, but his silence seemed not to faze her.

‘You haven’t heard from her?’

‘No.’ Jade tucked a strand of loose hair behind her ear. ‘Is that all? Only, I really do need to clean the machine.’

Raven passed her his card. ‘If you hear anything from Ava, give me a call on that number. She’s not in trouble, but her family’s worried about her. I’m worried about her.’

She pocketed the card and scurried back to the safety of the counter.

*

‘All right, time’s up. We’re closing now. Clear out, you lot.’

Jimmy Clegg shooed the last remaining customers out of his arcade, ignoring their muttered complaints and locked the doors behind them. Customers – they were the worst thing about this line of work, and if Jimmy could have done without them, he would. No doubt Ava would have ejected the little buggers a great deal more politely, wishing them a good evening and sending them on their way with a smile, but Jimmy didn’t have the patience to give a shit. He had more pressing concerns on his plate.

He quickly ran through his end-of-day tasks – powering down the arcade games, emptying the ticket redemption machines, counting the cash into bags to go into the safe. Thankfully, no one had won any prizes from the display case today so he didn’t have to restock. As for ice creams – in this weather, forget it. Not one sold all day. He turned off the lights and retreated to the back office.

Sinking into his chair, he lit a cigarette and tipped himself a measure from the bottle of supermarket vodka he kept in his desk drawer. His nerves were shot to pieces. Two visits from the coppers now, and that DCI Raven was no slouch. Jimmy recognised a sharp-eyed bastard when he saw one. Raven hadn’t swallowed one word of that Morocco story he’d improvised.

How long before he came back?

It was just a matter of time, Jimmy had no doubt, and on his next visit he might bring more with him than awkward questions and a well-practised scowl. He might bring a warrant and a search team. If that happened, shit would go sideways faster than you could say, “Nan’s won big on the penny falls!”

Jimmy heaved himself up to standing and went back to the room that housed all the old and broken machines. He ought to give this place a good clear-out one of these days. None of this crap was worth keeping. The only thing of any use was the chest freezer behind the door. In the summer months, he used it for storing ice creams and lollies, but at this time of year it was usually switched off.

Until last week, it had been empty. But the noisy hum revealed that it was running now.

Jimmy took a deep breath and raised the lid.

The body lay motionless, just where he’d dumped it. Crystals of ice glistened on the hair, the eyelids and around the blue lips.

But the scar on the man’s face stood out against the frost-white skin. An ugly red line from the corner of the right eye to the mouth.

Jimmy shuddered and let the freezer lid fall back down with a crash. What the hell was he going to do with that thing?
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Chapter 18

When Raven looked out of his window the next morning, the clouds were grey, with a bloody-minded look to them, heavy and sluggish. As if they were determined to rain, whatever anyone said about it. He was glad he wasn’t in Lancashire. It would be worse there.

It was always worse in Lancashire.

He left the house before Hannah could put in an appearance. If she guessed where he was heading, she would try to talk him out of it. But he wasn’t prepared to let another day pass without confronting Harry Hood. That man wasn’t going to hassle his daughter and get away with it.

He parked the M6 outside Harry’s office on Valley Bridge Parade and killed the engine. Quincey sat beside him in the passenger seat, long tongue drooling on the leather upholstery. It was still too early to drop him off at Vicky’s. He gave Raven a questioning look.

‘Keep your eyes peeled,’ Raven told him. ‘We’re looking for a man who closely resembles a weasel.’

Quincey obediently peered out of the window, watching as one or two early risers hurried through the morning gloom. A steady drizzle was coating the windscreen now, the clouds thickening up as if to say, “we told you so.” Raven cracked the window open an inch to stop the car from steaming up.

His mind drifted to Harry as he’d known him at school. Even at the age of sixteen, Harry had known how to manipulate, how to wound. A snide suggestion here, a cruel remark there. They’d never been properly friends, just part of the same crowd. Darren, the leader of the pack – no special qualities, just an unchallenged assumption that he was in charge. Donna, the blonde bombshell – the guys all desperate to impress her. Harry, the snake in the grass – far cleverer and nastier than he pretended to be. And Raven. What part had he played? The fool, most likely.

Quincey barked as a figure hunched beneath a black umbrella mounted the steps and slipped inside the building. Raven was out of the car in an instant. He caught the door before it closed and followed Harry inside, the dog at his side.

Harry stood in the entrance hall, rain dripping from his umbrella as he shook it dry. A fine wool suit showed beneath his raincoat, but the appearance of respectability was only surface-deep, and Raven knew it.

‘Raven. What are you doing here?’ Harry levelled the tip of the umbrella at Quincey, looking ready to stab the dog if he drew closer. ‘We don’t allow dogs in here unless they’re guide dogs.’

Quincey growled.

‘A word,’ said Raven.

‘Keep it brief.’

‘Stay away from Hannah.’

‘Or what?’

‘Or I’ll arrest you for harassment.’

Harry’s mouth curled into a smile that was more of a sneer. ‘You think you can touch me? That daughter of yours tried to incriminate me, and look what happened – nothing!’

Fury surged through Raven’s veins like fire in a furnace. He didn’t know how much of Harry’s provocation he could take. The slimeball was goading him on, jutting out his chin as if daring Raven to punch it. He really thought he was invincible.

Raven couldn’t help it. He grabbed Harry by his coat lapels and shoved him against the wall, his chest rising and falling like a bellows. ‘Don’t push me, Harry. Just keep away from Hannah.’

Harry’s smile turned into an ugly snarl. ‘I’ll do what I like. Now take your hands off me and get out of my office. And take that filthy mutt with you.’

Nothing would have tasted sweeter than to turn that smug face into a bloody mess. But Raven knew he had to keep a lid on his anger. For Hannah’s sake, and his own.

‘This is your last warning,’ he said, releasing Harry from his grip. ‘I won’t repeat it.’

He turned and left, leading Quincey by the collar. He would make Harry pay for his actions, but he wouldn’t destroy himself to do it. Not if there was another way.

*

Raven’s anger hadn’t entirely dissipated by the time he arrived at work after dropping Quincey at the dog minder’s. He went into the toilets and leaned over the sink, glaring at his reflection in the mirror.

This is how Harry operates, he reminded himself. Burrows under your skin, jabs his needles in where they hurt the most, and worms his way into your head. Harry instinctively knew how to turn his enemy’s greatest flaw against them, and he knew Raven’s own weakness well enough. Anger. If Raven was going to beat him, he would have to keep his temper on a tight leash.

Easier said than done.

He splashed cold water over his face and headed to the incident room. The others were all at their desks, ready and waiting. They looked up as he entered. There was a feeling of expectation in the room, almost thick enough to taste.

‘What’s happened?’ he demanded.

‘Sir,’ said Tony, ‘we’ve got the report back from ballistics. They’ve compared the gun that Jess found in the Range Rover against the spent cartridges from the shooting of Guy Stringer.’

‘And?’

It was Becca who delivered the bad news. ‘It’s not the same gun.’

‘It makes sense if you think about it,’ chimed in Jess, ‘because the car was abandoned several days before the shooting.’

Raven blinked, processing the information. ‘So Freddie Riley drove to Scarborough with a gun in his glove compartment, visited Guy Stringer at the cocktail bar, and then disappeared. Meanwhile, someone took a second weapon into the castle and shot Stringer three times, before vanishing themselves.’

‘That pretty much sums it up,’ said Becca.

Raven ran a hand through his hair in frustration. How many guns were on the streets of Scarborough? How many villains? And how many more people were going to go missing – or worse?

‘Let’s dig up everything we can on the Riley family,’ he said. ‘Ray and Lorraine, and their son Freddie. Tony, get onto Lancashire Police and see if they’ve had dealings with them. A family like that can’t have gone unnoticed in the local area. Let’s identify all the vehicles registered to them or any of their companies and use ANPR to track their movements over the past week.’

‘I’m on it,’ said Tony.

Raven turned to Jess. ‘See if either the Rileys or Darren Jubb have been bothering any other businesses around here. We’re looking for offers to buy the business, or any intimidation or threats. Focus on businesses in the entertainment and holiday sectors, especially any in financial difficulty or carrying large amounts of debt.’

‘I’ll head down the seafront,’ said Jess. ‘And start asking questions.’

‘Excellent,’ said Raven. ‘And Becca, we urgently need to find out what’s happened to Freddie Riley. Enter his details into the PNC so he’s in the system and check for matches. Look at hospital admissions, custody reports, anything. He can’t have disappeared off the face of the earth.’

‘Freddie’s phone wasn’t found in his car, so I’ll put a trace on it,’ said Becca. ‘And I’ll submit a request to his bank to monitor his account too. What are you going to do?’

But before Raven could answer, the door opened and Detective Superintendent Gillian Ellis strode in. There was someone in her wake and Raven’s heart sank when he saw who it was.

‘Tom,’ said Gillian without preamble, ‘I’ve already been brought up to speed by your team in your absence’ – Raven smarted at the implied criticism; he had only been a few minutes late getting into work after his altercation with Harry Hood – ‘and I’ve decided to assign DI Dinsdale to the team. There’s a lot of work to be done and we need to get a grip before anything else happens. As you know, Derek only has a couple of days left before his retirement, but you clearly need all the help you can get.’

Raven wanted to deny it, to say that he had everything under control, but that was patently not the case. One man was dead, one missing, a gun had turned up but it wasn’t the murder weapon. And the list of suspects was growing day by day. First Cheryl Stringer and Lloyd Sherwood, then Darren Jubb, and now Ray and Lorraine Riley and their son, Freddie. He really didn’t have a clue what was going on.

Whether Dinsdale’s contribution would help or hinder the team was another matter.

‘Thank you.’ Raven forced the words out. ‘Welcome on board, Derek.’

‘Raven.’ Dinsdale glowered, clearly unhappy about having to actually do some work before he retired. Especially with Raven as his boss.

‘Good,’ said Gillian. ‘That’s settled, then.’

Raven’s phone buzzed with an incoming message. He gave the screen a quick glance. Jade Brown.

Her message was brief: Ten am. Peasholm Park.

‘Will that be all, ma’am?’ he asked Gillian.

She fixed him with a look that hardly radiated trust. ‘Keep me informed, Tom. I want to hear about any developments as soon as they happen.’

‘Will do.’ It was now a quarter to ten. He pocketed his phone. ‘Becca, could I ask you to bring Derek up to speed please? There’s somewhere I have to be.’

He walked out before he could register Gillian’s look of displeasure.

*

Raven followed the winding path around the lake, the stark skeletons of trees linking bare arms overhead. Summer was long gone, but Peasholm Park was a good place to walk in any season. The red and yellow paintwork of the bridges and pergolas remained cheerful even on the greyest of days. Red and green dragon pedalos sat moored in neat rows, bobbing gently in the wind-rippled water, and a pair of swans glided past, their white feathers ruffled by the breeze. A lone crow let out a coarse cry overhead.

Raven kept a keen eye out for geese. He’d had a nasty encounter with one here as a small child and didn’t want a repeat of that. Perhaps he was big enough these days to handle a goose, but there was no point taking chances.

On a row of empty benches near the bandstand, he spotted two women huddling under a large umbrella. He recognised Jade’s companion instantly, despite the shadows under her eyes. Slowing his approach, he stopped a short distance away. ‘Hello, Ava.’

She didn’t look up.

‘I persuaded her to come,’ said Jade, her voice low.

Raven gave a small nod. ‘How are you, Ava?’

She shrugged, her gaze fixed on the lake. ‘I’m okay.’

‘Mind if I sit?’

‘It’s a bit wet.’

He pulled his coat tighter and sat on the bench, careful to leave space between Ava and himself. They spent a moment in silence, all three of them admiring the bandstand on its raised platform in the middle of the lake. Beyond it, the park’s central island rose up, the pagoda peeping out between the trees.

‘You pulled off a good vanishing act,’ said Raven. ‘Without Jade’s help, I wouldn’t have been able to find you. Do you want to tell me where you’ve been?’

Ava said nothing.

‘Your boss spun a yarn about you travelling to Morocco with some friends,’ said Raven. ‘But I knew he was lying.’

‘Jimmy’s so full of shit,’ sneered Jade. ‘Ava’s been staying with me. She needed some time away. She was frightened, because of something she saw at work.’ She nudged her friend gently. ‘Come on, tell him.’

Raven waited as rain trickled down his collar, cold against his neck. He would happily wait all day, to learn the truth.

‘There was this man,’ Ava said at last, her voice barely above a whisper.

‘Go on,’ said Raven encouragingly.

‘He came to the amusement arcade. Three times.’

‘Can you describe him?’

She nodded slowly. ‘He wasn’t from around here. He sounded Lancastrian. And he looked nasty. He had this really ugly red scar across his face.’ Her hand drew a line across her own pretty features.

‘I know who that man is,’ said Raven. ‘What did he do?’

‘The first time, he threatened Jimmy. That’s Jimmy Clegg, the owner.’

‘I’ve met Jimmy.’

‘I think this guy wanted to buy the arcade. I overheard Jimmy arguing with him during my tea break. Jimmy said something like, “It’s worth double that,” and told him to sod off. The guy didn’t take kindly to that. He said Jimmy should think about the offer very carefully, because if he refused a second time, there’d be trouble. He said he’d come back in three days.’

‘And did he?’

‘Yeah, and Jimmy still said no. So the guy pulled out a crowbar and smashed up one of the new machines. They’re, like, super expensive. Jimmy was mad but he didn’t dare grass him up to the police.’

‘So, what did he do?’

‘He pinned the blame on some random kid, so he could claim for the damage on insurance.’

Raven’s mind clicked. Hannah’s client. The arcade vandalism. The lad who insisted he was innocent.

‘What about the third time?’ he asked. ‘You said he came back again.’

Ava looked out across the boating lake, clasping her hands together to stop them from trembling.

‘Is this… official?’ asked Jade. ‘Will Ava get in trouble if she tells you? Even if she’s done something wrong?’

‘No,’ Raven said gently. ‘It’s not official. Ava, anything you say to me is off the record. I’m here to help, and to make sure you’re safe. Trust me.’

She swallowed hard, then the words came all in a rush, like a dam breaking. ‘He came back a few days later, just as Jimmy was about to close for the day. He forced his way inside, and he and Jimmy started shouting. The guy said he’d run out of patience, and Jimmy said he wasn’t going to be intimidated. It got ugly fast. The man pulled out his crowbar again, but before he could use it, Jimmy hit him.’

Ava pushed her hand to her face, as if trying to block out the memory. But after a moment, she resumed her story. ‘Jimmy keeps a hammer behind the counter in case there’s trouble. So he grabbed it and whacked the guy on the back of the head. Killed him instantly. His skull practically caved in. There was blood everywhere.’

Raven sat stock still on the bench, the rain a cold and steady trickle down his spine.

Freddie Riley. That’s what happened to him.

‘What happened next?’

Ava’s eyes were red with tears. ‘Jimmy made me help him. He said we couldn’t tell the police. We had to put the body in the freezer.’

‘What freezer?’

‘There’s a chest freezer in the back room. The one with the old machines.’

Raven recalled the freezer nestled between the broken pinball machine and old arcade games. He had walked right past it the day he had visited Jimmy in his office.

‘That’s why she ran,’ Jade added. ‘She was scared in case the dead guy’s mates came looking for him. And Jimmy said she couldn’t go to the police for help, because she’d be done for murder too.’ She gave Raven a sharp look.

‘You don’t need to be scared of me,’ he said quietly.

Technically, Ava could be charged as an accessory to murder for helping to conceal the body, but Raven had no intention of arresting her. Ava was a victim here, and he was sick of men like Jimmy Clegg and Freddie Riley – men who used threats and violence to control others. Harry Hood had done the same. It was Raven’s job to stand between them and people like Ava.

‘Just promise me one thing.’

Ava looked at him, wary.

‘Call your parents. They’re worried sick about you. Then lie low until this is over.’ He stood. ‘Take care of yourself, Ava. You did the right thing today. You too, Jade.’

As he walked away, a single thought burned bright in his mind.

He needed a search warrant. And there was only one way to get it.
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Chapter 19

‘So let me get this straight, Tom.’ Detective Superintendent Gillian Ellis studied Raven over the top of her half-moon spectacles. ‘You want a warrant to search a premises on suspicion of finding a body there, but you can’t give me any information about your source of intel?’

‘That’s right, ma’am.’ Raven stood in her office like a condemned man about to mount the gallows. He had stated only the bare facts and knew that his application was sketchy at best, but he had promised to keep Ava out of it.

Technically, he had the authority to apply for a search warrant himself. But he had asked for Gillian’s signature before sending the application to the magistrate for authorisation, knowing that her name would carry more weight than his. He wanted this warrant fast-tracked.

‘The magistrate is going to want more than this.’ Gillian tossed the sheet of paper onto the desk. ‘Give me something, Tom.’

‘I promised confidentiality. The witness is too afraid to give a statement.’

She huffed in exasperation. ‘But you believe the body matches the description of the missing man from Blackpool – Freddie Riley?’

‘I’m certain of it.’

She gave a slow and weary shake of her head, but picked up her fountain pen and unscrewed the lid.

‘Don’t make me regret this, Tom,’ she said, scrawling her florid signature at the bottom of the form. She pushed the signed application across the desk. ‘I’m sticking my neck out for you. Not for the first time.’

‘Thank you, ma’am.’ Raven snatched up the form and headed for the door before she could change her mind.

*

Raven drove the M6 along the streets of Scarborough behind a pair of marked cars, their flashing blue lights clearing a path through the traffic. The convoy pulled up in front of the amusement arcade and uniformed officers jumped out and set about their work. Two stood guard at the entrance, turning away anyone who tried to get close. The other two began clearing customers out of the building while Raven clambered out of his car and strode up to the counter.

It was the same girl on duty as before. This time her kohl-smudged eyes were wide with interest. ‘What’s going on?’

‘Get me Jimmy Clegg,’ said Raven.

The girl was too stunned to do anything, but there was no need. The man himself emerged from the door marked “Private”, a dark anger blazing in his eyes.

‘What the bloody hell is this about?’

Raven showed him the warrant. ‘We’re here to conduct a lawful search of the premises.’

‘Like hell you are! This is harassment! You can’t come barging in here and expect me to–’

Raven had no time for Jimmy Clegg’s nonsense today. He beckoned to one of the uniformed constables. ‘Arrest this man for obstruction.’

‘Hey!’ shouted Jimmy as the PC snapped a pair of cuffs over his wrists and read him his rights. He was still yelling as he was led away to a waiting car.

The girl behind the counter watched open-mouthed, revealing a silver stud on her tongue. ‘What are you looking for?’ she asked.

‘Don’t touch anything,’ Raven warned her. ‘Go and wait outside. An officer will take a statement from you once we’ve completed our search.’

He went through to the storeroom accompanied by another of the PCs. It was just as he’d seen it before. A junk room, stuffed full of dead machines that had probably sat there for years collecting dust. Jimmy Clegg was a lazy bastard, there was no doubt about it. That was why he’d been stupid enough to stick a dead body in his own freezer, just a few feet away from the hustle and bustle of the busy arcade.

There was the freezer now, exactly as Raven had seen it. Its low, mechanical hum filled the silence – the only sound amid the broken arcade games. Raven shook his head in disbelief – he had walked right past it on his previous visit. He’d even asked Jimmy how ice cream sales were holding up.

He snapped on his gloves and motioned for the constable to do the same. ‘Let’s open it up and see what we’ve got.’

‘Yes, sir.’

He steadied himself, gripped the lid and lifted.

It opened with a crack, a sigh of cold air curling out like breath from a grave. Raven and the PC peered inside.

The sides of the freezer were caked with a thick layer of frost. At the bottom lay a half-empty box of Cornettos and a crumpled pack of strawberry lollies.

Raven stared into the icy interior, his fingers tightening on the edge until his knuckles turned as white as the mist that poured from its depths.

There was no body.

Damn!

How could there be no body? He let the lid fall back with a slam.

‘Sir? What do we do now?’ The young constable beside him looked on anxiously.

‘We tear this place apart.’

He would get Holly and her team to carry out a full forensic search of the premises. Pull out every machine, look in every filthy corner. If there was a shred of evidence to be had, they would find it. But Raven already knew they wouldn’t find a body. Gillian was going to crucify him.

*

Sam had made up his mind. Finally.

Talking to Ellie had helped. Over a pot of tea and a packet of custard creams the night before, she’d nudged him from dithering to determination.

‘Just tell her how you feel,’ she’d insisted. ‘Worst case? She says no. Best case? You stop being a tragic wet blanket.’

He’d laughed, nervous. Wanting it to be true, but afraid to believe it.

‘You’ll regret it forever if you don’t,’ Ellie added, quieter this time. ‘Trust me.’

Now here he was. The moment of truth.

He stepped into the police station clutching the most extravagant bouquet of red roses he’d been able to find in December. Not garage or supermarket shelf fare, but bought from a proper florist. Picked the previous day, flown in overnight, probably at some hideous cost to the environment. Sam didn’t care. He’d flown halfway around the world for this moment too.

The desk sergeant looked up and blinked at the roses. ‘Can I help you, sir?’

‘I need to speak to DS Becca Shawcross, please.’

‘Right. One moment.’ The sergeant picked up the phone, eyeing Sam as if he were about to confess to something. Crazy desperation, probably.

Sam wanted to ask the man, “Am I making a huge mistake?” but settled for trying to smooth his windblown hair instead. He fixed his gaze on a noticeboard but the posters – informing him of his rights in custody, advising him how to report crime anonymously and suggesting ways to avoid becoming a victim of online fraud – didn’t help.

‘She’ll be right down,’ said the sergeant, nodding at a sad little row of plastic chairs. ‘You can take a seat.’

But Sam couldn’t sit. Instead, he paced up and down, cradling the roses, his trainers betraying every nervous movement, until a door clicked open behind him.

He turned.

And there she was.

Becca. In everyday work clothes and sensible shoes, her badge on a lanyard, surprise registering on her face in slow motion.

‘Sam? What are you–’

He dropped to one knee before she could finish.

‘Becca,’ he began, his voice wobbling dangerously between passion and terror.

‘Sam –’

But he wasn’t going to let her interrupt. ‘I love you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you.’

He fumbled in his pocket and produced the ring box.

She didn’t say anything now, just watched in silence. The sergeant was gawping too, a slow smile spreading across his big face.

Sam opened the box and withdrew the dainty ring with solitaire diamond. He knew she wouldn’t want anything big and showy.

He held out the ring. ‘Will you marry me?’

She stared at him, eyes wide, mouth slightly open. ‘I–’

And then the outside door banged open and a gust of freezing air blew inside. Two uniformed officers marched in, hauling a seedy-looking guy between them, outrage etched into his grizzled features. Behind them strode Raven, hobbling slightly but looking like an avenging angel, his mood as black as his coat.

‘Becca!’ he barked. ‘Don’t just stand there – you’re needed in Interview Room One. Now!’
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Chapter 20

Becca sat stiffly beside Raven in the interview room, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. She was furious. Sam had just pulled off something bold, vulnerable, and wildly romantic – and Raven had ruined everything. He wasn’t even aware of what he’d done.

Across the table sat Jimmy Clegg, owner of a seafront amusement arcade, flanked by a weary-looking duty solicitor. Becca tried to focus on the task at hand, to listen as Raven rattled through the formalities, but her mind kept drifting – away from Raven, away from Jimmy, away from the grey walls and flickering fluorescent lights, back to the front desk.

To Sam.

The moment he’d dropped to one knee, those beautiful roses trembling in his hands, something inside her had cracked open. The feeling had hit her like a wave: a familiar, delicious warmth. The lopsided grin, the terrible timing, the absolute sincerity in his eyes. This was the Sam she’d fallen in love with. Brave, funny, impulsive. Completely and unapologetically himself.

And he’d meant it. Every word. He hadn’t come for drama. He’d come for her.

She had felt the words rise to her lips – Yes, Sam, of course I’ll marry you – so ready to burst into the world and be made real.

And then the door had slammed open.

Raven, all black clouds and thunder, hadn’t spared Sam so much as a glance. Just barked her name and ordered her into the interview like nothing had happened.

She’d watched Sam return to his feet, flustered and blinking, his moment of courage collapsing like a house of cards. She’d wanted to reach for him, to say something – anything – but she hadn’t known how.

‘I’d better go,’ he’d said, quiet, almost apologetic. And then he had.

She’d stood frozen, her thoughts spinning. Her duty or her heart? Which one was she supposed to chase?

‘Well, are you coming or not?’ Raven had asked, holding the door open with the sort of urgency that didn’t invite argument.

And she had followed him.

Now, in the sterile hum of the interview room, she sat beside the man who’d ripped her out of that moment like it hadn’t mattered. Her chest ached with everything unsaid. Half of her wanted to rise to her feet and walk out of the interview. Yet somehow she forced herself to stay, to pay attention and take in the unsavoury appearance of the suspect.

Jimmy Clegg had a scruffy and belligerent look about him. He slouched in the hard plastic chair, his black bomber jacket stretched across his broad chest like armour. His arms were folded tight, presenting a fleshy wall of defiance. The scowl he’d worn when Becca had first seen him hadn’t left his face, it had just settled in deeper. She guessed it was a permanent fixture.

What was he even doing here? As far as Becca could make out, he had no connection whatsoever to the murder of Guy Stringer.

He stared across the table with an air of sullen suspicion, seeming to resent every second of his captivity. He’d be better off making his peace with that – the way Raven was behaving, he looked ready to lock Clegg up and throw away the key for good.

‘Jimmy Clegg, can you confirm that you are the owner of the Treasure Cove amusement arcade?’

Jimmy glared at Raven, narrowing his eyes, as if he suspected a trap in the opening question. ‘Aye. I am.’

‘And can you tell me if you have received any offers in the past six months to buy your business?’

Jimmy’s arms drew closer to his chest, his shoulders pulling tight. His breathing became deliberate and noisy. ‘Might be that I did.’

‘Who made the offer?’

‘A man called Darren Jubb.’

So that was the connection. Perhaps Jess had identified the amusement arcade as one of the businesses Darren had approached. Yet as far as Becca was aware, Jess hadn’t yet returned to the station. So how had Raven obtained his information?

Jimmy leaned forward, as if he couldn’t stop himself from speaking his mind. ‘But I told Jubb where he could stick his offer.’ He shot a sideways glance at Becca. ‘Some place the sun don’t shine.’

‘What was Darren’s reaction to your refusal?’ asked Raven.

‘Never saw the cheating bastard again,’ said Jimmy with satisfaction.

Raven’s expression didn’t change. ‘But you did receive a visit from one of his associates, didn’t you? Do you recognise this man?’ He slid a photograph across the table. The likeness was very familiar to Becca. Cropped hair. Pig eyes. Scar like a slash from eye to mouth.

Freddie Riley.

It was obvious from Jimmy’s body language that he knew the man too. He shifted uneasily in his seat. ‘Do I have to answer that?’

‘You don’t have to answer any question you’re not comfortable with,’ the duty solicitor assured him.

‘On the other hand,’ said Raven, ‘it might be better for you to tell the truth.’

Jimmy tugged at the sleeves of his jacket as he considered his options. ‘All right, then. It’s the Rileys’ lad, Freddie. They’re in cahoots with Jubb.’

‘What do you mean by in cahoots?’ pressed Raven.

Jimmy shrugged. ‘Business partner, like. I don’t know exactly what the deal is.’

‘So, Freddie Riley came to see you,’ said Raven. ‘Tell me what happened.’

Jimmy’s shoulders rolled forward as he began to work his way into a state of indignation. ‘Cheeky bastard bloody well threatened me. Said that if I didn’t accept the offer, there’d be trouble.’ Jimmy balled his hands into fists. ‘I don’t take kindly to folk telling me what to do. So I told him to go to hell.’

Raven nodded with satisfaction. It seemed to Becca that he wasn’t in the least surprised about anything Jimmy said. He already knew the answers to his questions and was just leading the suspect through a series of steps.

‘But that wasn’t the last time Freddie visited the arcade, was it?’

Jimmy narrowed his eyes into slits. ‘How do you know that?’

Becca was asking herself the same question, and from the look on his face, so was the solicitor.

But Raven wasn’t forthcoming. ‘Let’s just take it as a fact. A man like Freddie Riley doesn’t stay away just because you asked him to. Describe what happened on his second visit.’

Jimmy was looking less cooperative. A whispered conversation ensued between him and his solicitor before he eventually answered the question. ‘Freddie asked me again if I would agree to sell up, but I still said no. This time he didn’t waste time with threats. He took a metal crowbar to one of my newest machines. Smashed it to pieces, he did. That’s the kind of scumbag we’re dealing with here. You should release me and arrest Darren Jubb and the Riley family instead – bring ‘em in and prosecute them for criminal damage and threatening behaviour.’

‘We might have done if we’d known about it,’ said Raven. ‘However, when you reported the criminal damage to the police, you gave a different version of events.’

He produced a document from his file and Becca leaned in closer. She recognised it immediately as a crime incident record.

‘Here’s the statement you gave,’ said Raven. ‘It appears that when you spoke to the officer involved, you stated that the damage had been carried out by a youth called Brent Nixon.’

‘What was I supposed to say?’ said Jimmy. ‘I needed to report it so I could claim the insurance money. But you don’t go grassing up a thug like Freddie Riley or he’ll come back and do something ten times worse.’

‘You had no qualms framing an innocent lad like Brent.’

Jimmy flexed his muscles in annoyance. The solicitor placed a restraining hand on his arm, but his client was unrepentant. ‘Brent’s a right little tosspot. He’s always causing trouble. He was bound to land himself in it sooner or later.’

‘So you admit making a false statement to the police,’ said Raven grimly. ‘Jimmy Clegg, I am arresting you on suspicion of perverting the course of justice.’

Jimmy waited sullenly until Raven had finished reciting the official words of the caution. ‘Can I go now then?’ he demanded.

‘No,’ said Raven, ‘you may not.’

Becca swivelled sideways in her seat, wondering what her boss was about to do next. She felt like a spectator and wondered why he had even bothered to drag her into this interview. As he had done so often before, he had excluded her from his thought process entirely. Yet she had to admit – despite her sense of resentment, there was a drama to this interview and she felt a compulsion to know where Raven was going to take it next.

The duty solicitor moved to seize the initiative, trying to wrest back control. ‘DCI Raven, perhaps you would care to explain why you felt it necessary to conduct a search of my client’s business premises?’

Raven treated him to a wry smile. ‘Thank you. I was just about to get round to that. But let me ask your client a question first. Jimmy, did Freddie Riley visit you a third time after he vandalised your machine?’

This time, the arcade owner was unwilling to answer. Perhaps he had learned his lesson. He sat on his hands, his mouth turned down in silence.

‘I have a witness who says that he did,’ said Raven.

‘Who is this witness?’ demanded the solicitor. ‘This is a completely unsubstantiated claim.’

‘I am not at liberty to reveal their identity,’ Raven fired back. ‘But I’m giving your client an opportunity to confirm or deny the claim.’ He turned back to Jimmy. ‘Did Freddie come to the arcade again?’

The duty solicitor leaned towards his client. ‘You can say, no comment.’

‘No comment,’ said Jimmy quickly.

Raven ignored him. ‘Come on, tell us what happened on Freddie’s third visit.’

‘No comment.’

‘We’re carrying out a search of the arcade now,’ continued Raven. ‘We’re going to find evidence. It would be better for you to come clean.’

Jimmy looked at his solicitor who gave a firm shake of his head. Becca knew that Raven was overstepping the mark, and everyone else knew it too, even if Raven himself seemed to think otherwise.

‘No comment,’ said Jimmy.

Raven’s dark eyes blazed. ‘On his third visit, things turned nasty. Freddie was finished making offers and threats, and he was done with taking out his aggression on machines. This time he intended to use his crowbar on you.’

Becca stared at her boss, infuriated. How did he know all this, and why hadn’t he told her?

Jimmy was shrinking into himself, seeming to become smaller as Raven went on. He had stopped shaking his head and was now just waiting for Raven to come out and deliver his coup de grace.

And here it was.

‘Freddie Riley was a violent man, but you’re not someone to be messed about with either, are you Jimmy? Before he could hit you, you struck him with a hammer. Maybe you didn’t mean to kill him. You might claim it was self-defence. But you killed Freddie Riley and hid his body in the freezer.’

‘How can you possibly make such an allegation with no supporting evidence?’ asked the solicitor angrily.

But it was obvious to Becca that Raven’s version of events was exactly what had occurred. Jimmy’s face had turned white, all the bravado drained away. He stared at his hands, looking sick.

There was a knock at the door, sudden and loud in the silence that followed Raven’s accusation. Becca jumped up from her chair, opened the door and stepped out of the room.

Tony was waiting in the corridor, his face grim.

‘What is it?’ she asked.

‘CSI have found traces of blood in the freezer at the arcade. It’s gone to the lab for analysis.’

‘Okay, thanks.’ So Raven had been right all along. Becca went back into the interview room. ‘CSI have found blood in the freezer,’ she announced.

Raven nodded, satisfied. ‘There is the evidence for my allegation.’

Jimmy, meanwhile, had gone into full-scale denial. ‘It’s all a lie!’ he shouted. He levelled a finger at Raven. ‘If you found blood, it’s because you planted it! I never killed Freddie Riley. This is a setup!’

Raven struck the table with his fist. ‘The only person lying here is you, Jimmy. You killed Freddie Riley and you hid his body in the freezer.’

Jimmy went to speak but his solicitor intervened. ‘You still haven’t told us the basis for your allegations, DCI Raven. And your behaviour is becoming increasingly aggressive. I demand you bring this interview to an end so that I can consult with my client.’

Becca was inclined to agree with the solicitor. She had plenty of questions herself she wanted to put to Raven. And both Raven and Jimmy Clegg could do with some cooling-off time.

‘This is bullshit,’ snarled Jimmy. ‘I never killed anyone.’

But Raven carried on as if he hadn’t heard. He leaned forward as if he was about to seize the man by the collar and haul him across the table. ‘There’s only one more thing I want to hear from you, Jimmy – where is the body now?’

*

‘Chuck these in the skip, will you, Reg?’

Barry handed his assistant two empty paint tubs. They’d spent the whole day putting the finishing touches on one of the top-floor flats. The pressure to get the place finished had reached boiling point, and everything had to be just right, or Liam would be in a right state. He was on site every day, specifying every last detail, down to the paint colours – Almost Oyster and Spiced Honey – although Barry would have called them beige and brown. Still, Liam was paying, and if he wanted fancy colours, that was up to him.

Speaking of money, the sooner Barry finished this job, the quicker he would get paid, and the sooner he could move on to other jobs elsewhere. He and Reg had stayed late to get the painting done and it was dark outside now. He was keen to get home to Vicky. She’d promised to make steak and chips for tea.

He was just locking up the apartment for the night when he heard a crash from outside. He peered out of the window. He couldn’t see anything, but a moment later there was a hammering of boots and Reggie appeared on the landing, taking the stairs two at a time. His eyes were wide and he was out of breath.

‘What is it? You seen a ghost or something?’

But Reggie was too shocked to utter a word. He pointed outside, a look of mute terror on his face.

Barry sighed. ‘I’ll come and take a look.’ He checked he had his keys and phone, switched off the lights, and followed Reggie down to the ground floor.

The lad pointed in the direction of the skip.

It was a big one – the largest they’d been able to fit in the front garden. Twelve cubic yards and almost as tall as Barry himself. There’d been a lot of waste with this project – rotten floorboards, lead pipes, broken tiles, old toilets, a rusty bath. Everything went into the skip and neighbours sometimes chucked their rubbish in too – who wouldn’t? It had been emptied countless times over the course of the project, and the hire firm was due to take it away for good at the end of next week.

Barry peered over the edge of the skip, shining his phone inside. At first he couldn’t make out what was causing Reggie so much alarm. Then he lifted the corner of a tarpaulin.

Two legs were sticking out of the end of an old rug, a nice new pair of Adidas trainers still on the feet.

‘Jesus! What the hell’s that?’

He let go of the tarpaulin in fright, dropping his phone into the depths of the skip with a clang.

‘Is that a dead body?’ he asked Reg.

The lad gave a brisk nod and Barry felt his stomach sink. That steak and chips was rapidly disappearing over the horizon. ‘Lend me your phone then, Reg,’ he muttered. ‘I need to give the police a ring.’
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Chapter 21

Dr Felicity Wainwright was an early riser. She liked to get to work before everyone else and have the place to herself for the first hour of the day. Just her and the bodies in the mortuary. The dead didn’t bother her – quite the contrary. She felt at ease in their company.

Corpses didn’t pester her with questions about how she was feeling, whether she had watched the latest episode of this or that show, what her plans were for the weekend. Corpses just lay there peacefully in their metal refrigerators. They were generally far more agreeable than their living counterparts.

Today, a Friday, was no exception. Felicity arrived early, made herself her usual pot of green tea and took it through to her office. Then she sat at her desk, switched on her computer and checked the schedule for the day ahead. There were routine post-mortems – a car crash victim, a woman who had collapsed in the local supermarket, an elderly man found dead in his bed. But they were all going to have to wait. Another case had shot to the top of the list.

The body in the skip.

It had been brought into the mortuary late the previous night. She checked the name of the senior investigating officer. DCI Raven. Felicity gave a sigh. Raven wasn’t her favourite detective on the force. She found him too – what? Arrogant? Aloof? Taciturn? A bit like herself in some ways, though just because they were similar didn’t make them compatible.

She consoled herself with the knowledge that she had made Raven’s experiences of post-mortems so unpleasant in the past that he rarely attended any himself now. He would probably send Becca instead.

Felicity much preferred Becca.

The door to the mortuary opened and she heard the soft footsteps of her female assistant on the tiled floor. Felicity had trained her assistant well. The woman knew not to disturb her, but to simply begin her preparations, laying out the tools for the work ahead. Sure enough, the gentle clink of metal on metal soon made itself heard from the other room.

Felicity sipped her tea. She still had another fifteen minutes to herself before her work began. She closed her eyes. Inhale. Exhale. Heart rate steady. A little meditation was always welcome before slicing open the first body of the day. The mind sharp, the hands steadier still. Death was the constant – the rest was noise.

Most people had completely the wrong idea about pathologists. They imagined them as cold and clinical. Detached. The truth was the opposite – pathology was the most intimate of all disciplines. People might take their secrets to the grave, but nothing was hidden from the pathologist. The dead couldn’t lie, not to a true professional. It started with the skin – bruises, burns, abrasions. Felicity could tell much even before making the first incision. And once she had broken the surface, the rest unfolded like chapters in a book until the whole story was laid before her. Every dead body was a locked room, and she held the key.

She blinked her eyes open with a sudden start. Raised voices were coming from the room next door. A man’s and a woman’s. His gruff, hers shrill. The assistant said something in reply but was shouted down.

A sense of outrage surged through Felicity’s veins. The mortuary was her sacred place where certain rituals were observed. She wasn’t religious, but the dead deserved respect and she was the high priestess of this domain.

She left the sanctuary of her office and hurried through. ‘What on earth is going on here?’

The man caught her eye first. Thick set, with enough fake tan on his skin to poison his blood. Just from looking at him, Felicity knew what she’d find if she cut him open – clogged arteries, a heart straining under the weight of too many fried breakfasts, and thick ropes of visceral fat clinging to his organs like old chewing gum. She gave him ten years if he carried on with his current lifestyle. Which of course he would – men like that never changed.

‘Who’s in charge here?’ he demanded.

‘I am,’ said Felicity. ‘How dare you come here uninvited. May I remind you that this is supposed to be a sterile environment.’

‘I’m sorry,’ said the assistant. ‘I couldn’t stop them barging in. They said they’re looking for their son.’

‘Where is he?’ screeched the woman. ‘Where’s my Freddie?’ She tottered over to the rows of refrigerated compartments in her high heels and started peering at the labels. Felicity’s professional judgement was quick. Fake boobs, liposuction to the stomach, Botox around the eyes and mouth, and too proud to wear the reading glasses she so obviously needed. In better shape than her husband but the thread veins on her cheeks indicated heavy drinking. A smoker too. Felicity had seen it all before.

‘He’s in here!’ The woman’s voice was like fingernails against a blackboard. She started to tug open the drawer that contained the body Felicity was scheduled to examine first. The body in the skip.

‘Stop that at once!’ Felicity commanded.

The woman took no notice. Helped by her husband, she dragged the drawer open.

The body lay naked to the waist, the torso blue and blotchy. The head wound that was the most obvious cause of death was clearly visible. An old scar that ran down the side of his face was still vivid. Most people didn’t look good in death, but Felicity didn’t think Freddie Riley had been much of a looker in life either.

The woman broke down, wrapping her arms around her son’s body and stroking his face. ‘Freddie, Freddie, my poor boy.’

The man was becoming increasingly emotional too. His shoulders convulsed as huge sobs engulfed him.

‘Really,’ complained Felicity. ‘This is most irregular.’

‘It’s our right to see our son,’ said the man. ‘You can’t stop us.’

‘Mr Riley,’ said Felicity, ‘I’m sorry for your loss, but someone from North Yorkshire Police should have arranged a formal viewing for you to identify the body.’ When she saw Raven she’d give him a piece of her mind.

‘How did he die?’ wailed the mother.

‘Well, I haven’t yet conducted the post-mortem examination,’ said Felicity, ‘although based on the external injuries, blunt force trauma to the head is a strong possibility. But I’ll have to cut him open for a proper examination.’

‘Don’t you dare cut him open! Ray, tell her – no one lays a finger on our boy. He’s coming home with us.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ said Felicity. ‘You can’t just take him home. There needs to be a full post-mortem. This is a suspicious death and a matter for the police. It’s the law.’

‘Do you think we give a monkey’s about the law?’ said Ray. He laid a hand on his wife’s shoulder. ‘It’s all right, Lorraine. I’ll fix this.’

‘You’ll do no such thing,’ declared Felicity.

‘And you’re going to stop us?’ Ray cracked his knuckles, displaying gold sovereign rings on his meaty fingers. Then he started to move the body.

Felicity turned to her assistant in desperation. ‘Call security. Now!’
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Chapter 22

Crime scene tape fluttered in the cold morning breeze, and Becca waited with her hands in her pockets as CSI went about their painstaking business.

‘By heck,’ Holly had moaned on first seeing the big yellow skip which was almost a foot taller than her. ‘How am I supposed to look in there?’

Barry had obliged with a stepladder.

All the same, sifting through the contents of the skip wasn’t proving to be a quick job. A police photographer had been brought in to film the procedure from all angles, while Jamie and Erin conducted the search like an archaeological dig, removing items layer by layer, bagging up items of interest and recording their location.

‘Bloody hell,’ said Barry. ‘This is worse than stripping out asbestos. Eh, Reggie?’

The builder’s assistant gave a silent nod of agreement.

Becca had to admit that rummaging around in someone else’s rubbish wouldn’t have been high on her list of career ambitions, and she was glad that Holly’s crew were on hand to deal with it.

‘This is an absolute bloody nightmare,’ said Liam, joining her and the builders on the other side of the police cordon. ‘I can’t afford another delay on this project. It’s nearly bankrupted me already.’

‘This is a murder investigation,’ Becca reminded him. ‘There are going to be lots of questions about how the body ended up here.’

‘It wasn’t anything to do with me,’ said Liam.

‘Or me,’ said Barry. ‘We didn’t find him under the floorboards.’

‘Even so,’ said Becca, ‘the site must remain closed until the search is done.’

‘In that case,’ said Barry, ‘I think me and Reg will shoot off to another job. Can’t afford to hang around doing nothing. Catch you later, Liam.’

‘Now look what you’ve done,’ Liam complained to Becca. ‘Rule number one with builders is to never let them out of your sight. Who knows when they’ll be back?’

‘Not my problem,’ Becca told him.

A shout from the CSI team cut off Liam’s reply. ‘Found something,’ called Holly.

Erin bobbed up from the skip holding a hammer. ‘Looks like blood on it, boss.’ She dropped it into a plastic bag and handed it to Holly.

‘Murder weapon, anyone?’ enquired Holly.

‘Could be,’ said Becca, blowing on her hands to warm them up. ‘Let’s get it sent off to the lab. Good work, Erin.’

It was time to get the kettle on.

*

Raven was on his way to the police station when he received an urgent call.

‘There’s trouble at t’mortuary,’ said the duty sergeant in his broadest comic Lancashire accent. ‘Security staff have detained a couple by the name of Ray and Lorraine Riley. Apparently they tried to make off with a body.’

The sergeant’s composure dissolved into snorts of laughter. He clearly found this hilarious.

Raven was less amused. ‘I’ll deal with it,’ he snapped. He yanked on the steering wheel and made an instant detour.

This was all he needed. The couple from Blackpool were “trouble” all right. But if they were at the mortuary, Dr Felicity Wainwright would be involved too and she would undoubtedly blame him for the unprecedented intrusion into her domain. Raven wasn’t sure who he wanted to see less – the parents or the pathologist.

Walking the hospital corridors gave him a moment to reflect. He didn’t want this confrontation to go the way of yesterday’s interview with the arcade owner. He’d overstepped the mark there and lost his temper. That had been a mistake. He should have controlled himself better. When was he going to learn? Becca had been decidedly unimpressed with the interview but that was because she didn’t know where he had got his information. He wished he could have told her about Ava, but he had promised Dinsdale to keep the missing person investigation secret.

There was one piece of information he had been able to share, however. Over breakfast he had told Hannah that her client was telling the truth about not vandalising the arcade game.

Her face had brightened at the news. ‘Do you have proof of that, Dad?’

‘A full admission from the owner of the arcade – a man called Jimmy Clegg.’

His reward had been a hug and a kiss.

He doubted he would receive the same treatment at his next encounter. He took a deep breath and knocked on Felicity’s office door.

‘Enter.’

‘Dr Wainwright,’ he began, choosing to pre-empt her wrath with an apology, ‘I’m so sorry these people got in. That should never have happened. I’ve been told they refused to travel with Lancashire police and simply came here of their own accord. I’ll be having stern words with my counterpart across the border.’

Felicity looked up from her desk. But instead of the ton of abuse he expected her to rain down on him, she treated him to a hint of a smile.

‘That’s quite all right, DCI Raven. At first, I admit I was angry that they’d entered the mortuary without permission. But I must say I was impressed by how far they were willing to go to protect their son.’

‘You were?’ said Raven, then added, ‘I’d do anything for my daughter.’

This won him a grudging nod of approval. Felicity seemed to regard him in a new light. ‘And Ray and Lorraine aren’t such terrible people, actually. Once I’d explained to them the importance of conducting a proper forensic post-mortem examination, they seemed to understand. They left without causing any serious trouble.’

‘Where are they now?’

‘Security are holding them in the visitors’ room.’

He found Ray and Lorraine Riley sitting quietly, a burly security guard outside the door.

‘I’ll take it from here,’ said Raven.

‘Couple of nutjobs, those two,’ muttered the guard under his breath. He stomped off back to his office.

Raven pushed open the door and entered the room, bracing himself for further confrontation.

Lorraine was on her feet before he had a chance to speak. ‘Who did this, Inspector? Who did that to our boy?’ Her voice cracked halfway through the question, but her eyes stayed resolute.

Ray rose to his feet too, slower but just as sure. ‘We just need to know who’s responsible.’ He punched his right fist into his left palm with a sharp smack, jaw clenched, chest rising and falling, looking ready to take on his son’s killer there and then.

Raven raised both hands slightly, palms out – a calming gesture learned over years of delivering bad news. ‘Mr and Mrs Riley, I’m very sorry for your loss. But I must ask you to calm down. A full police investigation into your son’s death is now ongoing.’

Lorraine gave a short, bitter laugh. ‘Our boy’s been dead for days and you’re just getting started?’

‘Have you caught the bastard who did it yet?’ demanded Ray, taking a step forward.

Raven held his ground. ‘We have arrested someone on suspicion of murder. I can’t share that person’s identity with you at this stage, but I can assure you we will do everything we can to ensure justice is done.’

‘Justice,’ Ray sneered, his face dark with fury. ‘There’s only one kind of justice we understand and we don’t trust you clowns to deliver it.’ He reached out an arm and pulled his wife close. ‘Come on, Lorraine. Let’s go.’
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Chapter 23

Raven returned to the station with a knot slowly tightening in his gut. The pressure was building. If they didn’t charge Jimmy Clegg with Freddie Riley’s murder soon, Ray and Lorraine would take matters into their own hands – and that could only end badly for everyone.

There’s only one kind of justice we understand.

Ray’s words echoed in his head like a warning shot. The Rileys lived by their own code of vigilante justice. They looked after their own – and God help anyone who crossed them.

In the incident room, Tony was hunched over his desk, cross-referencing files, his lips moving silently as he read. Jess was sitting in front of her computer, nimble fingers tapping away. Even Dinsdale was apparently working hard, but what could Raven realistically expect him to achieve on the last day before his retirement?

‘Boss,’ said Jess, looking up as he entered. ‘I’ve been working on that list of businesses you asked me to compile. Entertainment venues losing cash or carrying large amounts of debt. I’ve still got some way to go, but I’ve already flagged a number of potential targets. One of them is Treasure Cove – the amusement arcade you searched yesterday.’

‘Good work, Jess. Keep at it. And email me everything you’ve found out about the arcade.’

‘Already have, boss.’ She grinned. ‘I called in at several places yesterday. Understandably, most people were reluctant to talk. However, a few of the owners confirmed that Darren Jubb had approached them, looking to buy. And one even admitted that he’d had a visit from a man answering to Scarface’s description – Freddie Riley, that is.’

‘Not a friendly visit, I’d wager.’

‘No, it was more of a threat than a social call.’

‘Send me all the details. We’ll interview anyone who might be involved.’ He glanced around, taking in Becca’s empty chair. ‘Becca not in yet?’

‘She’s still at the skip with Holly,’ said Tony without looking up. ‘She called in. Looks like CSI have recovered the murder weapon. A bloodstained hammer.’

Raven let out a breath of relief. ‘That could crack it wide open. If it’s Freddie’s blood – and Clegg’s prints – we’re there.’

‘Do we have a formal ID on the body yet?’ asked Dinsdale.

‘Definitely Freddie Riley. I’ve just got back from the hospital. His parents arrived there unaccompanied and stirred up trouble. But at least they’ve given us a positive ID.’ Raven paused, rubbing his temple. ‘The problem is that it doesn’t bring us any closer to finding Guy Stringer’s murderer. Freddie Riley was our prime suspect but he was killed several days prior to the shooting at the castle.’

‘About that,’ said Tony, straightening in his chair. ‘Turns out Freddie wasn’t an only child. There’s an older brother – Tucker Riley.’

Raven’s jaw nearly dropped open in surprise. ‘Seriously? The parents never mentioned him.’

‘I expect they wanted to keep him out of it,’ said Tony. ‘But he still lives at home, still part of the family. Lancashire Police have given me the lowdown on the Rileys. Apparently, they’ve been questioned over money laundering activities more than once but never charged.’

Raven shook his head. ‘Why am I not surprised? People like that always seem to slip through the net.’

Tony leaned forward, lowering his voice. ‘There’s more, sir. I ran their vehicles through ANPR. Tucker Riley drives an identical black Range Rover to the one Freddie drove. It was clocked in Scarborough the night Guy Stringer was shot at the castle.’

‘You’re kidding.’ Raven could hardly believe his luck. He stepped to the whiteboard, grabbed the marker and added a new name in block capitals. Tucker Riley. He underlined it twice. ‘Looks like we have a new number-one suspect for Stringer’s murder. Let’s find him.’

‘I’ll set up a real-time ANPR alert,’ said Tony, already typing.

Raven nodded, then turned to Dinsdale. ‘Derek. My office.’ Since everything was suddenly going so well, he decided to share some good news.

Dinsdale followed him in and shut the door behind him with a sigh. ‘You’ve got something for me?’

Raven leaned against his desk. ‘I’ve found Ava Jennings. I met her yesterday and confirmed she’s safe. But she wants to maintain a low profile for the time being.’

Dinsdale’s expression hardened. ‘Where is she?’

‘I can’t say. I promised to keep her location private. But her parents should be hearing from her soon, if they haven’t already.’

A frown deepened the lines on Dinsdale’s brow. ‘I’m supposed to take your word for this?’

Raven shrugged. It seemed there was no pleasing some people. ‘Check with her parents. I’m sure they’ll confirm what I told you. Then you can close the case.’

Dinsdale gave a slow, reluctant nod. ‘Fine. I’ll do that. As long as it all checks out.’

‘It will.’ Raven waited for a “thank you”, or some tiny expression of gratitude, but there was nothing. As Dinsdale turned to go, he called him back. ‘Derek?’

‘What now?’

‘We’re square. Don’t come asking for any more favours.’

*

‘I’m going to need evidence this time, Tom,’ said Gillian. ‘No hunches, no secret informants, no going out on a limb. We’re talking about a grieving family who has just lost one son. We can’t arrest his brother unless we’re on a sure footing.’

For the second time in two days, Raven found himself in Detective Superintendent Gillian Ellis’s office requesting her signature on a warrant, this time for the arrest of Tucker Riley. He had hoped to be in and out within two minutes, but the conversation wasn’t going as planned.

‘Ma’am, it’s precisely because Tucker is Freddie’s brother that I want to bring him in for questioning.’

‘Being someone’s brother isn’t a crime.’

‘But his car was spotted in Scarborough the night Guy Stringer was murdered at the castle.’

‘That proves nothing.’

Raven took a deep breath. He needed to stay calm, but he was wasting precious minutes here. Ray’s words still echoed in his head like a ticking bomb. With Jimmy Clegg not yet charged with the murder of Freddie Riley, there was a real risk that the Rileys would take matters into their own hands.

Perhaps they already had. Was that the reason Guy Stringer had been shot? After Freddie failed to return home after visiting Stringer’s bar, had Tucker been sent to dish out retribution? If so, he had targeted the wrong man.

This was why Raven had to bring in Tucker Riley as soon as possible. He had to break the cycle of violence. Otherwise, where would it end? Two men dead already – one from Yorkshire, one from Lancashire. At this rate, they’d be back to the bloody Wars of the Roses in no time.

Gillian was watching him like a hawk. ‘I’m giving you a chance to make your case, Tom. But so far you’ve shown me nothing.’

Raven’s frustration was growing by the second. The case he had presented was crystal clear. Two brothers from the same crime family. Two identical Range Rovers. A Glock handgun found in one of the vehicles – a second Glock used in the castle shooting. The pattern was obvious. Why was Gillian refusing to see it?

He tried a different tack. ‘Ray and Lorraine Riley turned up at the mortuary this morning. They tried to remove their son’s body and had to be physically restrained by hospital security. Ray Riley as good as told me that they were out for vengeance. If we don’t act now–’

Gillian held up a hand. ‘I’m going to stop you right there, Tom. Before you dig an even bigger hole for yourself.’

Raven felt exasperation but he knew when to hold his tongue. A show of anger now would sink his last hopes of obtaining a warrant. He swallowed but said nothing, waiting for Gillian to continue.

‘I’m not happy with the way this investigation is going.’ She took off her reading glasses and eyed him sternly. ‘In fact, I’m extremely dissatisfied.’

‘If I may, ma’am…’

‘No, you may not. I signed a search warrant for the amusement arcade. You assured me you would find a body on the premises despite being unable to reveal your source. Yet the search revealed no body. In fact, it later turned up in a skip, although blood was “found”’ – she mimed air-quotes with her fingers – ‘in the freezer.’

‘Blood was found,’ protested Raven. ‘And not by me. Holly’s team carried out the search of the arcade.’

‘Only after you looked in the freezer yourself.’

Raven couldn’t believe what he was hearing. ‘What are you saying, ma’am? That I planted evidence?’

‘I’m considering the available facts in the same way a magistrate will look at them – stripped of emotion. Jimmy Clegg’s solicitor has filed a formal complaint against you. He claims that the search of the arcade was without legal basis, that you tried to bully his client into making a confession and that you may have deliberately contaminated the scene in order to secure a conviction.’

Raven shook his head. ‘You believe him?’

‘It’s not my job to believe him or doubt him. My job is to uphold the law and ensure that procedures are followed correctly.’

She paused, a weary look crossing her face. She looked older suddenly, her face lined, her hair grey, although Raven was sure it had been auburn when he had first stood in this spot just over a year ago.

‘Quite frankly, Tom, I don’t know what to believe anymore. The body wasn’t where you said it would be. But lo and behold, it turned up later in a skip hired by a builder who is a well-known acquaintance of yours. The murder weapon appears to have been a hammer, just as you suggested when you interviewed Jimmy – even though you can’t explain how you knew that.’

‘I did explain it,’ growled Raven in frustration. ‘A witness told me what happened.’

‘Are you willing to reveal the identity of that witness to me now?’

Raven thought of Ava, of the look of terror on her face as she related what she’d seen at the arcade. The visits by Freddie Riley. The violence. Her own part in helping Jimmy to conceal the body in the freezer. He had made her a promise, and he wasn’t going to break his word.

‘No, ma’am. I can’t reveal it.’

Gillian’s expression turned to disappointment. ‘Then your request for an arrest warrant is denied. And what is more, Tom, I’m suspending you from duty.’

‘You’re what?’

‘I have no choice. A formal complaint has been made against you. You’ve been accused of planting evidence. If you’ve done nothing wrong, you have nothing to fear from an inquiry. In the meantime, you’ll have to let justice take its course.’

Justice!

Raven didn’t trust himself to say another word in Gillian’s presence. He turned and left her office, slamming the door behind him. Bitter thoughts followed him as he stomped his way down the corridor, sending a junior officer scurrying for cover. Just when he was needed most, he had been removed from the investigation.

He was beginning to understand why the Rileys believed in their own kind of justice.
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Chapter 24

When Becca arrived back at the station, she found the rest of the team in limbo. Tony, Jess, and Dinsdale were waiting for Raven to return from Gillian Ellis’s office.

‘He’s asking Gillian to sign an arrest warrant for Tucker Riley before it goes to the magistrate,’ explained Tony.

‘Who’s Tucker?’ A lot seemed to have happened during Becca’s absence supervising the search of the skip. She wrapped her cold fingers around a mug of hot tea as she waited to be filled in.

‘Freddie’s older brother. His car was spotted in Scarborough the night Guy Stringer was shot.’

‘So he’s now our prime suspect?’

‘Exactly.’

The door to the incident room swung open and Gillian walked in. Becca expected to see Raven following her, but she was alone.

Gillian straightened her back and folded her hands behind her. She cleared her throat and the room fell silent. ‘I have an announcement to make.’

Becca felt a sharp prickle of unease. Where was Raven? Why wasn’t he with Gillian?

The detective superintendent’s next words explained everything. ‘I regret to inform you that DCI Raven has been suspended from duty following an allegation of professional misconduct. As the most senior ranking officer on the team, DI Derek Dinsdale will act as SIO until a replacement can be found.’

The words hit Becca like a punch to the gut. Raven suspended?

But as the initial shock wore off, she began to piece together how it had come about. Raven’s conduct during the interview with Jimmy Clegg had been borderline unacceptable. He had led Jimmy into admitting he lied to the police about the damage to the fruit machine and attempted to bully him into confessing to the murder of Freddie Riley, all while refusing to reveal the source of his own information. And if the solicitor had followed up Jimmy’s accusation that Raven had planted evidence and had lodged a formal complaint, then Gillian would have had little choice but to order an inquiry.

But to put Dinsdale in charge? The poor man was supposed to be retiring at the end of the day.

‘Any questions?’ asked Gillian, but no one dared ask any. ‘Over to you then, Derek,’ she said before sweeping out of the room.

The turn of events had left Tony and Jess looking shocked, and Dinsdale seemed just as surprised as everyone else. He scratched his nose and ran a sweaty finger round his shirt collar. ‘Right, so where were we?’

‘Tucker Riley,’ prompted Tony.

‘Oh, yes, Tucker Riley,’ said Dinsdale. ‘Er…’

Becca groaned inwardly. This was going to be painful. They needed to respond quickly to this latest lead, but if they waited for Dinsdale to act, Tucker might be long gone before anything happened.

‘Tony,’ she said. ‘Can you get a real-time alert on his car?’

Tony tapped his keyboard and brought up data from the ANPR system. ‘Yes. In fact, his car was picked up passing Malton on the A64 thirty minutes ago. If he continues on that road he’ll be entering Scarborough anytime now.’

‘We don’t have authority to arrest him,’ Becca pointed out. ‘But we can monitor his journey and see where he goes.’

‘I could tail him in my car,’ offered Jess.

Becca looked expectantly at Dinsdale.

‘Er…’ Taking responsibility wasn’t Dinsdale’s strong point. He tugged at his tie as he wrestled with the decision.

‘I think it’s a good idea,’ said Becca, giving him a helping hand.

‘Yes, all right, then,’ he muttered. ‘But don’t let him know you’re following him.’

Jess grabbed the keys to her Land Rover. ‘I’ll be on hands-free,’ she said as she dashed from the room. ‘Tony, you can guide me.’

Three minutes later, Jess’s voice came through on Tony’s speakerphone. ‘Okay, I’m turning onto Northway now. Which way should I go?’

‘Tucker should be heading down Westborough,’ said Tony. ‘Can you see him? Black Range Rover, exactly like Freddie’s.’ He gave her the numberplate.

‘I see him,’ said Jess. ‘He’s turning by the cinema.’ She watched as the Range Rover drove past, heading into town. She waited, then followed. ‘I’m just pulling onto the main road now. He’s up ahead, but I won’t get too close.’

*

Darren Jubb was having a bad day. In fact, he couldn’t recall having a good one since Raven had returned to town the previous year.

He was attempting to escape his problems with a round of golf, but it wasn’t working out. Despite having the course at North Cliff Golf Club almost to himself, he was off his game. His drives veered to the right and his short game had deserted him. Every swing served only to remind him that some problems couldn’t be solved with a five iron.

Harry had promised a fix to extricate him from his dealings with the Blackpool mob without leaving him with a bullet hole in his head or buried beneath the concrete foundations of a nearby building site. But so far, Harry had done nothing.

Darren took out his frustration on the ball, swinging wildly. It sailed into the air and landed right in the middle of a bunker.

‘Sodding hell!’

He slid the club back into his bag and trudged off down the fairway, the wind driving sharp needles of rain into his face.

It was just his luck, he thought, as he descended into the sandy bunker, that Raven had been assigned to investigate the murder of the cocktail bar owner. Raven had been the bane of his life even as teenagers growing up in the same town. They’d been fierce rivals for Donna’s affections, although Darren had decisively won that battle. Luring Donna into his bed even before Raven left Scarborough, he’d enjoyed a good marriage, raised two wonderful children and built up his father’s amusement arcade into a business empire.

And then everything had fallen apart, leaving him lonely and embittered. No wonder he had been so easily drawn in by the Rileys and their promise of easy riches.

It was all Raven’s fault.

He found the ball and hacked at it angrily, sending up a spray of sand with each swing. Still the ball didn’t make the green.

They’d been friends once, hadn’t they? Him and Raven. Hanging out together, doing the things teenagers did – drinking, smoking, nicking stuff from Woolworth’s. You’d think that would count for something, but if Darren could be certain of one thing, it was that Raven would always put justice ahead of any personal loyalty he might still feel towards Darren.

Damn that smug bastard!

Never mind justice, Darren was afraid he was about to become the victim of a terrible injustice – stitched up by the Rileys and hung out to dry. He had absolutely nothing to do with the Guy Stringer murder and had been as shocked as anyone when he heard the news, but he was sick with worry he’d be seen as complicit.

There was no one looking, so he picked up the ball and threw it back onto the green. Sod the rules of the game. He was past caring. Come to think of it, when had he ever played by the rules?

He climbed out of the bunker with some difficulty – now his knees were aching on top of everything else – and took another swing at the ball.

After another missed shot, he’d had enough. He pocketed the ball and stomped off in the direction of the clubhouse with the firm intention of drowning his sorrows.

And then his day got even worse.

Two figures were walking towards him across the green. A man and a woman. Even at a distance of two hundred yards – and his eyesight wasn’t what it had been – he knew it was Ray and Lorraine. God, those two! How the hell did they get in? This was supposed to be a private club. Members only. He’d have to have a word with the manager.

He couldn’t pretend not to have seen them. Lorraine was waving at him in her faux-fur leopard-skin coat. Ray was eyeing him coldly, smoking a cigarette which he ground out under his snakeskin boots as Darren approached.

‘Ray. Lorraine.’ He nodded at them but kept his distance.

‘You’ll know why we’re here,’ said Ray. His face was hard – not grief-stricken, not broken – just set like stone, as if mourning would come later, after vengeance.

‘Freddie?’ Darren had heard on the grapevine that a body had been found in a skip. He didn’t like to think how it had got there.

‘Someone killed our boy,’ said Lorraine.

‘My condolences.’

Ray nodded but his grim expression didn’t waver. ‘We’re going to find out who did it.’

‘Of course,’ said Darren.

‘And then we’re going to deal with them,’ said Lorraine.

Darren didn’t ask how. His imagination could all too easily conjure up a range of distressing scenarios.

‘Under the circumstances,’ he said, ‘maybe it would be best if we dropped our business arrangement. Put it on the backburner, at least. I can see that you have more important matters to deal with at the moment.’

‘No.’ Ray took a step closer so they were almost nose-to-nose. His voice was as cold as the wind that swept off the North Sea. ‘Don’t think this gives you an excuse to wriggle out of our deal.’

Despite the chill, Darren was sweating under his golfing jumper. ‘I just thought–’

Ray stopped him with a heavy hand on his shoulder. He leaned in even closer, dropping his voice to a hoarse whisper. ‘It’s better if you don’t think, Darren. You’re in too deep. There’s no backing out of it now.’

*

‘He’s signalling left at the lights on Castle Road,’ said Jess. ‘Turning into Dean Road.’

She was two vehicles behind Tucker’s car, wishing that her own ancient vehicle was a little less conspicuous. It wasn’t helping that the Land Rover had a tendency to belch a trail of dark smoke wherever it went.

‘Keep following him,’ came Dinsdale’s voice over her phone.

The lights changed to green and the traffic started to move. The Range Rover turned left and the car between them went straight on. Now nothing separated her from the black vehicle driven by Tucker.

‘I’m right behind him now,’ she reported back to base.

She felt sure that Tucker Riley could see her in his rear-view mirror. But the smoked glass of the Range Rover made it impossible for her to see inside. There was something very sinister about that black vehicle cruising the streets of Scarborough. Anything could be happening in there and no one would know. She couldn’t even tell if there was anyone else in the car. Come to think of it, they didn’t even know for certain that Tucker was driving.

‘Where do you think he’s headed?’ she asked.

Becca’s voice came over the line. ‘Looks like the North Bay. Keep following.’

‘Sure.’

She had to admit that this was quite exciting. Following a suspected shooter as he drove around in his gangster-style car was a cut above an average day at work. She looked forward to telling Gavin all about it later.

Assuming she lived to tell the tale. She hadn’t forgotten the handgun she’d found inside the glove compartment of Freddie’s car. It was reasonable to assume that Tucker had a matching weapon of his own. She eased her foot off the accelerator, allowing the Range Rover to pull ahead a little.

No sense in getting too close.

At the cemetery junction by St Columba’s Church, the Range Rover slowed to a crawl, indicating left. Jess slowed too.

‘He’s turning left onto the A165.’

‘Damn,’ swore Dinsdale. ‘He’s doubling back on himself. Has he spotted you?’

‘I don’t think so,’ said Jess. ‘I think he’s just being cautious.’

She waited for the Range Rover to move off, then pressed the clutch and pushed the gearstick into position. The engine made a horrible grinding noise. She released it back into neutral and tried again. The same. The driver behind her honked his horn.

Please, she thought, don’t die on me now.

The Land Rover had only just scraped through its last MOT with a long list of items needing attention. She’d been meaning to take it back to Rosedale Abbey so her dad could check it over. The engine had a tendency to overheat and the suspension was on its last legs. The brakes weren’t too healthy either.

Still, this trouble with the gears was new.

She tried again, forcing the gearstick into first then easing her foot off the clutch. The car lurched forward, lights flashed on the dashboard, the engine coughed loudly and died.

Dinsdale’s voice rose in panic. ‘What’s happening? Jess, report!’

There was only one sensible course of action. She admitted defeat and turned on her hazard warning lights.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I’ve lost him.’
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Chapter 25

A chill wind blew in from the sea as Raven and Quincey trudged side by side along the North Sands. The last of the daylight was bleeding away and it would soon be dark. The only sounds were the waves lapping on the shore and the cry of a lone gull overhead.

‘I’m in the doghouse, Quince. Properly this time.’ Raven’s voice was low, more to himself than the dog. ‘And I don’t know how to get out of it.’

Quincey, sensing his master’s sombre mood, didn’t demand they play fetch, but stuck loyally by Raven’s side. His paws padded softly across the sand, his eyes alert. No questions. No judgement. Just a quiet, constant presence.

Raven wished there were a few more people in his life he could depend on as much as his dog. He had Hannah. He had Becca, Tony and Jess. Really, that was it.

Gillian Ellis had revealed her true colours by suspending him from duty. That had never happened to him before during his entire career. His previous bosses in the Met had always backed him. Gillian, on the other hand, had clashed with him repeatedly since his arrival in Scarborough just over a year ago. Looking back, he wondered if she had ever really trusted him.

He replayed the interview with the arcade owner in his mind for the hundredth time, trying to view it objectively. He’d gone in angry, sure. And he’d pulled one or two rabbits out of the hat, based on his prior knowledge of Freddie Riley’s visits to the arcade leading ultimately to his death at the hands of Jimmy Clegg. But planting evidence? That was a line he’d never cross. How could Gillian even consider it as a possibility?

But examining the past was a luxury he couldn’t afford. His biggest problems lay ahead of him. He needed to vindicate himself and he didn’t have time for a full-blown inquiry to run its course. Tucker Riley was still at large, Ray and Lorraine Riley were out for vengeance, and there were other players on the board too – Darren Jubb, Cheryl Stringer and Lloyd Sherwood.

The situation was like tinder, ready to burst into flames at any moment.

Raven couldn’t stay on the sidelines and wait for that to happen. He pulled out his phone. There was only one person he wanted to talk to right now.

Becca.

But would she take his call?

The line rang. Once. Twice. A third time.

Then she answered, voice hushed and tense. ‘Raven? What are you doing calling me? You know I can’t – wait – hang on.’

He heard a door open and close and guessed she had gone somewhere more private. So, he was already persona non grata at the station. Yet when she came back on the line her voice had softened. ‘I can’t talk long. I’m at work. Where are you?’

‘Perhaps it’s best if I don’t tell you.’

‘Raven,’ she hissed in annoyance. ‘What is it you want?’

‘What has Gillian told you?’

‘Not much. Just that you’ve been suspended following an allegation of professional misconduct. Was it because Jimmy Clegg accused you of planting evidence?’

‘Yes. Gillian appears to be taking his claim seriously.’

There was silence on the other end of the line. He waited for her to speak. He needed to know – did she still trust him?

The silence stretched out. Eventually her voice came back on the line, barely a whisper now. ‘Did you? Plant evidence?’

‘No. I swear to you, Becca, I would never do that.’

‘Good,’ she said. ‘I believe you.’

Relief washed through him.

‘Although I have to say,’ she continued, ‘that interview wasn’t your finest hour. Why didn’t you share with me what you knew? And how did you even know that Jimmy was involved with Freddie Riley? Who tipped you off?’

‘I can’t tell you that, I’m sorry.’

‘You’re not helping yourself.’

Despite the seriousness of the situation, he could hear a gentle amusement in her rebuke.

‘Yeah, so no change there, eh? But tell me, what’s happening now with the investigation? Have you arrested Tucker? Have you charged Jimmy?’

Becca gave a sharp sigh. ‘You know I can’t tell you that, Raven. You have to step back now. Leave the investigation to the rest of the team. You’re only going to dig a bigger hole for yourself if you keep meddling. So don’t call me again, will you?’

‘Becca–’ he began, but before he could say more, the line went dead.

*

‘Where’s he gone now?’

Dinsdale felt like he was watching sand slip through his fingers. Jess had been right on the tail of Tucker Riley only to lose sight of him completely when her car conked out. He should never have allowed her to follow in that rust bucket of hers. He’d been a passenger in it once and had vowed never to repeat the experience. The Land Rover was a disaster waiting to happen – an antique piece of machinery held together by sticky tape, wishful thinking and pure bloody chance. It had coughed its last just when they needed it most.

‘I don’t know where he is,’ admitted Tony. ‘I’ve lost him on the ANPR.’

Dinsdale jabbed a finger at the screen. ‘Then find him again.’

He returned to his desk and checked the time. Not long to go now until retirement. Yet not a single person had given him a card or wished him a word of farewell. There was no sign of a cake, or a gold watch waiting to be presented. It was as if everyone had forgotten.

He gave the room a good scowl, no longer much interested in the hunt for Tucker Riley, and turned his attention to his desk. He needed to clear it before he left. Pulling open a drawer, he sighed at the accumulation of decades of debris – broken pens, old floppy disks, a half-eaten packet of Polo mints, a tangle of charging cables, a defunct BlackBerry. He would never use any of this again. Pulling out the drawer, he emptied the lot into a wastepaper bin, then did the same with the rest of the drawers. Papers, reports, scribbled notes – all gone.

He breathed a sigh of relief.

He had been looking forward to this day since long before Audrey passed away. They had made plans together and he was determined to see them through, even if it was just him now, all alone. He closed his eyes and pictured himself on the cruise ship, the bright sun in a cloudless sky. Sailing the calm waters of the Dominican Republic. Far away from all this.

At least the Ava Jennings case was closed. Dinsdale had called her parents and confirmed she had been in touch to let them know she was safe and well. Gillian had personally congratulated him and he had accepted her praise with thanks. He had felt no need to reveal Raven’s part in solving the case.

The incident room phone rang and Dinsdale waited for someone to answer. He was acting SIO, not some office junior.

Eventually, Tony picked up. ‘DC Tony Bairstow speaking.’

Dinsdale rolled a pencil between his fingers.

‘I’m sorry, could you repeat that, please?’ The phone was clamped to Tony’s ear and a frown creased his forehead. Dinsdale watched him reach for a pen and paper. ‘Are you sure about that? Okay, we’ll look into it.’

Tony hung up and walked across to Dinsdale’s desk. Tony’s attitude had subtly shifted. His expression was the same flat, unreadable mask he wore to work most days, but there was a tightness around his mouth, a slow, deliberate wringing of the hands, a silent indication that something was badly wrong.

Dinsdale cast him an impatient glance. ‘Yes? What is it?’

Tony dropped his voice. ‘Sir, I’ve just heard something very concerning.’

Dinsdale sat up straighter, his interest heightened. ‘I think you’d better tell me.’

*

Hannah had lived in the house on Quay Street for almost five months now, and it was definitely feeling like home. The narrow property was a lot more compact than the big house her parents had owned in London, but she felt at ease with the mix of period charm and simple, modern style. She’d never thought of her dad having a personal style – it was always her mum who made the design decisions, from the colour of the walls to the curtains that framed the windows, the scent of the flowers in the hallway, and even the way the cushions were arranged on the sofa. In truth, Lisa had been a bit of a control freak, not to mention a shopaholic.

Now her dad’s chance to express himself had arrived, and Hannah found she approved of his tastes. Gone were the fussy patterns and stripes that Lisa had obsessed over, and in were clean lines, muted colours, and furniture chosen for comfort rather than show.

Much as she often told her dad she would have to move out and find a place of her own soon, in the privacy of her own thoughts she was willing to admit the truth – that she would be happy to spend the rest of her life in this house.

As for living in the north of England? She was growing used to the strange accent, the sometimes-abrupt directness of the locals and the slower pace of life overall. London felt a very long way away, and she couldn’t say she missed it much. She had yet to endure a Scarborough winter, but that was on its way. Already the temperatures had dropped, and the worst wouldn’t come until after Christmas. She had decided to stock up on thermal underwear and thick woollen socks, in readiness.

She giggled, thinking about what her mum would say if she could see her dressed like that.

A sharp rap on the door interrupted her as she was writing a comment on a friend’s Instagram. She hadn’t caught up with any of her uni friends since the summer, and she hadn’t yet established a new social circle. That would come, she knew. At least she could be thankful she had a home, a family and a job. No – not a job, a career, because already she knew that she had found her vocation.

With a sigh, she got up from the sofa and went to the door, phone still in hand.

A man with thinning hair dressed in a drab brown suit stood on the doorstep. Behind him were a pair of uniformed police officers. Her heart leapt into her throat.

Dad’s had an accident. He’s lying in hospital. Or worse.

But the man in the brown suit displayed none of the sympathy she would have expected from a police officer delivering bad news. Instead, he thrust his ID rudely in her face. ‘DI Derek Dinsdale, Scarborough CID. I have a warrant to search this house.’

A sense of relief flooded through her, because clearly her dad wasn’t hurt after all. And this was obviously some kind of mistake.

‘I think you must have the wrong address,’ she explained. ‘This is the home of DCI Tom Raven.’ She started to close the door.

Dinsdale stopped it with his foot. ‘I know whose house it is,’ he snapped. ‘Now you need to stand aside and let us in.’

An ice-cold feeling gripped Hannah’s stomach, but there was nothing she could do. Dinsdale was already forcing his way inside and the uniformed officers followed one by one, not meeting her eye.

‘What’s going on?’ she demanded. ‘Where’s my dad?’

‘Good question,’ said Dinsdale. ‘But his whereabouts are not my immediate concern.’ He motioned to one of the officers. ‘You start upstairs.’ To the other one he said, ‘Begin on the ground floor. And be thorough, both of you. Look everywhere.’

‘What are you looking for?’ asked Hannah, desperate to gain some understanding of what was happening. This had to be a mistake. It had to be.

But Dinsdale seemed to be enjoying her discomfort. ‘I am not at liberty to tell you,’ he said snootily. ‘And I must warn you that if you attempt to obstruct us in the discharge of our duty, I will be forced to arrest you.’

Sharp tears smarted Hannah’s eyes, but she was determined not to show any weakness in front of this horrible man. He obviously wasn’t going to tell her what was going on. Instead, she slipped outside to the darkened street where a police car and an old Toyota estate were parked, blocking the narrow road to traffic. She dialled her dad’s number.

To her relief, he answered immediately. ‘Hannah. What is it?’

‘Dad.’ She kept her voice low. ‘Where are you?’

‘On the North Bay. With Quincey.’ He must have picked up on the urgency in her voice because he said, ‘What’s wrong?’

She glanced back at the house. The lights were on upstairs and she could see one of the officers opening the wardrobe in the front bedroom.

‘The police are here. DI Dinsdale and a couple of uniforms.’

‘What?’ There was no mistaking the shock and anger in his voice. ‘What do they want?’

‘They’ve got a search warrant. They’re searching the house.’

‘What are they looking for?’ He sounded out of breath now, as if he’d quickened his pace. In the background, she heard Quincey bark.

‘Dinsdale won’t tell me anything.’

The front door flew open and Hannah glanced back.

Dinsdale appeared, followed by one of the PCs. He frowned when he saw her on the phone. ‘Who are you speaking to?’

‘None of your business,’ she retorted.

His mouth turned down in a sneer. ‘Makes no difference anyway. We’ve found what we were looking for.’

He clutched a plastic evidence bag and in the glow of the streetlight Hannah could see its contents clearly. She recoiled in horror as realisation hit her. Inside the bag, the silhouette of a gun was etched against the light.

Dinsdale held it up. ‘Do you recognise this? Does it belong to your father?’

‘No,’ she whispered.

‘Well,’ he muttered. ‘This house is now a crime scene and you won’t be able to enter again until I say so. Do you understand?’

But Hannah barely understood anything. ‘Where did you find it?’ she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Dinsdale gave her a snort of contempt. ‘I think you’ll find that it’s my job to ask the questions.’ He climbed into his car and drove off. Meanwhile, the two other officers were securing the front door with crime scene tape.

She returned her attention to the phone. Her dad’s voice came urgently across the line. ‘Hannah? Are you still there?’

‘I’m here,’ she answered breathlessly. ‘Dinsdale just left, but the others are still here and they’ve sealed off the house as a crime scene. They found a gun, Dad. Where did that come from?’

Her father was silent on the other end of the line for a long while.

‘Dad? What’s happening? Talk to me!’ she begged.

‘Listen to me, Hannah,’ he said eventually, speaking very slowly and deliberately. If anything, that only frightened her even more. She had preferred it when he sounded cross. ‘I don’t want you to worry about me, but it’s better if I don’t tell you anything. I’m going to disappear for a while, but I’ll be all right. You stay safe. Do you have someone you can stay with tonight?’

‘I can stay with Ellie if I have to. But where will you be, Dad?’

There was no answer. The line was dead. She dialled again, but the call went straight to voicemail.
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Chapter 26

Jess didn’t have breakdown cover. No doubt she should have done, given the Land Rover’s long history of threatening mutiny. But it had never felt necessary – not when her dad could fix anything with a spanner, some oil and a bit of patience. And she’d always managed to coax it into limping a bit further, even when the clutch was screaming and the gearbox ready to give up, or that time the dashboard lit up like Bonfire Night.

But not on this occasion.

She turned the key in the ignition for the umpteenth time. Nothing. Not even a cough or a splutter. The engine was well and truly dead.

She had lost the chief suspect. Not to mention that she was supposed to be organising Dinsdale’s retirement do. She’d arranged a card, a collection and had even bought a cake. But that was still in the back of the Land Rover.

She called Tony to explain the problem.

He picked up immediately. ‘Don’t worry about Dinsdale,’ he told her, sounding oddly distracted. ‘He’s gone off to do another job.’

Jess frowned. As far as she was aware, Dinsdale only had one job, and it was tracking down Tucker Riley. ‘What other job?’

Tony hesitated. ‘Nothing to worry about.’

She could hear the discomfort in his voice, but she didn’t have time to dig into that now.

‘Just get yourself sorted,’ he said, and ended the call.

Thanks a bunch, thought Jess, staring at the phone. Getting herself sorted and returning to the station was going to be easier said than done. Rush hour was in full swing and the Land Rover was blocking half of the roundabout at the A165. Horns blared. Drivers swerved around her in the growing dark. No one stopped. No one offered to help.

She climbed out, made her way to the front of the vehicle and raised the bonnet. Steam hissed up at her in a wet, sour-smelling cloud. Coolant. The problem wasn’t just the gearbox then. The radiator must’ve packed in. Maybe the water pump too. Her dad would’ve known what to do, but she didn’t have a clue.

In a moment of desperation, she called Gavin.

‘Hi Jess.’ He sounded cheerful. ‘How are you? I’m just finishing work. Fancy meeting up?’

‘I can’t. My car’s broken down.’

‘Where are you?’

‘At the junction with Dean Road.’

‘I’m not far away,’ he told her. ‘Give me ten minutes.’

She sheltered inside the cabin, her hazard warning lights blinking like a distress signal. She felt a fool. She’d grown so used to the Land Rover’s constant ailments that she’d neglected the routine repairs that could have saved her this embarrassment. Now she was stuck here helpless, waiting for her knight in shining armour to show up. Humiliating.

True to his word, ten minutes later a green van pulled up behind her. Gavin’s Green Fingers was painted across the side in bright cheerful letters. She hopped down from the Land Rover as Gavin emerged, muddy and smiling in his thick woollen jumper, patched-up trousers, and scuffed leather boots.

He eyed the Land Rover with a hint of amusement. ‘What’s the problem?’

‘There’s a problem with the gearbox. And the engine’s overheated.’

He raised an eyebrow. ‘Sounds nasty.’ He popped open the bonnet and stepped back as steam rose up in thin curls. He peered inside, squinting. ‘Looks like you’ve cooked it. Could be the hydraulic system. Maybe the head gasket.’

‘Can you fix it?’ It was the only question that really mattered.

He closed the bonnet, an apologetic grin on his face. ‘No. But I can give you a tow. Take it to a garage?’

She hesitated. Rosedale Abbey wasn’t exactly on the way to the nearest garage. But she’d been wanting to introduce him to her parents anyway.

‘You know,’ she said, ‘how would you feel about meeting my mum and dad?’

A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. ‘Now?’ He looked down at his muddy clothes. ‘Should I make myself presentable?’

Jess laughed. ‘Dad’s a farm vet. If you show up clean, he’ll assume you’ve never done a proper day’s work in your life.’

Gavin grinned. ‘Fair enough. I’ll hitch it to the van.’

*

It wasn’t every day a man walked into the police station bearing a bouquet of red roses and a diamond ring and asked you to marry him.

It had been a bold and romantic gesture, and Sam deserved a proper answer.

But after the discovery of the body in Liam’s skip, and Raven’s suspension, Becca couldn’t get her head straight about anything.

She unscrewed a bottle of wine, poured herself a generous glass and sank into her sofa. Scrolling through her contacts, she stopped at Sam’s image – that familiar face, all blond hair, handsome features, and a smile that could still catch her off guard.

Her thumb lingered over the call button.

She should ring him. Right now. But what was she going to say?

She had almost said yes to him back at the police station and would have done if Raven hadn’t crashed open the door, ordering her into the interview room.

There was no question that Sam was the sensible choice. He was the same age as her, they got on well together and shared the same tastes in music, food and travel. They had both experienced trauma – Sam in a coma, her at his bedside for a year – and had come through the other side. After all that turmoil and the year of separation that followed with Sam in Australia, the relationship needed some repair work, but Becca was sure they could be happy together. Her parents would be thrilled.

Yet she didn’t make the call.

Instead, her thumb moved, almost involuntarily, until she was staring at Raven’s image. Her boss’s face presented a very different picture. Dark, foreboding and not a smile in sight. And yet she still felt the same tug of attraction as when she looked at Sam.

She mentally ran through Raven’s qualities, but whereas she and Sam were clearly compatible, Raven seemed to tick all the wrong boxes. He was older than her and was her boss. Why was she even thinking about him in this way? Then there were his tastes – his music was as dark and off-putting as his appearance. He never drank tea, only coffee. He had an aversion to alcohol. He didn’t even get on particularly well with her family – or anyone, for that matter, preferring to shut himself away and avoid unnecessary social contact.

All they shared was a job, and that was a terrible reason to want to marry someone.

She took a large gulp of wine. Marry Raven? Had she lost her mind?

She quickly scrolled back to a place of safety and dialled Sam’s number before she could change her mind.

He picked up almost immediately, as if he had been waiting for her. ‘Becca.’

‘Sam.’

She could hear his breathing on the other end of the line. For a moment neither of them spoke. Then they both spoke at once.

‘Listen, I–’

‘I was just–’

They paused. ‘You first,’ said Sam.

‘We need to talk, but not on the phone,’ said Becca. ‘Can we meet?’

‘Of course. Shall I come round? Or would you rather meet at a bar?’

She sighed, feeling suddenly exhausted. ‘I’ve had a terrible day at work. Tomorrow evening?’

‘No problem,’ he said, but the disappointment in his voice was tangible.

Naming a quiet pub they both liked, she ended the call and set her phone aside.

Then she lifted her glass and drained it in one go. She hated this indecision. It wasn’t like her at all. But she couldn’t give Sam an answer until she knew what to think about Raven.

Where was he now? And what was he doing?

More to the point – what was a gun doing in his house?

*

It wasn’t hard to find a caravan at this time of year. There was plenty of availability in December.

‘Can I take a name?’ The owner of the caravan park was a cheerful man, sporting a thick beard and wearing a Leeds United shirt with bare arms and no jacket. A typical northerner who didn’t feel the cold.

‘Tom Smith,’ said Raven.

‘And it’s just yourself and the dog?’

‘That’s right.’

‘Well, you can take your pick. All our caravans come with electricity and Wi-Fi, and we’ve got larger units with hardstanding and a hot tub if you’d like something a bit more comfortable.’ The owner cast an appreciative glance at Raven’s BMW, glimmering silver in the darkness. He was probably wondering why someone who drove such a fancy car didn’t just check in to a hotel.

‘Just a small one will do. I’ll pay cash in advance,’ said Raven, hoping the man wouldn’t ask for ID.

‘Righty oh. And how long would you like it for?’

‘Three days.’ He hoped he wouldn’t need it any longer. The owner named his price and Raven handed over the money.

‘Have a nice stay, Mr Smith.’

The caravan was just large enough to sleep two. Raven brought the M6 around the far side to keep it out of sight of casual passers-by. He had brought nothing with him except a carrier bag containing a microwave meal, a tin of dog food, and a burner phone for contacting Hannah and Becca. All paid for in cash. He wouldn’t be using his bank cards or his usual phone until this was over and hoped he had enough in his wallet to last.

‘Come on Quince.’ He waited for the dog to bound inside, then locked the door behind them. Quincey scurried about, sniffing every corner of their new accommodation. It didn’t take him long. It really was very small, with two sofa seats which could be transformed into a double bed or used as singles. A compact kitchenette stood at one end, and the bathroom wasn’t much bigger than a phone box. A cracked vase stood on a folding table, wilting flowers shedding petals over the laminate surface.

Quincey came to sit at Raven’s feet, resting his head on his lap.

‘This is our home for the time being,’ said Raven, stroking the dog’s silky head. ‘Someone’s trying to frame me. For murder. I don’t know why and I don’t know who.’

Quincey cocked his head to one side.

‘But I’m going to find them. And clear my name. Until then, it’s just you and me, boy.’
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Chapter 27

Hannah couldn’t sleep. The police had finally left the house at around ten o’clock and she’d been able to return, but her mind was in a whirl. She tossed and turned through the small hours, her thoughts a storm of fear and unanswered questions.

She felt desperately isolated. Whenever her father had stayed out all night before, she’d always had Quincey to keep her safe. Now she was alone. The house that felt so secure during daylight hours now seemed full of danger. Every shadow was a masked intruder come to hunt her down. Every groan of old timber set her teeth on edge. Wind clawed at the windows and rain drummed steadily against the glass. She clutched her phone in her palm beneath the sheets, contemplating giving her mother a call. But that would be a dreadful mistake – Lisa was never any good in an emergency, and her imagination would conjure up even more reasons to be fearful.

She finally slipped into a shallow sleep just before dawn – and dreamed of the house being raided by armed men, firing without warning.

At seven, she gave up. She checked her phone. Nothing from her dad. She tried his number but his phone was switched off.

That was deliberate, she supposed. A way to avoid being tracked. He was a fugitive now, on the run from the authorities. If she went looking for him, she might lead the police straight to him. He didn’t want to be found and she had to respect that.

But not knowing was agony.

And that gun – how could they have found a weapon in the house? Where had it come from? Her dad could shoot, sure. He was an authorised firearms officer. But he didn’t own a gun.

Did he?

Sometimes, she wondered if she knew him at all.

She needed to talk to someone she could trust. Only one name came to mind: Malcolm Ackroyd. Her boss was a seasoned defence lawyer who always kept a level head. But it was seven o’clock on a Saturday morning and still dark outside. Was it too early?

She paced the front room, phone in hand, looking out of the window for any sign of her dad, willing him to appear. But Quay Street was empty.

At five past seven she could stand it no longer and called Malcolm.

To her relief, he answered immediately. ‘Good morning, Hannah. What can I do for you?’

‘Malcolm, I’m sorry to bother you so early.’

‘Not at all, I was just checking my emails. Go ahead.’

She didn’t know where to start, so she told him everything: the arrival of the police, the search warrant, the gun, and her father vanishing into the night.

‘Did they find anything else in the house?’ Malcolm asked without pause.

‘Not as far as I know.’

‘And what case was your father working on?’

‘The shooting at the castle,’ said Hannah. ‘Do you think this could be connected?’

‘Almost certainly,’ said Malcolm. ‘It sounds like someone’s trying to frame him.’

‘Exactly.’ Hannah felt a surge of gratitude that Malcolm hadn’t doubted her father’s innocence for a second. She knew she had been right to call him.

‘If he comes forward and gives himself up,’ said Malcolm, ‘I can represent him. I’ll ensure he’s treated fairly and that all procedures are followed to the letter. But hiding makes him look guilty. Do you have any way of reaching him?’

‘I tried calling,’ Hannah said, ‘but his phone’s switched off. What should I do?’

‘For now, sit tight. If he contacts you, tell him to call me.’

Hannah understood the logic of what Malcolm was saying. But she doubted her father would agree to give himself up. The front doorbell rang. ‘Sorry, I have to go.’

‘All right,’ he said. ‘Don’t hesitate to call me again if you need help.’

‘Thanks.’

She hung up and peered through the window. A small, rain-soaked figure was standing on the doorstep, hood pulled low. Hannah went through to the hallway and opened the door on the chain.

‘Can I come in?’ asked a familiar voice.

It was Becca – her father’s sergeant. Hannah unlatched the door, let her inside and hugged her tightly. The two women had only met a couple of times, but Hannah had been impressed by Becca’s calm strength and knew that her dad trusted her.

They went into the living room together. There was no need to ask why Becca had come. ‘Do you know where he is?’ Hannah asked.

Becca shook her head. ‘I was hoping you might. I’m as much in the dark as you.’

‘They found a gun,’ Hannah said.

‘I know.’

‘Here, in the house. I don’t know how it got here.’ Hannah hesitated. ‘You don’t think he… killed someone, do you?’

Becca didn’t flinch. ‘No. I don’t.’

Relief flooded Hannah’s chest. ‘Then what is going on?’

‘I don’t know for sure. But it has to be related to the murder investigation we’ve been working on.’

‘The castle shooting?’ prompted Hannah.

‘Exactly. What has your dad told you about it?’

‘Not a lot. I know that the victim was the owner of Stringer’s and that you and Dad travelled to Blackpool to interview some suspects.’

Becca hesitated, choosing her words with care. ‘A whole family are involved. Ray and Lorraine Riley, and their sons, Freddie and Tucker. Freddie Riley met Guy Stringer shortly before he was killed. It’s the way they operate – they find businesses that are struggling, make them a derisory offer and then intimidate the owners if they refuse to sell. Freddie also visited an amusement arcade on the seafront and smashed up one of the fruit machines.’

In Hannah’s mind, a piece of the puzzle dropped into place. ‘My firm is representing the lad who was accused of that by the arcade owner – a man called Jimmy Clegg. Dad told me Jimmy lied about it.’

‘That’s not all,’ said Becca. ‘The next time Freddie Riley came to the arcade, Jimmy hit him with a hammer and killed him. He hid the body in a freezer before dumping it in a skip.’

Hannah’s hands flew to her mouth. ‘Oh my God. I didn’t know any of that. But if Jimmy Clegg killed Freddie Riley, who murdered Guy Stringer?’

‘Exactly. Our prime suspect is – or was – Tucker Riley. But then an anonymous tip-off came in, accusing your dad of being involved. The caller gave details of where to find the gun. And when the search was carried out…’

Hannah shook her head. ‘So whoever made the tip-off must have planted the gun. Have you been able to identify them?’

‘Not yet. But in the meantime… it would help if your dad wasn’t acting like he’s guilty.’ Becca gave her a long look. ‘Are you sure you don’t know where he is?’

‘Yes, I’m sure,’ said Hannah, and meant it. But even if she did know, would she admit it?

Becca must have read the thought. ‘I’m on your side, Hannah. I want to help Raven just as much as you do.’

‘He can take care of himself,’ Hannah said, not entirely sure. ‘Do you think he’s in danger?’

‘He could be.’

She nodded, coming to a decision. ‘If I find him, I’ll tell you. But no one else.’

‘Same here.’

They hugged again, an act that somehow seemed to make them complicit, even though they’d done nothing wrong. Then Becca slipped back out into the rain.

*

When Becca arrived at the station, the team was already assembled, even though it wasn’t yet eight on a Saturday morning. Even Dinsdale was present. With all the frantic activity of the previous day, Becca had totally forgotten that he was supposed to have retired. Yet here he was. Perhaps he had come to gloat over Raven’s downfall.

She made her way over to Jess’s desk and touched her lightly on the shoulder in silent solidarity. ‘How are you? Did you get your car sorted?’

‘Gavin helped me tow it up to Rosedale Abbey. I don’t know if it can be fixed, but my dad’s promised to take a look at it. So for the time being, I’m on foot.’

‘You took Gavin to meet your folks? How did that go?’ Despite the seriousness of the situation, Becca felt herself smiling. After all Jess’s heartache, she deserved to find happiness.

Jess returned her smile. ‘Good. I think they liked him. Mum’s invited him back for lunch next weekend to meet the rest of the family. If he can survive that ordeal, he’s in it for the long haul.’ Her smile faltered. ‘What about you? Where’ve you been?’

‘Nowhere,’ Becca replied evenly. She wasn’t about to mention Hannah. Even though she trusted Jess, she had no intention of breaking her promise to Raven’s daughter. ‘Have I missed anything?’

‘Gillian’s taken over as SIO. Dinsdale’s out,’ Jess murmured.

Becca glanced across the incident room at Dinsdale’s slouched form, taking in the rounded shoulders and spreading waist of a man who’d spent more years behind a desk than on the beat, his thinning hair clinging stubbornly to a freckled scalp. Running this investigation – even on a temporary basis – had been way beyond his capabilities. His only meaningful contribution had been to search Raven’s house and find the gun there. For years, Becca had dreamed of celebrating Dinsdale’s retirement and finally seeing the back of him. She had never imagined him doing so much damage on what should have been his final day at work.

‘Why is he even still here?’ she whispered.

‘I guess we need all the help we can get,’ said Jess. ‘Besides’ – her neck flushed pink with embarrassment – ‘he didn’t get to retire properly yesterday. I still had his cake and card in the car when it broke down and he probably didn’t want to leave without a proper send-off.’

‘I doubt he’ll get one today,’ said Becca. ‘Not with so much going on.’

‘At least with Gillian in charge, things will get done properly.’

‘Perhaps.’ It was Superintendent Gillian Ellis who had suspended Raven in the first place. Where did her loyalties lie?

Then Becca’s gaze fell on the whiteboard and she froze.

Raven’s face stared out at her, dark-eyed and unsmiling. The photo was from his personnel file, taken in flat light like a passport photo or the custody photo of an arrested suspect. It showed little trace of the man she admired and knew so well. Now it sat alongside mugshots of Jimmy Clegg, Freddie Riley, and Tucker Riley, as evidence.

Tony sat nearby, silent, his shoulders tense. Becca knew how much he respected Raven. This must be cutting him deeply.

The door burst open and Gillian Ellis strode in with the air of someone born to issue commands. All eyes were immediately on her. Her voice, when it came, was crisp.

‘Attention, everyone. First, thanks to you all for coming in today, especially Derek, who has agreed to continue on a short-term posting. As he is now officially retired from duty, I am personally taking over as SIO of this investigation.

‘As you’re aware, following a credible tip-off, a firearm was recovered last night from DCI Raven’s home. Ballistics are running tests on it as we speak.’

Credible tip-off? Becca couldn’t stop herself from speaking up. ‘My understanding is that the tip-off came from an anonymous source.’

Gillian’s nostrils flared with irritation. She never liked to be challenged. ‘The information supplied by the caller was detailed and specific. Derek made an operational decision, and I back his action to follow up. In any case, the search of DCI Raven’s house bore fruit. I don’t know why you’re questioning it, DS Shawcross. Protocol doesn’t bend for one of our own.’

To Becca’s surprise, Tony spoke to back her up. ‘With respect, ma’am, the call was made from an untraceable number. The voice sounded muffled, as if the person was disguising their identity.’

‘Nevertheless,’ countered Gillian. ‘The gun was found exactly where the caller said it would be. That’s not in doubt.’

‘It could have been planted,’ Becca suggested, but even as she said it, the irony struck her. Planting evidence to incriminate a suspect was exactly what Raven had been accused of.

Dinsdale cleared his throat. ‘I hope you’re not suggesting I planted a gun in Raven’s house,’ he protested. ‘The discovery was made by one of the uniformed officers who accompanied me.’

‘Of course I’m not accusing you,’ said Becca quickly. And yet the thought had crossed her mind. Dinsdale’s long-running rivalry with Raven was known to them all. And how had the caller known precisely where the gun would be located? If dirty money had arrived in town in the hands of the Riley family, police corruption couldn’t be ruled out.

‘If Raven were here,’ said Gillian, ‘he could explain the presence of a handgun in his home and respond to any allegations. But as it stands, he’s acting as if he has something to hide. Until we locate him, we treat him as a suspect. Has anyone heard from him?’

Her eyes landed squarely on Becca.

Becca held her ground. ‘He called me yesterday after he’d been suspended, but before the anonymous tip-off was received. He denied planting evidence in Jimmy Clegg’s freezer and assured me he’d done nothing wrong.’

Gillian’s nose wrinkled, her mouth tightening in quiet disapproval. ‘You should have reported any contact with him. Have you heard from him since?’

‘I called him this morning but his phone’s off.’

‘It’s been switched off since yesterday evening,’ said Tony. ‘The last call he received was from his daughter, Hannah.’

Gillian gave a knowing nod. ‘He clearly doesn’t wish to be found. If anyone’ – her hard eyes swept over Becca again – ‘does hear from him, it’s vital they report it immediately. For your information, Jimmy Clegg will shortly be released on bail. I’m afraid that DCI Raven himself must bear the responsibility for that. With a formal complaint raised by the suspect’s solicitor and no clear evidence to justify holding him, we have no choice in the matter.’

That news stung. Whatever the source of Raven’s intelligence, Jimmy had admitted lying about Freddie Riley’s visits to the arcade and the damage to the fruit machine. And to top it all, CSI had found blood in his freezer. Jimmy had only made that wild accusation about Raven planting evidence because he had no more straws to cling to.

Yet the detective who had arrested him was now in hiding himself. The world was off-kilter, leaving Becca struggling to make sense of it.

‘A warrant has been issued for DCI Raven’s arrest,’ continued Gillian. ‘Photos have been circulated to all patrol units. Tony, any hits from ANPR?’

Tony’s grim expression revealed the reluctance he clearly felt in tracking his boss’s movements. ‘His BMW was clocked at the North Bay yesterday evening. Nothing since.’

‘He knows how to evade the camera network better than anyone,’ Gillian muttered. ‘But if he had travelled any distance, he’d have been picked up on one of the main roads, so we can assume that he’s probably still in the area. Any bank account activity?’

‘One cash withdrawal yesterday evening,’ said Tony. ‘Five hundred pounds.’

‘Enough to stay beneath the radar for a while. Where might he go if he can’t return home? Who does he know in Scarborough?’

Again, Gillian’s eyes found Becca.

‘As far as I know, he hardly has any friends.’ Becca liked to count herself as a friend – perhaps more than a friend – but Raven was so adept at keeping people at a distance that who knew what he really felt? Only once or twice had he dropped his guard and revealed his true feelings to her. There was that time on their first case together, when she’d been calling him “sir” and he’d suddenly cracked in annoyance. Then a slow grin had tugged at his mouth and his dark eyes had gleamed with mischief, like shafts of sunlight breaking out from behind a storm cloud. ‘Call me Raven,’ he’d told her. ‘Everyone else does.’ And then more recently, after they’d worked together in secret to find the driver of the car that had killed his mother. He’d helped her move into her flat on Castle Terrace, lugging her heavy suitcases all the way up the steep flights of stairs despite his dodgy leg. They’d stood on her rooftop balcony together, squashed side-by-side, gazing out over the harbour and across the broad sweep of the South Bay. She had felt a spark of attraction to him. She knew he’d felt it too. Yet his protective barrier had immediately reasserted itself, as if he was terrified of letting her get too close.

‘He must know someone,’ Gillian retorted.

She clearly didn’t appreciate what a loner Raven was. Becca thought for a moment. Apart from Hannah, the person Raven cared for most was his dog. He loved that animal to bits. ‘There’s Vicky, who minds his dog when he’s at work. She’s married to Barry, the builder who worked on his house.’ She doubted he would have gone to stay with the Hardcastles but couldn’t think of anyone else he might turn to.

‘Follow it up,’ Gillian ordered. ‘And Derek, what’s the update on Tucker Riley?’

Becca was relieved to hear that the man who had – briefly – become their prime suspect was still of interest to Gillian, even though she had refused to sign the warrant for his arrest.

Dinsdale sat up, rubbing his face almost like he’d been sleepwalking through the briefing. ‘We lost him yesterday,’ he said, tossing Jess a pointed look.

‘Well let’s see if we can find him again.’ Gillian straightened her jacket and gave the occupants of the room a final penetrating stare. ‘And let’s see if we can track down Raven – where is he and what is he doing? In the meantime, I want everything we can get on this Blackpool lot. Let’s review again at 2pm sharp.’

With that, she turned on her heel and swept out of the room.

Becca stared after her, not knowing what to think.

It was all unravelling. Fast.
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Chapter 28

Raven stood beneath a dripping yew tree, the winter sky a flat sheet of iron above him. His eyes were fixed on Darren Jubb’s house. He’d been there twenty minutes already, the chill slowly seeping beneath his skin, but he was prepared to wait as long as it took. Quincey lay at his feet, ears pricked, alert to every little sound but making none himself. Somehow, the dog understood they needed to remain hidden.

They’d spent a cold and uncomfortable night in the caravan. Even though the electricity was on, the heating didn’t work and the water in the sink and shower were cold. Raven half wished he’d taken up the owner’s offer of a hot tub. They had eaten their one meal together, Raven at the table with his microwaved shepherd’s pie, Quincey licking the bowl clean of his beef and liver. Raven only wished he’d thought to buy something for their breakfast too.

Before setting out, he had messaged Hannah on his new burner phone to say he was safe, and then driven to Oliver’s Mount, the music on his car stereo matching the grimness of the weather. Closer – Joy Division’s final album, and probably Raven’s favourite disc of all time. Hints that Ian Curtis, the band’s lead singer and lyricist, would one day take his own life had been present in the music since their first recordings, and in this, the band’s final album, released after Curtis’s death, they were present for all to see. Yet despite the sense of impending doom, there were always chinks of light to be found amid the songs’ bleak lyrics and unrelenting onslaught of guitars, synths and drums.

He’d taken a convoluted route along side streets to avoid detection by the automated cameras that would immediately flag his whereabouts to the police. He didn’t want anyone to find him – not yet. He needed answers first.

And this was where he hoped to get them.

Darren’s Range Rover was parked on the drive, but thankfully Donna’s Porsche was absent. Instead another car occupied the spot – Harry Hood’s black Audi. Raven had no wish to encounter Harry Hood this morning. A showdown with Harry would distract him from his main goal and risk exposure. Far better to wait until Darren was alone. He had left his own car in an inconspicuous spot further down the hill and proceeded the rest of the way on foot. As a consequence, his right leg was throbbing with the exertion of walking up the steep hill. He massaged his thigh while he continued to wait.

To take his mind off the pain, he turned his attention to what he knew so far.

Darren Jubb, always ambitious and greedy, had set up a business or partnership, whatever you wanted to call it, with the Riley family from Blackpool. The Rileys had cash; Darren had local knowledge. This new consortium of shady operators had made a bid for Guy Stringer’s cocktail bar, Jimmy Clegg’s amusement arcade, and probably other businesses in Scarborough. Their methods amounted more to intimidation than negotiation, with Freddie Riley making house calls to encourage business owners to sell up. During one of these encounters, Jimmy Clegg had killed Freddie and dumped his body in the freezer. Raven had no reason to doubt Ava Jennings’ account of this traumatic event. It had frightened her so much, she’d gone into hiding. Later, Jimmy had moved the body to Barry’s skip.

That much was certain. What had happened next was more guesswork, but Raven strongly suspected that after Freddie failed to return to Blackpool, the family had taken revenge by sending Tucker to murder Guy Stringer. Maybe they didn’t know who had killed Freddie or maybe they didn’t care. They simply wanted to send a message to their other business partners: Don’t mess with us. That’s why they had chosen the very public location for Guy’s murder – at the light show at the castle.

And now a gun had been recovered from Raven’s house. He was willing to bet it was the same weapon used in the castle shooting. Someone was trying to frame him for murder, and it wasn’t hard to guess who. The Blackpool lot were behind this, one way or the other. And that meant Darren was involved too. If Raven was going to prove his innocence, he first had to prove that Tucker Riley was guilty. And by implication, the whole Riley clan.

A door opened, spilling voices into the chill dawn, but Raven was too far away to catch the words. He drew back behind the tree and laid a hand on Quincey’s head, but the dog remained motionless. Footsteps crunched across the gravel, then a car door slammed and Harry’s Audi roared out of the drive, tyres squealing as he rounded the corner onto the main road.

Within seconds, Raven had crossed the wet grass and was at the front door, leaning hard on the bell. The door swung open, and Darren began to speak, clearly expecting to see Harry there. He broke off when he realised it was Raven.

‘What are you doing here?’ he snapped.

‘We need to talk.’

‘No, we don’t. You’re the last person I want to talk to.’

Darren started to close the door but Quincey was too quick for him. The dog slipped through the narrow gap and trotted into the house, eagerly sniffing everything in sight.

‘Hey!’ Darren spun round and Raven took the opportunity to force the door wider. ‘Oh, whatever!’ Darren threw up his hands in a gesture of defeat. ‘You’d better come into the lounge. Is that animal house trained?’

‘He’s better behaved than Harry Hood,’ said Raven. He called Quincey to heel and together they followed Darren through to the lounge. The room still bore the traces of the previous night’s drinking. Curtains closed. Empty whisky bottle. And a single crystal glass beside the armchair.

‘Donna’s left you?’ enquired Raven.

‘That’s none of your business.’

Neither man sat down. Instead, they faced each other either side of the enormous fireplace, like sparring partners. Quincey remained at Raven’s side.

Darren had always cultivated a roguish appearance – tousled hairstyle, trousers a little too tight, shirt open one button too far. This morning, he looked a state. His face was unshaven, his hair uncombed, and he regarded Raven with the bloodshot eyes of a man who’d stopped caring somewhere between last night’s drink and this morning’s hangover.

‘You look a right mess,’ said Raven.

Darren wrinkled his nose. ‘You can talk. When did you last take a shower?’

‘Touché’ Raven remarked. ‘We’re both feeling the pressure. Perhaps we can help each other.’

Darren regarded him sullenly. ‘How?’

‘We were friends once,’ said Raven, hoping the reminder of their shared history might soften Darren’s armour. ‘The best of friends.’

‘That was a long time ago.’

‘I know we’ve had our differences.’

‘That’s one way of putting it,’ scoffed Darren.

‘We loved the same girl,’ Raven went on, searching for a way to reach beneath Darren’s cynicism. ‘That puts a strain on the best of friendships.’ He thought he saw a flicker of understanding cross Darren’s face. ‘But you won her heart in the end.’

Darren shook his head. ‘Donna sold her heart to the highest bidder. She knew I could give her a comfortable life. But it was you she loved. Don’t think I haven’t known that all this time.’ His shoulders sagged and he dropped into an armchair, looking exhausted.

Raven took the sofa. ‘And now we’ve got something else in common. The Rileys.’

‘You don’t need to tell me I’m in the shit,’ said Darren. ‘What about you?’

‘I’m being framed for murder.’

‘Ah. That’s bad.’

For a minute, both men stared into the fireplace, not saying anything. Quincey lay on the rug at Raven’s feet and closed his eyes. Outside, rain began to hammer on the window.

‘If we’re going to help each other,’ said Raven, ‘I need to know what you know. Did Tucker Riley kill Guy Stringer?’

‘I think so.’ Darren turned and looked him straight in the eye. ‘But I don’t know anything for sure. The Rileys don’t discuss their plans with me. They’re just using me. If I’d known what they were like, I would never have got involved, and that’s God’s honest truth.’

‘I believe you,’ said Raven. He still didn’t trust Darren, but for all his misgivings, this at least rang true. ‘The Rileys planted the murder weapon in my house and then made an anonymous call to the police.’

‘They’re ruthless bastards,’ said Darren. ‘That’s exactly what they’d do. But you’ll have a hell of a job proving it.’

Raven knew Darren was right. And he couldn’t blame him for not offering more assistance. ‘What was Harry doing here just now? I saw his car.’

‘Harry? I’ve told him to get me out of this situation. I want nothing more to do with the Rileys. What are lawyers for if they can’t pull you out when you’re up to your neck in shit?’

‘You could still go to the police. Tell them everything you know.’

Darren gave a mirthless laugh. ‘You think that would help? I have no proof of anything.’

‘You could wear a wire. Get the Rileys to confess.’

Darren shook his head. ‘I have no intention of ending up with a bullet in my head. With all due respect, Raven, I think Harry’s better at dealing with their sort.’

‘We’ll see.’ There was one thing Raven was still curious about. ‘How did you first get involved with them? You’ve forged business deals all your life. I thought you were a better judge of character.’

‘I thought so too,’ said Darren glumly. ‘But Ray and Lorraine can be charming when they want to. Persuasive too, and they have an impressive track record of making money.’

‘Dirty money,’ Raven pointed out. ‘They’ve been investigated by Lancashire Police on more than one occasion.’

‘I didn’t know that,’ said Darren. ‘They approached me with a tempting offer. They wanted to expand their business operations to the east coast and were looking for a like-minded partner. I asked Harry to check them out. He said they were legit.’

‘Harry seems to have done a less than thorough job.’

Darren didn’t argue with that. ‘So what are you going to do now?’

‘Now?’ It was clear that Raven had learned as much as Darren was able – or willing – to tell him. He would gain nothing more from staying here. He rose to his feet and Quincey sat up too. ‘I’m going to clear my name.’
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Chapter 29

It would probably turn out to be a dead end, but Becca had been given clear instructions by Gillian Ellis, so as soon as the briefing was over she set off to visit Barry and Vicky Hardcastle at their house in north Scarborough. On arriving, she could tell immediately from the presence of a cement mixer and the mound of sand at the far end of the driveway that it was the home of a builder. It was an unwritten rule that every builder and decorator had at least one job needing finishing on their own property. Not to mention other people’s properties. A van with the words “Hardcastle Builders” emblazoned on the side indicated that Barry was at home.

She rang the doorbell and was greeted by the builder, dressed in paint-spattered combats and a grey cotton vest that was struggling to contain his large belly. ‘Oh, hello Becca. Has Liam sent his sister round to hassle me about his flats?’

‘No. Liam can do his own hassling. I need to speak to you and Vicky on a police matter.’

His expression grew serious. ‘You’d better come in then. Mug of tea?’

Becca gladly accepted the offer and joined the couple in their kitchen looking out over their large rear garden. She asked them if they had heard from Raven or knew his whereabouts, but as she’d expected, they hadn’t seen him since the previous day.

‘He came to pick up Quincey in the afternoon,’ said Vicky, a worried look on her face. ‘Said he’d left work early. What’s happened to him?’

‘We don’t know where he is,’ Becca explained. But somehow the knowledge that Raven was in the company of his dog was reassuring. Raven couldn’t come to much harm if Quincey was with him, could he?

‘Is this something to do with the body in the skip?’ asked Barry.

‘I’m sorry,’ said Becca. ‘I can’t tell you any more. But do let me know if he calls.’

She had only just returned to the police station when her phone rang. It was the duty sergeant on the front desk.

‘I’ve got a young lady here by the name of Ava Jennings. She’s asking to speak to DCI Raven.’ He dropped his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. ‘What should I tell her?’

News of Raven’s suspension had spread like wildfire through the entire station. Some said it was deserved, others called it an outrage. Becca had learned that Raven was a man who strongly divided opinion. Yet one thread remained the same – everyone she spoke to wanted the inside scoop on the story, and she was tired of explaining that she was as much in the dark as them. Even Jess and Tony had asked her, in confidence, if she knew where Raven was. She’d done her best to convince them she was holding nothing back.

‘I’ll come and speak to her myself,’ she told the duty sergeant.

Ava Jennings. Becca had heard that name before, and as soon as she spotted the young woman in the pink puffer jacket, she recognised her immediately.

‘Ava, how are you? Do you remember me – it’s DS Becca Shawcross?’

The girl jumped to her feet as Becca approached. ‘Sure I do.’ She paused. ‘But I was hoping to see DCI Raven.’

‘He’s not available right now,’ Becca explained, carefully neglecting to give a reason. ‘Can I help?’ She put on what she hoped was her most encouraging smile. ‘Why don’t we go somewhere more private so we can talk?’

‘All right.’

She took Ava into a spare interview room and closed the door behind them. ‘So, what is it you wanted from DCI Raven?’

Ava glanced nervously around the room, fiddling with the zip on her jacket. ‘I don’t want to take up his time. Or yours. I know you must both be really busy. I just wanted to thank him, that’s all.’

‘Thank him for what?’

‘For finding me. I went off-grid for a while, you see, staying with a friend. But he encouraged me to get in touch with my parents. And, well, things are much better now, thanks to him.’

‘I’m pleased to hear it,’ said Becca. ‘And I’ll give him your message. He’ll be glad to hear you’re doing well.’

She wondered how on earth Raven had got involved with Ava. He’d never said anything about working a missing person case. But then she was used to him not mentioning things. He could be so infuriatingly secretive.

‘Thank you so much,’ said Ava. ‘I’ll let you get back to work now.’

Becca saw her out, then returned to the incident room, purposely ignoring the desk sergeant’s look of curiosity. Whispering a secret into the desk sergeant’s ear was the best way to ensure that everyone in the station would hear about it within the hour.

Back at her desk, she logged on to the police database and typed the name Ava Jennings. Sure enough, Ava had been reported missing by her parents a couple of weeks ago after failing to return from work one evening. That was no big deal. Young people were reported missing all the time, only to show up again a few days later. And Ava had described herself as going “off-grid” for a short while.

Yet one fact stood out.

The case had been assigned to none other than DI Derek Dinsdale.

Becca glanced across the room. Dinsdale was busy on his computer, although whether he was doing actual police work or just reviewing his pension fund or his holiday itinerary was anyone’s guess. But if Ava’s case had been assigned to Dinsdale, why was Raven the one who had found her?

Becca didn’t have to ponder the question for long to guess the answer.

Dinsdale was a lazy and ineffective detective and had probably made little headway with the investigation. No doubt he had called in the favour he was owed so that he could retire with his final case neatly wrapped up without having to lift a finger himself. That would be just his style.

Mystery solved. Yet before she closed the report, a second detail caught Becca’s eye. Ava worked at Jimmy Clegg’s amusement arcade. What’s more, she had gone missing the same day Freddie Riley vanished.

There had to be a connection.

What had made Ava go into hiding? Had she witnessed the altercation between Jimmy and Freddie and feared a reprisal from the Blackpool gang? Becca checked the date the case had been closed. It was the same day Raven had obtained a search warrant for the arcade and arrested its owner. Suddenly all the pieces of the jigsaw fell into place. Raven must have tracked Ava down, heard her first-hand account of the killing of Freddie Riley, and used that information to guide the interview of Jimmy Clegg. Raven had kept the identity of his source quiet to protect Ava, and in so doing, had jeopardised his own career. It all made sense to her now.

She was suddenly overcome with a powerful surge of emotion. She’d always believed in her heart that Raven was a good man, and this proved it. He’d wanted to spare Ava, knowing that she was an innocent young woman who had found herself in a situation out of her control. All he had cared about was Ava’s safety and well-being. Becca admired him for that.

But Ava hadn’t gone far – staying with a friend, she’d said – and it couldn’t have been difficult to track her down. So why couldn’t Dinsdale have done it himself? Her admiration for Raven turned to darker thoughts regarding Dinsdale.

Raven had been so certain that Freddie Riley’s body was in the arcade – Ava must have told him he would find it there – but just before he searched the premises, the body was moved. It was almost as if Jimmy Clegg had been tipped off in advance.

Another tip-off had led to the gun being found in Raven’s house. By Dinsdale.

She looked across the office again. Dinsdale was just returning from a trip to the vending machine. He tore open a bag of cheese and onion crisps and began stuffing them into his mouth, crumbs spilling down the front of his shirt. He gave the impression of being a harmless and lazy buffoon. But everyone knew about his long-standing hatred of Raven.

Had he known that the search for Ava would set in motion a chain of events that would land Raven in trouble? Was that why he had off-loaded the case? Had he informed Jimmy Clegg about the impending search of the arcade?

Could he even have planted the gun in Raven’s house?
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Chapter 30

Jimmy Clegg walked out of the police station with a swagger in his step. He couldn’t help it – it was the way he felt. He was a free man, released on bail, with the detective who had interviewed him now under suspicion of perverting the course of justice. The police had no evidence against him, and Jimmy was going to make sure they didn’t find any. It looked like he was going to get away with murder after all.

He had no regrets about what he’d done. Freddie Riley had overstepped the mark and had got what he deserved. Jimmy hadn’t meant to kill him. He had lost control just for a moment. Diminished responsibility, wasn’t that what they called it? It was simple self-defence and Jimmy was as good as innocent.

Meanwhile, DCI Raven was going to get his comeuppance. Jimmy’s solicitor had assured him of that.

He breathed in the damp, fume-filled air on Northway and felt himself on top of the world. He crossed over at the lights and headed down Westborough where Saturday morning shoppers filled the street. He had half a mind to pop into Wetherspoon’s for a pint, but it was a bit early even for him. Instead, he weaved through the crowds outside the Brunswick Shopping Centre and cut down Vernon Road, past the library. He felt as if he’d been given a new lease of life.

He would make some changes for the New Year. Give the prize shelf a makeover – more tat, shinier wrapping. Get a new girl in to help him instead of that rude one with the piercings. He wasn’t having Ava back though – that little bitch had squealed on him good and proper. What else? Clear the broken machines out of the storeroom and buy a new freezer. He’d have a word with his lawyer about that – maybe the police would fork out for a replacement.

One thing was for sure – he wasn’t selling his arcade to those bloody Rileys. Not now, not ever.

Finding himself outside the Grand Hotel, he made a spur of the moment decision to take the tramway down to the Foreshore. It was always a bit of fun riding the funicular. He’d loved it as a kid. He should do it more often – another resolution to add to the list.

He stopped in front of the ticket office and a guy came up behind him, almost as if he had been following. He had the height and muscle of a boxer, with close-cropped hair and eyes pinched with meanness. Jimmy turned in alarm, but the stranger ignored him, continuing on down the steep steps at the side of the hotel to the Foreshore below. Jimmy was glad to see him go. He had a funny feeling he’d seen him before somewhere.

He bought a ticket and climbed aboard, waiting for the tram to set off. He was the only passenger in the carriage. He didn’t bother sitting on the hard wooden bench but stood looking out of the front window. The South Bay stretched before him, pale pink in the drizzle, overlooked by the castle on the headland. Bloody beautiful, even on a miserable day like today. Better than the pyramids or the Taj Mahal. Jimmy loved this view of Scarborough. Always had and always would.

The mechanism finally clanked into operation and the tram started to trundle down the steep slope. It would only take a minute or two to reach the bottom. As a little kid, Jimmy had held on tightly to his mother’s hand, afraid that the steel cable holding the carriage would snap, sending them plunging to their deaths. That had never happened, but it had always been part of the thrill. Still was.

As Jimmy’s carriage descended, the counter-balancing car ascended, the two drawing steadily closer to each other.

At the midway point, he looked across at the ascending car and saw a man staring back at him with cold eyes. It was the stranger he had encountered at the top of the funicular. The man must have descended the steps and boarded the tram at the foot of the slope.

A shiver ran down Jimmy’s back.

For a moment the mechanism seemed about to stall and he wondered if the cable was finally going to break. Then the man in the other carriage raised his arm and pointed a gun in his direction.

Recognition hit Jimmy a split second before the man fired. Small, hard eyes. Hair cropped close to the scalp. Freddie Riley’s brother. Tucker.

Then the windows of both carriages shattered and a bullet pierced his chest. Blood splashed over the wooden benches and he felt his knees buckle. He reached for his mother’s hand, but there was nothing to grasp hold of.

The tram continued on its way but Jimmy Clegg was no longer alive to enjoy the ride.

*

The phone on Tony’s desk rang, and even though Becca could only hear one side of the conversation, she could tell immediately that it wasn’t good news.

‘I see,’ Tony said to the caller. ‘And there’s no doubt about it? Okay, I’ll inform the superintendent.’

He replaced the receiver with a heavy sigh, and Becca went over to intercept him before he could see Gillian.

‘That was Andy from ballistics,’ he said.

Jess had also picked up on the phone conversation and joined them. ‘What did he say?’

‘He confirmed that the gun found at Raven’s house was the one used to kill Guy Stringer.’

The three of them looked at each other, horror-struck.

‘What now?’ said Jess.

‘Raven’s not a killer,’ answered Becca evenly.

‘I agree,’ said Jess.

‘Me too,’ said Tony. ‘But I’ll have to inform Gillian.’

‘Just wait a moment,’ pleaded Becca. She dropped her voice, wanting to explain her suspicions about Dinsdale before deciding what to do. ‘I need to ask what you think about–’

But her words were interrupted by the sudden arrival of Detective Superintendent Gillian Ellis. She strode into the incident room and took up position in the centre.

Her voice boomed out and everyone swivelled to face her. ‘Can I have your attention! We’ve received a report of a shooting on the funicular railway next to the Grand Hotel. One fatality. The body still needs formal identification, but it appears to be Jimmy Clegg. He’d only just left the cells following his release on bail. Most likely his killer followed him from outside the police station.’

If Gillian felt any remorse for releasing the hapless arcade owner into the hands of a waiting assassin, she didn’t display it.

‘Ma’am,’ said Tony, ‘I’ve just taken a call from ballistics. Guy Stringer was shot using the gun recovered from DCI Raven’s house.’

The news appeared to be precisely what Gillian had been waiting for. ‘In that case, I’m deploying the firearms unit with immediate effect. And I’m issuing Raven’s photo to the public with a warning – this man is armed and dangerous.’

Becca tried to protest but Gillian was already leaving the room.

If anyone was going to save Raven, it was going to have to be Becca.

*

Raven limped down the hill to the grass verge where he’d left his car. As far as his leg was concerned, walking downhill was no easier than going up. Harder probably, since his injured leg had to carry all his weight. He was grateful to reach the BMW and sank into the driver’s seat with relief. The car felt like a refuge, the comfortable leather seats like old friends. Quincey lay down contentedly on his blanket in the back seat.

Darren Jubb had confirmed what Raven had already surmised – that Tucker Riley had murdered Guy Stringer – but he was no further forward in his quest to clear his name. Darren had no proof and refused to talk to the police. He was instead pinning his hopes on Harry Hood being able to extricate him from the mess. Well, good luck with that. The way things were going, Darren would be better off lying low and waiting for Raven to take the fall.

For a moment, he was tempted to hit the road and head for the nearest ferry terminal. Where would that be? Probably Newcastle or Hull. He could sail to Holland, maybe even Denmark or Norway. But such a move would be reckless. He would trigger about a hundred ANPR cameras in the process and get stopped at the check-in gate. Besides, he needed to prove his innocence, not confirm everyone’s worst fears by attempting to flee the country. And he would never abandon Hannah like that.

He was just so tired. He wanted nothing more than to go to sleep and wake up somewhere else, far away from his problems. Join Dinsdale perhaps, on his Caribbean cruise. He closed his eyes.

The burner phone buzzed in his pocket and he jerked awake. He’d only been asleep for a few seconds, but it took him a moment to find the new phone and unlock the screen. Hannah was the only person who had this number, and he’d told her not to get in touch unless it was urgent. Sure enough, her message wasn’t good news.

Hi Dad – hope you’re OK. Just saw this on Facebook. Love you xxx

He tapped the link and saw his own face staring back at him. It was the photo from his personnel file – not a flattering image but unmistakably him. The police had issued the modern-day equivalent of a wanted poster to social media. The post on North Yorkshire Police’s Facebook page had already received over one hundred reactions and been shared thirty-seven times. So now he was officially an outlaw.

He scanned the post, learning that he was wanted for questioning in connection with the murder of Jimmy Clegg. He let that news sink in.

Guy Stringer, Freddie Riley, Jimmy Clegg.

Three murders, all connected. The common thread – the Riley family, Darren Jubb, and himself. They were inextricably bound.

His best guess: Freddie Riley had been the first to die, Guy Stringer killed in error in an act of misplaced vengeance, then Jimmy Clegg taken down once the mistake was realised. Did that mark an end to the violence? As long as the Rileys were at large, he wouldn’t count on it.

He started the engine and set off down the hill.

He kept to narrow back streets, manoeuvring around parked cars and delivery vans. It was slow going, but safer than using the main thoroughfares. He approached the caravan park with extreme caution, thinking now that it might have been a mistake to rent a caravan even under a false name. He pulled in behind the first caravan in the row, left Quincey in the car, then proceeded twenty yards on foot, keeping out of sight.

Peering around the side of a luxury mobile home, he was dismayed to see a police car parked in front of his caravan. Two uniformed officers were speaking to the park owner. No doubt the man had recognised his picture online and raised the alarm, alerting the police to the suspicious Tom Smith. Perhaps Raven ought to have come up with a more original alias. As one of the officers made a call on his radio, he crept back to his car, started the engine, and drove away as quietly as he could. The caravan was now out of bounds and he was glad he’d left nothing there of value.

He drove for a while with no particular destination in mind. His only aim was to clear his head while avoiding the ever-present ANPR cameras. But he was running low on petrol and couldn’t afford the risk of filling up at a garage where CCTV would be everywhere. He pulled over on a side road near Peasholm Park, switched off the engine, and sat for a moment with his forehead resting on the steering wheel.

He was coming to the painful realisation that it was time to say goodbye to his beloved car.

The silver BMW M6 had been his constant companion for the best part of twenty years. Lisa had hated it, saying it was an impractical indulgence, and of course she’d been right. It was unsuitable as a family car, too big to park easily, and ridiculously expensive to run. But none of that mattered to Raven. He loved the coupé’s sleek lines, the throaty roar of its engine, the eagerness of its response to the lightest touch of his foot on the accelerator.

But the car had one major flaw now. It was too distinctive. Even if he muddied up the number plates to beat the automatic cameras, he would still be spotted by any alert officer or member of the public. It had become a liability at a time when he needed to stay incognito.

‘I’m going to miss you,’ he whispered.

He took the keys out of the ignition, stroked the steering wheel one last time, then stepped onto the pavement, locking the M6 carefully behind him.

‘We’re on foot now, mate,’ he said, clipping Quincey’s lead to his collar. ‘Let’s hope we don’t have too far to go.’

They set off into the drizzle.
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Chapter 31

Dinsdale was dusting crumbs from his shirt when he noticed Becca approaching his desk. She wore a look of determination he’d not seen before and he felt a prickle of apprehension as she drew closer. He hastily brushed the last of the crumbs onto the carpet and straightened his tie.

‘Becca, what can I do for you?’

She wasn’t a bad detective sergeant, he had to acknowledge that. And she’d make a good detective inspector one day. Not that he would be around to see it. He would long since have sailed off into the sunset. A Caribbean island sunset. Some part of him would miss this job, but mostly he would be relieved to put it behind him. Everything had changed so much over the years, and not for the better.

‘Derek, can I have a word?’ She was speaking as if she were his superior officer, instead of the other way around, and Dinsdale didn’t have a lot of time for that kind of behaviour. It was symptomatic of the modern malaise that had infected the world. In the old days, she would have known her place and addressed him as Detective Inspector. In the old days, she would have been a WPC and brought him mugs of tea.

He licked the salt from his fingers. ‘What about?’

‘Ava Jennings.’

He felt a sudden hollow in his chest, as if his heart had missed a beat. What did Becca know? Had Raven blabbed their secret to her? Or had she worked it out for herself?

He said nothing, waiting to find out how much she knew.

‘Ava went missing,’ said Becca, almost as if she was accusing him of being responsible for the girl’s disappearance. ‘And the investigation was assigned to you.’

‘That case is closed,’ said Dinsdale. Bits of crisps were still stuck to his teeth and he wished he’d made himself a cup of tea at the same time. ‘The girl turned up safe and well. No harm done.’

But if he’d hoped that would end the matter, he was badly disappointed. Becca placed both hands on his desk and leaned towards him. ‘It was Raven who found her.’

Dinsdale shrank back in his chair. ‘He got lucky.’

‘I don’t think it was luck. Raven put in the effort and tracked her down. And when he found her, she told him everything.’

Dinsdale’s heart was hammering now and his face felt hot. He just wanted this to stop. ‘What did she say?’

‘She told him that Freddie Riley visited Jimmy Clegg at the arcade. She told him that Jimmy killed Freddie and hid his body in the freezer. Ava witnessed it all.’

‘I don’t know anything about that,’ mumbled Dinsdale.

Becca continued as if he’d said nothing. ‘Yet when Raven searched the arcade, the body had been removed. Jimmy Clegg must have been tipped off about the search.’

Dinsdale stared at her, trying to formulate a response, but Becca barely paused for breath.

‘And then,’ she pressed on, ‘a gun mysteriously turned up in Raven’s house. Who put it there? And who knew that Jimmy Clegg was being released? Jimmy’s killer was waiting for him, probably right outside this police station. Who told him?’

‘I don’t know!’ Dinsdale blurted.

‘It all comes back to this missing person case you passed to Raven because you couldn’t be arsed to do it yourself. Did you know where it would lead him? Are you behind all of this?’

Becca’s voice had risen to a crescendo and Dinsdale was suddenly aware that everyone was staring at him. His hands felt clammy and his shirt was sticking to his back.

But then he couldn’t help himself. He began to laugh.

‘What’s funny?’ said Becca, looking hurt.

‘I should reprimand you for making such a baseless accusation,’ he declared. ‘Or file a formal complaint with HR. But you know what? I can’t be bothered. I’m done with paperwork.’

‘Is that all you’re going to say?’ she asked.

‘What do you want me to say? You think I concocted this elaborate plan to get back at Raven? I should be chuffed you think I’m up to it, but I can assure you, all I want is a quiet life.’

He watched the emotions play out on her face. Mistrust. Doubt. Then a grudging acceptance.

He was sorry in a way. He’d rather enjoyed the idea that she thought him capable of orchestrating such a complex conspiracy.

‘Are you telling the truth?’ she asked.

‘Of course I am. Raven and I have had our moments. I still don’t particularly like the man. But he’s a good detective and I don’t want to see him brought down.’

Her eyes narrowed again. ‘You don’t?’

‘No!’ Now it was Dinsdale’s turn to feel indignant, especially since Becca had insisted on making this showdown so public. ‘It may have escaped your notice, DS Shawcross, but I was supposed to be retiring yesterday. By rights, I should be on my way to board a flight to Miami, but I’ve postponed my holiday until next year.’

‘Oh.’

He puffed out his chest, enjoying the feeling of climbing back onto his high horse. ‘And so, since Superintendent Ellis has clearly got it in for him, I suggest the rest of us start pulling together so that we can get Raven out of this pickle. God knows, he could use some help.’

*

It had been too easy – almost an open goal. A chance to score an equaliser and set things straight. Only those with right on their side got such a lucky break. As Tucker Riley sped over the Pennines on his way back to Blackpool, he replayed the moment in his mind.

The day had begun with a text from his dad. Jimmy Clegg killed our Freddie. That was how Ray and Lorraine always referred to their two sons – our Tucker and our Freddie. Underneath the gloss that money could buy, the Riley family was as working-class Northern as they came, and family meant everything. Ray’s instructions had been clear and to-the-point: Get the bastard.

So Tucker had set out to do just that.

It hadn’t seemed so simple at first. He’d hung around outside the amusement arcade for an hour, but Jimmy hadn’t shown up. So Tucker had gone inside and overheard the girl on the counter talking to a friend on her phone – apparently Jimmy had been arrested. That was bad news. If Jimmy was in police custody, Tucker wouldn’t be able to carry out the traditional Riley form of justice. But then he’d received another text. Their Scarborough source revealed that Jimmy was going to be freed on bail. Tucker headed off to the police station, ready to greet the released prisoner.

Sure enough, Jimmy appeared soon after, a big grin slapped all over his face. Tucker itched to do him there and then, but he wasn’t stupid. He didn’t fancy his chances of getting away if he used a gun right outside a police station, especially with so many people around. So he’d followed his target through the town centre, keeping a distance, but hardly needing to. Jimmy was a careless bastard as well as a stupid one. It didn’t seem to have occurred to him that his life was in danger.

Soon enough, they left the shops behind, and Tucker spotted his opportunity. A steep staircase going down the side of a big hotel. His hand reached for the gun.

And then the unexpected happened.

Jimmy ground to a sudden halt and Tucker damn near collided with the sod. They locked eyes for a second and if Tucker had been carrying a knife he’d have stuck it in him there and then, twisting hard. But Tucker had a gun not a knife, and a better idea had just come to him. He strode on past, taking the steps two at a time, almost laughing to himself as he went.

Scarborough was a damn hilly town and Jimmy was about to take a ride down the funicular railway that descended the cliff. Tucker reached the bottom and hopped onto the other carriage just as it was about to leave. As he’d anticipated, the second car was empty and he waited patiently as it rode up the steep slope, drawing closer and closer to his target.

Halfway up the cliff, or halfway down depending on how you looked at it, the two carriages got almost within touching distance. There was nothing but two panes of glass separating him from Jimmy. He stared into the man’s eyes and saw first recognition and then fear.

A delicious moment. Jimmy knew he was going to die. He understood why and knew there was nothing he could do to prevent it.

Tucker took aim. The carriages were so slow that only an amateur could have missed. And Tucker was no amateur at this game. He hit the bullseye with a single shot.

The tram continued on its way as if nothing had happened. As soon as Tucker’s carriage reached the top of the cliff he alighted and melted away into the crowds of Christmas shoppers, picturing to himself the scene at the bottom of the cliff when the next people about to ride upwards discovered Jimmy Clegg’s body lying in a pool of blood.

He arrived in Blackpool by mid-afternoon. The illuminated outline of Blackpool Tower welcomed him like an old friend. It was good to be back home. He hoped his family would forget about Scarborough now. They didn’t belong there – it was on the wrong side of the Pennines and had brought nothing but trouble.

He pulled his black Range Rover to a halt outside the family home and went inside.

Some people sneered at the house, saying it was too showy, too bling. They laughed at it behind the family’s back, pointing out the fake Roman statues, the marble columns, the oversized orangery at the back with the indoor swimming pool that nobody used. They questioned why the family needed to show off, and what made them so desperate to flaunt their wealth. But Tucker was proud of his parents and knew the truth – his mum and dad didn’t give a flying fuck about proving to the world they were rich. When you’d grown up as poor as Ray and Lorraine Riley, you had to continually prove it to yourself.

He found them waiting for him in the lounge.

His father stood at the bar, a bottle in his hand. He greeted his son with a questioning look. His mum sat on a sofa, a cigarette in her mouth. She stubbed it in the ashtray as soon as Tucker entered. ‘Well?’ she demanded.

‘It’s done.’

His dad stepped forward and embraced him in a bear hug. ‘I’m proud of you, son. You did well.’

‘I need a drink,’ said Tucker. ‘Pour me a whisky, would you, Dad?’

‘Not yet, son.’

‘Why not?’

His mum rose to her feet, her face set hard as nails. ‘We need to go back to Scarborough. There’s one more job to do.’
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Chapter 32

Raven had spent the entire afternoon doing his best to keep out of sight. He shunned the busy shopping streets of the town centre, keeping instead to back streets and alleyways, never staying in one place, always moving on, head down, collar turned up against the persistent drizzle.

It was no fun being a fugitive. His leg ached from the constant walking and he could hardly remember how it felt to be warm and dry. Quincey trotted loyally by his side, but even the dog was showing signs of weariness, increasingly reluctant to move on with the passing of the hours.

‘Getting hungry, boy?’ asked Raven. ‘Me too.’

He stopped to buy food at a harbourside stall, but there wasn’t much on offer except chips, burgers and sausages. The bloke in the kiosk was happy enough to sell him an extra sausage or two for Quincey, although Raven could imagine the rebuke Vicky Hardcastle would give him if she found out what he was feeding his dog. Quincey seemed to realise this was a one-off, never to be repeated, and resolved to make the most of it, tucking in to his high-fat meal with gusto.

They sat on a step together on the eastern pier to take the weight off their feet while they ate. The tide was out, the boats resting low on the mudflats. Turnstones, redshanks and oystercatchers patrolled the basin, picking over the rich feeding ground left bare by the retreating sea. A gull landed nearby, hoping for a spare chip, but it was out of luck. Raven shooed it away. ‘This meal’s all ours, eh, Quince? I don’t know when we’ll eat again.’

Beyond the harbour, the town stretched out along the bay. The lighthouse on Vincent’s Pier, the spa and Grand Hotel behind it on the far shore. The old town close to the harbour, with the church of St Mary’s on the headland. The castle walls loomed high above.

‘It’s a grand sight, isn’t it?’ Raven said to his dog. ‘Could you ever grow bored of it?’

And yet the unspoken thought persisted: if he didn’t clear his name, he might not see it again.

After finishing the food, he risked a short walk along the windswept Foreshore in the direction of the funicular railway. The area was cordoned off, the police presence inevitably attracting a crowd of onlookers, filming with their phones. He overheard the words shooting and gang violence. This was precisely the turn of events he had sought to avoid. Gun crime on the streets of Scarborough. An ever-increasing cycle of revenge killings.

The irony struck him. If Jimmy Clegg had admitted to killing Freddie Riley, or if he hadn’t moved the body from the freezer, or if he hadn’t accused Raven of contaminating the scene, he’d still be alive. In police custody facing a murder or manslaughter charge admittedly, but not in the mortuary. But Raven had failed to make his allegations stick, and Jimmy had tasted a different kind of justice at the hands of the Rileys.

A police officer stepped over the cordon and Raven ducked his head and continued on his way. He turned inland, climbing the steep slope that led up to the town. The pain in his leg was growing with every step so he risked calling in at a pharmacy to buy a packet of painkillers. The shop had a camera behind the counter and he knew the pharmacist would ask him questions before serving him, but he had no choice. He paid with cash and left with the strongest pills he could buy over the counter, swallowing a couple as soon as he was out of the shop.

An idea was taking shape as he trudged along the streets. A way to prove he had been set up. It was something Darren had said about Ray and Lorraine Riley. I asked Harry to check them out. He said they were legit.

Raven had let the comment pass at the time, but the more he thought about it, the less it made sense. Harry Hood was many things but he wasn’t stupid. Or careless. Far from it.

What sort of lawyer could possibly look into a family like the Rileys and come away with the conclusion that they were law-abiding citizens worth doing business with? In short, not the sort of lawyer who charged his clients hundreds of pounds an hour. And not the sort of lawyer who routinely worked on behalf of heavyweight career criminals himself.

Darren trusted Harry – the two of them had worked together for years. Had Darren’s trust been misplaced? Raven was determined to find out.

*

Becca had decided to give Dinsdale the benefit of the doubt. She couldn’t put her finger on exactly what had made her trust him, but probably it was the revelation that he’d cancelled his holiday in order to assist his former adversary. Becca had never known Dinsdale perform such a selfless deed before. One thing was certain: Raven needed all the help he could get right now, especially with Gillian relentlessly piling on the pressure. Since the shooting of Jimmy Clegg, she had assumed full hands-on control of the investigation.

The hunt for Raven was now in full swing. A caravan site owner had called in first thing to report that a man answering Raven’s description had hired one of his caravans the previous night. The individual in question had given his name as Tom Smith and paid for three days’ accommodation in cash. A marked car had visited the site and searched the caravan with the site owner’s permission. They had recovered the packaging from a ready meal and an empty tin of dog food.

‘Raven owns a dog, doesn’t he?’ Gillian had asked.

‘A Black Lab,’ Becca reluctantly confirmed.

‘Check everything for prints,’ said Gillian.

Fortunately, Raven hadn’t returned to the caravan. Perhaps he had seen the police car at the site or had been tipped off.

Becca felt sick. Her job required her to carry out Gillian’s orders, yet every fibre of her being yearned to do the opposite – to sabotage the investigation and help Raven evade capture. She was sure that Tony and Jess – and perhaps Dinsdale too – felt the same.

Only Gillian seemed intent on hunting him down.

Tony was just hanging up the phone. ‘Ma’am, there’s been a call from a member of the public with a possible sighting of DCI Raven.’

‘Credible?’ asked Gillian. Since putting the post out on social media requesting the public’s help in tracking down Raven, they had been deluged with messages and calls. A dedicated team was filtering it all, trying to find a signal amid the noise. But in principle every lead had to be followed up.

‘A pharmacist phoned in to say that a man fitting Raven’s description purchased a pack of co-codamol earlier this afternoon,’ said Tony.

Gillian’s gaze sharpened with interest. ‘When was this?’

‘The man says he was there about an hour ago, ma’am.’

Gillian’s cheeks reddened, and the veins at her temples bulged. ‘An hour? He damn well took his time reporting it, and it sounds like he was happy to take Raven’s money as well. Jess, go and check it out. I want the CCTV from that shop ASAP.’

Jess hastily pulled her coat on. ‘Yes, ma’am.’ She scurried out.

Gillian swept her steely gaze around the room as if daring anyone to challenge her.

Becca kept her head down, trying to focus on her computer screen. This was the side that Gillian Ellis usually chose not to reveal. The dark side. The bully. If this was what it took to reach the rank of detective superintendent, Becca wasn’t sure she ever wanted to reach that high.

Gillian strode over to a map on the wall where she was recording known and potential sightings of Raven. The caravan was already marked, and now she stuck a red dot over the location of the pharmacy. To Becca’s dismay, the funicular tram where Jimmy Clegg was killed had also been highlighted.

‘Where is he now?’ Gillian asked. ‘What is he doing?’

But no one in the incident room could provide an answer. Becca hadn’t heard from Raven since the previous day and knew that his phone was still switched off. Tony would alert them the second it was switched on – although they all knew that Raven was too smart to use his phone while the search was ongoing.

Becca’s desk phone rang and she picked up. It was the ballistics report she had been waiting for. ‘Andy, what do you have?’ she asked.

‘The bullet used to kill Jimmy Clegg was another 9mm round, the same as in the castle shooting. I’d say it’s probably from a similar handgun, most likely a Glock 17 or 19.’

‘Thanks, Andy.’

Becca relayed the information to Gillian and the room at large.

Gillian’s brows knitted together in consternation. ‘How many blasted guns are out there?’

It was a good question. Including the Glocks that had been found in Freddie Riley’s car and Raven’s house, they now knew of three.

Becca decided to risk sticking her head above the parapet. ‘Ma’am, since a weapon has already been recovered from DCI Raven’s house, doesn’t that suggest that the latest murder was committed by someone else? Perhaps Tucker Riley?’

She immediately regretted her decision. Gillian Ellis rounded on her with barely restrained anger. ‘Suggestions aren’t good enough for me, thank you very much, DS Shawcross. But for your information, Tucker Riley’s car left Scarborough shortly after the shooting and returned to Blackpool. Lancashire police have already visited the Rileys’ house with an arrest warrant, but there was no one at home. However, Tucker’s car has been spotted, apparently returning to Scarborough. If it continues on its current route, it’ll be here within the next two hours. So whether it’s Raven who’s armed, or Tucker Riley, or both of them, my top priority is to get them under lock and key before this bloodbath claims any more victims. Do I make myself clear?’

‘Perfectly, ma’am.’ The news that a warrant had now been issued for Tucker’s arrest was welcome, but Becca wondered why Gillian hadn’t announced that already. It made her wonder what else she was keeping to herself. Becca had always wanted to work more closely with Gillian Ellis, but now that the opportunity had come, she was wishing Raven was back. He might be moody, he might be secretive, but at least she knew which side he was on.

At that moment, Tony took another call. ‘Could you repeat the name of the street, please?’ He wrote something down.

Gillian waited impatiently for him to finish. As soon as he’d hung up, she asked, ‘Has he been seen again?’

‘No, ma’am. But his car’s been found. It’s in a side street near Peasholm Park.’

‘Then he can’t be far away. Send a squad car round there now.’

Gillian fixed yet another red dot to the map on the wall and stood back to assess it.

A sinking feeling was beginning to overwhelm Becca. The net was closing in on Raven, and if he was now on foot, he might not be able to avoid it for much longer.

*

Raven didn’t have to wait long for darkness to fall. By four o’clock it was dusk and the Christmas lights were coming on, although he hardly felt in the mood for celebration. He endured the long climb up Ramshill Road and turned onto Valley Bridge Parade. The tall railings on each side of the road reminded him of a prison yard. By the time he reached Harry Hood’s office, he was out of breath and limping badly. He swallowed a couple more pills and sat down on a wooden bench opposite the imposing Victorian building for a breather while he surveyed his surroundings.

A single light showed through the windows of the ground floor of the building. Raven watched and waited. After fifteen minutes, the light was extinguished as one of the secretaries left the building and locked up. He waited another five minutes, but there was no sign of life inside. It was Saturday night and everyone had gone home.

He crossed the road and examined the front door. It was made from heavy oak and secured with multiple locks. It also looked out onto a busy main road well-lit with streetlights. Raven made his way to the end of the row of houses and ducked under an archway onto the back of the terrace on Plantation Hill.

This was much more promising. Plantation Hill was a dark, tree-lined lane, free from traffic and pedestrians. A simple wooden door in the red-brick wall marked the rear entrance to the office. It didn’t take Raven long to pick the lock, and soon he found himself in a dingy yard at the back of the swanky offices. The sharp smell of mildew filled his nostrils. Water dripped from a leaking gutter and stained the ground a shade of green. This was the part of the building that clients didn’t get to see.

Quincey gazed up at him with a questioning look, his keen eyes bright in the shadows.

‘Yeah,’ said Raven, giving the dog’s head a pat. ‘I know we shouldn’t be doing this. But sometimes when you’re in a hole, the only way out is to keep digging.’

The back door into the building looked harder to break into than the door into the yard. But there was a kitchen window that didn’t look in such good shape. It was an old box-sash window, in need of repair. The wood had rotted in places and it rattled in its frame when Raven gave it a push. With a bit of elbow, he was able to force it open. The sash stuck halfway, but he reckoned the gap was just wide enough for him to climb through.

‘What do you reckon, Quincey?’

He lifted the dog up first and, with some words of encouragement, pushed him through the open window. The animal’s paws scrabbled on a stainless-steel sink, knocking mugs and plates everywhere. Then Quincey jumped down to the floor with a bark, apparently none the worse for his ordeal.

Now it was Raven’s turn.

Climbing in through the window was easier said than done. He pulled a wheelie bin onto its side and stood on it. Then he levered himself up using the window sill for purchase. For a moment his top half was hanging precariously over the sink while his legs were still outside.

Quincey whined anxiously.

‘Okay, I’m not as agile as you, mate,’ said Raven, doing his best to make light of the situation. But he genuinely feared he might be stuck like that all night.

The taps dug painfully into his stomach, but he inched himself forwards until his knees were resting on the windowsill. Then he twisted around and bent his legs up to his chest. As he did so, a tearing pain stabbed at his right leg. He’d pulled a muscle. Cursing loudly, he lost his balance and landed with a resounding crash on the draining board among the crockery. A sharp fragment of broken porcelain pierced the skin on his hand. When he brought his palm to his mouth, he tasted blood.

It hadn’t been the most elegant of break-ins. Being a burglar was harder than it looked. Not only had he injured his leg, he’d left DNA all over the draining board.

‘At least we’re in, Quincey,’ he muttered. ‘Let’s hope it was worth it.’

*

Hannah had spent an anxious day clutching her phone, waiting for either Becca or her dad to get in touch, desperately hoping for good news and wishing that her father was home. She hated the idea that he was a wanted man. There were a few occasions when she almost messaged him, but she held back each time. She had no new information to tell him, and he would reach out to her if he needed anything. This all had to be a terrible mistake, and surely the police would come to their senses soon.

He had told her to stay safe, and she didn’t want to go out, but there was no food in the house except some old cheese in the fridge and a tin of baked beans in the cupboard. It would only take her ten minutes to pop to the corner shop on Sandside and pick up the ingredients for a meal.

She put on her coat and pulled up the hood, partly because of the weather but also to conceal her identity. With her dad’s photo splashed all over social media, she didn’t want anyone to spot her. She slipped out into the rain-washed street, the streetlights reflecting on the slick cobbles, turning wet stone into a scattering of broken stars. The spaces between the streetlights lay pooled in shadow, and she hurried along, making her way past the house that had once been the Three Mariners Pub, one of the oldest pubs in town, and reputedly the most haunted. Among other salty tales, it was said that a headless woman sometimes appeared there to warn fishermen of impending doom. It was a private residence now, yet it didn’t take much imagination on a night like this to picture the spirits of drunken revellers from ages past staggering out into the narrow street, raising their voices in song as they made their way home.

At the shop, Hannah quickly grabbed bread, butter, eggs, and bananas, and paid for them at the self-service checkout. When she turned back into Quay Street, a black Range Rover was parked outside the house, its lights casting a red glare over the bricks of the buildings. It hadn’t been there when she’d gone out. Why hadn’t the driver used the car park at the end of the road? Was he lost, or uncertain whether the large vehicle would fit down such a narrow street?

A shiver ran down her spine as she waited, trying to decide what to do. Her instinct told her to turn and head back to the busy main road, but she was too slow.

The driver’s door opened, and at the same time a meaty hand grabbed hold of her from behind. She tried to cry out, but her attacker’s other hand clamped over her mouth, stifling her attempts to scream. Her shopping bag fell to the ground.

‘Don’t make a sound, darling,’ a man’s voice whispered in her ear. ‘If you don’t struggle, you’ll come to no harm.’

Another man was emerging from the car now. A younger man, tall and strong in a black leather jacket. His hair was shaven close to his skull, and he strode towards her, unsmiling.

Hannah struggled against the first man’s grip, but he was far too strong for her. He shoved her forwards and before she knew what was happening, they were on either side of her, pinning her arms and frogmarching her towards the car. The younger man pulled the rear door of the car open and the older one shoved her inside. He climbed in after her.

‘Help!’ screamed Hannah, but the door to the car slammed shut and the man grabbed her neck.

‘I told you to shut your mouth!’ he snarled. ‘Now, don’t make me hurt you.’ He squeezed her throat until she felt faint, before releasing the pressure with a grunt. The front door opened and the guy with the buzz-cut clambered into the driver’s seat.

To Hannah’s astonishment, there was a woman in the front passenger seat. Middle-aged with platinum-blonde hair, a leopard-skin coat, and eyelashes like enormous spiders. Her perfume was overpowering in the confined space of the vehicle. She swivelled around and examined Hannah as if she were sizing up a cut of meat at the butcher’s.

‘Is that her, Ray? Are you sure you’ve got the right one?’ She was pure Lancashire.

‘Of course I’m sure,’ said Ray. ‘Now come on, Tucker, let’s get going.’ The young man started the engine.

Hannah grabbed at the door and struggled furiously with it, but it wouldn’t open from the inside.

The young man – Tucker – turned in his seat and half drew a gun from his jacket pocket. The dark metal glinted dangerously in the dim light, and Hannah fell still.

‘Don’t try anything stupid,’ said the woman in a voice that cut like ice. ‘Not if you want to see your father alive again.’

‘Do you know where he is?’ Hannah asked, her voice hoarse.

The woman gave a cruel laugh. ‘Not yet, sweetie. But I’m sure he’ll come running as soon as he finds out what’s happened to you.’ She turned to Ray. ‘Now tie her up and gag her, will you? I can’t stand that little bitch whining any longer.’

‘No,’ begged Hannah. ‘Please! I’ll be quiet, I promise.’

But it was no use. Ray took out a zip tie and bound her wrists together, pulling the cable so tight it bit into her skin. Then he stuffed a dirty rag into her mouth and tied it at the back of her head. A tear escaped her eye and ran down her cheek.

The woman leant closer, eyes narrowing. ‘And what have we here?’ Her hand darted to Hannah’s pocket and plucked out her phone. She tapped the screen, and light illuminated her face in a sickening glow. ‘Let’s turn this off for the moment. We don’t want anyone to know where we are, do we?’ She held the power button and Hannah watched helplessly as the device shut down.

The woman dropped the phone into a red leather handbag. Then she brought her gaze back to Hannah, surveying her with eyes as cold as a wolf, unblinking in the darkness. ‘Try to escape, or make a sound, or cause us any trouble at all, and you’ll get a bullet in the middle of your pretty little face. Got it, darling? Now, sit back and enjoy the ride!’

Hannah bit back the tears as the car sped out of Quay Street and rounded the headland.

*

Raven wrapped his bloodied hand in a tea towel, then climbed the darkened staircase to the first floor, dragging his injured leg with a limp. He was able to find his way around the building well enough with the lights off. He’d been here before to interview a witness – a wealthy Russian businessman who happened to be one of Harry’s clients.

The sharp stabbing in his thigh made every step an agony, but he pushed the pain from his mind. There would be time enough later to worry about that.

On the first floor he found the door with the brass plaque bearing Harry’s name and hobbled up to it. As he’d feared, the office was locked, but it took him less than five minutes of patient effort to pick the lock. He pushed the door open and went inside.

Harry’s private office was large and plush, with a mahogany desk, leather armchairs, and a prominently displayed drinks cabinet. The room looked out of the front of the building so it was too risky to turn on the light. Instead, Raven made do with the glow from the streetlight outside filtering through the half-open Venetian blinds.

He rifled through the contents of a metal filing cabinet, but there was nothing relating to the Rileys. Next, he sat at Harry’s desk and tried the drawers. The top drawer contained stationery items – pens, pencils, legal pads and a silver paper knife.

From outside, the sudden sound of a police siren came screaming past the window. The room was filled with blue flashing light. Raven ducked low behind the desk until it had gone, then resumed his search.

The second desk drawer was locked. He gave it a rattle and considered employing his lock-picking skills for a third time, but he was done with niceties. He’d already left a broken window and a trail of blood downstairs. What was the point of a softly-softly approach now?

The antique desk might have looked nice, but it wasn’t half as secure as Harry believed. It took Raven less than a minute with the help of the paper knife he’d found in the first drawer to force the lock.

The drawer sprang open and Raven peered inside. A black leather folder sat at the bottom of the drawer and Raven took it out and spread its contents over the desk. The collection of documents related to a number of high-profile clients and if Harry had gone to such lengths to keep them safe, Raven was willing to bet that if there was anything in the office worth finding, this was it. He worked through the documents carefully, turning over page after page. None of them seemed to be relevant. And then finally, he found what he was looking for.

The contract could have passed for any other piece of legalese, dense with clauses and subclauses. Only the names of the parties stood out. Harry Hood on one hand. Ray and Lorraine Riley on the other. Raven began to read.

He was no legal expert, but as he waded through the long, convoluted sentences full of jargon and inaccessible phrasing, it gradually became clear that the contract set out a framework for a joint business venture. The nature of the business was deliberately obscure and vague, but the broad terms were clear enough. Harry Hood would introduce the Rileys to a well-placed contact in the Scarborough area and would receive a finder’s fee – ten percent of any resulting profits.

There was no mention here of the contact’s name, but the identity of that individual was clear enough in Raven’s mind – Darren Jubb. Harry had taken advantage of his old friend for personal gain, knowing exactly the kind of people he was bringing into Darren’s world.

Raven took out his phone and began to photograph the pages of the document.
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Chapter 33

It was six o’clock in the evening. When Raven finished photographing the contract, he folded it up and slipped it inside his coat pocket. The document might be inadmissible as evidence in a court of law since he had broken every rule in the book to obtain it, but it was proof of a different kind.

He woke Quincey, who was snoozing on the rug. The dog opened one lazy eye as if to say, Where now? You’ve got to be kidding me.

‘Come on, mate,’ said Raven encouragingly. ‘We can’t stop here.’

Quincey rose reluctantly and followed Raven back downstairs to the kitchen. The open window and the broken crockery on the draining board made a stark reminder of their ungainly entry into the building. Not that Raven needed reminding – the throbbing of his hand and thigh were enough to do that. Before leaving, he swallowed another two of the painkillers and washed them down with water at the sink. The instructions on the packet said not to take more than eight tablets in twenty-four hours. But the writers of those instructions hadn’t known what a shit day he was having.

To leave the building, he simply unbolted the back door and stepped outside. The wind was picking up now that night had closed in, stirring piles of dead leaves beneath the shadow of the wall, and the thought of the long slog back up Oliver’s Mount filled him with dread. But that was where he had to go.

‘Come on, Quincey. It’s back to Darren’s house next.’

The poor dog would never want to go for a walk again.

They made their way around to the front of the terrace and set off over the bridge, high above Valley Park, the wind gusting harder here, and Raven wincing with every step. A young couple strolled towards them from the other side, eyeing them with suspicion. Raven turned his head away, casting his face in shadow and hoping they hadn’t seen the online bulletin proclaiming him to be a murderer. But they hurried past, hand in hand, taking little notice of a man and his dog limping slowly along on a Saturday night. They probably just took him to be an old drunk.

‘Funny that, eh, Quincey?’ murmured Raven.

But there were no laughs to be had on the other side of the bridge. Ramshill Road began to climb uphill immediately, and Raven knew there would be no respite until Darren’s house.

‘Why can’t the old bugger live at the bottom of the hill like us?’ Raven asked his dog. But the answer was obvious – the top of the hill was where the rich folk lived, and Darren had always been determined to be the richest of them all.

Half a mile later and the road was just getting steeper. They were on Filey Road now, and it felt longer than it ever had. Raven didn’t usually walk this way but came by car. He felt a sharp pang of regret for his abandoned BMW. If he ever managed to clear his name he might just drive out of Scarborough and never return. He’d had the right idea when he’d left at sixteen. He should have stayed away.

When he eventually staggered up to the front door of Darren’s house, he noticed Donna’s Porsche back in its usual spot. She hadn’t left, then. She’d probably just been keeping out of Harry’s way, and who could blame her? Donna had always had more sense than Darren.

He rang the bell, leaning heavily on the door frame for support.

The door swung open and Darren stared at him in alarm. ‘Bloody hell, what’s happened to you?’

‘Just let me in,’ groaned Raven and stumbled over the threshold.

He didn’t wait to be asked but carried on into the lounge. Donna was sitting on the sofa, flicking through the glossy pages of a magazine. As soon as she caught sight of him, her mouth fell open. He must have looked even worse than he felt.

‘Bloody hell, Tom,’ she said as he collapsed onto an armchair. ‘You look like you’re about to pass out.’

‘You look like you could do with something strong,’ said Darren, topping up his tumbler of whisky and reaching for a second glass. ‘Oh, I forgot, you don’t drink, do you?’

Raven shook his head, too exhausted to speak. For the first time in his adult life, he was sorely tempted to accept Darren’s offer. But he had managed without alcohol since the day his mother died and didn’t think it would help now. Especially not on top of all those painkillers.

‘I’ll have a cigarette,’ he said. ‘If you’ve got one.’

‘Sorry,’ said Darren. ‘I gave up years ago.’

‘Me too,’ said Raven. ‘Then a coffee would be nice. Strong and black.’

Donna rose to her feet. ‘I’ll make you one.’

‘And could you bring a bowl of water for Quincey?’

‘Sure.’

The dog lay down on the carpet, his tongue hanging out, panting with exertion.

‘I’ve got something to show you,’ Raven told Darren, stirring himself from his stupor. He fished the papers from his coat pocket and handed them over.

‘What’s this?’ Darren reached for his reading glasses, frowning at the document.

‘That,’ said Raven, ‘is proof that Harry Hood knew the Rileys right from the very beginning. They didn’t find you. He found them and instigated the first meeting between you. He only pretended to do due diligence on them.’

Darren turned the pages of the contract, reading them carefully, an expression of disbelief spreading over his face. ‘But this doesn’t make any sense. Harry told me–’

‘What did he tell you?’ asked Donna, returning with a cup of coffee and a bowl of water. She handed the drink to Raven and set the bowl on the carpet for Quincey, who began lapping with enthusiasm.

‘Harry lied to you from the very start,’ said Raven. ‘He has no intention of helping you get out of your business arrangement with the Rileys. It’s not in his interests.’

The colour had drained from Darren’s face. He tossed the document onto the table and whipped off his glasses. ‘That scheming bastard!’ He picked up his whisky, downing it in one.

Donna glared at him, eyes flashing. ‘You’re a bloody idiot, Darren. What have I always said about Harry? That he isn’t to be trusted!’

‘Well, it seems you were right,’ snapped Darren. ‘But what the hell are we going to do now?’

‘We?’ mocked Donna. ‘I’m not the one who blundered into a business deal with a bunch of gangsters.’ Her voice softened as she turned to Raven. ‘And I haven’t been framed for murder. I heard what happened to that amusement arcade owner. I didn’t believe for a second that you killed him, Tom.’

‘Thanks.’ Raven sipped the coffee, allowing the hot bitter liquid to begin its magic. He had a long night ahead of him and would need every ounce of fortification.

Darren leaned forward. ‘So, you’re on the run, Tom. What’s your next move?’

It was a good question. Raven’s immediate plan had been to find out the truth behind Harry’s involvement and show the proof to Darren. He hadn’t thought much further than that. ‘I have to prove that the gun found in my house wasn’t mine and that I didn’t murder Guy Stringer. It would help if I could prove that Tucker Riley was behind the shooting of Jimmy Clegg.’

‘How are you going to do that?’ asked Donna.

‘I don’t know,’ said Raven. ‘But one thing I do know is that Harry Hood has already crossed you once. You’re not safe here until the Riley family are behind bars. You need to leave.’

‘Leave?’ barked Darren, his nostrils flaring. ‘Leave and go where?’

‘Anywhere,’ said Raven. ‘Just move. Now.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ Donna cut in. ‘I’d need to pack a suitcase. I can’t just–’

Her protest was drowned by the sound of shattering glass from the rear of the house.

Darren spun round. ‘What the–’

‘You bloody idiot!’ Donna snapped at her husband. ‘What have you dragged us into?’

Raven ignored them. His voice was a razor’s edge. ‘Out! Now!’

This time they didn’t argue. ‘Come on,’ said Darren, reaching for Donna’s hand.

She hesitated just long enough to brush her lips against Raven’s cheek and whisper, ‘Take care.’ Then they were out of the front door, gravel crunching under their feet as they sprinted for the car.

Quincey was already on his paws, sensing the urgency. ‘Time for us to make ourselves scarce too, Quince,’ said Raven. He checked the hallway was clear before following in Donna and Darren’s footsteps but making a lot less noise.

Outside the house, the couple were getting into Donna’s Porsche. Security lights flooded the garage and drive in stark white.

Raven slipped away across the lawn, Quincey at his heels. The black dog was almost invisible amid the shadows. They crouched low and waited as Tucker Riley stormed through the door, a gun in his hand. He raised it and took aim at the car.

The Porsche bellowed into life, its engine splitting the silence with a sudden throaty roar, its headlights cutting a swathe through the night. Donna floored the accelerator and the car leapt forward, wheels screeching to gain traction.

A shot rang out, and then another.

Bullets punched through the night air, but the Porsche was already tearing past the gates, tyres squealing as it raced away.

Tucker lowered the weapon and slid it back under his jacket. He pulled out his phone instead and spoke into it in a low growl. ‘They got away.’ He paused, then nodded in reply. ‘Understood.’

Raven watched from the cover of the shrubbery as Tucker cast one last look over the property and strode off in the direction of the main road.

Raven breathed out a sigh of relief and pressed a steadying hand to Quincey’s collar. ‘Come on, lad,’ he whispered. ‘This ends tonight.’
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Chapter 34

Becca checked the time on her phone. 7pm. She had stayed on late at the station, working long after normal hours. She simply couldn’t leave, knowing that Raven was out there being hunted as a murderer. Gillian remained in position too, as well as Jess, Tony and even Dinsdale. For better or worse, they were going to see it through to the end.

The atmosphere in the incident room was charged and tense, like the stillness before a storm. Jess’s visit to the pharmacy had confirmed that it was Raven who had bought the painkillers, and that Quincey was with him. Yet despite Gillian’s insistence that a man and a dog couldn’t evade the police for long, there had been no further sightings of him, and his abandoned car had revealed few clues.

However, a break-in had been reported within the past hour at the offices of the solicitors where Harry Hood worked as senior partner, and a car had been dispatched to investigate. Becca didn’t know how Harry Hood could be caught up in all this, but it couldn’t possibly be a coincidence.

‘What is he doing?’ Gillian asked the room, seemingly for the hundredth time. ‘What’s his next move?’

Becca wished she knew. She felt herself to be in limbo, unable to settle to anything, unable to concentrate, yet determined to remain at her post. One thing she did know – if she was going to be of any use to anyone, she needed to make herself another brew. Tea, and the chocolate biscuits that Jess had brought back with her from her visit to the pharmacy, were all that was keeping her going.

She was just filling the kettle when her phone rang. Shit. It was Sam. She’d completely forgotten she’d arranged to meet him at the pub. She had promised to finally give him an answer to his question – would she marry him? How could it possibly have slipped her mind?

‘Oh my God, Sam, I’m so sorry,’ she blurted. ‘Have you been waiting for me?’

His voice was flat. ‘We agreed to meet half an hour ago. Are you coming?’

‘I’m sorry, I can’t. I’m tied up with a murder investigation. I should have let you know.’

There was a silence before he answered. ‘It’s all over the news,’ he said eventually. ‘The police are saying Raven’s the killer. Is he?’

‘I… I don’t know,’ she stammered, wanting to say more, but knowing she should stick to the official line. She lowered her voice. ‘I don’t think so. No, I’m sure he’s not.’

‘But you can’t be certain.’

It sounded like an accusation, and she knew she had to make her choice one way or another. To agree to marry the man who clearly loved her so much, or to risk everything for the sake of a wanted suspect – a man whose emotions were as much an enigma as everything else about him.

Yet how could she make that choice when Raven was still at large with so much at stake?

‘I can’t talk now,’ she told Sam, knowing she must sound like a broken record. ‘I’ll call in at your place as soon as I can, I promise.’ She waited with bated breath, half expecting him to say no, that he had waited for as long as he could, that it was all over between them.

‘Sure,’ he said. ‘You know I’ll wait for as long as it takes, Becca. I’ll be back at the flat. Just drop by when you finish work.’

He ended the call, leaving her full of shame and self-reproach. Sam deserved so much better than this.

Her phone rang again just as the kettle came to the boil and she splashed water into her mug in irritation. What now?

The call was from an unknown number and she accepted it, her pulse quickening in a heady mix of hope and fear.

‘Who is it?’

‘Becca? It’s Raven.’

Her heart leapt at the sound of his voice and her words tumbled out in a rush. ‘Are you okay? Where are you?’

‘Can you meet me?’

‘Of course.’ She lowered her voice, glancing over her shoulder to make sure she was alone. ‘Where?’

‘Oliver’s Mount. At the war memorial.’

‘Give me ten minutes.’

By rights, she should have informed Gillian Ellis that Raven had made contact and that he was currently on the Mount. If it came out later that she’d withheld information, she would lose her job for certain. Yet informing Gillian was the last thing she intended to do. Instead, her mind was a storm of questions: what was Raven doing there? Why had he broken into the solicitor’s office? What was it he needed from her?

Never mind any of that now. He had called her – her alone – and she was going to do whatever he asked.

She abandoned her mug of tea and slipped out of the building unseen. The evening rush hour was over and her Honda Jazz made rapid progress as it sped up the hill. She took the bends more quickly than usual and even drove through a red light when the road was clear. Raven’s driving habits were starting to rub off on her.

Oliver’s Mount was deserted at this time on a Saturday night and the road that twisted its way up to the flat summit lay cloaked in darkness. A rabbit appeared suddenly in the road before her, its eyes two bright points of light. She jammed her foot on the brake, coming to a halt with a screech of brakes as the rabbit barrelled away into the trees.

She breathed slowly, trying to calm herself down. She would be no use to Raven if her car ended up in a ditch.

She took the rest of the journey at a more sedate pace, arriving at the war memorial without further incident. There were no other vehicles around, so she pulled to a stop in the middle of the road and shut off the engine.

The wind snatched the door as she stepped out of the car, cold air whipping at her hair. A storm was coming, the exposed summit catching the worst of the advancing weather front. A dark bank of clouds was rolling in from over the sea. She hadn’t brought her coat with her and wrapped her arms around herself for warmth. She slammed the car door shut with a bang.

‘Hello?’ she called. The Mount was deserted.

Then a shadowy figure limped from behind the war memorial, a black dog at his side.

‘Raven!’ Becca ran to him and threw her arms around him, breathing in the familiar scent of wool from his coat.

Just for a moment, he held her tight. ‘You came.’

‘Of course I came. What have you been doing? I’ve been so worried.’

His breathing was ragged, his skin cold. ‘You have?’

‘Of course.’

He released her from his grasp and took a step back, his expression already closing down. ‘I’m not worth worrying about. I’m simply trouble.’

‘No you’re not.’ She looked up into his face, seeing the weariness carved into those familiar features, the pain he carried like a penance. ‘I know what you did for Ava. You took the heat in order to keep her out of the investigation into Freddie Riley’s death. You protected her, even when Gillian suspended you from duty.’

He shrugged as if it meant nothing. ‘I had no choice. Ava could have been charged if I’d revealed her involvement.’

Becca shook her head firmly. ‘You did have a choice, and you chose a brave path.’ Her voice softened. ‘You’re a good man, Raven. You don’t have to carry this burden of guilt around with you all the time.’

He looked so sad and broken, she wanted to take him in her arms again and kiss him. Yet somehow she held back.

‘You’re the only person who’s ever truly believed in me,’ he murmured. ‘Apart from Hannah, of course.’ He reached out a hand and stroked her hair. ‘I should have realised sooner…’

‘Realised what?’ The urge to kiss him grew stronger.

He dropped his hand and shook his head. ‘It’s too late now.’

‘It’s not too late,’ she whispered. ‘It’s never too late.’

But something in his expression had hardened again. He dug into his coat pocket and handed her a sheaf of paper. ‘There’s not much time. Show this to Gillian.’

She accepted it reluctantly, fearing the worst. ‘What is it?’

‘Proof that Harry Hood orchestrated the whole show.’

‘Please don’t tell me you broke into his office this evening,’ she begged, but it was obvious from his expression that he’d done precisely that.

‘Listen to me, Becca. This contract proves that Harry brought the Riley family to Scarborough. He introduced them to Darren Jubb in full knowledge of the kind of people they were. That’s why he chose them. He deliberately set out to cause chaos.’

‘Slow down a minute,’ she pleaded. ‘Why would he do that?’

‘Because of me. Although Harry stood to gain financially from any deals that Darren and the Rileys sealed, that was just a smokescreen. Harry doesn’t need the money, he wants revenge because ever since I returned to Scarborough as a police officer, I’ve been getting the better of him. He wants me to be sent down for life. He hates Hannah too, and this is his way of hitting back at her.’

Becca was struggling to keep up. ‘You’re still twenty steps ahead of me. How could Harry have known you would come under suspicion for murder? He couldn’t have predicted that Tucker Riley would shoot Guy Stringer.’

The wind was ruffling Raven’s hair, but his eyes held steady, his gaze fixed on her. ‘No, but Harry calculated that once the Riley family got involved, sooner or later someone would end up dead. Then he could frame me for murder. Tell me, where precisely was the gun found in my house?’

Becca hesitated, knowing she should say nothing. But it was far too late for keeping quiet. ‘It was at the back of the wardrobe in the front bedroom, wrapped in a cloth inside a shoe box.’

Raven nodded. ‘I thought so. When Harry and I were teenagers, he stole a bottle of very expensive whisky from his dad and hid it in a shoe box in exactly the same place. When my dad found it there, he assumed I was the thief and gave me a real beating. Harry placed the gun there as a coded message, so that I would know he had done it but wouldn’t be able to prove anything. He’s gloating, like he always does.’

Raven’s claims were so wild Becca didn’t know what to believe. ‘Then come to the station with me,’ she urged. ‘Tell Gillian yourself. You’d explain all this so much better than I could.’

Raven’s eyes were filled with sadness. ‘You know I can’t. Gillian would never believe me. This is personal now. It’s between me and Harry.’

Frustration knotted in her chest, but she knew words wouldn’t move him. He was already set on his course. ‘I can’t just leave you here,’ she said.

He gave her a lopsided grin. ‘Would it be too much to ask for a lift?’
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Chapter 35

Becca maintained her silence throughout the drive back into town. Emotions raged within her, as strong as the wind that buffeted the little car, but she locked them down, knowing that if she gave voice to her true feelings, she would be unable to stop herself from pouring out her heart.

Raven, too, seemed to have withdrawn into his own world, and said nothing.

She drew to a halt on Peasholm Gap in front of Ellie’s apartment block. ‘What are you going to do now?’ she asked.

‘Find Harry and the Rileys.’

‘And then?’

That crooked smile appeared on his lips again, bringing light into the shadows. ‘Let’s see how it goes.’

She didn’t know whether to hug him or hit him. ‘That’s the worst plan ever.’

‘It’s the best I’ve got.’

‘You’re so infuriating,’ she told him. ‘Promise me you’ll call if you need help.’

‘I promise.’ He squeezed her hand for a moment, then he was out of the car and limping off down the road, Quincey trotting at his side.

Becca watched them vanish into the night, then sat for a moment in stillness. She would have given anything to go with him, wherever he was headed, but she knew he needed to be alone. That was his nature.

Perhaps he could never share his life with another.

She looked up at the flat she had once shared with Ellie. Warm light spilled from the huge floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out towards the sea.

She left the car and walked over to the main entrance, wrapping her arms around herself against the cold. She hesitated, searching for the right words, then pressed the buzzer.

Ellie’s voice came over the intercom, cheerful as ever, but sober for once. ‘Hello?’

‘It’s me, Becca.’

‘Fantastic. Come on up.’

The door clicked open and Becca entered the building.

She hadn’t been here since the day she’d moved out. It had been a tearful farewell, Becca sorry to say goodbye to her friend, but knowing it was the right decision. She’d left behind the fabulous beachside apartment, swapping it for a cramped and threadbare rooftop flat. But her new home had given her the freedom and independence she craved. Raven had helped her move her belongings to Castle Terrace, insisting on carrying all her cases and boxes up the steep flights of stairs.

Now she was back, and the bright lights and shiny surfaces of the apartment no longer felt like home. In truth, they never really had.

Ellie was waiting for her and embraced her with a warm hug. ‘Long time no see! Come on in.’

Becca hesitated. ‘Is Sam here? It’s really him I’ve come to see.’

Ellie understood immediately and lowered her voice. ‘Then I’ll leave you to talk to him alone.’

‘There’s no need,’ said Becca.

But Ellie was already pulling on a warm coat. She gave Becca a wink. ‘I’ll be back later. I just remembered I need to buy a pint of milk.’ She was gone before Becca could say another word.

Becca stepped into the warm apartment, her nose leading her into the kitchen and the heavenly aroma of frying garlic, coriander and lemongrass. Sam was stirring a pot at the island hob, dressed in a stripy apron. She had almost forgotten what a great chef he was – yet another of his talents.

‘Hi, Sam.’

He looked up as she entered the kitchen, a hopeful smile coming to his face, but clouded by uncertainty. ‘Hi.’

So this was it. The moment she had been putting off since he had dropped to one knee, red roses in his hand, the engagement ring in its box. The moment she had been delaying ever since his return from Australia.

‘Becca–’ he began.

She cut him off. ‘No. Let me speak. I have to tell you what I’ve decided.’

‘Okay.’

She drew a deep breath, steadying her nerves. She was about to take a step into the unknown, to begin a journey that would change the course of her life forever. She didn’t know if she was quite ready for this, but when could you ever be truly ready for such a leap of faith? She had known Sam for a long time, become so close to him he was like another part of her, two souls moving together in harmony, and yet she still didn’t know how to say it.

‘Sam…’ She tried again. ‘Sam, what you did, coming to the station like that with a huge bouquet of roses and a ring – it was so romantic. It must have taken enormous courage, but’ – her voice cracked and a tear slid down her cheek – ‘I can’t marry you. I’m sorry.’

He laid aside the wooden spoon and came to wrap his arms around her. ‘It’s all right, Becca. I’d already guessed as much. I’m sorry, too. I should never have gone away.’

‘It’s not your fault.’ The tears were coming thick and fast now. She couldn’t tell him that her heart belonged to another, although that other man might never feel the same way about her. ‘We just grew apart,’ she concluded.

He planted a kiss on her forehead, then released her. ‘Is it Raven?’

She nodded. She could keep nothing from Sam. He knew her too well.

‘Does he know?’

‘Not yet,’ she admitted.

‘Then you must tell him.’

‘I know.’ And yet somehow it had been far easier to tell Sam she couldn’t marry him, than to tell Raven she loved him. ‘I have to go back to work now,’ she said.

He gave her a sad smile. ‘Take care, Becca.’

‘You too.’

*

Detective Superintendent Gillian Ellis was not a happy woman. In fact, she was in a quandary, a state of affairs she particularly disliked. And it was all Tom Raven’s fault.

DCI Raven was without question her best detective by a country mile. If anyone had held a gun to her head – perhaps not a good metaphor to dwell on at present – she would have admitted, quite truthfully, that she trusted him completely. Yet as a result of his actions and the weight of evidence against him, she had been forced to suspend him from duty and issue a warrant for his arrest. She couldn’t have acted otherwise, but that didn’t mean she had enjoyed making those decisions. They had been some of the hardest of her career, and she’d had a long career.

What was it with men, always needing to prove themselves? Why couldn’t Raven be a team player as well as a good detective? Why couldn’t he just do as he was damn well told?

She remembered the day he’d first walked into her office – straight from his father’s funeral – and had requested a transfer from London. She’d stared at him over her reading glasses, wanting to inform him that this wasn’t the way things worked. There were formalities and procedures to wade through. He should have spoken to his boss in the Met first, not come straight to her. The whole process should have taken months.

Yet she had seen something in Raven she immediately liked. He had fascinated her, with his funeral attire and his brusque manner and his brazen disregard for the rules. And she’d had a job which was just right for him. And so she’d taken a risk and pulled a few strings and kept him in Scarborough. He’d started work straightaway and had got the result she wanted. He had clashed with her on a number of occasions, yet he hadn’t disappointed her. Until now.

Now he had run spectacularly off the rails.

She hadn’t believed Jimmy Clegg’s accusation of evidence planting for one second. But the gun found in Raven’s house was harder to dismiss. And the break-in at the solicitor’s office – that had Raven’s stamp all over it.

What could he possibly be doing? Why didn’t he just come in? She couldn’t fix this while he was going rogue. Every second he continued to take matters into his own hands made the situation worse. He wasn’t just risking the investigation and his own career – he was dragging her down with him.

Then there was DS Shawcross. Becca had popped out to the kitchen, supposedly to make a mug of tea. That had been more than an hour ago. Where the hell was she? It didn’t take a genius to work it out.

‘Does anyone know what has happened to DS Shawcross?’ Gillian asked.

Tony and Jess exchanged a glance, and Dinsdale dipped his head, pretending to be working.

They all know too.

‘I think she may have popped out to get a bite to eat,’ said Jess.

‘Do you really think so?’ Gillian demanded. ‘Has anyone heard from her?’

There was a general shaking of heads.

Gillian sighed. ‘Then I suggest one of you picks up the phone.’

Tony was just dialling her number when the door to the incident room creaked open and Becca slipped in, apparently hoping to make an inconspicuous return. She froze as she saw that everyone was staring at her. ‘Sorry, ma’am, I just went out to–’

‘–Becca,’ said Gillian. ‘I know you’ve been with Raven, so let’s not waste time pretending otherwise. If you want to help him, tell me where he is, so that I can bring him in.’

Becca pressed her lips together, clearly debating with herself.

‘Becca,’ said Gillian, ‘while you were out, we received a report of gunshots at a property located near the top of Oliver’s Mount. We believe the house in question belongs to Darren Jubb. An Armed Response Unit is on standby. Don’t give me a reason to send them in. Tell me what you know and we can solve this peacefully. Together.’

Her words had the desired effect. ‘I don’t know exactly where he is,’ said Becca. ‘But I’ve seen him. He gave me this.’ Gillian frowned as Becca held out a document. ‘Raven took it from the solicitor’s office. He says Harry Hood is behind everything.’
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Chapter 36

It was 9pm. Raven made his way slowly along the road, Quincey padding silently at his side. Headlights swept over him as cars sped past, their drivers eager to be anywhere but here. The pavement itself was deserted. No one wanted to be out on a night like this. He passed the entrance to the open air theatre, now closed for the winter, its posters curling and faded, and crossed into the black mouth of Peasholm Park.

The place belonged to shadows after dark – bare trees creaking stiffly in the gale, winding paths glistening with rain. Empty, yet not safe. Nowhere would be safe while Harry Hood and the Rileys remained at large. Raven pressed on, searching for somewhere he could sit and take the weight off his leg. He needed space to think. A plan. A way out.

He found a sheltered bench and took a seat, giving his leg a brief respite. Quincey lay at his feet, looking up at him, a mournful expression on his face.

Raven reached out a hand to rub the dog’s damp fur. ‘You must be hungry, boy. I wish I had some biscuits for you, but I can’t risk going into a shop again.’ He stroked Quincey’s head, glad of the dog’s companionship. ‘Not much longer now.’ He had a sense that things were coming to a head.

Harry would have heard about the break-in at his office by now. He would already have established that the papers were missing from his desk drawer. So it was only a matter of time before he tried to make contact. Harry’s weakness was his ego. He would want to meet Raven face to face, to gloat over him. And that would give Raven his chance.

He would only need to capture one incriminating slip on tape.

If Harry talked, there would be no need for Raven to fight him or the Rileys. He could use his phone as a recorder and gather enough evidence to finally take Harry down. He just needed to provoke him into bragging about planting the gun, about manipulating the Rileys, about framing Raven.

The trick would be to get him talking.

He wondered briefly where Darren and Donna were now. Somewhere far away, if they had any sense. Donna had known all along that Harry Hood was bad news. And if Darren had entertained any lingering doubts, those had surely been dispelled when Tucker Riley turned up at his house and tried to kill him. The Rileys were cleaning up, leaving no one behind to incriminate them.

Raven’s burner phone buzzed with an incoming call. He checked the screen. It was Hannah. He felt a stab of guilt – she would be worried about him and he should perhaps have called her to say he was all right. But it was risky to make contact when the police might be tracing her calls.

He pressed the green button. ‘Hi, sweetheart.’

The voice that answered wasn’t Hannah’s.

‘Raven, I never knew you cared.’

Raven’s blood turned cold. It was Harry Hood. How had he got hold of Hannah’s phone?

‘What have you done with Hannah?’ Raven’s voice was gruff, thick with barely contained emotion. A dangerous cocktail of dread and anger.

‘Listen to me, Raven. Do exactly as I say, and she walks away unharmed.’ Harry’s voice oozed across the line, oily with assurance. ‘Trust me.’

‘You bastard!’ hissed Raven. ‘I swear to God, if you hurt her, it’s the last thing you’ll ever do!’

Harry seemed to enjoy his outburst. ‘No need to be quite so dramatic, Raven. Although speaking of dramatics, you should meet me at the open air theatre. Come alone and unarmed. Be there in fifteen minutes if you want to see your daughter alive.’

Raven was already on his feet and heading towards the park exit. ‘Let me talk to Hannah first. I want to know she’s safe.’

But the line had gone dead.

*

Becca was out of options. She had done her best to explain Raven’s theory that Harry Hood was the mastermind, orchestrating the Rileys and framing him for the murder of Guy Stringer, and Gillian had digested the contents of the legal document Raven had given her. But it wasn’t enough.

Gillian’s threat to send in the armed response unit was the last straw.

Becca took a deep breath, knowing she was stepping out onto wafer thin ice, but doing it anyway. ‘Okay,’ she told Gillian. ‘Let’s do a deal.’

The detective superintendent’s mouth drew into a thin line and her eyes hardened with fury. ‘Do you really think you’re in a position to bargain, DS Shawcross? This is insubordination. If you refuse to obey a direct order from your commanding officer, I will have you dismissed for gross misconduct.’

In the past, Becca would have crumpled under such heavy intimidation, but she recognised Gillian’s behaviour now for what it was – crude bullying. And bullies acted the way they did because they had no other means of achieving their ends.

‘I know where Raven is,’ she said, ‘and I’ll tell you, but only on certain conditions.’

She knew she had won when Gillian said, ‘And those conditions are?’

‘You send in the ARU, but you brief them that Raven’s not a threat. He’s a serving police officer and is to be unharmed.’

It took Gillian little more than a moment to nod her assent. ‘Agreed.’

Becca breathed a sigh of relief. ‘I dropped him by the flats on the North Bay. The last I saw of him, he was walking in the direction of Peasholm Park. He can’t have gone far, his leg is injured.’

She had noticed his limp was far worse than usual. His hand was bound too with a blood-stained cloth. Whatever he had been up to that day, his flight from the police had left him the worse for wear.

‘I have something,’ said Tony. He was monitoring the computer on his desk. ‘Tucker Riley’s car just made another appearance. He’s heading towards the roundabout at the entrance to Peasholm Park.’

‘I’m sending the ARU there immediately,’ said Gillian. ‘I will not have open season on my streets.’

Becca moved away, relieved she had convinced Gillian to act, but alarmed by this latest development. Should she call Raven on his burner phone and warn him that the Rileys had arrived? She hadn’t yet decided whether to tell Gillian that she was in contact with him.

At that moment, her phone buzzed in her hand. It was Raven. She slipped out into the corridor where she wouldn’t be overheard.

*

The wind was picking up, pelting Raven with rain as he left the tree cover of the park behind. He stepped into the road without waiting for the lights to change, causing a white van to come to a halt with a honk of its horn.

Fifteen minutes, Harry had given him, if you want to see your daughter alive. The deadline was most likely a bluff, but Raven wasn’t willing to chance it.

He dialled Becca’s number as he limped across the road, Quincey obediently at his side. She picked up on the first ring.

‘Raven?’ Her voice was low. She was probably at the police station and didn’t want to be overheard.

‘Hannah’s been kidnapped,’ he blurted before she could say anything.

‘Shit. Who did it? Harry?’

‘Harry can’t have taken her on his own. The Rileys must be helping him.’

‘Tucker’s Range Rover has been spotted close to where I dropped you.’

‘That makes sense. Harry just called me using Hannah’s phone. I’ve agreed to meet him.’ Raven reached the other side of the road and strode along the pavement. ‘I’m going to rescue Hannah.’

‘What? No, Raven, you can’t trust Harry. It’s bound to be a trick!’

‘I don’t care. I have to save her.’

‘But can’t you see?’ Becca’s voice was breaking. ‘He’s kidnapped her to get you!’

‘And it worked.’

There was nothing she could say to that. A trap had been set, and he was walking straight into it, knowing it was a trap, yet going regardless.

‘Raven, I–’

‘Becca–’ He stumbled to a halt, knowing this might be his one and only chance to say how he truly felt about her.

He had never been good with feelings. He didn’t have the words to express what he’d finally admitted to himself only that evening. How could he have been blind for so long? Becca had been at his side right from the start. She had stuck by him through thick and thin, and had saved him from himself on more than one occasion. She was the only one who had seen through the mask he presented to the world, and glimpsed the fiery temper and passion that simmered beneath his calm exterior. Yet she had fully accepted him, despite knowing his faults as well as his virtues. When he’d held her in his arms on top of Oliver’s Mount, he hadn’t wanted to let go.

Becca was much younger than him, and he was her boss, but what did that matter? If he got through this and came out the other side, he would resign his position as a police detective. He had switched careers before, when he’d been discharged from the army, and he could do it again. That didn’t frighten him. What frightened him was losing her.

He struggled for a word that might fully convey how he felt, and it came to him at last. Love.

‘Becca,’ he began. ‘I–’

But she was talking across him again, breaking his train of thought. ‘Raven, where are you? I’m going to tell Gillian so she can direct the ARU to the meeting place you arranged. You can’t walk into a trap.’

‘I have to.’ The last thing he wanted was armed police officers entering the theatre and confronting Harry and the Riley family. One stray bullet from either side could spell disaster. There was only one way to save Hannah, and it was for him to go alone.

He glanced at the sign above the entrance to the open air theatre. ‘I’m sorry, Becca, but it’s time for the final act.’

He ended the call and switched off his phone.
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Chapter 37

‘Damn it!’ Becca swore under her breath. Why couldn’t Raven trust her? There had been a moment of real connection between them on top of Oliver’s Mount. It should have been obvious to him how much she cared. Yet he was doing what he always did – going off on his own without telling her his plans.

She called him straight back, but his phone was switched off.

Damn that stubborn idiot of a man!

She needed to think.

Raven was on foot, that much she knew. And he wasn’t in a good physical state. She’d seen his injuries and heard his laboured breathing over the phone.

She’d also heard the sound of traffic on a main road. He couldn’t have gone far with his leg in that condition – he must still be in the vicinity of Peasholm Park.

Well, she wasn’t going to sit around waiting for the Armed Response Unit to find him. Whatever Gillian had promised, sending firearms officers into an armed hostage situation could easily end badly. She grabbed her keys and headed out before Gillian noticed her, ignoring Jess’s questioning look.

She returned to where she’d dropped him off, left the Jazz outside Ellie’s flat, and ran on foot towards the main road. When she reached the roundabout, she stopped to listen. It was hard to tell with the wind blowing, but the flow of cars seemed to match the pattern she’d heard while talking to Raven.

But which way had he gone? Into the park? Back in the direction of town? North towards Scalby? She looked in each direction, straining to catch a glimpse of a black coat and a black dog, but there was nothing. She stopped, not knowing where to go. There was too much at stake to choose a path at random. Get it wrong, and she might lose him forever.

What was the last thing he had said to her?

It’s time for the final act.

Some silly melodrama, no doubt. The words had struck her as strange, but then her eyes alighted on the sign above her. Welcome to Scarborough Open Air Theatre.

She heard a dog barking in the distance. Quincey. It was coming from the direction of the theatre.

Becca ran.

*

The box office and ice cream kiosk at the entrance to the open air theatre were painted in cheerful splashes of blue and white, but the path that led to the theatre itself was long and badly lit. Raven hobbled slowly along, every footstep measured out in pain, every stride a test of his willpower. But the goal was clear – to save Hannah, whatever the cost to himself, and nothing was going to stop him. Quincey padded silently at his side.

The path first brought him to Peasholm Station, the main stop for Scarborough North Bay Railway. The narrow-gauge line that ran between Peasholm and Scalby Mills was a favourite with holidaymakers. Children, in particular, loved the locomotives that looked like old-fashioned steam engines, and the stations with their replica platforms, signal boxes and sidings. Quite a few adults did, too, come to that.

Raven stopped to lean against a railing and swallow the last of his painkillers.

He had never brought Hannah here as a child and he regretted that now. She would have adored the miniature trains. But he had kept her from Scarborough when she was young, determined to maintain a firm distance between himself and his father, and refusing to allow Alan Raven the satisfaction of meeting his granddaughter. Hannah had never known her violent, alcoholic grandfather, and that was no loss.

But he regretted how much of her childhood he had missed himself. Lisa had taken on the bulk of the childcare as he had spent ever longer hours at work. He had skipped parents’ evenings, school plays and sports days, his sense of duty luring him away from family life. At the time, he’d convinced himself he had no other option. But there was always a choice, and he had made the wrong one.

He had barely noticed as Hannah changed from a toddler into a child, then suddenly into a teenager who listened to music all day and shut herself away in her room with her phone. By then it was too late. He hadn’t been consulted on her choice of university or what subject she might study. He’d been given no opportunity to approve or disapprove of boyfriends. He had missed so much because he hadn’t made the effort when it mattered most.

But he had always wanted to know his daughter better and to have a good relationship with her. He’d been so glad when she settled in Scarborough and they finally started to get to know each other as they should. She would always cause him anxiety – the lot of every parent, it seemed – and there were times when he annoyed her intensely. How could he not? He was her father.

He would go to any lengths to protect her. His choices had led him to this final conflict with Harry Hood, but there were no more choices to be made, only consequences to play out.

Either Harry would fall tonight, or he would.

‘Come on, Quincey,’ he murmured. ‘We mustn’t be late for the show.’ He set off again into the night.

They passed the station ticket office – a wood-panelled, single-storey building with a tiled roof, dark and shuttered. Then Northstead Manor Gardens opened out before him, five acres of trees, shrubs and flowers, offering space for leisurely autumn strolls and relaxed summer picnics. Now, in the depths of a winter night, the park was a place of foreboding, the trees rustling ominously, the paths leading away into blackness, every shrub a potential hiding place for an enemy.

To his left, the boating lake stood silent, a silver shimmer beneath the darkened sky. The old water chute loomed in one corner like a rusted skeleton, a metal track on stilts leading nowhere but down. Wind sang through its steel framework, as though the vintage structure had secrets to tell. Every groan of the rails, every creak of the timbers, seemed to urge Raven to turn and flee while he still could.

He limped onwards.

The theatre itself stood on an island in the lake. In summer, it served as a huge outdoor entertainment platform, with two vast TV screens mounted on steel girders either side of the central stage. Its season was short but it played host to big popular music acts ranging from solo singers to rock bands.

Now it lay dark and deserted. On the lakeside facing it, tall banks of tiered seating rose up like the stands of an abandoned football stadium. The metal gates at the foot of the stands were padlocked shut, barring access to the seats.

Raven drew to a stop and listened.

All was silent, save for the storm.

There were no spectators for this, his final performance. Because it would be his last gig, he knew that now. If he survived this ordeal, he would leave the force and take his chances in civilian life. And if he didn’t… there was no point worrying about that now.

‘I’m here,’ he called out, but his voice was snatched away by the wind.

*

The path was longer than Becca recalled, set back from the road, tree-lined and deserted. Had Raven come this way? If she’d got it wrong, misread his cryptic hint and taken the wrong turning, she would miss him completely. In that case, it was futile to think about the consequences. She ran on, praying her instincts had been right.

The storm was close now, building fast. Wind tore across the empty grounds, bending the tall trees, making their branches creak ominously. Already the rain was lashing down in silver pellets, blurring the divide between water and sky.

A sudden memory swept over her. She’d come here one summer’s evening with Sam to hear a band. It had been a great night – one of the best. They’d sat high up on the stands like gods, the world at their feet, the band playing far below on the distant stage, the music filling her ears, loud and pumping. The sky had been a vivid blue, the sun not yet even starting to dip beneath the trees, no wind or clouds to disturb the perfection of the setting. Sam had reached an arm around her shoulder and she’d leaned into him, hugging him tight. They’d been in love, carefree and happy. It had felt as if that night would last for ever.

But that was before catastrophe struck. The hit-and-run that had nearly claimed Sam’s life. The year in a coma, her at his bedside, desperately clinging to hope against all odds. The family tragedy that had finally snatched him away from her and sent him to the other side of the world.

She pushed the memories away. She couldn’t think about those times now.

At the railway station, the silhouette of a steam engine loomed suddenly out of the night. The dark outline of the locomotive brought to mind a ghost train that had terrified her as a child. But there were no ghosts to frighten her now, only real flesh-and-blood men with guns. She slowed her pace, checking inside the open-sided carriages as she walked past the train, but they were all empty. She paused at the ticket office, listening for the slightest sound above the moaning of the wind.

In the distance, a man’s voice called, ‘I’m here,’ and she let out a sigh of relief. She had come the right way, and Raven was here – not so far away. But so was Harry Hood, and the Rileys.

She inched forward, hugging the ink-black shadows that flanked the station. At the last of the wooden buildings, she stopped, crouching beside a kiosk with a full view of the theatre and its island stage.

A dark figure stood some hundred feet away from her, dwarfed by the enormous structure of the stage itself. With his black coat wrapped around him, he was almost invisible, as much a part of the night as the banks of seating that soared into the sky before him like an arena, their furthest reaches shrouded in shadows. At the figure’s side stood a black dog, its ears pricked, body taut, every muscle coiled with a quiet vigilance. Quincey stood statue-still, nose lifted high, scenting the air for danger.

And then the dog barked, and two new figures emerged from their hiding places in the stands.
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Chapter 38

Raven held his breath as Harry led Hannah out into the open. Her hands were tied behind her back, and a gag stuffed in her mouth. She struggled to free herself from Harry’s grip but he jerked her roughly back into place.

At Raven’s side, Quincey stiffened, hackles bristling along his spine. A low growl rumbled in the dog’s chest, vibrating through the silence, barely contained. Raven laid a steadying hand on the dog’s thick, wet fur, feeling tension thrumming beneath his palm. Quincey was ready to spring, every muscle taut, eyes locked on Harry. The dog’s fury mirrored his own, and it took all of Raven’s will to hold them both back.

‘Easy, boy,’ he muttered.

‘Keep that horrible mutt of yours under control, Raven,’ Harry drawled above the noise of the storm.

Raven tightened his grip on Quincey’s leash, knowing that if he released it, the dog would go straight for Harry’s throat. He couldn’t risk that, not with Hannah in danger.

‘Untie Hannah and let her go,’ he called to Harry. ‘I need to know she’s unharmed.’

Harry’s eyes narrowed as he considered the request. His wet hair was plastered to the side of his skull, slick as a rat dragged from the gutter. ‘I’ll remove her gag, so she can tell you she hasn’t been hurt. But I’m not letting her go. I won’t give up my bargaining chip just like that.’

He withdrew a small pair of wire cutters from his coat pocket and carefully unclipped the plastic tie that secured the gag. Hannah opened her mouth, allowing him to remove a small square of cloth.

She drew in a breath of cold air, then coughed violently. It was all Raven could do not to run to her and hold her in his arms. She gulped in more air and then spoke, her voice weak and hoarse. ‘Dad.’

It was barely a croak and Raven had to stop himself from rushing at Harry and beating his smug face to a pulp. ‘Have they harmed you?’ he asked.

‘No, I’m fine. But be careful – Harry’s not alone. There are three others and one of them is armed.’

‘Oh dear,’ said Harry in a mocking tone. ‘And I was hoping to keep that as a surprise.’ He gestured expansively as three more figures stepped out from behind a fence at the base of the stand. ‘I believe you already know Ray, Lorraine, and Tucker, don’t you?’

Raven watched as the Riley family took up position beside Harry one by one.

Ray loomed out of the shadows first, his thick neck and square shoulders making him more brawler than businessman. The swagger in his stance carried the promise of violence, and the gaudy gold at his throat and knuckles flashed like weapons in the dark.

Lorraine appeared next, her stilettos clicking against the tarmac. Her leopard-skin coat and scarlet-painted lips might have vied for attention, but it was her eyes that did the talking – cold, glittering, and utterly without mercy. This was a woman who would claw and bite to get what she wanted.

They were joined by Tucker – a dead ringer for his younger brother, except that unlike Freddie, his handsome face was unblemished by a scar. He carried a handgun – a Glock unsurprisingly. The 9mm semi was the signature weapon of the Blackpool outlaws, as common as their black Range Rovers and heavy gold jewellery.

‘All right,’ said Raven. ‘So you brought your friends along to help, did you, Harry? That’s what you always did in the playground – you hid behind me and Darren.’

He watched with satisfaction as Harry’s smirk curled into a scowl. ‘I’d be careful what you say, Raven,’ he warned. ‘Tucker here is just itching to shoot you.’

‘Really?’ said Raven. ‘And why would he want to do that?’

‘Because you ordered Freddie’s death,’ said Harry.

So that was how Harry had tricked the Rileys into kidnapping Hannah and bringing her here tonight. A barefaced lie, so thin that even Ray Riley must have had the brains to see through it. ‘Is that what you told them?’ Raven called. ‘We all know it was Jimmy Clegg who killed Freddie.’

Lorraine’s harsh voice cut across the roar of the wind. ‘Jimmy may have done it, but you were the one who ordered him killed. This was your patch, and the last thing a corrupt cop like you wanted was outsiders muscling in on your territory. Jimmy’s already paid the price for his actions. Now it’s your turn.’ She called to her son. ‘Do him, Tucker. For Freddie’s sake.’

‘Go on, son,’ urged Ray, flexing his fists. ‘Do what your brother would have wanted. End this bastard now.’

Tucker raised the gun, one hand on the trigger, the other grasping it for support.

Raven threw up his hands in surrender. ‘Stop! Let Hannah go. It’s me you want dead, isn’t it? Well, I’ve come just as you asked, alone and unarmed. Release Hannah, then do what you want with me.’

Harry laughed, a cruel mocking sound. ‘If only it were that easy, Raven. But you didn’t really think I was going to let Hannah walk away from here, did you? She deserves to be punished just as much as you do. It was Hannah who nearly ended my career by passing confidential client documents to the National Crime Agency. It took all of my legal skills to stop them bringing charges against me.’

For a second Raven couldn’t breathe. Harry’s words had hit harder than any bullet, the blow slamming into him with the force of a sledgehammer. He’d imagined every kind of danger for himself, but never the cold, deliberate promise that Hannah wouldn’t be allowed to live.

He hadn’t thought even Harry was capable of such evil.

The storm roared overhead, lashing rain into his face, but all he saw was his daughter: her eyes wide, hands bound, every inch of her trembling. Memories cascaded in – her first steps across a garden lawn, the bright smile she gave him on her first morning at school, the way she still curled on the sofa with Quincey as if she were a little girl again.

‘Hannah did nothing wrong,’ Raven protested. ‘She was only following her conscience.’

‘Conscience?’ Harry spat out the word. ‘Is that what you call it? I call it deceit, disloyalty and treachery. Anyway, she’s a witness now. She has to die. Do it, Tucker, kill him!’

*

Becca watched in horror from the sidelines as Harry poured out his vile words, urging Tucker to shoot, to kill. Every muscle in her body screamed at her to move, to throw herself into the open, to do something – anything – to save Raven from this nightmare. But she had no weapon. No backup. Nothing – only the pressure in her chest and a cold dread in her limbs.

Each second tightened like a noose around her neck. She stole a glance behind her, hoping to see armed officers coming to the rescue, but the path was empty. What the hell had happened to the armed response unit? They needed to be here now!

Her gaze flicked back to the stage. Tucker stood rigid, his hands clamped around the gun as rain poured down his arms. Harry loomed beside him, Hannah shaking like a leaf in his grasp. Ray and Lorraine shouted encouragement, a grotesque chorus driving their son towards cold-blooded murder.

Becca shifted her weight forward, knees bent, muscles taut. She had no idea what she was going to do. She only knew she must do something, or else lose Raven forever.

She couldn’t let that happen. If it came to it, she would take that bullet herself.

*

Tucker stood still as a rock, arms outstretched, the gun aimed squarely at Raven, his finger coiled around the trigger. The storm raged, lightning stretching crooked fingers across the sky, thunder rolling in like drums. In the distance, the wail of a police siren warbled faintly over the roar of the wind.

Hannah’s eyes were wide with fear and she struggled in vain to break free from Harry’s grip. At Raven’s side, Quincey gave a low growl.

‘If you’re talking treachery, Harry,’ Raven called, ‘perhaps I should explain to the Rileys how you deceived them.’

A flicker of confusion crossed Tucker’s forehead. His trigger finger uncurled, although he continued to point the gun in Raven’s direction.

‘What do you mean?’ snapped Lorraine.

‘He’s bluffing,’ said Ray. ‘Shoot him, Tucker!’

‘I’ll tell you what I mean,’ said Raven. ‘I mean that Harry brought you to Scarborough deliberately to cause trouble. He introduced you to Darren Jubb, knowing that you intended to use threats and violence to intimidate local business owners.’

‘What of it?’ bellowed Ray, cracking his knuckles and taking a step towards Raven. ‘We do what we need to, and we take what we want. No one tells us what to do.’

‘No,’ said Raven, ‘Harry didn’t give you any orders. He simply released you like bulls into a china shop, hoping you’d create enough chaos to cover his own illegal activity.’

‘And what activity was that?’ said Lorraine, fixing Raven with an icy stare. ‘What did Harry do?’

‘Why don’t you tell them yourself?’ Raven asked Harry.

Harry gave a cold smile, but didn’t rise to the bait, so Raven turned back to Lorraine. ‘He murdered Guy Stringer and planted the gun in my house to frame me.’

The final link in the chain had revealed itself to Raven as soon as Becca told him where the Glock was discovered in his house. If Harry had planted the murder weapon, then there was only one way he could have got hold of it. He must have pulled the trigger himself. Harry Hood was the mysterious man in black seen running from the light show.

‘Harry wanted me to take the blame,’ continued Raven, ‘but he knew you’d be drawn in too. He made this look like a turf war between rival Blackpool and Scarborough criminals. A known crime family on one side and a corrupt cop on the other. Harry thinks he’ll get away with this. It’ll be you, Ray and Tucker who take the fall.’

Ray stopped in his tracks, no longer advancing on Raven, but not retreating either. Tucker lowered his pistol, but kept both hands firmly on it. Only Lorraine still looked sceptical.

Raven turned back to face Harry. ‘You’d never used a gun before in your life, had you, Harry? And you’d certainly never killed anyone. That’s why you fired three shots at Guy, at point-blank range from behind. Even so, you were such a terrible shot, only one bullet found its target.’

Harry scowled, his face a grotesque mask. ‘I hit him with all three shots!’ he yelled.

‘You’re right,’ said Raven. ‘That last bit was a lie. You did hit him three times.’

A look of rage passed over Harry’s face as he realised he’d been tricked into confessing. He gripped Hannah tighter, clutching her to his chest like a shield.

‘I’m not lying about Harry murdering Guy Stringer,’ said Raven, appealing directly to Lorraine Riley. ‘You thought you were playing Scarborough, but Harry has been playing you from the outset. He set you up the moment you crossed the Pennines. Every threat you’ve made, every life you’ve taken, Harry’s been pulling the strings. Freddie was just collateral damage in his sick game. You want real justice? It’s not me you need – it’s him.’

Lorraine finally made up her mind, her brassy confidence crumbling under the weight of Raven’s argument. She rounded on Harry, treating him to the full force of her wrath. ‘You little shit! You told us that Raven killed Stringer. You said he gave the order for Jimmy to kill our Freddie. You dragged us into this mess you’ve made for yourself and tried to trick us into killing a cop.’

The silence stretched, heavy as the clouds scudding overhead. All three Rileys turned on Harry, their eyes blazing with murderous promise, as if ready to tear him limb from limb.

For the first time that night, the solicitor’s composure deserted him. He faltered, lips parting as if to summon one more argument, one last clever lie – but the words wouldn’t come. He saw it in their faces: they’d swallowed his story whole, but now they’d spat it back. Desperation twisted through him. With a jerk, he plunged a hand inside his coat and produced a gun, the metal flashing under the storm-lit sky.

The wind surged in a furious howl, the trees bowing their heads to its will. With a splintering crack, a great trunk split apart and began its slow collapse.

A heartbeat later, another crack tore the night as Harry aimed the gun and pulled the trigger.

*

The tree gave a tortured groan and began to topple, driving Becca from her hiding place. She scrambled out of its way and flung herself to safety just as it crashed to the ground, splaying broken branches and sections of trunk across the path where she had been crouching moments earlier.

Police sirens wailed, deafeningly close now, blue light flickering through the line of the trees. In the nearby road, car doors slammed and boots pounded. The Armed Response Unit had finally arrived.

Becca struggled back to her feet, heart hammering, and looked to the stage.

Chaos reigned. Tucker Riley lay sprawled on his back, lifeless eyes gazing into the storm. Ray stared at his son in horror, and Lorraine let out a shriek as sharp as the loudest gunshot. Quincey’s furious barking cut across it all, and Hannah struggled in Harry’s grip.

And in the middle of it, two figures stood locked in silence: Raven and Harry, their eyes fixed on each other, the storm raging around them as if the world itself was holding its breath.

And then Harry turned the gun on Raven.

Becca didn’t think. Her legs were already moving, carrying her headlong into the thick of it.

*

Lightning forked across the sky, stark white against the silhouette of the old water chute, its frame looming like a gallows over the stage.

Harry stood before him, arm outstretched, the gun gleaming wet in his hand. Hannah thrashed and screamed in his grip. Lorraine crouched over her fallen son, keening like an animal, while Ray stood beside her, fists clenched, murder blazing in his eyes. At the edge of Raven’s vision, Becca broke cover, sprinting hard. But she would never make it. Not in time.

A sneer crept across Harry’s face as he reached the same conclusion. ‘Come on then, Raven,’ he taunted. ‘What are you waiting for?’

Raven lurched forwards, but he hadn’t covered more than a yard before Quincey hurled himself into the fray. The dog surged forward like a force of nature, a dark streak of muscle and fury, black legs pounding, jaws ready to bite. Harry saw him coming and shoved Hannah hard, sending her sprawling into Quincey’s path. Girl and dog went down in a tangle of limbs.

Harry’s laugh was cold and triumphant as he flicked the gun towards Raven. ‘Your turn now.’

Raven staggered forward again, but the old war wound he had endured for so long finally caught up with him, as though it had waited decades for this moment to finish its work. A searing pain ripped through his thigh like white-hot iron, buckling his legs beneath him. He tumbled to the ground, helpless to break his fall, and struck the tarmac with a brutal slap.

He lay gasping on the cold, wet ground, unable to move. The pain was agonising, as if a blade of molten steel had been driven through his leg, so savage it stole his breath away in ragged gasps. A raw cry escaped his lips.

And suddenly he was nineteen years old and back in the middle of a warzone as the past washed over him.

He is Lance Corporal Thomas Raven, and has been deployed to Bosnia in the UN safe zone of Goražde. Raven’s regiment is on a peacekeeping mission. But there is nothing safe about Goražde and precious little peace to keep.

The music of war is all around him.

The crack of gunshots. The desperate shouts of soldiers. The screaming of civilians.

It’s the soundtrack to a horror story, but Raven’s training kicks in and he knows what to do. Advance towards the enemy. Give covering fire for his men.

As a lance corporal he’s in charge of a sub-team of four. One of his men is down, and he isn’t going to lose another.

He dodges left and right as automatic rifle fire slices through the air.

Left. Right.

But you can’t outrun a bullet that has your name on it.

‘Get up, Raven!’

The bullet slams into his leg, tearing flesh and shattering bone.

The pain.

He can’t describe it.

And it just won’t stop.

‘Raven!’

He felt that phantom bullet now, burning in his flesh as if it had never left him. As if all those memories – of burned-out towns, of deadly sniper fire, of a frantic evacuation in an army helicopter above a war-torn landscape – were happening now, and everything else – Hannah, Becca, his entire life since leaving the army – had been a dream.

He’d been a young man in Bosnia. Now he felt old, and the injury which had almost claimed his life – which he’d carried with him every step since that day – had finally brought him down. No amount of painkillers would block the pain. And there was nowhere to hide, just as there’d been no hiding place back in Bosnia.

Raven’s war had never ended. He seemed to have brought it with him, carrying it inside himself like an evil charm, to finally wreak destruction on his hometown and those he loved.

But his problem reached back further – before Bosnia, before the army – all the way to his childhood in Scarborough. Further still, to the black poison he had inherited from his father: that seething anger, that hair-trigger violence lodged deep in his blood. No matter how hard he fought it, it was always there, coiled and waiting.

Another memory flared before him: Harry pinned against a wall, his coat lapels twisted in Raven’s fists.

Was Raven the problem? Had he always been the problem?

‘Raven!’

He blinked back to the present.

Harry Hood loomed over him. His eyes were wild with triumph, but the gun stayed steady in his hands, and even Harry couldn’t miss at this range.

Raven turned his head, a smile gracing his lips as his gaze found Becca. She was clutching Hannah tight, shielding her with her own body. They were safe. That was all that mattered.

Quincey barked frantically – deep, furious thunderclaps of rage – spittle flying, muscles coiled and ready to leap at Harry’s throat.

From the treeline, black-clad figures swept in like wraiths in the night, their guns raised. A voice boomed above the storm. ‘Armed police! Drop your weapon!’

But Harry didn’t drop it. His smile only widened as he lowered the muzzle to Raven’s heart.

*

Hannah screamed in her arms, but Becca pushed her to the ground. ‘Stay down!’

Then Becca turned to Raven. He was sprawled on his side, his injured leg buckled under him. Harry Hood crouched over him, his face lit with madness, the gun against Raven’s chest.

‘No!’ yelled Becca.

Ray Riley reached for the gun that Tucker had dropped. He raised it and took aim at Harry’s back, but the armed police were closing in. ‘Get down! Get down!’

Reluctantly, Ray dropped to his knees, placing the gun on the ground and raising his hands. An armed officer pinned his arms behind him and forced his face to the ground.

Yet Harry Hood showed no sign of yielding. A crazy grin spread over his face, contorting his features as he pressed the gun to Raven’s chest.

‘Drop your weapon!’ yelled a firearms officer. ‘This is your final warning!’

Quincey barrelled forward, body low, legs pumping. The dog seemed larger than normal, absolutely terrifying in his ferocity. He launched himself at Harry, jaws wide to bite.

But he was too late.

A gunshot rang out just before Quincey crashed into Harry’s chest, toppling him over backwards and sending his arms flailing wildly.

Raven jerked, then lay still.

Armed officers rushed in, hauling the dog off Harry, kicking his gun away, rolling him roughly onto his front and cuffing his hands behind his back.

Becca sprinted to Raven’s side.

*

The bullet had penetrated his chest, ripping through flesh, leaving all kinds of damage that no doubt Felicity Wainwright would find fascinating. Yet Raven hardly felt it.

Pain, he was used to it. He had lived with it long enough, knew it like an old friend.

After the gun had gone off, Harry’s face had loomed over him briefly, spattered with Raven’s own blood. He had expected to see gloating in Harry’s eyes, a look of victory. But there was only the madness of a deeply tormented soul.

And then a ferocious dark blur had entered the frame. Jet black fur. Chalk white teeth. Quincey.

Now Harry had gone and Becca was before him.

He saw the horror in her eyes and knew the wound was bad. How could it not be? A 9mm round in the centre of the chest. The blood was on his hands, in his mouth. Everywhere.

She touched his cheek gently. ‘Raven.’

‘Becca.’ It was such an effort to move his lips, to push the air out, he could hardly tell if he’d spoken.

‘Hang in there,’ she whispered, holding his hand. ‘An ambulance is on its way. It’s just a few minutes from the hospital.’

But he knew it would never reach him.

He wished he could find the strength to tell Harry that his plan had failed. That Raven had won. But he had no strength.

Most of all, he longed to tell Becca how much she meant to him, but his lips could no longer form the words.

Instead, she spoke them for him. ‘I love you.’

He smiled, forcing his mouth into a gentle curve.

There were so many things he wanted to say to her. So many things he should have said. What had prevented him? All those hours he’d spent at her side. He could have talked to her. Could have said the things that mattered. Now it was too late.

It was too late for everything.

Except knowing that she was safe, and Hannah too.

He closed his eyes, finding peace at last.
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Chapter 39

Three months later

Hannah laid the table, adding a small vase of flowers as a finishing touch. Then she checked the casserole in the oven and the consistency of the meringues in the fridge. Her guests were due in fifteen minutes.

She had taken Quincey out for a long run on the North Bay earlier that afternoon, and the dog was stretched out on the hearth rug, dozing contentedly.

Suddenly overcome with tiredness, Hannah flopped down on the sofa. Her eyes were drawn to the framed photograph of her father that took pride of place on the little side table she’d picked up at a second-hand furniture store. She’d taken the picture on her phone on the beach the previous autumn when she and her dad were out walking Quincey. The sky in the picture was grey and overcast, and in the background, Scarborough Castle brooded on the headland. Her dad had the collar of his black coat turned up, and wore a sombre expression on his face, probably thinking about a case he was working on. It was a true likeness and was how she would always remember him.

Am I doing all right, Dad?

She asked him this question a lot. The days following his death had been a nightmare – her grief so overwhelming it had threatened to swallow her whole. But she had good friends to support her – Becca, Ellie, even Liam. She had got to know the other members of her father’s team too – Tony and Jess. She liked them. Jess, especially, was full of energy and had taken her on long walks. Jess also knew what it was like to lose someone close in violent circumstances.

But no one was like her dad. She wished he could still be there. Even if his default status had been taciturn, he had always looked out for her, always offered good advice when asked, always fought her corner.

And she had fought his corner when the time came.

She had been the key witness at Harry Hood’s trial, denouncing Harry and all he had done. She rejoiced when he was given a life sentence for murder. Harry would end his days in prison, where he belonged.

Her dad, of course, had been exonerated of all charges and given a posthumous award for bravery and outstanding service.

She regretted deeply that he hadn’t been there to celebrate her own achievement – an end to her probationary period as a trainee solicitor, and the advancement to a permanent position, although she would still have to complete the required period of work experience to fully qualify. Malcolm had told her that her advancement was well deserved.

Her mother, Lisa, had travelled up from London for the occasion, and had of course used the opportunity to try to persuade Hannah to return south.

‘Darling, there’s nothing here in North Yorkshire for you now,’ she’d said. ‘Why don’t you leave and come home?’

‘Because I like it here, and this is my home,’ had been the simple and honest answer.

Lisa had looked at her with incomprehension.

Hannah still hoped she might convert her mum to the charms of Yorkshire one day. Although she didn’t plan to try too hard. They got on better at a distance.

Hannah had inherited the house in Quay Street and fully intended to stay there, maybe eventually continuing the long line of Ravens that had preceded her. She’d been digging into her family tree, discovering all kinds of things that her dad had never mentioned –  that her great-grandfather had fought in the battle of Monte Cassino in World War Two, for instance. Her dad’s picture was flanked by smaller, black-and-white photos she’d found of her grandparents, Alan and Jean, on their wedding day, and her great-grandparents, Jack and Muriel, on theirs. People hadn’t taken so many pictures back then, but they had always captured their wedding days.

The doorbell rang, and Quincey jumped up and barked. Hannah went to open the door.

‘Something smells amazing,’ said Ellie, enveloping her in a fierce hug. ‘I brought these.’ She thrust a box of expensive-looking chocolates and a bottle of non-alcoholic wine into Hannah’s hands.

‘Thank you,’ said Hannah. ‘That’s perfect.’

Hannah wasn’t teetotal like her dad had been, but she was drinking a lot less than she used to. Ellie was committed to staying sober, and Hannah wanted to do all she could to support her friend.

Sam followed Ellie through the doorway and offered Hannah a bunch of flowers. She greeted him warmly with a kiss on his cheek. She had got to know Ellie’s cousin after Becca turned him down. She liked Sam and thought he liked her, but she had her whole life ahead of her and was happy to wait and take things slowly.

Quincey greeted the guests with enthusiasm, barking and running around in circles.

‘Down, Quincey! Sorry, he just likes company.’

‘No problem,’ said Ellie, bending down to hug the dog who slobbered over her.

‘I’ll put these in water,’ said Hannah, taking the flowers through to the kitchen. ‘Come through. Dinner’s nearly ready.’

‘You mean tea,’ said Ellie, laughing. ‘Come on, we’ll make a proper Yorkshire lass of you yet.’

Over the meal, Ellie talked about her plans for the future.

‘So what we’ve decided,’ said Ellie, indicating herself and Sam, ‘is that the brewery really belongs to him. I was just looking after it while he got his life back together.’

‘So what are you going to do?’ asked Hannah.

‘I’ve said I’ll continue to help Sam on a casual basis, but I’d really like to start my own marketing company. I’ve realised that being around alcohol every day isn’t the healthiest environment for me, so I want to channel my energy into something new.’ She lifted her glass of non-alcoholic wine with a smile. ‘But first I’m going to travel and see the world before I settle down and grow old.’

‘That sounds fantastic,’ said Hannah. She turned to Sam. ‘Do you have any travel plans?’

‘I’ll be staying here,’ said Sam. ‘A year in Australia was enough of the big wide world for me.’ He gave her a shy smile. ‘So if you ever want company when you’re walking Quincey on the North Bay, I’d be happy to join you.’

‘I’d like that,’ said Hannah.

‘Here’s to us!’ said Ellie, raising her glass.

*

Liam popped open three bottles of Salt Castle beer and passed one each to Barry and Reggie.

‘Cheers!’ he said, raising his own bottle and taking a sip. ‘Ah! That feels good.’

‘Cheers!’ said Barry.

Reggie lifted his bottle and nodded his head in mute celebration.

‘To a job well done,’ said Liam.

They were marking the end of the building project that had overrun by so many months and cost far more than Barry’s original estimate. The job had been the hardest of Liam’s career in property development and it had almost sunk him entirely. But Liam wasn’t one to mope about past problems. He was already looking forward to the bright future that lay ahead.

‘The estate agent who valued the apartments was very impressed with the quality of the work, Barry. She said the market is strong right now, and spring is always the best time to sell properties. In fact,’ he said, keeping the best news for last, ‘this is a double celebration because today I agreed a sale for the top floor apartment.’

‘That’s fab,’ said Barry, taking a swig of beer. ‘Congratulations!’

Sam Earnshaw had agreed to pay just under the asking price for the flat and Liam had gratefully accepted the offer. He needed to start recouping his losses and paying off his debts quickly. The interest repayments alone would ruin him if he didn’t clear the loans soon.

Besides, he was already scoping out his next job, sniffing out the opportunities available. There was a lovely Victorian townhouse on Montpellier Terrace – all cream stucco and Italianate detailing – that was just begging to be converted into luxury apartments. It was due to go on the open market next month, but now that he had agreed a deal with Sam, he was in a position to snap it up before it even went on sale. You had to be quick in this game if you wanted to grab a bargain, and Liam had always been light on his feet.

He was sorry that Becca wouldn’t be moving in with Sam, but that was another story. Ellie had decided to sell up and had offered her flat to Liam, but Ellie’s place was already immaculate and he was looking for a “doer-upper” so he had regretfully declined.

As for himself, he was happy to carry on living in his parents’ guest house for the time being. He couldn’t deny it, he enjoyed being looked after by his mum, although he would have to watch his waistline with all those cooked breakfasts.

He patted his belly, then turned to Reggie. ‘So, what do you reckon, Reg? Did you and your boss do an awesome job here or what?’

Reg cocked his head to one side, thoughtful as ever. He tilted his head to look up at the grand villa – thankfully now fully cleared of skips, crime scene tape and corpses – and opened his mouth. But he said nothing, just supped his beer.

‘Come on, Reg,’ coaxed Barry. ‘Liam asked you a question. How did we do on this one? I know the job didn’t always run smoothly.’ He cast a sheepish sideways glance at Liam. ‘We had some troubles along the way for sure. A few bumps in the road, so to speak. But how did it turn out in the end?’

Liam waited.

He wasn’t a quick one to offer an opinion, was Reg. Always took his time. Liked to chew it over. But eventually a smile lit up his face and he said, ‘Yeah, I reckon it’s grand.’

*

There was a speech, as always on these occasions. But to Becca’s relief, Gillian Ellis kept it short. She praised Becca’s courage and congratulated her on her recent promotion to detective inspector after passing her exams with flying colours. And she even cracked a joke. ‘I’ll greatly miss Becca’s enthusiasm – but not so much her tendency to treat “following orders” more like a loose suggestion than a requirement of the job.’

Becca smiled to herself. A year ago, she might have bristled at the jibe. Now she took it as the compliment it was.

They’d taken a table at Ellie’s dad’s bistro, with Keith generously declaring the drinks on the house. Around her sat Tony, Jess, Holly and the CSI team, Andy from ballistics, and even Dr Felicity Wainwright, who had never been known to attend a social event of any kind before. The only person missing – apart from Raven – was Dinsdale, though he had sent a video message from the deck of a Caribbean cruise ship. Dinsdale had finally got his wish to sail off into the sunset, but not before helping to clear Raven’s name by providing an alibi for the time of Guy Stringer’s shooting. It seemed that Raven had been at Dinsdale’s house that evening, although only Becca guessed the reason for his visit. Dinsdale was less keen to reveal that Raven had helped him locate the missing girl, Ava Jennings.

Gillian raised her glass. ‘Becca, we will miss you in Scarborough. But we wish you all the best in your new role in Harrogate. To Detective Inspector Becca Shawcross!’

‘To Becca!’ came the chorus, and the bistro filled with applause.

Becca smiled and thanked them, but declined to make a speech of her own. This celebration was a bittersweet moment. A chance to look forward, and yet the past still cast a permanent shadow.

The door to the bistro opened, and a man entered – black hair, black coat, a black dog at his side. For a heartbeat, the table stilled, everyone thinking the same impossible thought. Then reality rushed back and Becca turned her attention back to her friends and colleagues.

The offer to take up a position leading a team in Harrogate had come out of the blue. She suspected that Gillian might have pulled a few strings behind the scenes, but she would neither confirm nor deny any such thing. Becca had never imagined she could live anywhere that wasn’t beside the sea, but she was looking forward to proving herself somewhere new. She liked Harrogate, with its grand Victorian buildings, its wide boulevards, and acres of gardens and grassland. And it was still North Yorkshire. Besides, Harrogate needn’t be for ever. Scarborough was in her blood, and she could return whenever she liked. Maybe even come to live here again once time had mended her heart.

At the end of the evening she said goodbye to each of her colleagues in turn.

Holly embraced her tightly. ‘Now, Becca, let me warn you. I’ll be coming to Harrogate as soon as I have a free weekend. Cream tea at Bettys – you’d better get a table booked.’

Becca laughed. ‘I’ll look forward to it.’

She shook Tony’s hand before giving him a hug. Earlier in the evening, she had tried to persuade him to try for promotion to detective sergeant but he shrugged off her suggestion. ‘I’m a plodder, Becca. And happy plodding. Every team needs someone who can do the detailed work.’

Felicity didn’t offer a hug, and Becca sensed the pathologist’s reluctance even to shake hands. She tilted her head sadly to one side. ‘I’ll be sorry to see you go, Becca. It won’t be the same in the mortuary without you dropping by.’

Becca hesitated, unsure how to respond. She couldn’t honestly say she’d miss Felicity’s cool detachment, but the woman had been part of the team, in her own way. ‘I wish you all the best, Felicity. Take care.’

‘I usually do.’ Felicity brightened. ‘Anyway, life goes on. And, well… so does death.’

Becca saved her final farewells for Jess.

‘I’ll miss you,’ she said, throwing her arms around her in a fierce embrace.

‘I’ll miss you too.’

‘When are you doing your coast-to-coast walk?’

‘Next month,’ beamed Jess. ‘We thought April would be a good time – not too hot and not too cold.’

‘Good luck. Send me some pictures of you with Gavin.’

‘I will,’ she promised.

The next day was Sunday. Becca would be moving to Harrogate on Monday and taking a few days to settle in before starting her new job. She had given up her flat in Castle Terrace and temporarily moved back into the guest house in readiness to leave. Sue was driving her up the wall with questions and anxieties about the move. David had offered to transport her stuff in a hire van. But Becca had decided to drive herself in her trusty Honda Jazz.

She needed a quiet day to herself before the move. So she took a bunch of white roses and set off across town to Woodlands Cemetery. Winter was gradually loosening its grip and the first buds of spring were starting to appear.

Raven’s grave was marked with a simple stone in black marble with ivory lettering. In memory of Tom Raven, Beloved Father, Loyal Friend. Rest in Peace. The funeral, which had taken place during the deepest cold of January, had been a dignified affair. Police officers in dress uniform had borne his coffin. Raven’s name was added to the UK Police Roll of Honour.

Yet Becca had felt strangely detached during the service. In one way, Raven might have felt at home among the black-clad mourners, their faces grim and set. But she remembered not his solemnity, but his flashes of mischief, his mercurial moods, the intensity that drew her to him and infuriated her in equal measure.

A tear escaped down her cheek.

She knelt at the graveside and laid her flowers. The earth was soft and damp, the first snowdrops pushing through.

Sometimes she wondered if she had imagined him. He had appeared from nowhere and vanished just as suddenly. But no dream could leave a shadow this deep, or a silence this loud.

He had taught her so much. She wouldn’t have made detective inspector so soon without his influence and guidance. He had shown her that courage wasn’t the absence of fear, but walking into the storm anyway. That lesson would never leave her.

And she loved him. More than she could say.

She smiled to herself. She would always remember him – his taciturn nature, his dark moods, his brooding eyes. And his smile – when it came – like sunshine from behind a dark cloud.

She touched her fingers to her lips then pressed them to the cold marble. ‘Goodbye, Raven.’

Then she rose to her feet and walked back towards the gates. Winter was ending. A new season was on its way.

It was time to walk into the light.

The Raven’s Call concludes the DCI Tom Raven Crime Thrillers series. For your next read, join DI Carys Morgan in The Caldey Island Murders (Carys Morgan #1)

OceanofPDF.com


Thank you for reading

We hope you enjoyed this book. If you did, then we would be very grateful if you would please take a moment to leave a review at Amazon. Thank you.

JOIN OUR MAILING LIST

If you would like to receive news about new books and promotions, please join our mailing list. Thank you.

FOLLOW US ON SOCIAL MEDIA

Facebook

Instagram

BOOKS IN THE DCI TOM RAVEN CRIME THRILLERS SERIES

Tom Raven® is a registered trademark of Landmark Internet Ltd.

The Landscape of Death

Beneath Cold Earth

The Dying of the Year

Deep into that Darkness

Days Like Shadows Pass

Vigil for the Dead

Stained with Blood

The Foaming Deep

A Dying Echo

The Raven’s Call

BOOKS IN THE BRIDGET HART SERIES

Bridget Hart® is a registered trademark of Landmark Internet Ltd.

Aspire to Die

Killing by Numbers

Do No Evil

In Love and Murder

A Darkly Shining Star

Preface to Murder

Toll for the Dead

BOOKS IN THE CARYS MORGAN SERIES

Carys Morgan® is a registered trademark of Landmark Internet Ltd.

The Caldey Island Murders

PSYCHOLOGICAL THRILLERS

The Red Room

ABOUT THE AUTHORS

M S Morris is the pen name of husband-and-wife writing duo Margarita and Steve Morris, authors of gripping crime fiction. Margarita comes from Yorkshire and Steve from Wales, and they met and got married at Oxford University. Now living far from their native landscapes, they often return to them through their writing, creating compelling mysteries shaped by places they know intimately and love deeply.

[image: ]

OceanofPDF.com

cover.jpeg
M § MORRIS

" RAVEN'S

CALL

A Yorkshire Murder Mystery
DCI TOM RAVEN CRIME THRILLERS BOOK 10





OEBPS/image_rsrc38J.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




