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  ONE


  It was the red of the match heads that caught her eye.


  Staring into the kitchen drawer, Kimberly Guyver had no doubt that the matchbook had been there since the day she moved in, and she didnt see how she could have overlooked it.


  Its cover was bent back, so she picked it up and folded it shut. Its once familiar design consisted of nothing more than two words printed in gold on black, in a font that she happened to know
  was called Harquil.


  It said: Rita Club.


  She folded both hands around the matchbook, cupping it out of sight. She could feel the high-gloss card smooth against her palms. It reminded her how long it had been since her hands had been
  that silky, her nails as polished. It reminded her of Calvin Klein perfume. Of impractical shoes. Of sweat and vodka shots. And the pounding bass that had drowned out any attempt to reflect on the
  mess she was currently in.


  Maybe the matchbook hadnt been hiding, because maybe she hadnt been ready to notice it until now.


  She leant an elbow on the draining board, then plucked a match from one end of the row. It lit at the second attempt. She held it to the corner nearest the R for
  Rita. The card curled before succumbing to a lazy green flame. She wondered if it was toxic, and realized the irony if it was. It burnt slowly until the flame reached the match heads,
  which then ignited with a sharp bright burst.


  She dropped the remnants of the matchbook into the sink, and kept watching it, determined to witness the moment when it finally burnt itself to nothing. It was down to merely ash and a thin
  plume of smoke when the voice from the doorway startled her.


  Mummy.


  She took a moment to wipe her face and hands  long enough for him to speak to her again. This time his voice was slightly more insistent. Mummy. He looked at her with a gaze
  that implied he knew far more than he was capable of knowing at two and a half, and she immediately felt guilty.


  Riley, she answered, using the same urgent intonation. She held out her hand. Come and watch Thomas while I take a shower.


  She paused by the window, noting the afternoon sun was now low over Cambridges Mill Road Cemetery, its glow picking out the wording on the south- and west-facing
  headstones, casting the others in deep shadow. It was hot for June, and any areas where the ankle-high grass grew without shade had already taken on the appearance of a hay meadow.


  The burial ground was shared between thirteen parishes. She knew this because she knew the cemetery better than anywhere else, better than any other part of town, better than any of the many
  places she had briefly called home, even the one that had lasted for six years, or this current one where shed lived for three. She knew the curve of each footpath, and she had favourite
  headstones. Plenty marked with wife of the above, but none, she noticed, marked husband of the below. Lots, too, who fell asleep. And
  if marriage carried kudos, so did age: in some cases a mark of achievement and in others a measure of loss.


  She loved some stones for their ornate craftsmanship, others for their humble simplicity. She taught herself to draw by copying their geometry and scripts and fallen angels. The school claimed
  she had a natural aptitude for art but she knew it was the cemetery that taught her balance and perspective, light and shade and the importance of solitude.


  In isolated moments, when her feelings of abandonment became all but overwhelming, shed return to certain memorials that had stayed in her awareness after her previous visits. Like that
  of Alicia Anne Campion, one of the many who had fallen asleep. Shed gone in 1876 at the age of 51, and had been given a low sandstone grave topped with white marble, shaped like a
  roof with a gable at each end and one off-centre. The elaborate carving was still unweathered. Kimberly knew how to find it at night-time and had often sat there in the dark, with her back against
  this grave and the pattern close to her cheek, her fingers tracing the crisp lines that the stonemason had chiselled.


  Mill Road Cemetery was also the place shed hidden when, at fourteen, shed tried her first cigarette, and where, at fifteen, shed lost her virginity to a boy called Mitch.
  She never found out whether Mitch was part of his first name or his last, or no part of his real name at all. Hed smoked a joint afterwards, and she tried it for the first and only time. He
  then told her to fuck off. The smoke made her feel queasy and giddy, so she stumbled and caught her knuckle on the sharp edge of a broken stone urn, and went home with blood smears on her hands and
  a new anger ignited in her heart.


  But no bad choice was going to come between her and the way she felt for that place, and she later exorcized the memory of it with a succession of equally forgettable boys, until nothing but
  Mitchs name and a vague recollection of smoking pot stayed in her head.


  People walked through all the time, taking shortcuts, taking lunch. People actually tending graves were few, and she guessed that the number of people who knew the place as well as she did was
  even less. Most visitors didnt know about the thirteen parishes; even fewer knew that the curved paths and apparently shambolic layout of trees and graves formed a perfect guitar shape.
  Shed sketched a plan of it one day, then in disbelief double-checked a map and, sure enough, found this huge guitar hidden in the centre of the city.


  The guitars neck belonged to the parish of St Andrew the Less and, although level with the rest of the cemetery, it stood a storey higher than the houses backing on to its west side. They
  were Victorian terraces, originally two-up, two-down workers houses, but almost all of them had since been extended.


  One of these was Kimberlys. It had a single-storey extension that stretched to within a few feet of the cemeterys perimeter wall. When she first moved in, shed seen that as
  providing a good fire escape: an easy climb through her sash window, then across the flat roof to safety. But, almost as soon as he had been big enough to stand, shed realized Rileys
  fascination with the large open space that lay just over their garden wall.


  For now, though, Thomas the Tank Engine was enough to hold his interest, so she left him sitting on one of her pillows, hypnotized by the TV at the foot of her bed. Just this one time, she hoped
  he would leave her to shower in peace, enjoying the water close to scalding and the jets needling her skin.


  She reached for a towel, realizing that shed stayed in the shower for much longer than she had planned to. She could hear the Fat Controller having a few issues with one of the less
  useful engines, and knew the DVD had been on for over half an hour.


  Riley? she called. With no response, she guessed he was probably just too engrossed to hear her, and she called him again.


  She took another towel and wrapped her wet hair in it, then returned to the bedroom just as the theme song began. Thomas the Tank Engine was chuffing along the track with the credits flying up
  the screen, but Riley had climbed under the covers and was sleeping too deeply to care. Kimberly curled up beside him, wrapping her arms around him, and he shifted a little, resettling with his
  head closer to hers. His hair tickled her cheek. He smelt of baby wipes and jacket potato, and his proximity soothed her more than any amount of showering could have done.


  It was a tranquil moment, broken only by the main-menu loop on the DVD, then a few seconds of cheery music that had already been repeated too many times. Kimberly stretched herself towards the
  remote, aiming to scoop it near enough to reach the mute button. She touched one of the channel buttons instead, and the image that flickered on to the screen seemed as familiar as Thomas the Tank
  Engine.


  She recognized that skyline, the rocky outcrop, the barren coastline. But she took a second or two to understand this was no DVD, no fictional footage. It was the news.


  A fragment of her life was appearing on the television and, as sure as the carving on Alicia Campions grave, its details were now set in stone.


  She felt realization burn through her chest, dropping like a molten leaden weight into the pit of her stomach. She saw the winch, and the wreck of Nicks car that now hung from its hook.
  The car that shed last seen when that same stretch of the Mediterranean sea had swallowed it.


  The reporters voice began to penetrate her shock. The vehicle was recovered last week after some divers reported that it appeared to contain human remains. It wasnt until
  today that the Spanish authorities have been able to confirm the identity of the occupant. The victim is named as former Cambridge man Nicholas Lewton, who had been living and working in Cartagena
  until his disappearance almost three years ago. Police are now appealing for information, and a spokesman has confirmed that this death is being treated as suspicious.


  The phone sat on the bedside table nearest to the window. It rang just as she was reaching for it. She looked out across the cemetery, towards the rear of another row of houses. Because they
  were built on higher ground, her bedroom directly faced the rear windows of their ground floors. One of them had been sandblasted, leaving its brickwork paler than that of its neighbours. Trees
  rose in-between, but she could see its upper floor catch the last of the sunshine and glow a fireball orange.


  The ground floor of the same house was partly obscured in summer, but Kimberly knew that her caller was standing just inside its patio door. Probably squinting into the sun, staring over at
  Kimberlys house, waiting for her to answer the phone.


  Kimberly pressed the answer button. I saw it, she said. Let me get dressed. Ill meet you outside.


  
    
  


  TWO


  Kimberly grabbed some clean knickers and a bra from her chest of drawers, then pulled a dress from her wardrobe. Tugging them on quickly, she scooped up Riley, draping him over
  her shoulder, hoping he wouldnt stir, then managed to transfer him into his pushchair without waking him. She left her house by the front door, and hurried to the nearest entrance leading
  into the cemetery, a narrow gateway at the top of the guitars neck. The path ran in an arc that curved like a broken string towards the other side of the green enclosure. She and Rachel
  always met at the midpoint, a circle that had once been the site of the chapel of St Mary the Less.


  Kimberly arrived first. There were four benches, spaced around the outside of the circle, and she chose the one which would give her the best view of Rachels approach.


  It was a few minutes later before she saw Rachels figure appear briefly, then disappear, between the trees and shrubs further along.


  She could easily have cut across and made it in half the time, since Rachel knew her way round here almost as well as Kimberly did. This was a good sign, Kimberly decided: a sign that Rachel
  didnt feel the same panic as she herself felt.


  She watched Rachel reappear from behind a yew tree and disappear behind an overgrown buddleia, noticing that her friends stride, though brisk, was not rushed. Measured, that was
  the word. Rachel was always the calm one, weighing up the options, measuring her response. It was a joke between them: Kimberly gets them both into trouble, Rachel gets them out.


  The sun was at the back of her neck, reaching its still warm fingers around on to one cheek. It was a slow, burning heat that made her feel impatient to get out of it.


  When Rachel emerged into view again, she was still about a hundred feet away, but Kimberly sensed there had been a change in her friend. In the few seconds shed been out of sight,
  shed been overtaken by a shadow. There was now a slowing of her usually lively stride, a new gravity dragging at her limbs, like hesitancy and indecision were both pulling at her hem. There
  was maybe eighty feet between them now, and Rachels features appeared as nothing more than shadows and indistinct shapes, but they were composed differently today.


  Riley moved one arm out into the sun, and Kimberly used this movement as a reason to turn her attention to him and fold it back inside the shade of the canopy. She knew she was kidding herself;
  in truth she felt like shed been staring at Rachel, in some kind of bad way. She waited until Rachel was about twenty feet away before looking up at her again, hoping to find comfort
  there.


  Rachels toe caught in a small ruck in the grass and, momentarily, she stumbled. It was nothing, just a tiny break in her stride, but it seemed to be a further sign of the way her
  previously graceful gait had become self-conscious and unsure. She stopped ten feet off, and managed a small smile: one that flickered on to her face and was gone in the next instant. Kimberly had
  painted Rachels portrait many times, but never like this. Not ever. Something fragile but significant had deserted her friend.


  Kimberly felt her stomach lurch.


  She glanced around her, taking in everything as if it was the first time theyd come back to this spot in ten years. If the grass that lay between them looked the same as it ever had, it
  was the only thing that did. The graves were older, some had crumbled, others had toppled. The surrounding houses were filled with new families. The drugs were harder, and year on year the rain
  fell ever heavier. And neither of them were children anymore.


  Kimberly stood up and stepped a little closer.


  Rachel frowned. I was as quick as possible, she said. And spoke as if answering a question. Making a defence.


  I know. Its OK.


  Is it?


  Shit, Rach, its got to be. Kimberly heard the tautness in her own voice.


  In response, Rachel closed her eyes and pressed her hands over her ears. Kimberly had never noticed the frown lines on Rachels forehead until now.


  Rach, what is it?


  We should go.


  Kimberly glanced around.


  No, Kim, I mean go go, Rachel corrected her, leave the area until its sorted.


  We already did that, remember? Kimberlys thoughts were suddenly overtaken by the idea that shed seen some fundamental part of the picture through the wrong lens, or
  from the wrong angle. She couldnt decide what exactly, just that her view had somehow become distorted.


  Rachel shook her head and turned away, but not before Kimberly had spotted the tears welling in her friends eyes.


  She found herself at Rachels side, wrapping her arm around her shoulder. This isnt like you at all. Im relying on you to bail me out. Kimberly gently turned
  Rachels face towards her. Tell me whats wrong.


  Kimberly guessed she knew Rachel better than anyone, and she could only remember Rachel crying twice before, once at her mothers funeral and once at school on the day theyd met.
  Kimberly was the emotional, volatile one, while Rachel was the thinker, the planner. Never the crying type.


  Rachel blinked and tears fell from both eyes, making identical trails down each side of her symmetrical face. She didnt meet Kimberlys gaze, but instead stared past her and into
  the pushchair. She tried to speak but the sentence churned into a sob. There was definitely something odd about the way Rachel stared at Riley, and the unease twisted tighter in Kimberlys
  gut.


  Rachels breathing steadied for a moment. I didnt know youd have Riley, she blurted.


  I wasnt going to leave him indoors, was I?


  I dont mean now. I meant . . . Rachel held out her hands in an expansive gesture, a gesture that said Think bigger.


  You meant what? Kimberly demanded, but she could already see shed been nave. She felt a familiar anger rising, and she tried to restrain it, grabbing at its tail and
  willing it to go quietly back into its cage.


  Kimberly asked her again, knowing that her voice sounded hard and unforgiving. What was it you meant?


  This was the wrong tactic with Rachel, and Kimberly knew it. Rachel stiffened, then pulled away and began walking the more direct route back to her house.


  By the time Kimberly had manoeuvred the pram across the bumps and heavy clumps of grass, Rachel had almost reached the low wall before her back garden.


  Kimberly spoke again as soon as she thought she was close enough to be heard. Please, Rachel, I dont understand. Parking the pushchair, she caught up with her finally and
  reached out for the womans arm. Whats scaring you, Rach?


  The next moment Rachel was hugging her, constantly repeating her name. Kimberly held her close at first, gripping her as tight as she was being gripped. Then the seconds began to stretch on too
  long. This wasnt just an expression of close friendship, and Kimberly didnt understand it. It began to feel claustrophobic. She needed to know what Rachel was now feeling, needed to
  catch her breath and assess this new pitch of emotion. Is this love or fear, or something else? Regret perhaps?


  But, in their relationship, Kimberly believed she was the sole custodian of all the regret. Shed held on to it for so long now.


  She eased herself free.


  I know how much I owe you. Ill never forget that, and Id never want you in any danger because of me.


  Rachel turned to her, her eyes already puffy and her nose running. Her words sounded thick and heavy. Everythings scaring me. You, Stefan . . . the whole fucking, miserable
  mess.


  Then, Rachel began backing up as she continued, Go away. Take Riley and go. Im not going to tell you anything you dont already know, so dont ask me any more. Just get
  away from Cambridge.


  I dont know everything, do I? Whats it got to do with Riley?


  Kim, theres nothing else I can say.


  There is. Just tell me whats happened.


  Rachel hesitated and, when she finally spoke, her voice was barely audible: You saw the news?


  Kimberly couldnt let it go so easily and followed her right up to the low wall. Spains a thousand miles away, probably more. It has nothing to do with Cambridge.


  Rachel shook her head and stepped right over the wall. They were only thirty feet from the pushchair but Kimberly wasnt prepared to be any further from her son. She hurried back to
  collect it, and pushed the buggy towards Rachel. Wait, theres something else, isnt there?


  You really must go away from here.


  I cant just vanish.


  You have to. Im going early tomorrow.


  Without Stefan?


  No. It was Rachels instant answer, then she checked herself. Maybe. Look, the less you know the better.


  Youve had it all planned.


  Rachel shrugged, but seemed increasingly uncomfortable.


  Why didnt you warn me earlier?


  Rachel shook her head. It was an old plan  one we never thought wed need. Again her gaze alighted on Riley.


  Is he in danger, too? Kimberly whispered.


  She guessed Rachel wished she could deny it, but instead she gave her a small nod. It did nothing to soften the sense of betrayal: Rachel had let her down but more than that shed let
  Riley down.


  The truth of the situation seemed to strike Rachel only then. She paused, then said, OK, how long do you need?


  Kimberly couldnt help the sarcasm. To arrange a new life? she snorted.


  Rachel didnt visibly react. To collect some cash and a car and go, she said quietly.


  That sobered Kimberly. I dont know.


  Im all ready. Why dont I take Riley for a few hours? Pick him up when youre sorted.


  I dont know . . .


  Its all I can offer.


  And Kimberly could tell then that there was no half-truth or selfishness in the suggestion. Help me get the pram over the wall.


  Rachel nodded reassuringly. You know Ill look after him. Ive always tried, you realize. And, Kim, please dont tell anyone else what Im doing.


  Kimberly nodded silently, then hung back until both of them were out of sight. She finally made her decision and turned  but not towards home. Instead she left the cemetery at the
  south-west exit, then broke into a run.


  Change was in the air, and it smelt sour. Maybe there was something bad coming, or perhaps it was already blowing in and opening up gangrenous wounds in her current life. One thing was certain;
  it was stirring up the one memory that she never wanted to revisit: hot pavements and the sound of her own footsteps echoing on them as she ran for help.


  
    
  


  THREE


  Rachel was in the habit of deliberately studying her own house each time she approached it, no matter how short a time shed been away or which elevation she was facing.
  It was a habit she had developed as a form of motivation, a reminder of how far their hard work had brought them and what they could accomplish when they remembered to work together. She had
  finally realized that such achievements had been brought about by nothing but her own determination. And, although her motivations subsequently changed, her habit of staring at the house
  remained.


  It was a mid-terrace residence with a small passage that led from the back garden straight through to the street at the front. Including this in its overall ground plan made the house several
  feet wider than the neighbouring properties. It had allowed Rachel and Stefan space for an upstairs bathroom and an en-suite extension to their bedroom. The house was one hundred and seven years
  old and had spent the entire post-war period mostly in the hands of the same family.


  The first thing they had done was hire a skip. Apart from three brief trips to the landfill site near Milton, it remained outside for a full week as layers of the houses history were
  stripped away and discarded. The thick brown and cream lounge carpet, the wood cladding from the chimney breast along with the two-bar electric fire with the fake coals. A free-standing kitchen
  unit and a Belling cooker. The twin tub with its flaking paint, rusting from the bottom up. A double bed with velour headboard and the plastic laundry basket printed with orange and yellow flowers
  all over its lid. Interior doors, strips of old skirting, the sink, the bath, the immersion heater, and on and on until all that remained had been a windowless, featureless shell.


  Theyd then extended outwards at the back and upwards into the loft. And the builders had used the narrow side passage each time new building materials were delivered. Everything from
  wiring and plaster to shelves and cushions was replaced.


  But the passage itself stayed, too convenient to be deprived of it for the sake of a few extra square feet of floor space. Theyd never worked out how to give the place a more contemporary
  feel, and so this passageway and the one surviving plum tree stayed as relics of the houses original guise as a cramped and unfashionable Edwardian family home.


  Although Rachel always studied her own home in this way, she rarely thought about it in any depth. For some reason today was different, and by the time shed manoeuvred Rileys
  pushchair in through the patio doors, she was preoccupied with the idea that she was leaving the one place theyd truly made their own.


  She corrected herself: the one place shed truly made her own.


  Rachel drew a deep breath and wondered if living alone somewhere new would really be any better.


  It was her exchange with Kimberly that had brought about this occasional sentimentality, Kimberly whose pregnancy had brought her a sense of purpose as well as a beautiful baby boy. Rachel loved
  this house but it was just a house, a means to an end. Her next steps were all about getting herself to a point where she could afford to be sentimental. The chance to become as lucky as
  Kimberly.


  She lifted Riley on to the settee, and he opened his eyes. Hi, Riley. Its Rachel.


  Wheres mummy?


  Gone shopping.


  That satisfied him clearly. He was still drowsy and turned his head to one side.


  Sleepy boy, she murmured and stroked his hair. He seemed oblivious to her and a minute later she was in the kitchen with the hob alight and a deep pan of cold water sitting over
  it. She was sure he would come to find her when he wanted attention. And, even though she couldnt see him, shed hear him if he called out.


  She went back to thinking about the house, trying to imagine locking the door for the last time, then telling herself that there was no point in getting emotional when the decision had already
  been made.


  She was far too deep in thought to notice the lengthening of the shadows outside the kitchen window, or the TV burbling in the front room. It was the key in the latch that made her start, and
  notice that the water in the saucepan was now boiling. The tiles behind the cooker were moist with steam.


  She glanced at her watch but didnt bother looking out into the hall. Youre early, she called.


  There was no reply, so she tried again. Stefan, Im in the kitchen.


  She listened for a reply but, if he had bothered speaking at all, hed only mumbled one, merely grunting back at her some dutiful greeting. Sulky git, she muttered, slowly
  drying her hands on the nearest tea towel, feeling acutely aware of how stale the air became when they shared it. She knew she should go to welcome him, though, and make the effort for one last
  meal.


  She straightened up, determined to seem caring, relaxed, content and display every other positive aspect of being happily married that it was appropriate for him to see.


  That lasted all the way along the hallway and as far as the front room, where he stood in the doorway with his back to her.


  When dyou want dinner? she asked, her smile fading as he turned and she could see the darkness in his expression. She glared instead, knowing that the words would come out
  of her mouth sounding sharp and indifferent. Whats up now?


  She looked inside the room and the answer was all too obvious. While shed been distracted by a saucepan of boiling water, Riley had gone out of the lounge and found the CD racks in the
  front room. There were at least thirty cases, now separated from their disks and booklets. She knew immediately that most of them were hers, but she doubted that would change the outcome.


  What the fucks he doing here?


  Rachel lowered her voice, hoping he would take the hint and do the same. Thats not why youre back?


  He kept his voice at the same pitch, not exactly loud considering it came from a six-foot-two wall of a man. But it was loud enough. Answer the fucking question.


  Youre back because you saw the news?


  I said answer the fucking question.


  For the first time Riley glanced over at them. He grinned and shook another loose CD on to the floor.


  Shhh, Rachel said, I am answering. She backed away from the door, jerking her head to persuade him to follow her to the kitchen. Thankfully he did.


  No, youre not.


  Shut up, let me finish, and youll see that Im actually answering the fucking question.


  She paused, wondering whether shed already pushed her luck too far. He looked angry, pissed off even, but was yet to tip into the dangerous mood. She knew she now had to try to
  keep things smooth.


  Go on, then.


  You saw the news, and Kims seen it too. Ive taken Riley while she sorts some stuff out. Shes going to leave town for a while.


  Like we dont have our own shit?


  It wont hurt for us to stick together.


  She saw him change then, a tiny twist in his expression, more tension evident round the mouth and a narrowing of the eyes. His voice took on another tone, a kind of
  one-wrong-step-and-youre-out type vibe.


  You mean loyalty? Thats new.


  What?


  All this faithful crap doesnt include me, does it?


  I havent a . . . She could see where this was going but had no idea why they were heading there. She tried to remember anything she might have said or done to trigger this
  jealousy. She kept returning to the idea that somehow hed discovered the only thing that couldnt be explained away. He was standing about six feet from her but his fury seemed to fill
  her entire field of vision.


  I kept my mouth shut. I put up with your coldness, always avoiding me touching you, but dont you think its always on my mind, Rachel? I dont need you telling me how
  youre going to stand by her, when you wont stand by me. Rubbing my face in the shit like that. Do you see what Im saying? Do you? You have pushed me until all I want to do now
  is snap. Im not keeping my mouth shut any longer. So tell me . . .


  What? He waited for just a few seconds before he spoke, but to Rachel it felt like several long minutes, and in that time she was no closer to finding anything to say to save her
  situation.


  When he finally whispered the words, she wanted to sob with relief. Who are you shagging?


  Who are you shagging?


  She shook her head and kept her response low-key. No one.


  Liar. He stepped closer, and in response she stepped backwards. The wall behind her was nearer than she expected, so she found herself pressed up against it. Stefan leant towards
  her, one broad hand pressed to the wall on either side of her face.


  She tried to turn away, but those big hands were quick and she found herself slapped back against the wall. This is stupid, she breathed.


  He just shook his head. I have to know, he said finally.


  Theres no one.


  He grabbed her face, cupping it in his hands, pressing his thumbs into her cheekbones. Tell me.


  Out of the corner of her eye she saw Riley appear in the hallway. He remained silent, with an intent expression on his face. Stefan gripped her just as tightly as she tried to smile despite the
  pain.


  She knew he would let her go soon, and until then there was nothing else to say.


  
    
  


  FOUR


  It was approaching 8 p.m. and the afternoon had faded. Inside Parkside Pool the artificial lighting maintained the illusion of daylight, but the restaurant had already closed
  and the childrens swimming class had finished. Only a few adult swimmers remained to wind down the day.


  The man at the very back of the viewing gallery sat low in his seat. He held open a copy of The Times but wasnt reading anything on the page in front of him. Below him, Gary
  Goodhew swam the last of his hundred lengths with the same swift but unrushed front crawl that hed used on the first. He cut a clean line through the pool, with a technique close to textbook
  perfect and timing that was damn near metronomic.


  Goodhew left the water then. He didnt use the steps, just made the sort of easy exit rarely accomplished by the unfit or overweight. Judging by the female lifeguards intent
  expression, shed already spotted that he was neither. He tugged his towel from the back of a chair and rubbed his hair a couple of times, enough to leave it looking about as tidy as it ever
  appeared. He headed towards the mens changing rooms, as lithe and almost as fluid when he walked as when he was swimming.


  The spectator slipped away then, similarly fluid and equally focused, the evening having proved more than satisfactory. It had taken Goodhew forty minutes to swim just over a mile and a half,
  and in that time he had demonstrated discipline, fitness and an undoubted capacity for patience. Perhaps patience was the wrong term for it, more like a determination to play the long game. All of
  these were attributes that Goodhew normally hid behind a mask of quiet diffidence.


  Not that this was news to the spectator, who had drawn several conclusions before today, and was only present here to confirm them. DC Gary Goodhew, the youngest detective serving at
  Cambridges Parkside Station, wasnt the only one capable of silently observing the truth.


  From leaving the water to exiting the building Goodhew took less than ten minutes. It wasnt a hot summer yet, but more than warm enough to lift the remaining dampness
  from his short and slightly unkempt hair. He ran his fingers just once through the front, as if that would salvage something. There wasnt any particular style to salvage, so the result was
  pretty irrelevant.


  As he turned right from the pool, the Parkside Station fell within his line of sight, and he wondered what would be waiting for him on his return. But then, as he turned right yet again into
  Mill Road, he forced his thoughts away from matters of work.


  In fact the coming fortnight would hold nothing more taxing for him than meeting a light-hearted challenge set by his grandmother. Just returned from two weeks in Cuba, she had flown back
  bursting with stories of jazz and salsa clubs. She reckoned that his choice of spending his two weeks holiday in Cambridge couldnt touch that, especially when the place was already
  his home town.


  Hed grinned and said, Youll see, despite having virtually no plans yet for his time off.


  Now he walked alongside the clog of traffic that inched slowly in each direction, first overtaking then being overtaken by cars that were heading away from the city centre. In recent years Mill
  Road had become an end-to-end traffic queue, but it was far more than just a commuter route. The shops ranged from a tattooist and a traditional toyshop to antiquarian books and an oriental
  supermarket, with newsagents and kebab shops in between. Some had unlocked their doors at 6 a.m., while others would stay open until two the following morning. No other part of Cambridge was so
  diverse or vibrant.


  Goodhew took the next side street, and from there it was just a short walk to the former bus garage that housed the car-repair workshop of OBrien and Sons. In fact there was only one son
  but apparently Vincent OBrien had always been inclined to exaggerate. The old man was semi-retired now and mostly Bryn worked alone, grumbling that he was tempted to amend the sign to read
  OBriens Son.


  Their paths had crossed a few weeks earlier, and maybe if they hadnt been at the same primary school they wouldnt have bothered maintaining any contact. But that small patch of
  common ground had proved enough of a link for them to forge the early part of what might potentially grow into a firm friendship.


  Or potentially amount to nothing.


  Gary was still taking stock and as cautious of becoming close friends with the bad boy and joker of the class as Bryn himself was undoubtedly cautious about becoming mates with the class loner.
  Old reputations could prove stubborn ones to shake.


  For now, though, Goodhew was more than happy to take the suggestion of an evening spent visiting a few local pubs entirely at face value. This was his fortnight off, after all.


  So far, hed found Bryn easy company, almost like theyd been friends all along rather than just acquaintances with a fifteen-year gap in their joint history.


  There were no cars parked outside but the concertina doors were still open, and Bryns turquoise and white Zodiac was parked in the centre of the workshop beyond. Bryn had changed out of
  his overalls but still had a spanner in one hand, which he raised in greeting when he spotted Goodhew.


  What do you think?


  The car had just been repaired and resprayed. Its good.


  Bryn stood at the back of the car and surveyed the repair from an acute angle. Its more than good.


  Have you been admiring that car all afternoon?


  Absolutely. Bryn shrugged happily. And how did you get here?


  Walked, why?


  What is it with you and cars? Youre in the middle of a two-week holiday, so I thought the first thing youd do is sort yourself out with a vehicle.


  I dont really need one.


  Bryn possessed a habitually open expression, with big eyes under eyebrows that always seemed slightly raised. He raised them a little further. You should still get one. People like to
  know about your car; it tells them something.


  Im not getting a car just to tell people which pigeon-hole I belong in.


  Yeah, but the no-car pigeon-hole is for pensioners, misfits, eco warriors and the really skint. Oh, yeah, and the losers whove lost their licence and have no hope of getting it
  back, ever. If you had a car, it would be easier for people to weigh you up.


  And I suppose youre going for quirky, retro, in a kind of James Dean way?


  Bryn grinned. No, Im going for He looks like fun and isnt that car cute with its roomy interior and leather upholstery.


  And that works?


  Yeah, girls love it. We could take it out tonight.


  To go two hundred yards?


  Trust me, well park it outside, then sit at a table right next to it.


  If you say so, said Goodhew and he smiled, mostly to himself. Bryn was a natural flirt and it was this and his laid-back charm which drew women, not his beloved car. In fact, Bryn
  possessed a natural lack of inhibition, a quality that Goodhew could recognize but never himself own.


  Bryn lobbed the spanner so it landed in the top tray of his tool chest. Lets go.


  The Zodiac turned out of the yard, its engine burbling and the chrome glinting under the orange glow of the street lights, and somehow Goodhew couldnt help feeling that they were driving
  towards far more than just another night at the pub.


  
    
  


  FIVE


  By 9 p.m. most of the through traffic had gone and Mill Road was now occupied meeting the demands of the local populace, newsagents and convenience stores seeing a steady
  stream of customers while the pubs and takeaways geared up for the Friday-evening rush. The air had cooled but the pavements still radiated a lazy warmth, and there was no urgency to the general
  busy-ness.


  One figure moved a little faster than the rest. The boy was about seventeen years old, eighteen at most. He wore a hooded sweatshirt and baggy jeans, with hefty trainers that looked as though
  they really belonged to someone several inches broader and taller. He walked quickly with loping strides, concentrating his weight on the balls of his feet like he needed to fill out his gait as
  well as his clothes. His eyes stayed on the path, a few feet ahead of him, only glancing up every thirty seconds or so to take in a new snapshot confirming his route towards the cemetery.


  He heard his name being called, and stopped briefly to join a group of five other teenagers hanging around outside an off-licence. He stopped for as long as it took to blag a cigarette and roll
  it and light it. Cheers, he nodded, unsmiling, then added, Later.


  He was slightly built and wiry, with an arrogance in the way he walked, like a boxer, though he wasnt.


  Just before he reached the Locomotive pub, he crossed over the road in a diagonal line, ignoring the traffic and slapping the roof of a small red Fiat which refused to slow for him to pass.


  He turned immediately right, heading down a long straight avenue of sixty-feet-high trees, and through the gateway at the south-west corner of Mill Road Cemetery. The area was unlit, but enough
  grey daylight remained to show him the way.


  The path split and he followed it to the left, along the rear perimeter fence of Anglia Ruskin University, until it curved again. He slowed, checking that he was still alone, then slipped
  through a gap in the shrubbery.


  Eight minutes later he reappeared, a little less cocky but still as alert, and began to give the area one more 360-degree scan. He had made it through less than ninety degrees before something
  caught his eye. He stood stock-still, adjusting his vision to the strange flickering, and confirming that his orientation was correct. Then he took off. He ran, keeping to the centre of the pale
  gravel path, and glancing regularly from the fire to the track and then back to the fire.


  He already realized that a Gwydir Street house was burning, but now needed to know which one. There would be other people moving across the cemetery, shadowy figures, drawn to the hypnotic
  dancing light at the upstairs windows. He had to get there faster. He sprinted, finally leaving the path and stumbling over unlit and uneven clumps of grass.


  As he reached the propertys low rear-garden wall, he gasped. Oh, fuck.


  He scrambled over the wall and ran to the patio door. It was locked. He cupped his hands to the glass, and peered inside, but found the curtains drawn. Behind him someone shouted, Get
  back! but he barely heard it over the sound of the house whispering and crackling in his ear.


  He banged on the glass with his fist. Open the door.


  He ran along the passage to the front of the house, and banged on the door there too. He then looked through the letterbox, found the hallway was empty. He turned his head to one side and tried
  to peer up the stairs. The top step was just in view, lit by a slow strobing of heavy light interrupted by thick smoke curling downwards.


  He shouted through the gap, Rachel? Rachel! then threw his whole body at the front door. It held too solidly.


  There were other people out in the street by now, alerted by his shouting and then seeing the first signs of fire appearing in the upstairs windows at the front. He was oblivious to them as he
  dialled 999 on his mobile. Fire! he shouted into the phone, then repeated the address when he spoke too quickly.


  A hand tugged at his arm and he turned round to see a middle-aged man.


  You need to get back, son.


  I cant.


  Is someone in there?


  They both looked towards the front door.


  I dunno, but I need to find out, dont I? We gotta break in. We can smash that panel then unlock it.


  No, that could cause a fireball.


  She could be trapped.


  I called the fire brigade, too. Just wait.


  No, I cant. He was no more than six feet away from the door, but he already knew that trying to force the lock was a mistake. The weak point was the thin pane, so he jumped
  at it, kicking out with his oversized trainers. He thought at first that the double glazing had shattered but, although the exterior glass broke, the interior pane had only crazed. He fell back on
  to the pavement, still staring at the stubborn door, just as the upstairs windows blew out. As glass rained down on him, he bent his head, stunned and defeated. Knowing that he couldnt yet
  grasp all the implications.


  He staggered to his feet, aware for the first time of the drama that he and the middle-aged man had played out in front of a larger audience.


  In the distance sirens wailed. They would be coming from the left, so he turned right and ran for it, bursting through the thin barrier of voyeurs and towards the safety of Mill Road.


  
    
  


  SIX


  Bryn knew that taking the Zodiac was an inconvenience, since hed have to drive it back to the garage after his second pint. No way was he going to leave it parked
  outside overnight, or let it be out of his sight. But he also wanted to find out whether Gary had ever experienced the buzz of just hanging out in a car this cool, and whether it was possible to
  inject a little harmless irresponsibility into their evening.


  After the first fifteen minutes, he realized such effort was wasted. Gary calmly pointed out that they were doing little more than a walking pace, and besides there was not anywhere to park.


  Bryn cast him a sideways glance. Cars really arent your thing, are they?


  Only in a practical way  on a par with a microwave or washing machine.


  Right.


  Bryn swung the car into a side street; never mind the availability of decent beer, he knew that the Six Bells offered the perfect combination of two pavement tables and some roadside parking.
  And today their luck was in: not only was there an empty parking bay but two empty seats almost next to it. Shame theyd have to share the table with two girls.


  He pretended to ignore them as he reversed his car into the available space, but in truth hed already noticed that they were both blonde, nicely tanned and about his and Garys
  age.


  Within five minutes of sharing the same table they discovered that the girls were called Becky and Trina. Trina was tall and quiet, while Becky was attractively plump and wore black shorts and
  high heels. Bryn loved shorts and high heels.


  Bryn chose to ignore the fact that neither Gary nor Trina had much to say to each other.


  After one drink together, Bryn offered to buy another round. Gary stood up abruptly. No, my turn. What would you like?


  Becky apologized. Actually, we need to make a move.


  Already? Bryn sounded surprised.


  Trina nodded. Yep, Beckys right.


  Bryn passed his empty glass to Gary. Same again for me, thanks.


  Becky and Trina had left by the time Gary returned from the bar. Youre looking pretty cheerful considering theyve just abandoned you.


  Bryn shrugged. Shes going to ring me.


  But she went?


  It was a prior arrangement.


  Or so she said.


  Bryn studied Gary for a moment, realizing that neither understood the others irritating logic. Look, I can either think she was making an excuse just to get away, or assume she was
  telling the truth. Neithers going to kill me, whether she rings or not, so I might as well enjoy waiting to find out.


  Gary looked sceptical. Now, thats what I call a positive way to look at it.


  Dont take the piss. I just get out there, put the odds in my favour, and hope for the best. How was her mate?


  Shes a trainee accountant.


  Not what I meant, at all. She was attractive, smart, and plenty going on. You went off to the bar and dyou know how she described you?


  No.


  Wholly unavailable. Probably because you give out this Im-not-interested thing. You could make the effort at least.


  Gary shrugged. Maybe.


  Bryn didnt push it any further. He saw that Gary had stopped listening, in any case. He was staring ahead towards the junction with Mill Road, and hed obviously noticed
  something.


  Lets go, Gary said suddenly.


  Where?


  Different pub if you like.


  I havent finished my pint.


  But Goodhew had already left the table and was heading towards the junction with Mill Road.


  And I need to take my car back to the garage.


  Catch me up after youve done it, Gary called over his shoulder.


  Whatever was drawing Gary away now also held more interest for Bryn than finishing his last half pint. He shouted, Hang on.


  They turned right on to the main road, where Gary seemed to begin following a small pack of six or seven students. He was only walking still, but his stride remained swift and assured until he
  drew closer to them, then it faltered.


  Whats wrong? Bryn asked.


  I thought she was with them.


  Who?


  This girl . . . Claire. We used to go out together. Im sure I just saw her.


  And?


  Nothing. It would have been good to catch up, I guess. But then again, maybe it would have been a bit weird.


  Bryn looked at him for a long moment, pulled Gary towards the kerb and then across the roadway. Well go down Gwydir Street.


  I didnt know she was back, thats all.


  Keep walking. Next pub does great food.


  You need to go back for your car?


  Ill do it later.


  Bryn never believed that he was much of a thinker, but hed been doing a lot more of that since hed met Gary again. Right now Gary seemed to have withdrawn into his own thoughts,
  walking no faster than Bryn but two strides ahead. The guy definitely kept his cards close to his chest, and Bryn wondered if Gary ever played Texas Hold Em. There was something about him
  that made Bryns own life now more complicated, yet he still had no idea what really made Gary tick. It wasnt Bryns own staple diet of cars, pubs and casual sex, that was for
  sure.


  In the distance two sirens started up, out of time with each other and creating a wave of sound that lapped repeatedly towards them. After a few seconds a third joined in, and with it the tone
  of their evening perceptibly altered. Bryn noticed this primarily because he saw a change in Gary, like a sudden awareness: first a tilting of his head to pick out the sounds coming from the city
  centre, then looking back towards the main thoroughfare as his eyes surveyed the entire street, then turning back to observe a mother pushing an empty buggy . . . then the pedestrian who ran
  towards them, and finally, at the furthest visible point, the group of people silhouetted in the open doorways of the houses at the bend in Gwydir Street.


  Gary and Bryn never made it to the next pub. Without warning, Gary broke into a run. Bryn said nothing. He could tell that his friends senses were now concentrated elsewhere, and it was
  all he could do to jog in Garys wake and watch him accelerate, turning the short distance between them into a gulf.


  Gary vanished around the bend in the road, and was soon out of view. Bryn picked up speed, and behind him the sirens grew louder.


  
    
  


  SEVEN


  Goodhew smelt the fire before he saw it. It wasnt unpleasant at first, merely a hint of bonfire night or the modest incinerators which burn waste at allotments. Then the
  house itself came into view and he realized there was nothing modest about this fire: it was devouring the building from the inside out. As the air began to taste bitter, he knew the smoke was
  infected with layers of partially combusted chemicals like varnish and paint, producing toxins that would make the flames gutter in sinister shades of blue and green.


  Most of the people in the street stood immobile and silent behind an imaginary cordon, curiosity taking them only so far down the intrusive path of not minding their own business.


  One man stood closer than the rest, a fifty-year-old with a ruddy complexion and an all-over look of solidity. He had his feet squarely planted and his hands on his hips, clearly assuming that
  hed taken ownership of the situation. Goodhew addressed him first, having to raise his voice over the sound of cracking timbers. Im an off-duty police officer. Is anyone
  inside?


  We dont know.


  Whose house is it?


  A man and a woman  foreign-sounding surname.


  And theres been no sign of them?


  Nothing.


  Goodhew pointed at the passage. Is that the quickest way to the rear?


  Only way there, apart from going through someone elses house.


  Have the neighbours been evacuated?


  Yes.


  As Goodhew sprinted through the passage, the heat searing through the brickwork could be felt against one side of his face. In his heart he knew that there was little to be done: the fire at the
  back of the property would be as intense as it was at the front. There would be no chance of entering, nor any chance of anyone coming out, but he still needed to check for himself. For a few
  strides his feet seemed to find nothing but a constant shingle of broken glass, but he kept running until he was clear of it and well into the centre of the garden, then turned to face the house.
  Bloody Hell. The windows were gone and the roof was alight: all that was visible of the inside were brief outlines of rafters and walls, glowing brightly before melting into the cavern of fire.


  He walked to the very rear of the garden and could, over the wall, see that there were also people dotted around the cemetery, watching as keenly as those at the front of the house. A single
  figure moved, and she had just reached the wall when he first spotted her. She half climbed, half fell over it. He stepped forward to help her, but she waved him way,


  Whats happening? she gasped.


  Do you live here? he asked.


  She shook her head, but didnt answer. Instead she pushed past him as if taking in the full extent of the blaze for the very first time. Is there anyone round the front?


  Is this your house? Goodhew wasnt sure if shed heard, because she never took her eyes from the upstairs window. Im a police officer, he
  explained, then repeated, Is this your house?


  She darted forward, but instinctively he grabbed her arm.


  Theres someone inside, she yelled, and fought to free herself.


  How do you know?


  I saw someone move. I saw them, she screamed. Up there, look. She pointed to the left one of the pair of upstairs windows.


  No, no. He held on to her. Its just how the flames look.


  Someone walked past that window. I saw them.


  He paused, eyes fixed on the void that had once been a bedroom window, then he saw it too. But it wasnt a person, just a ghost, created from smoke and shadow and flame, that calmly
  stepped through the inferno. That was no longer a bedroom, or the place for any living creature. The buildings only remaining role was to burn.


  Theres no one, he shouted.


  She stopped struggling to escape him, and he then knew that she believed him. I need to find my son, she gasped. Have you seen a little boy?


  No, I havent. Where should he be?


  He was here . . . She averted her eyes from the house. He must be out at the front, she replied decisively.


  Goodhew understood how she was more than aware of the alternative statement but wasnt willing to consider it. Smoke hung round the passageway, a faint but regular flash of blue light
  penetrating it from the far end. He now held on to the hope that they would find her child safe and probably in the care of the emergency services. Ill walk round to the front with
  you, but well never get through here.


  They started to climb over the wall together, but by the time hed managed just a few steps over the uneven ground, she had covered twice the distance. As he scrambled after her, only the
  pale gravestones were visible, yet she wove her way between them with surefooted ease. He knew that somewhere along this perimeter wall there was a gate that would lead through the car park of some
  small business units, and back out on to Gwydir Street. He only knew its approximate location, but she found it at once, and was halfway over the adjoining wall when he finally caught up with
  her.


  The gates locked, she explained, then swung her other leg over and dropped to the ground behind.


  He followed, inquiring, How old is he?


  Two, she replied, but didnt wait for him.


  He caught her again as she turned through the car park, towards the street. The houses facing them were ominously well lit by the colours of emergency.


  His names Riley, she added.


  And whos he supposed to be with?


  My friend, Rachel . . . Perhaps she might have added a surname, perhaps not, but at that moment she turned the corner and saw the full chaos of firemen, residents, smoke, water and
  devastation. She stopped in her tracks. Oh fuck, she whispered, then began shouting to the people standing closest. Have you seen a little boy? Im looking for my little
  boy, Riley. Hes with my friend, Rachel. Im looking for Rachel and Riley.


  A few people shook their heads, while a few others just turned away.


  Goodhew grabbed her arm and guided her through the crowd. Whats your friends last name? he asked quickly.


  Golinski.


  And your name?


  Kimberly Guyver.


  Stay right there, he instructed her.


  The fire officer gestured for him to stay back. Behind the cordon. It isnt safe here.


  Goodhew quickly explained the situation. The fire officer shook his head and instinctively they both glanced back towards Kimberly Guyver.


  She, too, ducked under the tape. They cant be in there. Why wouldnt they have just got out? Oh, shit. Shit. Riley, Riley!


  Goodhew reached her first. Theyre doing everything they can. He hated the words even as he said them. They sounded so ineffectual but they were all he had.


  And theyre searching the house, arent they? Whos gone inside?


  They cant go in, he replied quietly.


  Kimberly drew a long breath, and then fell silent.


  
    
  


  EIGHT


  The fire blazed ferociously, and for a time it seemed that the fire brigades attempts to quench it would not put it out far ahead of its natural end.


  Kimberly waited.


  Four police cars soon arrived, the first bringing a man she guessed must be a more senior officer. She watched as he spoke to various people. He glanced over at her once, but she read nothing in
  his expression.


  She felt the urge to approach him, to ask him for news, but she gave in to a greater urge that told her to stay where she was. Keep still and quiet like that would fool fate into moving on and
  leaving herself and Riley untouched. Like those plane-crash victims shed read about, dead in the wreckage but with their fingers still crossed in hope.


  She didnt notice who came with the other three vehicles; she studied each as it arrived, but only to see whether a small boy might be staring back at her. Everything else seemed a silent
  and timeless blur. She had no idea how long shed stood there before she was gently led over to one of the cars. Nor had she any idea how long she sat in the car before the flames and smoke
  cleared enough to reveal the dead features that had once been her friends home. Someone had put a cup of tea in her hands; her fingers were woven together to cradle the cup. It looked full
  still, but felt almost cold.


  Mr Senior Officer was talking on his mobile. He looked like a serious type, a man obliged to deliver bad news many times in the past. She studied him, wondering what he would say to her. He
  tilted his head slightly to one side or he was listening, but apart from that seemed contained and neat, not one to waste time or energy on any unnecessary movements. Someone who could keep his
  feelings to himself. She guessed thats how it had to be, in a job like that.


  Her brain created a half-formed picture: his face remaining expressionless as his words dragged her down into darkness and loss. She stopped herself from taking that thought further, since it
  was disloyal to Riley. It felt like shed lost faith in him, even though nothing that was happening could have been within his control.


  For the first time she realized that she wasnt alone in the vehicle. A WPC sat in front of her, in the drivers seat. She must have become aware that Kimberly was now watching her,
  for they suddenly made eye contact via the rear-view mirror.


  The policewoman turned. She had large dark eyes which seemed to assess Kimberlys face before she spoke: Are you warm enough?


  Yes. Realizing, as she replied, that she was shivering. Tired, I think, Kimberly added.


  Sure. But this isnt necessarily the best place to wait. I can arrange for us to be inside somewhere nearby. Somewhere warmer, more private?


  Kimberly shook her head. How long before they can carry out a search?


  I dont know  but not yet. Ill ask them in a minute. She reached over the back of her seat to the one next to Kimberly. Put this round yourself, at
  least. It was a thermal blanket.


  Is that clock correct?


  Yes. It read five minutes past midnight.


  And Ive been here all this time? Kimberly wondered how those vital hours had slipped past, unnoticed.


  Its the shock, but dont worry. When you said you wanted to stay, we asked one of the paramedics to check you over.


  Kimberly remembered then, the green uniform, a firm voice, and her shaky replies. And youre my babysitter?


  Im new, so I dont know my way round well enough to be anywhere else right now. The young woman hesitated, then reddened slightly; clearly the words hadnt come
  out quite the way shed intended. Not that it mattered. Constable Sue Gully, she added.


  You already introduced yourself, didnt you?


  Yes, sorry. I wasnt sure if you remembered.


  Only when you said it.


  PC Gully looked awkward for a moment. Ill get that update, then.


  Kimberly watched her climb out of the vehicle and approach Mr Senior Officer. They seemed to continue speaking for several minutes, though it could have been less, then they headed back
  together.


  Kimberly hoped fate wasnt paying attention. She crossed her fingers, in any case.


  Gully opened the door. This is DI Marks, and he needs to talk to you.


  Hed stopped about six feet back from the car. How are you feeling? he asked.


  Im OK.


  Good. I need to check some more details. All right if I sit in the car with you? He didnt wait for her to answer. Gully returned to her seat in the front, while Marks walked
  round the car and joined Kimberly in the rear. You said that your friend Rachel was looking after Riley?


  Did I?


  You did. And is that correct?


  Yes, since late this afternoon.


  Yesterday afternoon, Marks corrected, his expression remaining impenetrable. And youve had no contact with her since?


  Nothing.


  Did she often look after the child for you?


  Sometimes, yes. Shes very fond of him.


  And her husband, Stefan Golinski, what else can you tell me about him?


  Kimberly wondered what else shed already revealed. Gully was meant to be taking the notes, but instead she looked questioningly at Marks.


  The people weve already asked think he does some kind of night shift and, based on that information, Im working on the assumption that he was probably not at home at the
  time of the fire. If you can tell me where he works, Ill send a couple of officers over to speak to him, being Mrs Golinskis next of kin.


  Mrs Golinski. Kimberly never thought of Rachel by her married name, just as Rachel  or sometimes as Rachel Hurley. Eleven years old still, with white school socks, and the shape of
  her AA cup bra showing through the thin cotton of her white school shirt. How had they travelled so many miles through the eleven years since?


  Ive known Rachel exactly half my life. Rachel Hurley, not Mrs Golinski.


  She felt suddenly and inexplicably defensive. Like making her think of her best friend in such a formal and unfamiliar way was merely his attempt to pull them apart. Unless it was those other
  unwelcome words  next of kin  that she was reacting to.


  Hes a doorman at the Celeste. Its a nightclub down Market Passage, just off Sidney Street.


  Yes, we know it. He opened his car door again. I have to speak to a couple of my officers. It will only take a few minutes, then well be leaving for Parkside Station
  


  Kimberly interrupted him even before she discovered whether this was the end of his sentence. I need to stay here, she insisted.


  The fire brigade will be on hand to make sure the fire is fully extinguished, but they wont be able to start making the building safe enough to search until dawn at the earliest.
  Theres nothing else that can be done at present. PC Sue Gully is going to stay with you.


  His tone was firm but empathetic. He broke off eye contact, then moved on to his next task, before she could engage him in any argument.


  She saw him go and talk to an officer wearing plain-clothes. He had jet-black hair and listened carefully to Marks, nodding agreement frequently. Hed now been joined by the young officer
  who had first helped her, he wore jeans and a casual shirt, and spent more time watching the fire crew than paying attention to his superior. The one with the black hair was older, therefore
  probably more senior, and it certainly looked like he had far more to say.


  Thats DC Goodhew and DC Kincaide, Gully informed her. Kincaides the smart one.


  Kimberly didnt inquire whether she meant smart by nature as well as appearance. Instead, she preferred to assume they were all going to be equally astute, and that she and Riley were in
  safe hands. She vowed to set aside her ingrained distrust of the police.


  I havent met Goodhew yet, he was on holiday when I started, Gully added.


  The two DCs turned away, and DI Marks headed back towards her. He took a keyring from his pocket and pointed the car key at the saloon parked in front of them. It beeped and its lights flashed
  twice as it unlocked itself. She knew it was time to leave.


  Kimberly looked at the devastated facade of Rachels house once more, and silently prayed that it was as vacant as it appeared.


  Gully started the car, and they followed Marks vehicle out of the road.


  Kimberly didnt and couldnt blame the DI for the interviews and paperwork that were now taking her away from her vigil. She realized shed been loaded on to a conveyor belt,
  had just felt the lurch as it clunked forward. She didnt blame the process, but it still made her want to vomit.


  
    
  


  NINE


  As soon as the police cars began to arrive, Goodhew knew his presence was probably redundant. His boss, DI Marks, had already instructed him to take a holiday, and hed
  been emphatic: two weeks, no excuses. Hed delivered this instruction with a dont call us, well call you diatribe that had started with a few compliments on
  Goodhews work and ended with a rant about what happens to detectives who have no social life and burn out before theyre thirty.


  Marks acknowledged his presence with a single nod, then turned away, busy with more pressing tasks. The fact that Marks knew he was still hanging about and still didnt invite him back on
  duty seemed pretty conclusive.


  Bryn was waiting further down the street and Goodhew headed over to him.


  Didnt want to stand around gawping, Bryn explained.


  Yeah, I know what you mean.


  Didnt think I should just go and leave you, though.


  Thanks.


  Was anyone inside there?


  Goodhew shrugged. They dont know yet. He sensed Bryn was uncomfortable at the prospect. Take your car home, and Ill catch you tomorrow or something.


  Bryn nodded. Youre off, then?


  Yeah, I think I need to.


  Perhaps Bryn assumed hed head home then. Goodhew wasnt officially on duty, but leaving the scene was also out of the question, and for the next half hour he joined the ranks of the
  bystanders.


  Like them, he spent most of the time gazing at the fire, fascinated by its terrible beauty. But, unlike them, he also watched, so far unsuccessfully, for the arrival of a woman with a small boy,
  and periodically he glanced over at Kimberly as she sat in the back of one of the patrol cars.


  Goodhew began to feel restless. It was a feeling he knew well, and it ticked away in an inaccessible corner of his brain: quiet at first, but increasing in volume and frequency. Thoughts and
  adrenaline now racing, he needed to be engaged, physically and mentally


  This need to be on the other side of the cordon grew rapidly. He decided to wait for the right moment when he could ask to be given something to do, but soon realized that Marks was altogether
  too busy. In fact the only person who looked under-utilized was DC Kincaide. A few minutes earlier Kincaide had finished a call on his mobile, and Goodhew hadnt noticed him do anything
  since.


  For the weeks leading up to his current holiday he and Kincaide had been working together, since Marks seemed to think there was something beneficial in it for both of them. Neither of them
  shared his opinion, and that was probably the only thing they did agree on. Goodhew had hoped that two weeks away from him would allow him to approach Kincaide differently, but here he was at the
  halfway mark and automatically assuming that Kincaide was slacking. In truth he had absolutely no reason to consider Kincaide at fault; it was just something about his body language and that
  over-manicured appearance that hinted at a sense of self-importance. Equally, Goodhew didnt want to admit to himself that Kincaide was irritating him just as much as ever.


  He knew how ridiculous this seemed; he didnt need to like someone to have a professional relationship with them, and it shouldnt be so difficult to set aside personal differences
  when there were so many more important things at stake. Like helping Kimberly Guyver find her son. He didnt need to glance at Kimberlys expression to confirm how small-minded he was
  being. He felt ashamed; it really was pathetic.


  He walked over to Kincaide. Hows it going?


  I hate fires. Kincaide scowled. What are we supposed to do here until its put out?


  Its frustrating, Goodhew agreed, then paused, using this one second of silence as a comma between one subject and the next. If Marks puts us together again, we should
  make more effort to co-operate.


  We should, should we? Kincaide replied, continuing to scowl.


  Look, I dont want ever to screw up because my attentions being diverted by a bad atmosphere between us. And I cant imagine thats what you want, either. It
  doesnt achieve anything, does it?


  Kincaide stared at Goodhew as if searching for a hint of insincerity. Finally the last remnant of the frown left his face. No, it doesnt. He slipped the mobile into his
  breast pocket and held out his hand for Goodhew to shake.


  Shortly afterwards, Kincaide returned to his vehicle, claiming he had something to do, leaving Goodhew standing where he was. That handshake had been too firm, and it had felt both fake and
  forced. Goodhew could have tried to convince himself that this assessment was still being petty, but he didnt.


  A few minutes later, DI Marks approached Kincaide, and Goodhew walked over to join them. Marks face was lit by the street lamps that cast light at an unflattering angle, adding several
  years to his actual forty-three. Goodhews boss had a fifteen-year-old daughter called Emily, and maybe parenthood could provide an additional perspective to a situation like this one. Marks
  looked tired, weighed down by the night, and perhaps he wasnt joking when he claimed that Emily had caused so many of the grey flecks in his once glossy black hair.


  The fire crew is in no hurry to go in, and therell be several hours of damping down needed before they can assess whether it is structurally sound to enter. At the moment, the fire
  officer reckons that there is still a strong chance of the roof collapsing.


  Kincaide was the first to comment. And what about the cause?


  Again, theyre not committing themselves, but at this stage are happy to label it suspicious. And until we know otherwise we need to proceed on the basis that both
  Rachel Golinski and Riley Guyver are still alive. Marks glanced at each of his subordinates in turn. Im sure I dont need to emphasize to you the damage false hope can
  cause, so please remain cautious until we receive some definitive answers. He continued speaking for several more minutes, but Goodhew heard very little of it above the tick-tick-tick of his
  own restlessness. He cared about what Marks was saying, and certainly had great respect for him, but felt the time for standing on the sidelines was almost over.


  It needed to be over.


  Marks then switched to his in conclusion tone: So speak to the husband, find out whether theres anywhere else the wife might be, especially anywhere she could have taken the
  youngster. Be tactful, but also pin down his own whereabouts in the last twenty-four hours.


  Marks turned to Goodhew. And youll need to make a statement. Im happy for you to do that now, or . . .


  Kincaide interrupted, Hes still on holiday.


  Marks raised his eyebrows very slightly, like he was just considering the concept of being surprised. Are you, Gary?


  Hopefully not any longer, sir.


  I thought not, so Id like you to go along with Kincaide.


  To see the husband?


  Yes. Marks looked at Kincaide, then at Goodhew, and again at Kincaide. Get on with it, then.


  Kincaide straightened. Absolutely, sir.


  Goodhew didnt comment, as he turned towards Kincaides car. They could drive away from the scene of disaster, but he knew that the ghosts of flames and the stink of bitter smoke
  would be coming along for the ride. His eyes made one last sweep of the situation, taking in the fear, shock and confusion, the mess and chaos, activity and exhaustion. But nothing stood out more
  distinctly than the huge question mark that now hung in the air between Kimberly Guyver and her best friends burning home.


  
    
  


  TEN


  The building which housed the Celeste had been a nightclub for more years than Goodhew could remember. Its entrance was in Market Passage, one of several narrow pedestrianized
  short cuts that connected one central shopping street to another.


  As a small boy, his parents had often taken him and his sister to the cafe in the Eaden Lilley department store. They always used the Market Passage entrance, where the Blag Club displayed
  glossy, two-colour posters promoting events that were consistently unmissable and the best in Cambridge. Hed been about seven at the time, and just realizing how
  much more he could learn now he could digest the more difficult words. Those posters hinted at the existence of a more dangerous and adult, after-dark world, certainly far more interesting than
  teacakes and a glass of Ribena in the coffee shop. He had looked forward to the posters like waiting for a favourite page in a weekly comic.


  The venue had undergone several name changes, and hed moved on by another nine or ten years, before he got to discover that the reality was an anticlimax: a hot and deafening few hours
  that served only to remind him how little he understood most people of his own age. As far as he knew, the Celeste was just another such incarnation.


  Market Passage was L-shaped, with the Celeste at the bend. Kincaide now parked the car across the entrance to the short side of the L, with all four wheels up on the pavement. It was impossible
  to get closer.


  There were a few people walking around or loitering, always in small groups, and Goodhew knew theyd been immediately pegged as police. On this occasion it didnt matter, but he
  wished that Kincaide could learn to be a little more subtle. It wasnt feeling alienated that bothered him but the risk of alienating other people. And such unnecessary pavement hogging,
  especially in a pedestrian zone, undeniably smacked of self-importance.


  A group of twenty-somethings glanced over as they passed by. The tallest male in the group kept his eyes on Kincaide for longest, then continued glancing back over his shoulder. Kincaide made a
  big show of locking the car, and brushing down his suit, returning the guys stare the entire time.


  Goodhew sighed to himself and headed towards the Celeste, muttering, Whats the point?


  Point of what? Kincaide was suddenly almost alongside him.


  Goodhew hadnt realized that Kincaide had caught up with him, or that he himself had even spoken out loud. All that macho posturing crap.


  Kincaide shrugged. They dont know any better. Theyre ignorant, thats all.


  Goodhew smiled to himself, making sure he didnt reveal his next thought out loud.


  The club door was heavy, artificially aged and adorned with rough-cast ironwork to resemble the entrance to some building from the middle ages. Like a church, or a castle. The doormen matched
  the door, standing beside it in an identical pair.


  They simultaneously gave a sideways tip of the head, nodding the pair of visitors through to the woman on the desk. She wore a name badge which read Jodi and a T-shirt which
  identified her as Your Celeste Hostess.


  Muffled music sneaked down to them from somewhere overhead.


  Goodhew spoke first. We need to speak to one of your staff called Stefan Golinski.


  She gave each of them a shrewd once-over. Blimey, I didnt ever think hed really do it.


  Sorry, do what?


  Mule called you, right? She waited for them to answer, looking like she was trying to decide whether they werent responding because it was none of her business, or because
  they were too dim to unravel a four-word question. She must have then decided it was the name that was throwing them. I dont know what hes really called, she added,
  smiling hopefully.


  Kincaides tone remained deliberately patient. We just need to speak to Mr Golinski.


  Well, he didnt come back. She raised her henna-ed eyebrows. Like anyone thought he would. Went off like a rocket.


  OK, so wheres this Mule guy? Goodhew asked.


  Go through. Shed been taught that same slight tip of the head as used by the bouncers. Up the stairs, then straight to the back. I guess hes in the kitchen
   theydve wanted him out of sight, eh?


  Thanks.


  Lights shaped like lilac rock crystals lit the stairs, and the same theme continued through the building, with the same mellow illumination cast on a variety of coffee tables positioned around
  the perimeter of the room. As clubs went, it was pretty small, even low-key, but it had one thing that many other local nightspots were missing  plenty of customers.


  They headed on into the heart of the club, its dark walls throbbing ever louder with the pulse of the bass. Peering across the dance floor, Goodhew spotted the door to the kitchen.


  Kincaides focus fell about twenty feet short of target. Pity my wife doesnt wear underwear that shows off that degree of flesh.


  Goodhew didnt even look. Maybe it was just him, but there was something about standing in front of a burning house which had now taken away the appeal of bare skin glistening under the
  hot and distorted beams of light.


  The kitchen was just a brightly lit cupboard, measuring about eight feet by ten. It contained a sink and a fridge and a microwave, but something about the lack of any other cooking equipment
  told Goodhew it was more about securing permission to use the premises as a nightclub rather than a venue for fine dining.


  The only occupant was slicing hot-dog rolls with a large bread knife. He looked up, blade in hand, and nodded warily. The mans hair was shoulder-length and beach-bum blond, but his tanned
  face was marred by a swollen lip and large welt that ran from his right cheekbone up to his eyebrow. His right eye was red and almost closed, contrasting with the left one, which was wide with
  surprise. The overall effect was demonic.


  Youre Mule?


  Yeah, and youre the police, right? He had a distinct New Zealand accent. I told him not to bother.


  Who?


  Our boss, Craig. Mules right eye looked like it hadnt finished swelling.


  Craig what? Kincaide had his notebook out already.


  Tennison.


  And your full name?


  Mule.


  Kincaide was about to demand more details, but Goodhew cut in, You should get it looked at.


  No point.


  Well, an ice pack at least.


  Gary, Kincaide spoke in a voice that he might save for a small and annoying nephew, if he needs medical help, Im sure he can get a lift to Addenbrookes.
  Then back to Mule. Stefan Golinski did this? he asked.


  Mule nodded. Goodhew kept quiet.


  Why did he hit you?


  Jealous  thought I was shagging his wife.


  Were you?


  No, not this time.


  So, you previously had a sexual relationship with Mrs Golinski?


  No, I mean this time it wasnt his wife. Im seeing someone whos married, and the bloke doesnt know. Point is, Im not seeing Rachel Golinski
   never was, never would. Rachel and I are friends, but Stefan just doesnt get it. He thinks she should just look into his eyes and need nothing else from life, if you know what I
  mean.


  So where is he now?


  How should I know? Hes not here in the building, thats for sure. Took off in a rage. Ask Craig  he knows what Stefans like, and might know where he goes to
  cool off. I didnt touch her, though, but Stefan couldnt accept that, it was like hed already decided what the truth was, and wouldnt listen to anything else. Mule
  tried to make some kind of facial expression of resignation, but it ended in a wince. Look, why not just talk to Craig.


  They left Mule in his kitchen, clutching the bread knife and resolutely slicing open more hot-dogs rolls. Following his directions, they located a plain door set in the wall opposite the
  bar.


  It had a code-operated lock but no buzzer, then again, no one could have been expected to hear it over the constant, pumping music. Goodhew scanned the room for assistance, but he neednt
  have bothered. Kincaide dug him in the arm and he turned to see the door had already been opened by a man he immediately took to be another doorman. This one was slightly less imposing than the
  first two, if only because he actually smiled.


  Were looking for Stefan Golinski.


  Come on through.


  There was nothing plush about the area they entered beyond the door. Overhead the ceiling was bare concrete, with air-conditioning pipes running along each RSJ, and a single naked bulb hanging
  from a wire cord in the centre of the room. The furnishing was equally sparse, just a few stacking chairs deposited around a moulded plastic table, and he quickly led them past these towards the
  rear of the room, where a lightweight wall partitioned off a small area that housed a desk, a PC and a couple more chairs. It was only then that they realized theyd just met the manager.


  Plush, eh? he said.


  They introduced themselves.


  Craig Tennison, he announced, and shook hands with each of them in turn. He was aged around the forty mark, with the look of a man who was still too fit to turn to fat but also too
  laid-back now to keep it all as toned as it had once been. Solid would be a fair description.


  He perched on the edge of the desk and offered them the chairs. Did Mule call you? I know hes a bit knocked around, but Id be happier if he dealt with it outside working
  hours. It doesnt help the business to have the police turning up every five minutes.


  Every five minutes? Kincaide queried.


  Just a figure of speech. We dont have much trouble but we dont want it either.


  Tell me, did anyone witness this assault on Mule?


  I caught the tail end of it.


  And what time was that?


  About eight, I guess. He paused to think. Yeah, that must be about right.


  Then what?


  Stefan stormed out.


  From where he sat, Goodhew could only see the back of the PC, but he could hear it whirring quietly and was prompted to speak for the first time. You have CCTV here?


  Thats right.


  Digital?


  Yes, of course. Theres no risk of forgetting to put a fresh tape in these days, so its all there. I think youll see Stefan storming out, but not the fight itself.
  That kicked off once Mule went in the storeroom.


  And then you walked in on it?


  Yeah, Id been looking for Stefan, wanted to know why he wasnt manning either of the doors. He seemed wound up when he started work  has a knack of creating this kind
  of tension in the atmosphere. So, anyway, I pushed open the storeroom door just as a load of boxes came crashing down on top of Mule. Then Stefan barged past me . . . and I shouted after him,
  warned him that if he disappeared this time, his job wouldnt be waiting for him when he got back.


  Is he usually so volatile?


  Not really. For as long as Ive known him hes had a temper, but today was in a whole different league. I went as far as running after him, caught up with him, but he
  wouldnt tell me where he was going . . . which brings me back to my original question  did Mule call you?


  No, he didnt. He might be in need of medical attention, by the way.


  Kincaide smirked. Excuse my DC, but he seems to want to play doctors and nurses today. But were not here in relation to that incident. Theres been a serious fire at
  Golinskis home address, and we need to discover the whereabouts of both him and his wife Rachel.


  Tennison looked startled. But theyre not there, right?


  Goodhew had shut his mouth after his colleagues latest sarcasm, and intended to let Kincaide do the rest of the talking. For now anyway.


  At present we dont know precisely where they are.


  Tennison seemed to take a few seconds to grasp the implication. Did Stefan raise the alarm?


  Why would you think that?


  I dont actually think anything. If he had raised the alarm, then it would prove that hed been home. But chances are hes letting off steam somewhere. So why did you
  ask all those other questions?


  Because understanding his current frame of mind may prove crucial.


  Tennison stared at the floor, concentrating. Ill tell you what, he said finally, as he looked up again, his expression more determined. Stefans a hard bloke.
  He can be a nutter, a bastard even  but never to her. When she was around, he was as soft as shit. If youre thinking that hes lost it with her, well . . . He drew a
  breath and wagged his index finger. I cant see him hurting her, no matter what the provocation. But thats just my opinion, of course -just my own opinion.


  
    
  


  ELEVEN


  Back out in the street, Goodhew noticed their joint reflections in a window. He could identify the pair of them like they were part of an old snapshot: familiar faces but made
  easier to read given the opportunity to view them in detachment. Perhaps that was all hindsight really was: the chance to see clearly what was originally clouded by the emotion of the moment,
  rather than anything to do with the passage of time. He still felt his irritation at Kincaide: it kept crawling under his skin and it was hard not to scratch it. But in the window he saw the visual
  confirmation of his own tenseness and Kincaides insouciance, the latter too self-aware to be genuine.


  What was the point of pretending that Kincaide wasnt deliberately pushing his buttons, when they both knew the score? Im not your DC, he said flatly.


  In theory, but who would ever guess? Kincaide grinned lazily. We got off on the wrong foot, right?


  And I was trying to 


  I havent finished. I know what you were trying to do  find some way we can have a  he paused to make the quote signs in the air  healthy working
  relationship. Theres nothing in that for me, Gary. Watching you flail around isnt weighing on my conscience, and the last thing I want is you getting chummy with me and starting to
  think that you can poke your nose into my private life, too.


  Your home life has nothing to do with me.


  Yeah, right, so when I have a crack at the new WPC, youre not going to automatically run to the nearest patch of moral high ground? I dont think so.


  Im sure she can take care of herself.


  And Mel couldnt? Kincaide spat out Mels name so it hit Goodhew like a slap in the face.


  Theyd stopped beside their car, standing square on to each other, neither of them even aware of who might have been passing by.


  So this is what its really about? You latched on to Mel when she was having a bad time with Toby, and you convinced her you were going to leave Jan.


  And what are you, some kind of umpire? Hows this clearing the air?


  The conversation had skewed off the narrow path marked civilized, and it was now threatening to skid out of control. But Goodhew could still see that there was some truth in
  Kincaides point, and hit the brake. He wondered how much of his dislike for the man was fuelled by his latent feelings for Mel. He had no immediate answer. Fair enough, he said
  finally. I guess it wasnt any of my business.


  I dont give a shit what you do outside work.


  It was another very good point.


  Whats funny? snapped Kincaide.


  Goodhew turned away. Lets just go.


  The anger had left him, and Kincaide seemed to sense this. They headed back to Parkside Station, and would have made the journey in complete silence if Kincaides mobile hadnt rung.
  He switched it to hands-free and they were both greeted by the voice of DI Marks.


  Any progress, Michael?


  Nothing yet, sir.


  Goodhew with you?


  Yes, sir.


  No news here either, Marks continued. Im leaving Kimberly Guyvers house now, and PC Gully will stay with her. I want you two to knock it on the head for tonight and
  meet me back at the station at 8 a.m. All of us will be better for a fresh start.


  Goodhew was glad he wasnt driving, as he didnt want to have to keep his eyes at road level. Instead he stared up above the rooftops towards the tangerine glow
  that bled from the streetlamps, staining the indigo background of the sky. He then looked in the direction of Mill Road, but was unable to distinguish any difference in the light visible from that
  part of the city. He wondered whether the blaze was finally over.


  Their car journey was short but claustrophobic; the city seemed huge by comparison. It always held the answers for him, so it was inevitable that he chose not to make the short walk home but
  instead found himself walking in the opposite direction at 3 a.m.


  Every irrelevant thought regarding Kincaide was left behind in the dusty car park of Parkside Station. He knew he would end up at the Golinski house but didnt hurry; he wanted to enjoy
  the company of his thoughts along the way. They came tentatively at first, too fleeting to grasp or analyse.


  A breath of unease.


  The shadow of loss.


  The distraction of sirens blotting out every other sound, demanding to be observed and obeyed.


  A taste of fear. Not a taste for it. The pedestrian who had run towards him earlier had manifested more of it than any of the idle bystanders had displayed. And Kimberly Guyver also, before
  hed known her name. In his minds eye she appeared paper-thin with it. Distressed. Taut. Beautiful and brittle.


  He pulled himself up short before he stepped off the kerb.


  What was it that jarred?


  A taxi was the only vehicle in sight, and he had plenty of time to cross the road before it reached him, but he was aware of it only in the abstract, he had no sense of its speed or distance
  from him. Its headlights shone steadily and ever closer. He watched it intently, like it was delivering the answer.


  A light went on, but it was nothing to do with the taxi.


  Yes, Kimberly Guyver was beautiful, but with relief he realized that this adjective hadnt come to him in the distorted glow of the fire. Hed seen her before sometime, when her
  black hair had shone in the sunlight and her bare skin was tanned and radiant. Her dark and petulant features had turned many heads, including his own. But the memory was translucent, dissolving
  into nothing as soon as he tried to identify it. Tonight hed only seen her desperation, but without doubt he recognized her from somewhere else. For now he just couldnt remember
  where.


  This shifted his priorities so that he never turned into Gwydir Street, instead following his new thoughts until they took him in a full circle back to Parkers Piece, and towards the
  empty building that stood on the far side. The first three floors were in darkness but a single light shone from his attic window. No one else lived in any part of the building, and the light
  worked on a timer, set to switch on from 7 p.m. until whenever he eventually made it home and turned it off.


  Weariness caught up with him as he climbed the silent flights of stairs to his front door. He turned off the light in the window, then sat down in the nearest chair, feeling strangely reluctant
  to cast off his smoke-impregnated clothes. He only meant to stay there for a minute or two, but was still in the same place when he fell into an exhausted sleep.


  The television set had a seven-inch screen, and a small aerial like a tilted halo. The picture was poor, but as long as Stefan didnt move the sound remained clear.
  Stefan didnt move at all.


  A reporter was at the scene, using a lot of words, a lot of meaningless spiel best interpreted as We know nothing.


  She stood to one side of the camera shot, and over her shoulder was his house. He watched the smoke, then her mouth move, then the smoke again. Smoke, mouth, smoke, his gaze flicking back and
  forth across the screen until it got boring.


  He knew what theyd find there: a lesson in what happened when betrayal overstepped the point of possible forgiveness.


  Sometimes it wasnt enough for people to suffer pain; sometimes it was more important to show everyone else the price that must be paid. Those were the unwritten rules. The unfair part was
  the notion that not everyone would be made to pay.


  But, as he thought it over, he was sure that would not be allowed to happen here.


  Mouth, smoke, mouth. Not so boring, after all.


  Rileys bowl tipped over and the contents hit the floor, splashing outwards like vomit. He didnt look at all concerned. In the whole of his short life, hed
  never had to feel fear.


  
    
  


  TWELVE


  At 5 a.m. Kimberly slid open the sash window. She felt like shed been holding her breath for hours, but now, with her lungs tight with anxiety and the house feeling
  stale, she admitted to herself that she needed air. There was no breeze but clean air soon filled the room by replacing the warmth which slipped outside.


  Night had almost passed, streetlamps were glowing and lights had come on in a few of the houses bordering the cemetery, but the brightest by far shone from Rachels house: a floodlight
  that was directed on the front elevation, but glowing above the remains of the collapsed roof like an unnatural, clinical-white sun about to rise and shine on her life.


  Kimberly was neither a church-goer nor a hypocrite but her brain repeated two words: Please God. Please God.


  Over the last hours, her hopes and ambitions had withered, her sense of independence become frail. Riley had become her every reason to live, and he was out there somewhere she couldnt
  see, couldnt reach.


  Please God. Please God.


  She closed her eyes and tried to feel her childs spirit; she believed her love for him was strong enough to know whether he was safe. Whether he was alive. Whether he was waiting for her
   bewildered, crying, feeling abandoned.


  Im sorry. Please, God, help me.


  She knew that gnawing emptiness too well. The futile search for love and safe harbour painted her every single childhood memory, a pattern of false hope and abandonment and finally anger.
  Producing a fury that had smothered all her vulnerabilities, and still rode on her shoulder.


  That rage wouldnt do anything for her now except choke her ability to think clearly. Tears slipped from her tightly closed eyes and the fresh air seemed to calcify within her body,
  gripping her chest, burning her lungs. She fought to wrench in a breath and whispered to the open window, I love you, Riley.


  Goodhew left his flat at 6 a.m., and was in the water by ten-past. He was the only swimmer present; in fact the pool was officially still closed but the lifeguards knew him
  well enough to let him in and trust him not to drown. He swam for forty minutes, and on several occasions swam a full length on a single breath, eyes open and watching for the blur of the end wall
  as it came into reach.


  Hed long since learnt that starting the day this way mitigated the effects of his perpetual sleeplessness. A distant clock chimed seven as he pushed open the outer door of Parkside
  Station, and the first person he saw there was Mel.


  Shed changed her hair; it was shorter and a little less spiky, more Titian than red now. It suited her.


  In that first second they both instinctively smiled  open and spontaneous  before settling on expressions that were a little more guarded.


  Why are you here this early? he asked.


  She screwed up her nose. Stuff to sort out.


  He immediately searched her face for any sign of upset. Everything OK? he asked.


  She understood and a small thank-you of a smile reappeared in one corner of her mouth. Yeah, yeah. I mean stuff here, just work things. Dont worry.


  He nodded and the silence between them turned into one of those unnaturally long gaps. Mel salvaged the moment by flourishing one of her almost legendary Post-it notes.


  By the way, the Guyver womans gone back to the house in Gwydir Street.


  Whats happened now? he asked in surprise.


  Nothing  she just wants to be there. It makes sense, I guess. Shed want to be the first to know, right?


  And Marks took her?


  No, Gully. You know, the new woman?


  But Marks was OK with that?


  Upstairs couldnt get Marks on his mobile so she left a message with me, knowing that Id see him as soon as he came in.


  So hes definitely coming here first?


  How should I know? I get here early to catch up on some admin and suddenly Ive been promoted to station oracle. Hes back at eight, thats all I know. She
  slapped the Post-it note on Goodhews sleeve. This is what I get for having the desk nearest the entrance, isnt it?


  Goodhew balled the paper and dropped it into the bin. No need to mention this to Marks, Ill explain when I see him.


  No problem, she said.


  He turned for the door and she turned back to her PC. Their conversation had ended a little abruptly but for now, at least, that was the best way.


  Gully had parked as close to the Golinski house as possible. In this street it was impossible to be more than a few feet from someones front door, or someone
  elses net curtains. Gullys patrol car was now at the side of the road and within fifty yards of the Golinski house. A little too close to everything for comfort. She sat in the
  drivers seat, Kimberly Guyver right behind her, thus easily visible in the rear-view mirror if she chose to look. For now, though, Gully was slightly relieved that she had the choice.


  The task of staying with Kimberly had sounded deceptively simple. Kimberly had called it baby-sitting, and Gully had really thought it might be that straightforward: a few hours spent with a
  restless but exhausted charge. Gully knew that she was only a junior officer, that she carried no weight in any part of the investigation, and that her relationship with each of her new colleagues
  was just beginning.


  Shed immediately picked up on Kimberlys discomfort whenever around the police, and Gullys instincts told her this extended to all kinds of authority figures 
  including those who pushed bureaucracy, or anyone who colluded with them. It was logical then that Gullys own inexperience and unfamiliarity with the official process were the very reasons
  that Kimberly had made her the channel for all her hopes.


  Gully never intentionally shirked anything but this particular responsibility rested heavily on her. She could have argued that it wasnt hers to carry but, more than that, she felt it
  wasnt hers to avoid.


  It was when she and Kimberly conversed that she sensed it most. Therefore Gully feared showing the wrong emotions, and similarly that she might show either too much or too little of the
  acceptable ones: sympathy, promise, faith and even strength. Gully felt under pressure not to make any mistakes in her interaction with Kimberly. Therefore a few minutes with no eye contact or
  conversation was unlikely to harm either of them.


  She now absorbed the mess outside: same event, different aftermath.


  The fire had left Gwydir Street looking hung-over and dishevelled, like it had awoken to face cleaning up the last traces of some rowdy carnival that had pushed its way through the narrow
  thoroughfare. Where cars were still allowed to park, theyd been jammed into too few spaces, standing non-parallel and untidy. Many curtains were still rucked from people peering out and some
  front doors gaped open and probably had been since first light.


  The road was wet, the pavements strewn with cigarette ends and partly burnt paper. When a man stooped to pick up a piece, she recognized him at once as Goodhew, the detective shed heard
  about but hadnt yet met. The piece of paper was white and narrow, maybe out of a notepad or similar. He turned it over, and back again, then he put it in his pocket. The other pieces would
  soon be trodden into the pavement, but for now they fluttered in tiny ticker-tape-like shreds.


  He looked about her own age, though she guessed he had to be a couple of years older, but twenty-five maximum. She didnt even know if it was possible to be a detective sooner than that.
  So, assuming there was no such thing as a buy-it-yourself detective badge, he had to be sharp; probably a bit of a nerd as well as a high-flyer. She thought that he was probably here because
  hed decided to interfere with her morning and it grated on her.


  He tapped on the drivers window and gestured for her to get out of the car. She removed her seatbelt and climbed out, each movement as clipped as her tone. What?


  He held out his hand. Im DC Goodhew. Gary.


  They shook hands but she didnt smile, and forgot to introduce herself. I know who you are. She tried to look confident but was aware how her eyebrows had drawn together,
  locking her forehead in an involuntary scowl. I left a message for DI Marks, so he knows were both down here.


  Hes not in, so he doesnt know yet. Mel passed your note to me, and it seemed odd, so I just want to make sure that everythings OK.


  She wanted to come back here. I think shes been awake for most of the night, and of course shes desperate for news. Gully heard herself making too many excuses,
  talking away any illusion of assertiveness, but she was finding it hard to stop. She wanted to stay here last night but, of course, that wouldnt have been sensible . . .


  And this is?


  Why not? Shes not under arrest and shes had no news yet of her son or her best mate. Gully managed to stop herself talking before she was interrupted, and challenged
  him with a look of determination.


  Because . . . A deep irritation filled the word; he must have heard it too because he paused for breath. Look, if they suddenly find a body in that wreckage, youre
  going to have the locals right in your face. Not to mention the press. Youve spent some time with her, so do you think thats fair?


  Maybe if shed held his steady gaze, and had the courage of her own convictions, it would have been different. She could have answered that, yes, it was the right decision, and only
  realized the flaw in her judgment at a later and more humiliating moment. Instead, though, she glanced at Kimberly and understood how much more vulnerable shed now made her.


  Gullys cheeks flushed. She wished there was some dignified way out of this, but he was just standing there while she squirmed, and this smart-arse detective was looking on like it was the
  first time hed ever seen someone screw up.


  And she was blushing again  just the thought that she was at risk of blushing made it happen, the medical term being idiopathic craniofacial erythema. It was virtually
  untreatable, and according to various family members, boyfriends and acquaintances it was either cute or funny. Ha-bloody-ha. She knew that any attempt to keep her feelings private would trigger it
  automatically.


  She shook her head, then reddened further. Shit. She turned her face away. Shit, shit, shit.


  Youve been up all night, so youre bound to be really tired . . . He stopped as soon as he saw her anger now turning on him.


  Hang on, I can see exactly where youre going with this. I can see I ballsed up, but dont patronize me, please. She phrased the please more like an insult than
  a request.


  I wasnt.


  Not much. She poked a finger in his direction. Why dont you put it down to hormones as well as tiredness?


  No, he said flatly, Im not going down that road. And if you want to, thats up to you. But not here, not now. He took one step back, as if hed
  done his bit of damage and now he was ready to walk away.


  Her bad temper evaporated as quickly as it had arrived. Just back off, she said more quietly, I dont need favours. I appreciate your advice, but Ill see Marks
  and put my hand up to it.


  Youd better get over to Parkside or back to Miss Guyvers house, then, Marks is due to get in at eight. Goodhew started reaching forward to open the car door for her,
  but stopped abruptly. Too late, he observed.


  Activity outside the Golinski house had suddenly ceased, the fire crew now gathered in a fatigued and dirty group. They were being briefed by the fire officer.


  One of them was skinny and squatted on the balls of his feet, leaning his elbows on his knees, his body taking the shape of a question mark. He wiped his face a couple of times, taking several
  attempts to clear the worst of the grime from his eyes. He didnt look in the direction of the patrol car, but to Gully it was still obvious that what he was feeling was pity, and all of it
  directed at Kimberly. Goodhew knew that one of them should go over before the fire officer approached to take them to one side. Do you want me to speak to him? he asked Gully.


  No, Ill go, thank you. I can handle it.


  It seemed like her automatic response was to reject anything that could be construed as a favour, no matter how minor. As she strode towards the fire crew assembled outside the shell of the
  house, any trepidation she was experiencing was well hidden. First impressions had shown she possessed resolve, and he guessed that she was determined not to make a second error too quickly.


  Goodhew climbed into the car along with Kimberly, sitting at the other end of the rear seat.


  Have they found something? Her voice contained a heavy burr of emotion, but the delivery was unflinching.


  PC Gullys just gone to find out.


  I see. Thisll be it, then.


  It was as if she spoke more to herself than to him, but he queried her in any case. It?


  Yes, the final crank and tip. She pushed her hair away from her face, and he noticed that her hands were shaking even though her voice was not.


  Youll have to explain.


  Its like a rollercoaster: it starts moving and you know you cant get off. You meant to get on, but at the same time you dont really know what youre letting
  yourself in for. It climbs slowly, seems to take forever, and then when you reach the top . . .


  You get the final crank and tip?


  Yeah, and thats when you really know whats coming. Rachel and I used to say that.


  About what?


  You name it: work, people, going out, staying in. She half-smiled; it was a private and cynical reaction. What did you expect? Some big insight, I suppose. Right now
  Im looking down and wondering how far Im going to fall. But it shouldnt need a detective to work that out, right?


  He nodded. If theres still no news of your son at this time, Im going to take you back to the station.


  She smoothed two or three imaginary tangles from the ends of her hair. Riley will be fine, I know it. And Rachel, shes my best friend  I cant lose her.


  And theres her husband.


  Stefan? She looked perplexed, as though shed forgotten his existence until that moment. Where is he?


  We dont know  cant find him. He could be inside.


  Kimberly didnt reply but looked back to the house, and it was as if she could see something different there now.


  He looked back, too, but all he saw was the fire officer stepping away from Gully, leaving her white-faced and hesitant. She possessed new information, that was obvious; she might as well have
  advertised it with an audible alarm emitting an insistent, multi-decibel screech. He wasnt the only one who tuned into it, and more front doors had begun to open by the time she was back in
  the drivers seat.


  She faced Kimberly briefly, before turning back to slide the key into the ignition. I think we should go back to Parkside Station.


  Kimberly adopted the same resolute tone. What have they found?


  Theres been a development. Falling back on stock answers was not going to work, and Gully seemed aware of this, but Goodhew could also tell that she didnt know how to
  handle the situation. He stayed where he was and kept quiet, but caught her eye in the rear-view mirror and willed her to give Kimberly some information.


  I dont want to leave until you tell me, Kimberly said firmly.


  Gully turned her head to face them both. As I said, theres been a development.


  Is it a body? Kimberly straightened, bracing herself for the impending drop.


  Goodhew gave up trying brainwaves as a method of communication. I think the basic details would be appropriate, now that weve come this far.


  Gully nodded and he saw the apples of her cheeks brighten with two small thumbprint-sized patches of red. They found a body. She raised her hand in a calming motion. They
  believe its adult.


  Believe?


  Its not your son.


  Nothing in Kimberlys expression changed, but the fingers of her right hand curled around the internal door handle and Goodhew noticed how the first two fingers of her left hand were
  already crossed. Is it female? she asked.


  Its too soon to tell.


  Too burnt?


  Well let you have as much information as we can, as it becomes available, but meanwhile, until formal identification takes place, nothing else can be confirmed. Gully seemed
  to know that this was the moment to close the conversation and leave Gwydir Street. She glanced at Goodhew. Am I dropping you at Parkside?


  He nodded and Gully turned away to start the engine.


  And, maybe for no other reason than that Kimberly now had a clear view of his face only, she asked him the final question. Will they have finished searching?


  He shook his head. No, not yet. Im sorry.


  The patrol car pulled away from the kerb, but not before two firemen appeared from the house. They carried a stretcher between them, and a sealed body bag lay on it, its burden barely large
  enough to rise higher than the sides. It looked like something that had been full of air and had deflated, collapsed in on itself, leaving just pockets of nothing. It seemed impossible that there
  was enough inside there to be anything resembling a person.


  Kimberlys voice was now quieter, but as firm as before. Actually, I want to go home.


  
    
  


  THIRTEEN


  Marks was in and out of Parkside Station in a matter of minutes; long enough to hear that a body had been recovered from the Golinski house and to discover that Kimberly Guyver
  had been there in the street to witness its removal.


  Some days, DI Marks felt like he woke up tired. Today was one of those: he had known it from the moment his alarm sounded and he double-checked the time, momentarily convinced that it had
  malfunctioned. He felt like hed just dozed off, but somehow he had obtained his full quota of sleep, and work was calling.


  A deep irritation niggled at him on days like this, and he resented each little rut that jolted his progress. He felt annoyed with his own slowness, annoyed at the minutes wasted before he even
  left his bed, then increasingly irked with every other small setback he encountered.


  He hadnt made any comment when hed been informed, but there was plenty he planned to say. Plenty.


  And each phrase would include the name Goodhew.


  But then what did he expect? For all Goodhews capabilities, the results came with a price: a lack of conformity  random as his daughter would say. Right now Marks
  preferred other words like nave and undermining. What did Goodhew think he would achieve by taking Kimberly Guyver back to the scene of the fire?


  Marks pressed the unlock button on his car keys. He would take Gully aside and ask her how shed been led into it. Her experience as a chaperone was limited but at least she
  had some; thats why he had picked her . . . Maybe he himself was to blame: too much too soon, especially for a new arrival.


  Marks recognized the man leaning against a car parked two doors away from Kimberly Guyvers house. It was Ollie Baker, photographer with a local news agency. As soon as Marks swung into
  the same road, Ollie raised his over-large camera and rattled off a few shots. This did Marks a favour, since it restored him to a state of outward calm; always the most productive state, he
  reckoned. If the world was fair he would have thanked Ollie, but instead he blanked him.


  Gully opened the front door and he blanked her too. She followed him into the room by a couple of steps, and found herself a perch on a dining chair in the corner, directly behind Kimberly. He
  sent Goodhew to make hot drinks then turned his full attention to Kimberly Guyver.


  How are you?


  She shrugged. What dyou expect?


  He nodded, taking his time, watching her watching him. She was trying to read his expression, guessing whether he brought news or just questions. It was the usual response.


  We dont have any news of your son yet, but I can tell you that the body recovered from the fire was adult and female. He paused to let her speak but she said nothing, so he
  continued, Searches are now under way, initially in the grounds of the cemetery and Anglia Ruskin University. We have to pursue all the possibilities, just in case Riley is on his own and
  hiding somewhere.


  Because that body is Rachels?


  We start with the most likely options, and since she was the only female occupant . . .


  I understand.


  We need some more details on Riley. Weve checked his birth details and notice you registered his father as Jay Andrews. Is that correct?


  Of course.


  And does Mr Andrews still have contact with his son?


  Kimberly nodded and shrugged at the same time. Yes.


  You didnt look too certain. Are you still in a relationship with Mr Andrews?


  Hes in a nursing home.


  Hes unwell?


  Kimberly looked down at her hands, massaged the little finger of her left hand for a few seconds, like it was a talisman.


  He was in an accident.


  When?


  Before Riley was born.


  She looked at him and he suddenly wondered if this was the first time shed made proper eye contact with anyone, not masked with fear or grief, or blinkered by her obvious disdain for
  authority.


  Her dark eyes still challenged, but her voice had become quiet and sure. Jay was my first serious boyfriend . . . though I dont mean the first one I slept with. But I didnt
  think you could stay with your first boyfriend forever, so we split up  and Rachel and I went off to work in Spain. She . . . Rachel and I have been friends since our first week of senior
  school. Jay and Rachel never got on, but thats how it goes, isnt it? You see your mate less in order to be with your boyfriend, and you turn your boyfriend down sometimes so you can
  hang around with your friend. Anyway, Rachel was kind of pleased when we cleared off to Spain, but after a few months she grabbed me one day and said she thought that I ought to make it up with
  Jay.


  She fell silent, as if reliving the moment, then continued, I was stunned. I had no idea theyd even been in touch. It was more than that, though. Shed arranged for Jay to
  visit and, as soon as I saw him. . . She paused and, though she was still looking at him, Marks felt as if shed left the room. And then her remaining words arrived via a burst of warm
  Spanish sunshine. They say you know . . . you know when its right? Thats how it was, and I promised Id follow him home as soon as Id worked out my
  notice.


  And?


  He got attacked later that night . . . wrong place at the wrong time, or whatever the saying is. I didnt hear anything about it, as there were always British tourists getting into
  trouble one way or another, so it was a couple of days before I was told . . . And another month before I found out I was pregnant. She leant back in her chair. Happy? she
  asked.


  That caught Marks off guard. Im sorry?


  Do I pass?


  Theres no test here. Were just gathering facts.


  Well, Jays at the Hinton Avenue nursing home. He has a brain injury and hes paralysed, cant walk or talk. Apparently thats how hell stay. Check it
  out.


  Marks nodded. He understood. We also need contact details for your family. Anyone in the immediate area?


  No one.


  Sure? Further afield then?


  No.


  So no one whos going to be distressed if they read about it in the paper first?


  How soon will that happen?


  The next edition.


  You mean lunchtime, then? Well, theres a woman, my friend. Shes like my Mum. Better than. The words seemed to knot in her throat, so it took her a few seconds to be
  able to speak again. I hoped hed be back soon. I dont want her upset. She doesnt deserve it.


  Whats her name?


  Anita McVey, but can we just wait? Not for long . . . but til the last moment possible, just in case.


  We can be careful about any details we release, but we also need to stem any press speculation and make sure that what they print helps us as far as possible. Our press officer has
  released an initial statement which simply explains that we are conducting an urgent search of the area in order to locate a missing two-year-old. Well ask people in the neighbourhood to
  check their outbuildings. We also need to ask . . .


  Whether you can search here?


  Yes, its standard procedure.


  He caught another flash of defiance in her expression. Im sure it is.


  He chose not to pursue it. The other thing well need from you is a recent photograph of Riley. A clear snapshot  anything that shows his face clearly.


  I know the type of thing. Ill go and see what Ive got.


  She rose and Gully pointed to herself, to ask if she should follow. He shook his head and mouthed Not yet. He glanced at the walls and mantelpiece, noticing there were no
  photographs on display. He then leant forward and discovered that the mantelpiece had been wiped clean, but the top of the television had not.


  No sounds from upstairs, no opening of drawers, or clattering of photo frames. The kitchen was quiet, too. Seems like Goodhew may need help operating the kettle.


  Do you want me to go?


  No, wait here. The hot waters my department!


  From the moment Marks told her they were searching the cemetery, Kimberly knew she needed to see for herself, lay to rest any worry that Riley was lying in the deep grass or in
  one of the sunken hollows left by collapsing soil. An uninvited image had burst into her mind: a huddle of people crowding round something on the ground and looking back towards her with pity. And
  as hard as she tried to reach them, the harder she was dragged away.


  So she understood the need to produce a photograph, but the need to check out the rear window had grown more urgent still.


  In the window frame Rachels house appeared just off-centre, like Mona Lisas eye. As much as it commanded attention, all the activity was further in the foreground, as police and
  volunteers poked through every private corner of the graveyard. Kimberly pressed her hands to the smooth glass. Then she heard the voices drift upstairs from below. They spoke in low tones that
  were never meant to reach her, but the house had thin walls. At night she could hear the pumping of mattress springs and the subsequent flushing of the toilet which came from next-door, so picking
  out words spoken in her own home was never going to be a challenge. And shed expected close scrutiny, since that was the police all over.


  They would be assessing the situation, seeing her and Riley merely as a set of statistics. That DI had already said it: most likely options. What did that mean in her case? To look
  for traces of blood that had been wiped from her walls? To contact Social Services and ask what they knew about her? Had they ever been in contact? Were they in any way concerned?


  She could almost see the woman answering their questions: a functional woman, with functional clothes, functional shoes, and with thin pink fingers that tap-tap-tapped efficiently through the
  child-welfare database.


  Yes, we have her here. Kimberley Guyver, date of birth 27 November 1987? Let me see . . . The woman would smile, tight-lipped and disapproving. Nothing recent, but
  weve had her in the system since the early nineties . . .


  In the system.


  Well, the photo they wanted was gone, along with a small selection of her other favourites. And theyd only get it if she was forced to tell them everything. She rapped the window frame
  hard with the back of her hand, making her knuckles sting.


  Was that the answer? Was there anything in it that would help Riley? She didnt know, couldnt think through all the ramifications. Her head felt jammed with too many thoughts, each
  tangled with the last, and the next. None of them finding room to breathe.


  She was about to turn away from the window. Afterwards she would wonder whether she had been on the verge of telling the police everything, and whether the outcome would have been better if she
  had. But at that moment she spotted a figure staring across the cemetery towards her.


  He saw her spot him, and he dropped the hood of his sweatshirt long enough for her to see his face clearly. He made the phone me gesture.


  She shook her head and stepped back from the glass.


  He mouthed two words.


  She read them at once, but it was a few more seconds before she understood what they might signify.


  And, to be quite certain, shed spend as long as possible in the bathroom . . . then stall like crazy.


  Goodhew had no objection to making the hot drinks but on this occasion knew it translated as get out of my sight. As a precaution hed also brewed a pot of
  tea and a pot of coffee. But such chores often presented opportunity: in this case a chance to look through the kitchen cupboards.


  Marks entered in time to see Goodhew dropping a handful of potato peelings back into the composting bin. Goodhew had washed and dried his hands before Marks inquired, Finished?


  Yes, sir.


  Find anything useful in there?


  No, sir.


  You should think about where you direct your energies, Gary. For example, taking Kimberly Guyver to the fire site this morning . . .


  I know, sir.


  Marks scowled. You know what? That it was foolhardy? That its lucky the repercussions werent worse? What exactly were you thinking?


  Goodhew did his best to look contrite, and lowered his voice so PC Gully wouldnt hear. She might not welcome any favours, but he couldnt bring himself to drop her in it either.
  I dont know. I didnt think it through. Sorry.


  In response Marks lowered his voice, but managed to sound both louder and angrier. I didnt have you pegged as someone so easily led astray by the charms of the opposite
  sex.


  It wasnt like that.


  Tell me, how much of that conversation in there did you hear?


  All of it.


  Thought so. Marks had clearly moved on. Id like you to check out the Jay Andrews story.


  I already did. Theres someone of that name whos resident at Hinton Avenue nursing home. They also confirmed that Kimberly and Riley Guyver are regular visitors.


  Someones going to need to tell him about his son.


  I can go.


  Did they say anything about his condition?


  No, I kept it really brief.


  Didnt want to miss anything from the other room? Marks managed a wry smile. So what else have you found?


  Two boxes by the back door: personal papers in one, groceries in the other.


  No photos?


  No, sir, but it looks like something was standing on the mantelpiece until recently, so maybe she removed a photograph for some reason.


  That crossed my mind, too. Marks tilted his head to one side and frowned as he thought. Lets see what she brings us, he said finally, but he continued to
  frown.


  Everything OK, sir?


  Before he could reply, Gully opened the kitchen door. Theres a woman here to see Kimberly Guyver. Says shes Anita McVey.


  
    
  


  FOURTEEN


  Anita McVey was in her fifties, with a boyish figure dressed in purple and black; more shades of purple than Goodhew knew names for although he definitely spotted magenta,
  indigo, mauve and what looked like the colour his mum had once tried on their front door, described on the tin as Racy Rubine. The hair escaping from her bakers-boy hat was the
  same shade as Kimberlys, but beyond that he could see no resemblance. Anitas appearance was one of deliberate chaos: over-accessorized and curly-permed, primary school teacher with a
  twist of Marc Bolan.


  She looked neither surprised nor fazed by the police presence in the house. Is she upstairs? Gully nodded and Anita dropped her rucksack-sized handbag on to the settee, then
  plonked herself down next to it. Does she know Im here?


  Once more Gully nodded. I can call her again.


  No, shell come down when shes ready, Im quite sure. Anita looked directly at Marks and seemed to be assessing him in some way. He excused himself and
  disappeared back into the kitchen; as if on cue, Gully followed.


  Neither Anita nor Goodhew spoke. He was aware that Kimberly had been upstairs for some time, although probably less time than it seemed. On days like this, minutes ran at a different rate. He
  decided to go and look.


  Goodhew was halfway between floors when he heard the bathroom door unlock. He waited where he was until she reappeared, and she passed him on the stairs without comment, but there was no
  mistaking the heaviness as her feet struck each tread, or the exhaustion which blanked her expression. Kimberly stumbled onwards, sagging only as the older womans arms wrapped themselves
  around her. She buried her face in Anitas shoulder and they hung on to one another. Kimberly was taller and of stronger build, yet Anita was now the anchor, or maybe the tugboat guiding her
  to somewhere calmer.


  Anita was the first to speak: Why didnt you call?


  I dont know. Kimberly began to sob. I thought he would turn up. I didnt want to upset you.


  You silly girl. Anita closed her eyes momentarily. Goodhew felt like an intruder but not guilty  they were beyond thinking about him. Instead they shared words: small
  sentences passing back and forth, sometimes coherent, sometimes cracked apart.


  They dont know where he is, Kimberly said at last, and Anita stared at him then, and he felt the responsibility of being the face of They. What if he was in
  the fire? Kimberly added.


  And you really dont know?


  They think maybe Stefan . . .


  And why would he?


  Maybe you know his aggression towards Rachel . . . What if he didnt know Riley was there? I never guessed . . .


  How could you?


  I knew he hit her once. She kept it quiet, but I knew.


  Anita shook her head. Riley cant just vanish.


  What if I never see him again?


  Oh, Kim, that wont happen. It wont.


  Anita pulled her even closer, murmuring quiet words of comfort.


  At least she didnt say the words I promise. Why did they so often slip out when people were not in a position to use them? To Goodhews relief she stopped short of
  that; and to his greater relief his mobile rang before he needed to consider whether Anita was taking Kimberly too far down the road of false hope.


  It was the fire officer, too exhausted to deliver more than the bare facts. No other bodies . . . Probable arson . . . Awaiting tests.


  Goodhew ended the call. It was ironic that he was probably about to deliver a greater dose of false hope. Kimberly had already caught the positive note in his voice, and now looked at him
  expectantly. Relief already swelling inside her.


  Rileys not in the house, he confirmed and, despite doing his best to keep the news low-key, she now looked as though her son was within touching distance.


  Theyre positive? she gasped.


  Absolutely, he replied, and in part he couldnt help but feel touched by the moment, but that feeling was quickly overtaken and swallowed up. It was too fleeting, too
  fragile, and he found it impossible to believe it held any real substance.


  He needed to leave the building, get outside, get moving. And keep moving, probably.


  This doing nothing always got to him  even if it only felt like doing nothing. He couldnt stand the way it pressed the air from his lungs, and clawed his muscles up into tight
  knots.


  Stefan was out there somewhere, and if Riley was with him, he had to be in danger. Even if Riley was elsewhere, he still had to be in danger.


  The kitchen door was slightly ajar, and Goodhew pushed it wide. Gully had been watching the front room through the chink. Marks was on the phone.


  Goodhew took his own phone out of his pocket, and his call to the station connected almost immediately. He asked to be put through to the local intelligence officer, and had reached the top of
  the stairs by the time Sergeant Sheen picked up.


  Once I heard theyd not found another body, I took a bet Id be getting a call from you. Regarding Mr Golinski, am I right?


  What have you got on him?


  Not much, but here we go. Stefan Golinski, born in Birmingham 25th October 1977. Couple of minor offences, then given community service for an assault back in 95, when he was . .
  .


  Seventeen.


  Yep. Then he moved to Cambridge, where his name pops up two or three times in relation to a spate of drunken brawls, but no charges. Seems like the same culprits were rounded up each
  time, and he was one of them. Then nothing . . . grew up, maybe.


  Maybe.


  Or he got better at not getting caught. Heres one titbit you might like. Seems that on each occasion the same type of injuries were inflicted, and the only person confirmed as
  being present at every incident was Stefan Golinski.


  But still no prosecution?


  CPS dropped it, because of no witnesses, no CCTV, no forensics. Through the open door of Rileys room, Goodhew spotted a small pair of slippers. He went through and picked
  one up, and balanced it on the palm of his hand. What injuries?


  Broken ribs and fingers. The fingers crushed, the ribs kicked in.


  Goodhew placed the slipper back alongside its mate. Got to go, he said, his thoughts no longer with Sergeant Sheen.


  Kimberly was standing in the doorway. Shed frozen as soon as she saw him there, her eyes wide and her lips parted, as though caught in mid-thought. Ive come to find a
  photograph of Riley.


  You look better, he remarked.


  Im doing OK . . . you know, comparatively. Whats the police view at present? Cautiously optimistic, maybe? Her tone was bitter.


  Maybe. You dont like the police much, do you?


  Maybe youll give me some reason to . . . but it seems like the worlds packed out with maybes, doesnt it?


  As she opened the wardrobe door, he realized that there were no clothes inside. Instead he was looking at the inside of a compact art gallery.


  Thats where Ive seen you.


  Pardon?


  You sell paintings at the craft market  the Sunday one on Market Hill.


  Sometimes.


  I nearly bought one.


  Yeah, you and a hundred others. She seemed curious, though. Which one? she asked.


  The girl falling from the punt.


  This one? She reached into the wardrobe and lifted a canvas out towards the light.


  It was bigger than the print he had fancied, and showed a young woman in rolled-up jeans and a short-sleeved red shirt. Her feet were bare, the shirt riding up to expose the bare skin of her
  lower back. She clung on to the punting pole, laughing as she tried to keep her balance. She was a redhead but it didnt disguise the resemblance to Kimberly herself; the same bold features,
  large almond eyes, full lips and look of open defiance. She was painted in acrylics, using heady saturated colours. Behind her, in pen and ink, rose the stern facade of St Johns College,
  solid, disciplined and unamused at being nothing but a prop.


  He could easily have said Shes beautiful, and it wouldnt have been anything but a statement of bald fact. But he knew that would be inappropriate, so he just nodded
  and said, Thats the one.


  Why didnt you, then?


  Why didnt I what?


  Buy it?


  She had a way of making the simplest questions direct and personal. He shrugged, unable to explain why the picture had seemed too bold, too energetic for his wall. He had left the print because,
  though it had provided an attractive moment in his day, it was just a bit too frivolous to take home.


  I dont think I had anywhere suitable to hang it.


  I see. She took it from him, put it back in the cupboard. At least youve the decency to keep words like juxtapose and Vettriano to
  yourself.


  Closer to Al Moores pin-up art than to Vettriano, I think.


  She didnt comment but passed him a small, square canvas. There was the pen-and-ink background again, but glasses suspended by their stems and bottles of wine this time. In the foreground
  a woman of about twenty held her glass aloft and smiled, her eyes a little unfocused, perhaps from the effects of her first glass.


  Kimberly cleared her throat. Rachel, she announced.


  How long ago?


  Four years, give or take.


  Goodhew had developed a small but persistent habit of late. He found himself wondering whether there was anything different to be seen in a person pictured shortly before their untimely death.
  Some hint that they subconsciously knew that they were sitting for an image that would soon be part of a police appeal or a news bulletin, or just a page-filler to evoke a sympathetic mutter and a
  shake of the head before the reader flipped over to the celebrity gossip printed on the following pages. The idea was illogical, but he still looked.


  He now drew no conclusions about Rachels personality: it did not jump from the canvas the way it seemed to from Kimberlys portrait. Who Rachel was  or maybe who Kimberly
  thought she was  wasnt on display. But the moment seemed real enough, not an imaginary scene like the one on the punt.


  And did you paint this from a photograph?


  No, sort of from memory. I started it that same night. She could tell that puzzled him. I mean the night we were in that bar. She was drinking but I was sober, so I saw her
  at various stages during the evening. There was this moment  she tapped the canvas  that moment in fact, when she seemed to be in the perfect place. We shared a flat
  then, and I stayed up til dawn making sketches. I went into her room and copied her nose and mouth while she was asleep. Those were the bits I couldnt do properly from
  memory.


  She took the canvas from him before hed finished looking.


  Was that in Cambridge? he asked. I dont recognize the background.


  Artistic licence, she replied, and said it quickly and lightly. And immediately he wondered if she was being sarcastic or telling a lie. She obviously heard it in her own voice,
  too, and corrected herself. We were in Spain for a while.


  Working?


  Yeah, it started as a holiday, then we decided to stay on. Kimberly paused then put more emphasis on the start of the next sentence. I painted Rachel quite often. It
  seemed a clumsy change of subject.


  Kimberlys front door was fitted with a bell but no knocker, so the only alternative to ringing was to push the hinged letterbox open and let it spring shut again, with an abrupt
  snap-snap-snap. That was the sound which now carried up the stairs, providing Kimberly with a more convincing way to avoid discussing Spain.


  Inside the cupboard was a shoebox sitting on a shelf. She pushed the lid to one side. You go and answer the door. Ill find you that photo.


  The others are down there.


  Just PC Gully. Anitas left and your boss has gone to hurry up the search outside. I thought they would have finished by now.


  They decided to concentrate on the cemetery and university grounds first.


  As he said this, he heard the front door being opened. They both tried to listen to the conversation, but could only catch a word or two.


  Who is it? he asked her.


  I cant tell, Kimberly replied. But it sounds a bit like Tamsin.


  Whos Tamsin?


  Her dad owns the Celeste.


  And you know her?


  Unfortunately.


  Kimberly slid her hand further back into the shoebox and flicked through several more snapshots, finally picking out one which was posed more formally than the rest. She stared at the toddler in
  the photo and Goodhew could see that the distraction of the previous few minutes was gone. As the little boy grinned at her with a lopsided expression full of unbridled mischief, she touched his
  face and drew in a long slow breath.


  Just then when we were talking . . . she began, but the words wouldnt come.


  I know  you hadnt forgotten him.


  She nodded, then managed to say, Stefan has no reason to hurt him. There was no sign that she was going to cry, but that didnt mean she relished being confronted by an
  unwanted visitor.


  You can stay here while I find out what she wants?


  No, her grip on the photograph tightened, Im not going to hide from her.


  
    
  


  FIFTEEN


  Kimberly had long since chosen to forget the occasions when shed socialized with Tamsin Lewton. The idea that thered been anything approaching warmth between them
  served only to deepen the hostility she felt now.


  She doubted that Tamsin had changed much: still youthful yet mature, blonde but intelligent, tanned but never trashy. She had the look of a woman who planned to do nothing but marry well and age
  gracefully. To live off family money, yet claim to be her own person.


  Kimberly knew she was being judgemental, a bigot, a bitch even: and for all she repelled the idea of any charitable thoughts towards Tamsin she still knew that only two events had made her shut
  her heart against her. One betrayal apiece. She couldnt find enough compassion to care that Tamsins eyes were welling with tears, or accept that maybe Rachels death might be a
  blow to both of them.


  Tamsin reached out her hand as if she thought Kimberly would want to embrace her. Kimberly didnt.


  How are you? she asked quietly.


  Tamsin withdrew her hand. Poor Rachel.


  They havent identified her yet. It was an illogical thing to say. Who else was it going to be?


  Who else could it be? Tamsin echoed the thought.


  Well, I dont know, Kimberly snapped. At the moment Im not sitting round playing guessing games. Why are you here?


  Its about Nick.


  At any other time, Kimberly would have braced herself for those words. She was expert at controlling her expressions, seeming maybe a little too calm to be natural, but at any other time she
  would certainly not have gasped or blinked, or floundered for words in the seconds that followed.


  Nick? she repeated, and she silently cursed herself for being caught off guard. So fucking off guard. Now is not really the time to be telling me about Nick, is it,
  Tam? She tried to sound genuinely indignant. Do you think I care?


  Tamsin reddened. Hes dead.


  This time Kimberly was ready. She shook her head in disbelief. When?


  The whole time. They found his car. Divers found his car. There was an accident . . .


  He crashed?


  No, someone else had an accident, went off the road into the sea ten miles from Cartagena. Divers went to recover the body, and found Nicks car.


  Kimberly imagined the scene: the Merc being winched clear of the water, the police, the body bag, Nicks parents. She stopped then, unable to think beyond them: Trudy and Dougie.
  How is she?


  Who?


  Trudy?


  I think you know. Is it Riley thats missing?


  Kimberly looked down at the photo still in her hand. At the wonky smile and the innocent eyes. She handed it to Tamsin. The police said they need one.


  Tamsin studied it, then gave it back. He looks a lot like Jay.


  Rachel thought he was more like me.


  Tamsin didnt stay much longer. Kimberlys habitual animosity towards her was temporarily displaced by feelings of sympathy, some kind of shared grief perhaps. But she knew it
  wouldnt last. At the front door, Tamsin hesitated before stepping outside. By the way, the police are now investigating Nicks death. We believe he was murdered.


  Goodhew reached the door before Kimberly had had the chance to close it fully. I just want a word with her, he explained, then Marks wants us all back at
  Parkside.


  PC Gully was already halfway across the room after him. Marks said you werent to run off.


  Goodhew glanced back. Like I said, I wont be a minute.


  He left, and Gully turned to Kimberly. Hell catch us up. Gully looked uncomfortable.


  Kimberly had noticed her blushing earlier, too, each time over very minor incidents. She wondered whether the policewoman could be even younger than she looked. Or maybe out of her depth?


  Kimberly nodded towards the door. Im ready.


  The police car was the closest vehicle to the house. Goodhew was further down the street, already too deep in conversation with Tamsin to acknowledge their departure. As Gully drove them out of
  the road, Kimberlys last glance backwards registered Goodhew making notes and Tamsin talking, probably far too freely. She knew Tamsins agenda  and Anitas, and maybe
  even Stefans. She wondered about Goodhews, though; she found it hard to believe that he really had remembered her and her painting. Why would a police detective have been hanging
  around the street market? Without opening herself up to paranoia, no viable answer came to her. No, she didnt understand his agenda, but her own was more straightforward.


  At 5 a.m. every day, Riley would wake up and climb into her bed. He slept again then, with his head on her shoulder and one hand on her stomach. It was peaceful and perfect.


  Her own agenda was therefore clear: get Riley safely home, no matter what the cost.


  
    
  


  SIXTEEN


  The walk from Blossom Street to Parkside Station took him no more than five minutes. Goodhew used every second to inhale fresh air: it enlivened him, it took his thoughts away
  from the inertia of that house, from the smothering wait and the distorted clock that was ticking unpleasantly in the corner of Riley Guyvers life. Wait, hope, wait, hope . . .


  He turned on to East Road, where the air was less clean; bursting instead with street fumes, the smell of petrol, a kebab shop, bus diesel and dust.


  It smelt great.


  His head was full of his various conversations with Kimberly, the things shed said and the things she hadnt. He knew far less about her now than hed thought hed
  already learnt during the few minutes theyd spent watching the blaze.


  She had been just one entity then: a mother terrified for her child, a woman fearing the future, a human being in need of help. He knew that there was far more to her than that, like there was
  far more to everyone than how they might be perceived in one traumatic moment. But he could not shake the feeling that the woman hed tried to talk to today was different from the one
  yesterday. Walls had appeared, mirrors, shades, and somewhere amongst them hed lost sight of her. She had reappeared in kaleidoscopic fragments: a moment of distrust, a flash of openness, a
  breath of fear and a millisecond of hate. Shed been holding back at the one time no parent could afford to do so. He didnt yet understand her motivations, didnt like the
  possibilities either, but equally couldnt erase the memory of the first moment hed seen her at the fire, nor could he shake the instinct that told him that had been the real
  face of Kimberly Guyver.


  He wanted to keep walking  past the police station and on to wherever Stefan was hiding, there to find Riley and bring him home. He recognized a metaphor as he thought one.


  He didnt relish trading the inside of one building for the inside of another, but he knew that Parkside had to be his next stop, and hoped he could make some independent progress before
  Marks caught him and reeled him back in.


  Goodhew switched his mobile to silent and slipped in through the main entrance, past the desk sergeant.


  The first stop was Sergeant Sheen. Sheen shared his office with two other officers, but neither of the pair would have dared to call it theirs. In fact Goodhew found it difficult to keep tabs on
  who was the current incumbent of each of the other chairs. The rule for that room seemed simple: if you werent Sheen, you had merely a desk and chair, and no licence for any overspill. If
  you were Sheen, however, every other square inch was yours for the taking.


  The room was small and crammed with box files and ring binders; it had two card-indexing systems, one that was alphabetical and religiously but grudgingly replicated on to his computer, and a
  second one which only Sheen ever touched. My red box, Sheen described it in his strong Fen accent. Since it had now spilled over into six overflow boxes of various colours, its loose
  title was a fair cautionary hint as to the state of the contents.


  Only Sheen ever touched it because only Sheen was half capable of finding or deciphering anything it contained. Mostly it held pages of his own notes: sheets of A4 smothered with the entangled
  scrawlings of four different colours of ballpoint pen. Here he wrote down thoughts and ideas and random facts, none of which could be considered admissible evidence, but all of which might have had
  a slight chance of being crucial at some point.


  Goodhew had only to mention the name Nick Lewton for Sheen to start flipping through those layers of crinkled paper.


  Now, I know that name. I can see exactly what the page looks like. Ill find you the official bits in a mo, but youll be wanting this too . . . once I find
  it.


  After nothing appeared from the first three boxes, Goodhew was starting to fidget. If you like, I could start with the information on file . . .


  No, no, here she is. Start with this one. Its got all the vital notes. Sheen held it up, but stopped short of letting Goodhew actually take hold of it. Green notes
  are mostly cross references, tells me what items might be linked, no matter how tenuous. Heres your Spanish disappearance.


  The page was written in landscape format, and he tapped the top right corner. Theres young Nick doing his vanishing act.


  Goodhew took the sheet by the opposite corner and, with a combination of earnest interest and firm tug, was successful in extracting it from Sheens right hand. He was surprised to
  discover that it wasnt actually dedicated to Nick Lewtons disappearance; instead it was headed Dougie Lewton and Family.


  Dont tell me youve never heard of them? Sheen had noticed Goodhews expression, and grinned. Dont take offence at this but thats because
  youve only been here five minutes. Youre hardly going to know about a family that moved away about the time you were probably doing your GCSEs.


  Goodhew suspected that he was about to learn enough information to pass an exam. He pulled up a chair.


  The dad, thats Dougie, hes a real London boy. He moved out here in the early seventies with enough cash to buy himself into a couple of pubs. Our cousins in the Met told us
  he was into booze, bets, boxing and boobs. He described himself as a promoter, which just meant he had fingers in lots of pies. They didnt have anything on him, claiming he could pull his
  finger out of any one of them pies and itd be clean. He married Trudy  she was the daughter of a boxer named Noel Dowd. Dougie didnt want to do anything to upset Dowd, so vowed
  to keep a low profile with the ladies after that.


  And then he had his kids?


  Nearly there, nearly, but first he set about making money here in Cambridge. He was smart, built up the pubs, leased them out, bought student accommodation and rented it out, too. He
  bought property at the right price and sold it at the right price, and all through this there were rumours  stories of competitors going under and students getting shafted.


  Then came the kids, two of them, Nick and Tamsin. They were in their teens before I first saw either of them. I was patrolling the centre one night after the student clubs had shut. Nick
  was fifteen, and I caught him shagging a girl in the doorway of the chemists down King Street. Cocky he was, told me they were queuing for condoms but couldnt seem to wait for opening
  time. I took both their names and told them to clear off. There was something in the way he looked, though, and I thought theres one to watch. Sheen nodded like he was wholeheartedly
  agreeing with himself.


  The pause offered an opportunity for Goodhew to query another name on the sheet. So who was Rita?


  Now youre going back to the eighties, and its not who, but what. Cambridge used to have a club called the Dorothy, so Dougie opened a rival one and christened it the Rita
  Club. Then in about 85 he moved into the Rose and Crown  used to be on Newmarket Road, a real drinkers pub, but shut down after the smoking ban came in a couple of years
  ago.


  Goodhew leaned forward in his chair, willing Sheen to move on. And he sold the Rita Club?


  You have to remember those were the days when people packed the pubs in the evenings. Come a Thursday or Friday night they were wall-to-wall with customers. Dougie Lewton didnt
  sell it, he just kept buying, opened the Rita, bought two or three more pubs . . . then the Smoke and Light Club. He never off-loaded any of them until the late eighties when he got shot of the lot
  just before the property crash. The only one he kept was the Celeste.


  The Celeste in Market Passage?


  Thats right, Sheen raised his hand, but back to Nick first. Just as Id suspected, he turned out to be a troublemaker. What Id seen wasnt the
  start of it, and in fairness to Dougie he did try to keep a rein on him, but then there were a couple of nasty fights, and Dougie packed up his wife and kids and left for Spain. Seemed like it
  happened overnight. Sheen clicked his fingers. Just like that, it was.


  So he sold the Celeste?


  Sheen paused and bent across until his face was close to Goodhews. My youngest boy is just like you: no pause button, just fast-forward. Now, if you dont want to be bored
  with a long story about my son James, I suggest you let me finish this one at my own pace.


  Goodhew nodded. Sorry.


  Parently he sat on the money until he had the chance to buy a club in Spain. Called it the Rita Club, too, and its one of them hot sweaty places, full of boobs and booze,
  just like Dougie likes it. Funny way to keep your kids out of trouble, if you ask me, but when I heard that Nick was managing the club, I thought maybe hed come straight. At least until I
  heard hed disappeared.


  Goodhew wondered how Sheen knew all of this.


  And the reason I know all of this? Sheen continued. Because of the Celeste. I keep my ear to the ground when someone still owns a venue like that. Now Ill go and find
  you all the official details on file.


  Goodhew turned his attention back to Sheens sheet of paper, and realized that all the seemingly random names and arrows now made sense. He suddenly hoped that Sheen wasnt planning
  early retirement.


  
    
  


  SEVENTEEN


  In the end, Sheen sent Goodhew away with just the promise that whatever other documents he had would follow later. I bet your DIs lookin for you, he
  added sagely.


  Goodhew felt his conscience poke at him: he knew he was playing the odds by risking being unavailable when Marks needed him most. He assured himself that nothing urgent could have taken place
  over the last hour, but when he retrieved his silenced phone from his pocket and saw that there were six missed calls, his pulse quickened. He headed for Marks office, ringing the voicemail
  because, if he was being honest, he was too much of a coward to phone Marks direct.


  Message one was Mel who, in a hushed voice, hissed, Just to let you know, youre wanted.


  Message two was Marks himself: Goodhew, phone me.


  Goodhew was skipping straight to number six when Mel announced her presence by thumping his arm. Marks has started a briefing. Youd better get along there, fast.


  He thanked her and nipped along the corridor, picking up the indistinct sound of Marks voice reverberating through the thin walls of the large office allocated as the incident room.
  Goodhew eased the door open, slipped through and slid into the nearest available seat. The room was stuffy and slightly stale, like the air was just on the turn. There were nearly a dozen people
  there already, and not one of them seemed to notice his arrival. Several held coffee cups as if they had paused just before taking a swig. He hoped this was because the coffee was unpalatable, and
  not a reaction to the update.


  Marks was standing in front of the wipe board, next to which an easel displayed a single oversize photographic print of Riley Guyver. The child wore stonewashed jeans and a royal-blue and red
  striped T-shirt; he had looked straight into the camera, so now his gaze seemed locked on to Goodhews.


  This picture is the most up-to-date available, Marks continued, and therefore the image that our press officer, Liz Bradley, has issued to the press and television. It will
  appear in the later edition of this evenings newspaper, on the TV news and on most of tomorrows nationals.


  Rileys eyes were darker than Kimberlys, but Goodhew could see that the child had inherited some of her air of defiance. Maybe the gaze was a little less angry, and a little more
  determined, but it was there.


  Next we have our main suspect, Stefan Golinski. Marks remained silent as he spent a few seconds pinning a ten-by-eight enlargement next to the image of Riley. Just to add to
  what we already know about him, I can confirm that Golinski has no previous for any offences against children, but hes not exactly in anyones baby-sitting circle either. So
  were looking at two scenarios, one where two people have disappeared in separate circumstances and the other, more likely, scenario where those disappearances are related. As far as we know,
  there have been no sightings of either individual. In Stefans case his bank account remains untouched, his known email accounts and mobile phone totally unused.


  DC Charles raised his hand. What about his car?


  The car is a little more complicated. For whatever reason, it seems he was not in the habit of correctly registering vehicles and therefore didnt bother with insignificant detail
  such as insurance. All we know is that hes recently been driving a dark-coloured Toyota saloon. Nothing of that description was left at the Park Street multi-storey last night, but
  hes known to have used it from time to time. The car park has handed over the footage, so a couple of people here are going to have the unenviable job of watching through it until hes
  spotted. Once we have the registration number, we can get the ANPR system to flag up any recent activity.


  Inwardly, Goodhew groaned. ANPR stood for automated number plate recognition, which was efficient at producing data but the task of analysing it could be mind-numbing, and because of his late
  arrival he felt sure the job was heading his way. He glanced around at the others, and willed it to fall into someone elses lap, Kincaides for first choice but, beyond that,
  anybodys lap except his own.


  Marks pinned up the next photograph, announcing, Kimberly Guyver. It was a recent snapshot and definitely not a police photo. The shot was cropped tightly to her face but it looked
  like she was somewhere outside, since the light seemed natural and there were patches of green in the background which could be shrubbery. She wore a blue shirt unbuttoned at the neck and maybe was
  sitting on the grass, because she was smiling up at the camera, her eyes bright and her teeth looking very white against her tanned skin. The camera had been smiling back down at her, making good
  friends with the curve of her cheek and the deeper curves of her cleavage.


  There were a few grunts of interest, a couple of muttered comments and one stifled laugh. The collective response was primal, pack-like: that stale smell had to indicate a surfeit of
  testosterone. Goodhew noticed the stiffening of Marks spine and the beady-eyed look that he cast around the group. Most of them were still too focused on Kimberlys cleavage to pick up
  the warning signals, and still the room didnt settle.


  Marks clapped his hands together twice. Yes, as several of you have already noted, she is an extremely attractive woman. Good powers of observation are certainly part of the job, but far
  better directed elsewhere in this case. DC Charles?


  Sir?


  What exactly is amusing you?


  Nothing, sir.


  And you, Young?


  Nothing, sir.


  I disagree, youre both letching down a young womans top and giggling like a couple of fourteen-year-olds. I chose this photograph for a reason: to demonstrate the
  unpleasantness this young woman will be put through if this investigation is not resolved quickly and she is shown to be anything but the most saintly of mothers. He poked his finger at each
  of them in turn, That prurient attitude will just be the tip of the iceberg. Remember, Kimberly Guyver is Riley Guyvers mother, and Rachel Golinski was her best friend. She, too, has
  feelings, and do not forget that. Until evidence tells us otherwise, she is first and foremost a victim in this case. Is that clear?


  There were various nods and grunts of assent. Goodhew half expected Marks to repeat his question in pursuit of a more enthusiastic response; but he didnt. As for becoming the prime
  candidate for endless hours of viewing CCTV footage, Goodhew guessed he was now completely off the hook.


  It took Marks another ten minutes to conclude, while pressing home the status of the case. Finally, Rachel Golinskis autopsy report will be with us at any minute. Remember, this is
  a murder enquiry until I tell you otherwise. Only then did he start allocating tasks. Kincaide and Goodhew were left until last.


  Kincaide, take yourself down to Hinton Avenue nursing home and find out the extent of Jay Andrews incapacitation . . . Does he know his son is missing? Does he even know he has a
  son? When did Kimberly Guyver last visit? So on and so forth. If he cant answer, find out what you can from the staff.


  Which left only Goodhew.


  Everyone else was still in the room, ostensibly waiting until the completion of business, but Goodhew knew it was more about making sure everyone got what they deserved. And for this reason he
  wanted them to witness whatever Marks was about to dish out.


  And last we have our new boy, DC Goodhew, left there on the bench as the team was selected. Why would that be?


  Sir, its  he began, but Marks cut him short.


  Rhetorical, Goodhew, rhetorical. I dont actually want to know why. Once again, you felt the need to go off on your own sweet way. I have now just demonstrated how it puts you
  outside the team.


  As you know, the Fire Service received an emergency call alerting us to the fire, while eyewitnesses seemed pretty certain that a teenager who had been trying to access the property had
  also rung 999. Perhaps they are one and the same individual, perhaps not. Its a pay-as-you-go mobile, and I want you to locate it.


  With that, Marks dismissed the team.


  PC Wilkes was waiting to enter the briefing room just as they were all leaving. She carried an A3 manila envelope. Goodhew looked back once as he reached the end of the corridor, to see his boss
  heading in the opposite direction, same envelope in hand, back to his own office.


  By the time Goodhew turned the corner, the other detectives had already reached the top of the main stairs, and he followed them without attempting to catch up. He didnt feel as though he
  was being ostracized in any way; he hadnt been in the department long enough to be in, never mind being back out again. Goodhew kept an expression of downcast humility all the way to
  the bottom of the stairs while, moving as one, his colleagues headed out the back entrance towards their various vehicles.


  Goodhew himself left by the front door, and set off on foot. And, step by step, his serious expression transformed slowly into a grin. He had little to go on, that was true: just a voice
  recording, a mobile-phone number and a couple of witnesses. But hed just realized that the teenager he and Bryn had crossed paths with on the night of the fire was the one he now sought.
  That made Goodhew one of those eyewitnesses mentioned and, more importantly, he now had some idea which direction the anonymous caller had taken, and what the caller looked like.


  And, to cap it all, Marks had left him alone and unsupervised. This was a chance to prove something to his boss, and Goodhew had no intention of wasting the opportunity.


  It had been two hours earlier when Gully arrived at the station with Kimberly Guyver. The policewoman had pulled back out of Blossom Street just as a local news crew pulled in,
  and then returned to Parkside with a young man on a small but overly loud moped in pursuit. She suspected him of being another media man, maybe a photographer, and kept checking her rear-view
  mirror anxiously, not liking the way he kept so close to her back bumper. He remained on her tail until the final junction, when she turned right but he headed straight on, slaloming through the
  queue of morning traffic and out of sight.


  Gully felt a mix of relief and foolishness. Surplus adrenalin had begun pumping through her veins; fully charged, with no release now but to carry on pointlessly circulating until it burnt out.
  She made it into the car park with a faultless imitation of composure, then delivered Kimberly to the first interview room, where press officer Bradley and another PC were already waiting.


  Gully didnt hang around for any further formalities, as the first signs of a headache were gathering around her temples. Instead she sat quietly in the staff kitchen and sipped from a mug
  of hot water.


  She was reboiling the kettle when DI Marks peered in. Everything all right?


  She nodded. Bit of a headache, nothing really.


  Hows your second week going?


  Fine, I think, sir. Kimberly Guyvers waiting for you in the first interview room. If its all right, Ill take a break, and get something to eat.


  You look like you could do with a couple of hours off. Any case like this has the potential of turning into more of a marathon than a sprint. No point in making yourself ill on day
  one.


  Gully flushed. No, its nothing like that. Ill be fine. That wasnt true: pressure was mounting behind her right eye, and it throbbed with every word she spoke.
  If it didnt subside quickly, shed be facing a full-blown migraine  the hereditary Achilles heel embedded in the DNA of all her fathers blood relatives. Ill
  be pleased to stay with Kimberly if she decides to go back home.


  Well review that a little later. He opened the door and half-turned as if about to leave, then stopped. Bear in mind the possibility that the mothers somehow
  involved.


  No. Shes distraught.


  Word of warning, dont get too close. He held up a hand before she could object. You shouldnt have taken her to the fire scene earlier.


  Im sorry, I realize I made a mistake.


  Second week, so youre bound to make them. Just dont be too accommodating. I dont only mean with the public, but with our detectives too.


  She couldnt work out if this last part was a caution for the future or admonishment for other errors that she wasnt even aware she had made. She couldnt now trust herself to
  ask him what he meant, since she could imagine the question coming out with a hostile edge to it, or maybe his answer exposing her in some horribly inexperienced light.


  As it was, she wished the floor would open up and swallow her.


  This time he did leave, making a parting comment that he could manage without her until she felt up to it. Perhaps it was said out of sympathy, but if it was supposed to make her feel better, it
  failed.


  She wished shed been honest with Marks about taking Kimberly to the fire scene before hed heard it from Goodhew. Gully stayed in the kitchen, nursing both her head and her dented
  confidence, until the second dose of paracetamol kicked in. By then shed already made her decision: get back to Kimberly and stick with her; shed then show Marks that she was more
  than capable of staying detached.


  She was in the corridor heading towards the interview room, when Mel Lake caught up with her.


  Did you notice anyone hanging round the cemetery? Mel asked.


  Gully kept walking. Who wants to know?


  Mel passed her a Post-it note, which Gully glanced at. No, I didnt, but when you next speak to DC Goodhew, make sure he understands that I didnt spend all my time at that
  house staring out of the bedroom window.


  Mel looked amused. No problem, she said, and took back the piece of paper.


  She might not know Mel properly yet, but that fact that she was a chirpy little cheerleader for Team Goodhew stood out a mile. Gully had nothing else to add, and found herself
  returning her own version of a superficial smile, before stepping forward to knock on the interview-room door.


  
    
  


  EIGHTEEN


  The mobile phone that had made the 999 call had been topped up on four occasions in the last two months, and the top-ups had been purchased at three different newsagents: WH
  Smith in the city centre, and the Star off-licence and Lallys both in Mill Road. At least the service provider had supplied that much information, but the calls sent and received were
  unavailable until the morning.


  Goodhew left off visiting the city centre until last, since it seemed far more likely the lad he was seeking was local to the Mill Road area. And infinitely more likely that one of the
  family-run shops might be able to identify one of their regular customers.


  Two top-ups had been sold at the off-licence, but the woman at the cash desk couldnt remember arranging either.


  I would have been here, though; if the shops open Im in it, simple as that. Her name badge read Jill and he quickly realized that this seemed to be the
  most complex piece of information that she was prepared to divulge. We get loads of people through that door, love, all sorts.


  He tried rewording his enquiry and she came right back with, Like I said, love, we get all sorts in here.


  He made one final attempt. Hes quite lightly built, mid to late teens, might have been wearing a baggy grey sweatshirt?


  Jill behind the till shook her head. Wouldnt know, darling. The ones like that all look the same.


  He prayed that Lallys would prove more fruitful or, more precisely, that a visit to Smiths wouldnt be necessary; though that chain probably had some fancy sales system that
  would pinpoint exactly when the sale went through, and at which of the tills, from which information theyd be able to identify where to search for the customers image on their
  security tape. It would be a long job and too many hours had slipped away already.


  Lallys was a long narrow shop with the counter situated near the rear wall. No name-badge this time but the owner, a forty-five-year-old man with a quiff and a London accent, introduced
  himself as Raj. Yeh, I know who you mean.


  Goodhew asked for a name, but Raj shook his head and grinned broadly. Its not that easy, Im afraid. He comes in all the time, but I dont know if Ive ever seen
  him here with anyone else, so Ive never heard him being called by name.


  Any idea where he lives? Which way he goes from here, or from which direction he comes in?


  Somewhere towards the centre . . . I dont know. Ive seen him down towards the cemetery entrance. Mill Road Cemetery, if you know where that is? Is it drugs, then?


  No, why dyou ask that?


  Dunno, but he seems the type, I spose. I guess he could live over that way, but then why come all the way up here when Norfolk Street or maybe even East Roads shops are
  closer?


  The description Raj gave clashed with Goodhews own memory of the youth. Raj thought he was a couple of inches taller, maybe five-foot-eleven, only about fifteen years old, and never
  remembered seeing him without his black baseball cap, ever. Goodhew began to wonder whether they were thinking of the same lad; and, even if they were, he asked himself if he could genuinely
  recognize him again. He guessed there were many such things youd never know until the moment came, and this was probably one of them.


  The sky was overcast but the air was warm and static. Goodhew started at a brisk walk but soon broke into a jog, and by the time he reached Mill Road Cemetery he was breathing
  more quickly and his shirt was feeling heavy against his skin.


  He walked through to the centre where a circular footpath ran round the site where the chapel had once stood, and sat down at the bench giving him the best view of the cemeterys southern
  end. It meant he could cover both the main entrances. Goodhew didnt have a newspaper to hide behind, so he sat forward, elbows on knees, mobile in hand, and did his best impression of a man
  deciding what to include in a vital text message. He stayed like that for almost an hour, swapped seats, then did the same, this time facing the north end. The afternoon drew to a close with no
  progress.


  The number of people passing through began to increase as school ended and offices began to close. He decided to patrol the perimeter and check if there was any other obvious reason that the
  teenager may have been in the cemetery.


  He didnt know the graveyard too well but was well aware that one of the more derelict corners was a hang-out for drug users. Dense and neglected shrubbery had turned that area into a
  green tunnel ending in a cave. He picked his way through a depressing litter of syringes, discarded lager cans and rusting aerosols. Ivy and bramble had swallowed most of the memorials. Next to one
  stood a moss-covered statue of what appeared to be a headless chorister, one of its hands holding a broken tablet of stone. By its feet the faces of flat gravestones stared up at a canopy of
  ivy-choked trees, most of the carefully incised words obliterated by time. Mute monuments and the dispossessed; it struck Goodhew that this corner was a place for people who didnt have much
  of a voice in the world at large. Debris was strewn deep into the brambles, and he felt it a pity that the people who cared for the grounds never ventured this far, but a greater pity that so many
  other people needed somewhere like this. He felt heavy with the heat, and with his lack of progress.


  Then he saw it.


  Hed begun to turn away when a spark of recognition flooded his brain. Black cloth amid the tangle of undergrowth. He dropped to his hands and knees and tried to reach into the bushes. He
  was about a foot short, though he leant into the brambles and felt them snagging on his shirt. He shuffled forwards an inch, then another, ignoring the thorns grazing the back of his outstretched
  hand. Finally his first two fingers were within touching distance, and with a pincer action he used them to catch hold of it. He tugged it towards him until it was finally free. With his other hand
  he reached into his front pocket for a clear plastic bag; he shook it open and dropped his find into it.


  Only then did he take a closer look at the baseball cap that he hoped would bring him a step closer to their elusive caller.


  Marks had laughed on seeing Goodhew, at which point Gary realized that his jeans were streaked with dirt and grass stains, burrs were in his hair, and some sort of cobweb was
  clinging on to his shirt.


  Id have had an apoplectic Kincaide on my hands if Id sent him instead. That or no cap. Marks had then muttered in afterthought, Take a break, a couple of
  hours, get cleaned up, have something to eat, then come back. I need everyone pushing this one  its taking too long to make headway.


  On this occasion Goodhew had done just what he was told, in essence at any rate. He showered, changed into fresh jeans and his much loved dark-blue shirt, then hurried across Parkers
  Piece to the gym adjoining Parkside Pool. It was now a few minutes after seven and hed promised to do his grandmother a favour.


  We have a man shortage, shed informed him, following that announcement with a low, husky laugh. The ladies will love you.


  Evidently that was supposed to sound like a good thing.


  Hed made one, albeit feeble, attempt at making an escape. I cant dance.


  Of course you can. You just cant salsa yet, and thats the entire purpose of the lesson.


  That conversation was haunting him now as he climbed the stairs and caught the first strains of an upbeat number which sounded like it might be titled Torture with Gusto. As his
  grandmother was by far the fittest pensioner he knew, he wondered if any of her elderly friends would have expired by the end of this class. He was surprised when he opened the door and saw that 80
  per cent were his age, and about 90 per cent of those were women.


  That equated to an attractive 72 per cent young women, though that was nowhere near being the most attractive figure in the room. His heart sank and he took a step backwards; the best route
  would be a quick retreat. He heard his grandmothers voice before he could escape any further.


  Gary, come on in!


  And, for the second time in less than an hour, he did exactly what he was told. He considered this further as he found himself stumbling round the floor with Connie, a bossy but gorgeous doubly
  left-footed Italian who snapped at him every time she herself made a mistake, and again when he shared about thirty seconds of perfect synchronicity with the very toned Nicole. By the end of the
  class he figured that following orders once in a while could provide some pleasant side effects.


  He walked to the pools caf with his grandmother, and bought her a pot of tea and a portion of chips for himself, which he doused in salad cream just because he felt like it.
  I reckon Ive burnt this off already.


  You enjoyed it, then? his grandmother asked.


  It was OK, he conceded.


  Liar, you loved it.


  It was OK, he repeated, but broke into a grin. Fair enough, it was fun. But his enjoyment was just a burst of sunshine between the clouds. I will have to go in
  a few minutes, though.


  So youre working on the Riley Guyver case?


  You dont miss much.


  Outside, the grey evening light was fading, leaving their surroundings looking increasingly melancholy.


  Gary, I really want to say something, but I dont want you to think Im turning into some manipulative busybody in my late middle age. On second thoughts, however, I think you
  know your own mind very well.


  Blimey, this is sounding rather deep already.


  I can continue?


  Well, you have to now. Thats too much like only half a story.


  She wiped a smudge of her red lipstick from her mug and placed it back on the tray, then spread her manicured hands palms-down on the table. Sometimes I can detect a certain expression on
  your face. She held his gaze steadily in hers. Why do some cases make you feel so individually responsible? Like when you get a bee in your bonnet, and start running your own parallel
  investigations.


  I havent done that for a while.


  Only because Marks is keeping you so busy. I can completely understand the general urgency of finding this little boy, but has it ever occurred to you that the cases that motivate you to
  go one step further are the ones that strike a chord with you in some personal way?


  No, youve lost me.


  You pick out people who need help, because they dont quite fit  because you dont quite fit.


  It was a remark that stung more than he might have expected. So how does that apply in this case?


  Describe Kimberly Guyvers looks.


  Better than average?


  She gave a short laugh, Yes, and Cambridge dabbles in adult education! She shook her head. Like it or not, in todays world looks like hers could open doors all over,
  and what does she do with them but sit at home and paint pictures? She actually wants people to look at her paintings, not at her.


  And you reckon I want to help her just because shes good-looking?


  Dont be stupid. The irascibility in her tone was uncharacteristic. I know very well thats not the way your brain works.


  His corresponding moment of irritation was replaced by a sense of curiosity. So . . .?


  She stared at him thoughtfully. Im struggling to find the right words, Gary.


  Im sorry, I didnt mean to sound annoyed.


  No, no, I think I explained it in the wrong way. Forget I said anything. She reached forward and squeezed his arm. Oh, and before you go I have a letter for you. She
  passed him an envelope.


  He folded it in half and slid it into his pocket. Thanks.


  You could actually read this one.


  What does it say?


  Its confirming the final transfer of all assets left to you by your grandfather.


  OK, he said, Ill have a look.


  Gary, I understand. Now that its all in your name, theres no need for me to know any more. Id rather we stayed friends than have this cause a rift between
  us.


  That was the moment when he knew conclusively that she truly understood him. Me too, he said. He leant across and kissed her cheek. Ill see you soon.


  As he returned to work, the envelope in his pocket weighed surprisingly little, but her earlier words kept bothering him. What was it about Kimberly Guyver that was drawing him in? And how would
  his grandmother know?


  Michael Kincaide had driven away from Parkside Police Station preoccupied by the suspicion that hed ended up with the short straw somehow, while Goodhew had been handed
  a comparative gem. He decided to skip lunch, thinking that perhaps if he got back promptly, Marks would give him something more challenging to tackle.


  Hinton bloody Avenue nursing home?


  It was less than a mile from Kincaides home and hed often seen their minibus driving through the area. It had wheelchair-lifting gear on the back and as many staff as patients
  inside, and he didnt know why but something about it made him feel uncomfortable. No doubt the whole community-care initiative had a lot going for it, but that did seem like a whole lot on
  running around when it was basically a hospital ward in all but name.


  Hinton Avenue was a wide road of 1930s bay-fronted houses, of which the nursing home was the most impressive and sat on a plot easily twice as large as its neighbours. He parked up, and showed
  his badge to a young Filipino nurse. She asked him to wait but didnt hurry off to fetch anyone. The reception area was nothing more than a couple of wing chairs placed in a wider part of the
  corridor.


  Standing at one end gave him a view of the patients lounge. Which one is Jay Andrews? he inquired.


  Over in the corner.


  Jay sat in a high, padded hospital chair that tilted back at a 45-degree angle. His body slumped over to one side and his head tipped back further still. He was grinning, slack-jawed and
  vacant.


  He cant speak, then?


  Oh, no. She looked apologetic. You can chat to him, though.


  Go over and introduce yourself. Hes always pleased to have a visitor. Would you like me to find the manager for you now?


  Thank you.


  Kincaide moved closer and watched Jay Andrews for the next few minutes, realizing there was little point in attempting an introduction. Kincaide wouldnt have known what to say anyway, and
  he wasnt going to risk the embarrassment of being seen talking to himself. One thing was clear: Kimberly Guyver had been telling the truth. Eventually he retreated towards the door.


  Detective? he turned to see a stocky woman with a mans haircut. She held out her hand. Amanda Tebbutt. Youre here about Jays missing son?


  Thats right. Was he a regular visitor?


  Of course. Kimberly used to visit when she was pregnant, then she brought the baby in after he was born, and at least once a week ever since.


  Kimberly Guyvers story clearly checked out: the dates, her visits, all of it. He double-checked some of the detail, and finally Amanda Tebbutt invited him to go through. You can
  talk to him, she confirmed.


  But he cant talk to me?


  Thats right, but Jay has some eye movement.


  Kincaide declined, deciding hed seen enough.


  DI Marks had spent the rest of his working day in the morgue at Addenbrookes Hospital.


  If Sykes had been anything but a pathologist, his precise and deliberate way of enunciating words and constructing sentences wouldnt have held Marks attention quite so readily. But
  somehow when Sykes was ready to speak, Marks was always ready to listen.


  As Marks entered the laboratory, Sykes was opening a drawer in the mortuary refrigerator. He was short and of dainty build, and nodded Marks a greeting from the other side of an obese male
  cadaver. Clearly its not this one youre after, he said, coming as close to making a joke as Marks could remember. Sykes slid the drawer closed, and gripped the handle of
  one two columns back, then one row down. Do you need to look?


  You tell me?


  Only if youre interested. My report will be sufficient.


  Fine by me.


  Sykes had a thick folder ready waiting on one end of the stainless-steel slab. He let the contents slide out into his hands, then set them neatly in a square pile. I suppose youre
  going to want the usual concise version? He didnt wait for a reply. The fire didnt kill her  no burning to the throat, no smoke evident in the lungs.


  He extracted the first photograph, Marks narrowed his eyes, trying to blur the image enough to pick out the basic shape of her features. After a moment, he gave up and concentrated on an area of
  skin that Sykes was pointing out. On television this damage is always exaggerated: the skin trauma is rarely more severe than this here, unless of course theres an accelerant
  involved. If the aim was to disguise the cause of death, it was a bad tactic; particularly in a case such as this. A person with good muscle tone burns far less readily than one with a high
  percentage of body fat.


  But you know the cause of death?


  Lets start with the time of death. The fire investigators will be able to give you a better idea of how long it would have taken the building to burn, but off the record I think
  its almost certain that accelerants were used, so it may have been on fire for a relatively short time before the alarm was raised. Heres the bad news: the time of death was sometime
  before then, and sometime shortly after Rachel Golinski was last seen alive.


  Thats it?


  Pretty much. I cant make estimates about the degree the body has cooled, but if you can be sure of what and when she last ate, I may be able to calculate something from the
  progress of the food through her digestive tract. Sykes reached for another photograph. This may interest you more.


  It was a skull X-ray.


  She has two teeth missing from the lower left side of her jaw. Look at the same area in the photograph and you can spot a small cut on her lip.


  Marks peered at the photograph again, and thought he could pick it out.


  She wasnt alive for long enough after that for a swelling to appear. Now look again at the X-ray. Sykes drew his pointing finger across the base of the skull. From
  here to here there is a large cavity at the back of the head, so it appears likely that she was shot in the head, and this is the exit wound. As far as I can see there are no other
  injuries.


  Youve run toxicology tests?


  Sykes tapped the pile of pages. Its all in there: not many results in yet but a full list of every test I ran, and why. The teeth were dislodged by a single blow, the angle of
  which was slightly upwards, its momentum and force sufficient to knock her to the floor or stun her. Its consistent with a punch. She then suffered the second injury.


  Why in that order? Marks realized the stupidity of his question as he said it.


  Sykes rewarded him with raised eyebrows and an extremely patient reply. For two reasons. Firstly, a shot to the face that leaves a saucer-sized hole in the back of the head is very likely
  to be fatal. Secondly, unless she somehow remained standing for several seconds after her demise, Im sure delivering an upwards punch would have been a very tricky feat.


  Sykes tapped the X-rays and photographs into a neat stack, and slid them back into a buff folder which he dropped loudly on to the dissection table.


  Marks put his hand on the file. This is for me?


  Absolutely.


  And youll let me know as soon as anything else shows up?


  Sykes nodded. Two prints and an enlargement? Today he was being positively hilarious.


  
    
  


  NINETEEN


  Marks wasnt at Parkside: in fact everyone seemed to be out of the building. Goodhew decided to follow suit, phoned Bryn, and ten minutes later arrived at his workshop.
  Bryns Zodiac was parked between the open doors, there were no other cars around and Bryn had the look of someone whod started winding down several hours earlier.


  He was sitting astride a Harley Softtail, while pretending to rev the engine and steer.


  Youre not ten, Bryn.


  Bryn ginned and sat back in the leather seat. My dads banned me from even sitting on it.


  You are ten! Does this mean the end of your love affair with the Zodiac?


  No, its just a quick fling. It belongs to my dads mate, Kevin. Were keeping it safe here while hes on holiday.


  Are you up for that pint we missed the other night? I thought we could walk down Gwydir Street.


  Pick up where we left off? Bryn dismounted the bike. Sure.


  Less than ten minutes later they sat in the beer garden of the Cambridge Blue. Gary had bought the first round, a pint for Bryn and a Coke for himself.


  The table stood at a ninety-degree angle to the rear wall. Gary wasnt saying much so far, and at first Bryn wondered whether the burnt-out house nearby was preying on his friends
  mind.


  Then Bryn noticed Garys untouched glass. Of all the pubs to choose, funny how we end up in the only one that overlooks the cemetery.


  Gary dragged his attention away from the deepening shadows on the other side of the wall. Of all the pubs in all the world . . .


  Yeah, yeah. Who are you looking out for?


  No one, Gary replied.


  Bullshit, Bryn whispered. I know youre on duty, and you know I know  and theres no one else here to convince. So is this no one male or
  female?


  Why?


  Just making conversation.


  That was the last sentence spoken for several more minutes, though they both turned their chairs so they were positioned at a better angle to see the cemetery.


  Male actually, Gary said finally.


  Young, old?


  Teenage.


  Junkie?


  Possibly, no idea. Why dyou suggest that?


  Couple of lads presently heading for Crack Corner, over there.


  No, not them.


  So you know who youre looking for?


  Thats what Im hoping. Actually, Gary turned so he could watch Bryns expression as he spoke, in case his words resonated, I think we both saw him. When
  we were running down Gwydir Street the other night, you know, towards the fire, there was a teenager coming the other way.


  Bryns mind was blank, and he guessed his expression matched, because Gary now tried describing the precise moment in several different ways. He wondered how anyone could ever remember
  this kind of detail. Doesnt ring a bell, he confessed at last. Sorry.


  Dont worry about it. It was a long shot.


  Bryn was about to add some quip about his own lack of observation, but instead he blurted out, Riley Guyvers mum is climbing over her own back wall.


  Gary was on his feet in a moment. Funny how you can spot the women every time, he muttered. By the time Bryn decided to follow, Gary was already over the nearby wall.


  Kimberly had tied her hair into a ponytail. As disguises went it wasnt anything much, but she had noticed how the media only seemed to be using photographs where her
  hair hung loose. Her plan for avoiding detection involved slipping out of her bedroom window, across the flat roof and over the wall into the cemetery, then making it as far as the nearest exit,
  without being spotted. Once she was safely in the city, she doubted anyone would look twice.


  East Road was ever busy, so she hung back until there was a decent gap in the traffic, then sprinted across and kept running. Up the pedestrianized Burleigh Street and through Fitzroy Street,
  slowing only to catch her breath as she passed along the deserted New Square footpath that took her towards the open greens of Christs Pieces. She wore jogging bottoms and a T-shirt, making
  her look like just another runner. As soon as she thought she could make it the rest of the way without taking another breather, she bolted again, her strides lengthening across the close-cropped
  lawns, and it seemed just a matter of seconds before she was dashing over the cobbles of St Andrews Street.


  It was good that shed kept fit. Normally running just made her feel liberated but today that training would also allow her to arrive at the Celeste without feeling dishevelled or burnt
  out.


  As she strode through the entrance, the doormen stepped quickly aside. Jodi glanced up in surprise, but Kimberly didnt even slow. Tell Craig Im coming up, she
  ordered. She took the stairs at a run.


  Her employment at the Celeste had been brief but the familiar smell of spilt alcohol and stale bodies hit her hard. But, then, what was the Celeste but an extension of her time out in Spain? The
  Celeste had brought her home, and had seen the last days of a role shed briefly played.


  Outside Craigs office, she raised her fist to bang on the door but it opened straight away. She followed him through to the back. He still had the plastic table and chairs.


  He offered her one. Classy, I know. He didnt smile.


  Im fine. She looked at him and wondered what shed been expecting, and why he thought shed come here.


  Im sorry about Rache.


  She dipped her head in agreement. Me too.


  And Riley.


  Without any warning, Kimberly found herself fighting tears. She didnt want to cry any more, but for a moment there was an awkward pause.


  Craig pulled one of the chairs closer to them. If you sit, Ill sit.


  She managed to thank him.


  You know me, ever the practical one. He looked too big for his chair, like the average adult on a kid-size seat. Which is why I finally threatened to call the police.
  Id had enough of Stefan.


  So why didnt you? she asked.


  One last chance, I suppose. You know how it is.


  She ignored the comment. Tamsin came.


  To see you?


  You didnt know?


  No, not on club business, then? I guess it was about Nick.


  So you saw the news?


  I didnt need to. Dougie rang when they first found the sunken car. It was long odds that it was going to be anyone else.


  Guess so.


  Im glad they found him. Its better for everyone, especially his family, but you too, Kim. It ends all that speculation. It was unhealthy.


  I know. Im sure its been really tough for them.


  Talking to Craig made Nick seem real again. She didnt know why, maybe it was because shed seen Craig and Nick together every day shed worked at the Rita Club, so just
  talking to Craig made it seem as though Nick could come walking through the door at any moment. Complaining about the staff, or the customers, or his family, or the money. Youre
  right, it is the not knowing. Kimberly knew she was ready to say what shed come to say. In fact thats why Ive come, sort of. I dont want anything hanging
  over me.


  He looked wary. Like?


  I want you to help me. Ive left Spain behind. Ive changed a lot.


  Craig leant back in his chair, as if observing her from a few extra inches away would give him better perspective. I dont know.


  I dont think I deserve . . .


  No need to explain. Look, I see girls here night after night, and Im sure that Im often seeing them at their most . . . he waited for the right word to arrive
  . . . irresponsible. But it doesnt mean I assume theyre going to live their whole lives like that, does it?


  She shrugged. I hope not.


  Only you know what took you to Spain  and what brought you home.


  Right, and I dont want it following me forever.


  Craig sighed. And you want me to do what, exactly?


  Her hands lay in her lap, her fingers woven together. If she pressed her palms together, it would look as if she was praying. Talk to Dougie for me. Ask him to get Tamsin to leave us
  alone.


  Us?


  When Riley comes home, I want to know I can just have a proper life with him. Thats all.


  Chasing after Kimberly took a combination of luck and judgement and, as Goodhew quickly discovered, a fair amount of speed. By the time he reached the cemetery exit leading on
  to Norfolk Street, she was just disappearing out of sight, heading towards the town centre. He ran after her, using his mobile to ring Bryn. Town centre, he instructed. Go via
  Burleigh Street towards the bus station.


  Goodhew took a longer route, through the terraces named for the market garden that had once extended where they stood: Adam and Eve, Prospect, Orchard. By the time he broke out on to Emmanuel
  Road, facing Christs Pieces, he was panting hard. He stopped and drew a couple of deep breaths. Damn, where was she? Then he saw her dart out of New Square and towards the centre. He kept
  her in his sights this time, and when he saw her running past the closed shops he guessed exactly where she was heading.


  Before the last corner, he stopped and waited for Bryn. And when Bryn finally caught up, he had to wait for him to be able to speak. Bryn leant against the nearest wall, first with one hand,
  then with both, then he sank to the pavement. Finally he gasped, Im not very fit.


  Shes in the Celeste.


  And?


  Theyve all seen me before. I thought you could go in, have a drink, see what shes up to.


  Youre kidding?


  No. Just pretend to be a punter.


  Bryn clambered to his feet. How has this happened to me? Im the mechanic, youre the policeman, and I dont want to get involved.


  You didnt have to run all the way here. And if you really dont want to go in, thats fine.


  Bryn glared at Goodhew. Dont wait for me, then. If I find out anything, Ill phone you. If theres nothing to say, then I wont.


  Thanks.


  Bryn checked the state of his hair in the closest window. Now piss off, he hissed and disappeared round the nearest corner. Goodhew smiled to himself: he had a strong feeling that
  Bryn wouldnt go anywhere he didnt want to.


  Goodhew wandered across to the other side of Sidney Street and sat down in the doorway of Oxfam. It afforded him a good view of both of Kimberlys most likely routes away from the Celeste,
  so he decided that the best thing he could do was to sit and wait there for as long as it took.
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