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CHAPTER ONE

“How long is this going to take?”

Belinda Hart was referring to the mess in front of her. Her back garden had been transformed into a building site. The pool house had been completed, but the pool itself was far from finished. The hole was only half dug, and the construction workers lingering on the property were showing no sign of doing much about it. The dirt from the excavation was piled up on either side.

“The hydraulics on the excavator are giving us problems,” the foreman explained.

Gerry Alcott was a stocky man with eyes that were too close together. Belinda thought he looked shifty.

“We’re waiting on a replacement part,” Gerry added.

“And how long will that take?” Belinda asked.

“How long’s a piece of string?”

“I’m not paying your team to stand around, twiddling their thumbs.”

“Actually,” Gerry said. “You’re paying me for a job, and it was explained to you right from the start that there were no guarantees about when that job would be finished.”

“That’s my bloody point, Mr Alcott. I’m paying you a lot of money and all I can see is a pile of dirt in my garden.”

“Machinery breaks down,” Gerry said. “I’ve made a plan to get it fixed, and I can’t do any more than that.”

“I was hoping to use the pool while the weather is still warm,” Belinda told him.

“And you will. The solar heaters will mean you can swim all year round.”

“Surely your team can do something,” Belinda’s husband, Mike suggested. “What’s wrong with a good old shovel?”

“This ground is full of rocks,” Gerry explained. “Big rocks. A shovel just won’t do it. I tell you what – I can get the lads to make a start on the pump housing. You said you want it as far away from the summer house as possible?”

“I don’t want to be able to hear the pool pump,” Belinda said. “Those things make such a noise. I don’t know why they can’t make quieter ones. And I really can’t understand why the hole has to be so big. We’re not installing an Olympic-size pool.”

“Gerry has already explained that, darling,” Mike said. “It’s something to do with the plumbing.”

“There’s more to a pool than a fibreglass shell full of water, love,” Gerry said. “You’ve got the pipes from the pump to the inlet and outlet valves, and we have to make sure the backwash outlet is somewhere that’s not going to cause any flooding. I would seriously reconsider getting rid of those oaks too. Come autumn, you’re going to have a real problem with leaves in the pool.”

“Those trees have been on the property for centuries,” Belinda said. “I am not going to chop them down.”

“It’s your funeral, love.”

“I just want this done,” Belinda said. “And please do not call me love.”

An hour later, Gerry Alcott received some good news via a phone call. A replacement part for the excavator had been sourced, and it was en-route to the house in Cobo. The Hart’s property was on La Banquette, one road back from the Cobo coast road and they’d recently acquired the adjacent land. This was where the pool house and swimming pool were in the process of being completed. The house was in a prime location - from the second floor, they had an unobstructed view of Cobo Beach, Camel Rock and the open sea beyond.

It really was a dream home, or it would be when the building work was completed.

“You might want to think about making yourself scarce,” Gerry suggested. “We’re going to make a bit of a din.”

“I just want the job finished,” Belinda said.

“And it will be. You’ll have a sparkling pool in no time. Right now, it’s a work in progress, and I bet even Picasso’s masterpieces looked pretty grim while he was busy working on them.”

“Picasso’s masterpieces looked grim when they were finished,” Belinda said. “Just get it done.”

After a bit of persuading, Gerry managed to get rid of Belinda and Mike. The replacement part for the excavator was fitted quickly and work resumed on the digging of the hole for the pool. The owners of the exclusive house in Cobo were blissfully unaware what they would return home to. The first thing they would register was the police tape surrounding the entire property. The unfinished excavation would also be cordoned off, and a team of white-suited forensics officers would be going through the motions in and around the pool area. It was highly unlikely that Belinda Hart was going to be able to enjoy a swim in her new pool for a very long time, if ever.


CHAPTER TWO

Detective Inspector Liam O’Reilly was getting tired of repeating himself. The last couple of weeks had been extremely unpleasant. It had been the most draining investigation of his career, and it was far from over. The secrets that were revealed in the aftermath of the sickness that killed numerous islanders, were a shock to everybody and it was going to be remembered for a very long time.

A scandal involving the two highest ranking officers in the Island Police had left a gaping hole in the higher echelons. Chief Officer Robert Johnson had been arrested and his second in charge, DCO Callum Dove had been forced to resign. None of the men and women in the employ of the Island Police knew what was going to happen next, and the air of uncertainty was palpable.

As SIO in the investigation that had unearthed the vile truth about what these men had covered up, O’Reilly was obliged to tell his version of events over and over. He’d lost count of how many interviews he’d been subjected to. He been forced to relive the investigation time and time again as faceless investigators had scrutinised every aspect of the events that had culminated in the scandal of the century.

“As I’ve already put on record over a dozen times,” O’Reilly said. “The victim wishes to leave things in the past. She has no desire to pursue the matter, and we have to respect her wishes.”

“That is not her decision to make,” the bearded man opposite O’Reilly said.

His name had slipped his mind and he wasn’t particularly bothered. It was highly unlikely their paths would cross again.

“I think you’ll find that the decision is hers and hers alone.”

“We’re talking about a serious crime that was covered up by a high-ranking police officer.”

This was a woman whose name O’Reilly had instantly forgotten too.

“I spoke to the victim shortly after the scandal broke,” O’Reilly said. “I outlined her options and she made it abundantly clear that her decision was final. She’s put what happened behind her and she’s living a good life with her daughter. We need to leave her in peace.”

The bearded man wrote something on a notepad and for some reason this irritated O’Reilly.

“What’s being done about the vacancies on the top floor?” he said.

“That’s not what we’re here to discuss,” bearded man told him.

“I’d very much like to put it up for discussion. The uncertainty is not conducive to productivity here at Island Police HQ.”

“Let’s just say it’s highly unlikely the positions will be filled internally,” the woman said. “Not until every detail of the corruption has been resolved.”

“Are you insinuating that the rot wasn’t confined to the top?”

“Our role here is to leave no stone unturned. This internal investigation is unprecedented, and we have an obligation to the people of the island to ensure that nothing like this will ever happen again.”

“You’re delusional if you think that,” O’Reilly said. “Where there’s power, there will always be corruption.”

“Moving on.” The man scratched his beard. “When did you first suspect that there was something more to the sickness investigation than you first thought?”

“I’ve been through this a million times,” O’Reilly said. “I knew something wasn’t right when the officers who make the hard decisions around here started acting out of character.”

“Could you elaborate on that?” the woman said.

“Both of them were hiding something. I didn’t know what they were keeping from us, but I knew it was something important.”

“And your instincts were proven right.”

“Am I under investigation?” O’Reilly said.

“Everyone who worked on the case is under investigation,” the man said. “As my colleague has stated, we need to examine every aspect of the case.”

“I can tell you now that you’re wasting your time. I have an exceptional team, and I trust every one of them implicitly.”

“I admire your loyalty,” the woman said. “But it has to be established beyond a shadow of a doubt that the corruption didn’t filter down in any way.”

“Do you talk like that when you’re not at work?” O’Reilly said. “And, if I can throw my tuppence in, I’ll tell you that as a rule the scum tends to settle on the top. That’s how it’s always been.”

“Are you still in contact with DCO Dove?” the beard said.

“Why would I be in touch with him?” O’Reilly said. “He was complicit in what happened and he abused his power. He is everything I despise in a police officer.”

“You and he were close at one stage though,” the woman said.

“Who told you that?”

“I’m simply going on the general consensus.”

“OK,” O’Reilly said. “If you want to know the truth, I liked Callum. I always had him pegged as a man of integrity and I was shocked when I learned the truth about what he helped cover up. I admit it – I got it wrong, and I lost any respect I had for the man when I found out what he’d been a part of. Does that answer your question?”

“Thank you, yes. Do you believe the investigation could have been carried out differently?”

“What sort of question is that?”

“One we’d like you to answer.”

“With the benefit of hindsight, I’ve learned that most investigations could have been handled differently, but I’ve also come to realise that hindsight is rarely useful. There were various aspects of the case that could have been done differently, but what we were dealing with was unprecedented and it didn’t help that the people calling the shots were hindering us every step of the way. Shouldn’t I have a federation rep here today?”

“This is simply a preliminary chat,” the beard said.

“If that’s the case,” O’Reilly said. “I’d appreciate if you stopped making notes.”

“You have a colourful record, Liam,” the woman said.

“Is that a bad thing?”

She smiled for the first time. “I suppose not. Your track record is extraordinary, and from what we’ve gathered from the other detectives on your team, you’re well liked and respected.”

“I have a great team,” O’Reilly said. “I’ve been doing this a long time, and I’ve never known a more dedicated bunch of police officers. I’ll offer you a piece of advice, for what it’s worth.”

“We’re listening,” the beard said.

“You do your job and you let me do mine. I can vouch for everyone on my team, so I suggest you put that in your report and leave us to do what we’re paid to do. These endless enquiries are not helping anyone. Bring in someone to replace Callum and CO Johnson and let us get back to some semblance of normality. The sickness case was the worst any of us had ever worked on and dragging it out like this isn’t going to change anything.”


CHAPTER THREE

O’Reilly was checking his emails in his office when there was a knock on the door and DC Owen came inside. O’Reilly took a sip of his tea and told her to take a seat.

“How did it go?” she said.

“Same old, same old,” O’Reilly told her. “I hope to God that this was the last one. There are only so many times you can tell the same story. What’s new?”

“We’ve had a report in from Cobo. Some human remains have been found. Apparently, a team of builders were excavating the site where a swimming pool was to go, and they dug up some bones.”

“Are they definitely human?” O’Reilly said. “It could be the remains of the family dog for all we know.”

“According to the uniforms who were sent out, the remains are human. It’s not sure how many we’re dealing with at this stage, but early indications are there are at least two human skulls.”

“Intriguing. Let’s go and see what’s going on over in Cobo then.”

The Monday morning traffic was light, and it took O’Reilly and DC Owen less than fifteen minutes to cross the island to Cobo. He parked his car outside the address he’d been given and took in the scene. As potential crime scenes went, this one wasn’t very obvious. A solitary police car on the road outside was the only indication that something illegal might have happened here.

PC Woodbine met them outside the house. The giant policeman walked over and gave them a brief outline of what had happened.

“The owners are having a swimming pool put in. According to the foreman of the building company, the work was held up while they were waiting for a part for the hydraulic excavator.”

“Can I stop you there?” O’Reilly said.

“Sir?”

“Could you stick to relevant information, please? I couldn’t give a hoot about a spare part for some earth moving equipment. What do we know about the bones?”

“They’re definitely human, sir,” PC Woodbine confirmed. “At least the skulls are.”

“And there are two of them?” DC Owen said.

“Correct. We’ve taped off the excavation site, and the building work has been stopped. Do you want us to cordon off the house?”

“I don’t think that will be necessary,” O’Reilly said. “The likelihood of finding anything connected to the person responsible for those bones being in the ground is virtually nil. Where are the owners of the house?”

“Out,” PC Woodbine said. “The foreman suggested they go out while the digging was going on.”

“Have they been informed?” DC Owen said.

“I didn’t think that was my call to make.”

“Right,” O’Reilly said. “We’ll keep the owners of the property out of the loop for now. Let’s go and have a look at those bones.”

PC Woodbine led the way. For a big man, he walked extremely slowly and O’Reilly couldn’t figure out why that was. He showed them where the patio doors were and O’Reilly told him he could figure out the rest. They went outside and made their way to the piece of land where the excavator stood idle. O’Reilly was aware that PC Greg Hill came to the house with PC Woodbine, but he was nowhere to be seen.

The sound of laughter could be heard next to the gaping hole in the ground and when O’Reilly got closer and saw what was happening, he allowed himself a chuckle. A man was reciting Shakespeare in a French accent. He was dressed in work clothes, and it was amusing to watch a man in a hi-vis jacket acting out a scene for his workmates. O’Reilly watched as he held up the mystery human skull and quoted the Bard.

“Alas, poor Yorick,” the Frenchman said. “I knew him well.”

Normally, O’Reilly would be annoyed by something like this, but he didn’t think the wannabe thespian could do any damage to the potential evidence he was using as a prop. Even from a distance, O’Reilly could see that the skull had been in the ground for years.

He watched on as the man held the skull up before his eyes. He moved in for a kiss and screamed.

“Merde.”

The skull was discarded and the worm that emerged from the eye socket made short work of burrowing into the ground. O’Reilly walked over to the man.

“Hamlet, I believe?”

“I was just making a joke,” the Frenchman said.

“No harm done,” O’Reilly said. “And it’s Horatio.”

“Horatio?”

“Alas, poor Yorick,” O’Reilly explained. “I knew him, Horatio. It’s a common mistake. Who’s in charge here?”

“Monsieur Alcott.”

He pointed to a stocky man with black hair standing in front of the pool house. O’Reilly thanked him and he and DC Owen made their way over.

Gerry Alcott wasn’t a happy man, and he told O’Reilly as much.

“How long will it be before we can resume work?” he said.

“Not anytime soon,” O’Reilly said.

“Was it you who called it in?” DC Owen said.

“No, it was not. I wouldn’t have bothered. It’s obvious the bones have been here for donkey’s years. It was one of the new blokes.”

“He did the right thing,” O’Reilly said. “Right, this is what’s going to happen now. We’re going to get a forensics team here and until they’re finished there will be no more digging going on.”

“What’s the point?” Gerry said. “Whoever those poor bastards are, they’ve been here for years.”

“We’ll try to be as quick as possible,” DC Owen said.

“It’s just Mrs Hart is already busting my balls about how long it’s taking. Does she know about this yet?”

“No,” O’Reilly said. “Do you have her details?”

“Of course. She’s going to be pissed off about this.”

“It can’t be helped. Katie, could you get hold of Jim Peters. I don’t know yet if this can be considered a crime scene, and I want Jim’s opinion on the matter.”

“Will do, sir,” DC Owen said.

“Who owns the property?” O’Reilly asked Gerry.

“Mr and Mrs Hart,” the foreman said. “Mike and Belinda. He’s OK, but she thinks she’s the queen of the island.”

“The land where you’re digging isn’t part of the main property, is it?”

“They purchased the land after they bought the house.”

“Do you know who they bought it from?”

“No idea.”

“It’ll be easy enough to find out,” O’Reilly said.

PC Hill appeared and walked over to O’Reilly.

“Where did you disappear to?” the Irishman asked him.

“Loo, sir. Sorry.”

“It’s fine.”

“I need you to see something,” PC Hill said.

“What is it?” O’Reilly said.

“Come and take a look at this.”

He walked over to the pile of dirt next to the hole in the ground. O’Reilly followed him. PC Hill pointed to something on the ground.

“We found another one, sir,” he said. “Are those holes what I think they are?”

It didn’t take O’Reilly long to see what he meant. All three skulls had identical holes where holes shouldn’t be in a human skull. O’Reilly had made up his mind – this was now a crime scene.


CHAPTER FOUR

DI Peters arrived within the hour. O’Reilly told him straight away about the holes in the skulls.

“It’ll be easy enough to confirm it,” the Head of Forensics said. “Even a skull that’s been buried for decades will still have some secrets to reveal.”

“They have to be the result of gunshots,” O’Reilly said. “It’s the only explanation why the three holes are identically positioned. I’m speculating now, but it seems to me that the owners of those three skulls were executed and buried here. I’m just hoping and praying that there aren’t any more in that hole. The builders had barely started when they were discovered.”

DI Peters surveyed the garden. “Hmm. This is a major undertaking, Liam. If we’re working on the assumption that there could be more of them, we’re looking at days of work.”

“I appreciate that. Is it possible to tell how old a skull is?”

“Theoretically, yes. But you have to understand that when all we have left are bones, the results will not be very accurate.”

“How close can we get?”

“Using Carbon 14 analysis,” DI Peters said. “It’s possible to narrow it down to the nearest couple of years.”

“I imagine that kind of testing is expensive?”

“Very. And you need to prepare yourself for a scenario where the expense involved isn’t justified.”

“Those people have identical gunshot wounds in their heads, Jim,” O’Reilly said.

“They’ve been reduced to nothing but bones. Which means they’ve been buried for at least a decade, possibly longer. And identifying them is going to be problematic too. There may be traces of DNA material still there, but there are a number of factors to take into account. The soil quality for example. Acidic soil tends to degrade DNA significantly.”

“I need to know who those people were, Jim.”

“I know you do,” DI Peters said. “I’m simply explaining the facts. Experience has taught me that getting a positive ID from an age-old body is very difficult.”

“But we have to try.”

“And try we will. We’d better make a start. You need to prepare yourself for disappointment though. A costly investigation like this couldn’t have come at a worse time, what with the corruption scandal hanging over us.”

“On the contrary,” O’Reilly argued. “This is just what the doctor ordered. This is the kind of mystery the people of the island need right now to make them forget about the shit that went down earlier in the month. I’ll let you get to work.”

“You’re a peculiar man, Liam.”

“So, I’ve been told,” O’Reilly said.

He didn’t think there was much more he could do at the house, so he found DC Owen and told her they were heading back across the island to the capital. They were halfway to the car when a blue 4x4 pulled up and a man and a woman got out. The woman spied the police car and said something to the man that O’Reilly didn’t catch. He walked over to them.

“Mr and Mrs Hart?”

“Who are you?” the woman said.

O’Reilly guessed her age to be somewhere in the fifties, and he thought she wore far too much makeup. She was a tall woman with hard features. He got the feeling that she was used to getting her own way.

“He’s the Irishman,” Mike Hart said. “The detective.”

“What’s going on?” Belinda said. “What are you doing here? Please tell me it’s nothing to do with the workmen. I knew that crew were dodgy. I told you they were crooks, Mike.”

“It’s nothing to do with them,” O’Reilly said. “Can we talk inside?”

“Not until you tell me what you’re doing at my house. Do I need to call my lawyer?”

“Why on earth would you need to do that?”

“Please, Mrs Hart,” DC Owen said. “Let’s go inside and we can tell you what’s happening.”

Belinda didn’t offer them anything to drink and O’Reilly hadn’t expected her to. It didn’t take her long to notice the activity in and around the pool area and O’Reilly decided that was as good a place as any to start.

“We got a call about something the workmen found when they were excavating the area where the pool will be located.”

“What did they find?” Mike said.

“Human remains,” O’Reilly came right out with it.

Belinda Hart was left speechless and O’Reilly got the impression that this didn’t happen very often.

She soon found her voice again. “You can’t be serious.”

“I’m afraid so,” O’Reilly said. “So far, we’ve unearthed what we believe are the remains of three human beings. It’s possible there could be more.”

“This is not happening,” Belinda said. “Please tell me that this isn’t happening. What does this mean in terms of the work on the pool?”

“That will have to be postponed,” DC Owen said. “Our forensics team will do a thorough job and that’s going to take time.”

“How much time are we looking at?” Mike said.

“It’s difficult to say,” O’Reilly said.

“This is preposterous,” Belinda said. “You can’t do this.”

“We can and we will. The site of the pool is now considered to be a crime scene, and as such it’s out of bounds.”

“I’m calling our lawyer.”

“Belinda,” Mike said. “It can’t be helped.”

“That is so typical of you. The hole for the pool needs to be dug.”

“Look on the bright side,” O’Reilly said. “The forensics team will be digging deeper. By the time they’re finished they’ll have done half the work for you.”

It was an attempt to lighten the mood, and it failed miserably.

“Is this a joke to you?” Belinda said.

“Definitely not,” O’Reilly said. “I need to ask you some questions. How long have you lived here?”

“Just over five years,” Mike said.

“It’s a very nice place. The view from the top floor must be incredible.”

“It is.”

“The land where the pool is going to be didn’t come with the house, did it?”

“No,” Belinda said. “We purchased that last year. The existing garden isn’t big enough for what we had planned with the swimming pool and pool house, so we managed to buy the adjacent plot.”

“It’s been a while in the planning stages,” Mike said. “Waiting for the requisite planning permission has been a nightmare. That’s why we’re so keen to get it finished now. We’ve waited so long.”

“I’m sorry about that,” O’Reilly said. “Who did you buy the land from?”

“The name escapes me,” Mike said. “It was a deceased estate thing, I think. We didn’t deal with the owner.”

“The whole thing was done through an estate agent,” Belinda said.

“We need the name of that estate agent,” DC Owen said.

“I’m sure I’ll be able to dig up the paperwork,” Belinda said.

“Could you do that now, please?” O’Reilly asked.

“Is this something we need to be concerned about?” Belinda said.

“I don’t know yet. If you could just get the details of the estate agent, that would be grand.”

Belinda snorted and left the room.

“You’ll have to forgive my wife,” Mike said. “The swimming pool has been a dream of hers since we moved into the house and just as that dream was becoming a reality, all this happened. I apologise on her behalf.”

“We’ll get out of your hair in a minute,” O’Reilly said. “And can I give you a bit of advice?”

“By all means.”

“Never apologise on behalf of the woman you love. No man should ever do that.”

“What?”

Belinda returned before O’Reilly could answer him. She handed him a business card.

“This is the agent we dealt with. They have a small office in Vazon.”

“Thank you,” O’Reilly said.

His phone started to ring, and the screen told him they weren’t quite finished at the house yet.

He went back outside to the back garden and found DI Peters next to the pool house.

“You didn’t answer your phone,” he said.

“I was still in the house,” O’Reilly explained. “There didn’t seem to be any point. You’ve found something, haven’t you?”

“Unfortunately, we have,” the Head of Forensics said. “Do you want the good news or the bad news?”

“I’m ever the optimist, so hit me with the good stuff first.”

“It looks like you’re going to get your wish. It was likely that the powers that be wouldn’t authorise funds for an investigation into a few piles of bones.”

“But?” O’Reilly said.

“I haven’t finished yet. There is little doubt that an investigation into this is more than justified and that brings me to the bad news.”

“What is it?”

“It’s over there,” DI Peters pointed to something on the ground next to the pool house. “Or should I say she’s over there.”

“Another body?”

“Another body,” DI Peters confirmed. “And there’s little doubt that she’s been recently buried there. In the past week or so if I’m not mistaken.”

“Jesus,” O’Reilly said.

“There’s more. The bullet wound in her head is identical to the other three.”


CHAPTER FIVE

The discovery of a very fresh corpse at the property in Cobo meant that DI Peters and his forensics officers were going to be busy at the site for quite some time, so O’Reilly decided to go straight back to the Island Police HQ to bring the rest of the team up to speed on what had been unearthed during the excavation of the dream pool.

“We were alerted to the discovery of what appeared to be human remains,” he said. “And as of this moment I can confirm that there are at least three sets of bones that have probably been buried there for more than ten years.”

“How can you be so sure how many people the bones belong to, sir?” It was DC Stone. “Surely, it’s impossible to tell without putting the bones together like a jigsaw.”

“I’ll tell you why I’m so sure, Andy,” O’Reilly said to the piggy-eyed DC. “It’s because the majority of human beings tend to be in possession of only one head. I could be mistaken.”

“Sorry, sir.”

“If you could let me carry on. All three skulls had identical holes in the front, and I’m convinced that they’re bullet holes. We’re going to have to wait for Pathology to confirm it, but to me the position of the holes suggest that these people were shot in the forehead, execution style.”

“Nasty,” DC Stone said.

“Could be worse,” DC Owen said.

“How could it be worse, Katie?”

“A shot to the head is quick. It’s a fast, relatively painless death.”

“You’re weird.”

“Can I point something out before you continue?” DCI Fish asked.

“Of course, Tom,” O’Reilly said. “You’re the boss.”

“Only on paper. I hardly think the people who make the decisions are going to authorise funds for a case involving ancient remains.”

“That’s what Jim Peters said,” O’Reilly said. “And then he showed me something that changed everything. There was another body there. It was a woman and judging from the state of her, it’s quite clear that she was alive and well recently.”

“Ah,” DCI Fish said.

“Indeed. She changes everything. It’s still early days but I think you’ll find this interesting. She had an identical bullet hole in her forehead. Given that she was buried with the others, we have to consider a possible connection between all four bodies.”

“Good Lord,” DS Skinner said.

“The identity of the fresh corpse is our main priority,” O’Reilly said.

“Could you not call her that, sir?” DC Stone said.

“Do you have any other suggestions?”

“Victim number 4?”

“We’ll call her that then. Who was she, why was she shot in the head and why the devil was she buried with a bunch of decades old bodies?”

“It has to be significant, doesn’t it?” DC Owen said.

“It’s significant. I suggest we focus on where we’re most likely to find light,” O’Reilly said.

DC Stone raised his hand.

“You’re not at school, Andy,” O’Reilly said. “I’ll put it in simpler terms, shall I. We stand more chance of getting to know victim number 4 better than we do the others, so we’ll concentrate on her for the time being. I want you to take a look through missing persons. She could have been a visitor to the island, but we’ll look at locals first.”

“Got it, sir,” DC Stone said.

“Will, I want you to organise a house-to-house in the area close to where the Harts live. It’s possible someone might have seen something suspicious in the past week or so. Cobo is an exclusive part of the island, and we might get lucky with CCTV cameras.”

“Will do,” DS Skinner said.

“Tom, I believe you’re going to be otherwise engaged with the shitstorm the top two officers left in their wake.”

“Got it in one,” DCI Fish said.

“I heard a rumour that they’re looking elsewhere for suitable candidates to fill their positions.”

“Believe it,” DCI Fish said. “There is no way to prove beyond a shadow of a doubt that us lowly plebs weren’t in some way involved in the corruption scandal and they won’t risk promoting someone who might later turn out to be bent. It stinks, but it is what it is.”

“I’m not particularly perturbed to be honest. Katie, you and I are going to pay another visit to Mr and Mrs Hart.”

“Do you think they’re involved somehow?” DC Owen said.

“I can’t see how they had anything to do with the first three,” O’Reilly said. “They only bought the land a year ago, but those corpses were found on their property, and they might be able to shed some light on the fresh one.”

“Sir.”

“Jesus, grow a pair of bollocks, Andy. Do I have to remind you that I’m your potential future father-in-law?”

“I thought you didn’t like saying that out loud, sir.”

“Go and do some work. All of you. I just need to get a cup of tea in my belly first.”

He went to his office, closed the door and switched on the kettle. He made the tea and sat down at his desk. His thoughts turned to the four bodies found in the hole for the swimming pool. He didn’t get far – the sound of his phone put paid to that. He glanced at the screen and smiled.

“My beautiful wife,” he answered the call. “What can I do for you?”

“How’s your evening looking?” Victoria said.

“I have no idea. A grisly discovery over in Cobo is going to keep us busy for a while. What did you have in mind?”

“I thought we could go out for a meal,” Victoria said. “I could book a table at the new French place in Albecq.”

“I’m not a big fan of French food,” O’Reilly reminded her.

“They do excellent seafood.”

“Now you’re talking. What’s the occasion? Have I forgotten something? It’s not your birthday, is it?”

“It’s not my birthday. I just thought it would be nice to go out. And I have something I need to discuss with you.”

“Do I need to be worried?” O’Reilly said.

“I don’t know yet. Do you think you’ll be home by six?”

“I’ll make sure of it.”

“I’ll book a table for seven then.”

“I’m intrigued. Can’t you tell me whatever it is over the phone?”

“No,” Victoria said. “We need to talk about this in person. I’ll see you later. Love you.”


CHAPTER SIX

When O’Reilly and DC Owen returned to the house in Cobo, Belinda and Mike Hart weren’t home. DI Peters informed them that they’d gone to a neighbour’s house. According to the Head of Forensics, Belinda had told him she couldn’t handle the intrusion, and she added that the Island Police would be hearing from her lawyer in due course.

“Money makes people miserable, doesn’t it?” DC Owen said as they made their way next door.

“Wise words, Katie,” O’Reilly said.

“You’d think Mrs Hart would be happy with what she’s got. A luxury house with a view to die for, enough money to live comfortably for the rest of her life, and no need to worry about a thing. But she’s a mean, petty woman who is only happy when she’s making other people’s lives miserable. I never want to be rich.”

“Good for you.”

“Did you know that the organisers of the Lottery assign psychologists to big winners? It’s insane. Money tends to change people, and history has proven that it can actually be detrimental to mental health. We live in a mad old world.”

“Have you quite finished?” O’Reilly said.

“I just find it fascinating.”

O’Reilly rang the bell and the door was opened by a man who looked to be in his sixties. He greeted them with a warm smile.

“Hello there. Can I help you?”

“Island Police,” O’Reilly told him. “Sorry to disturb you but we were told that Mr and Mrs Hart were here.”

“That’s correct. Horrible business.”

He introduced himself as Lloyd Taylor and invited them in.

“Mike and Belinda are in the conservatory. Could I offer you something to drink?”

“No thanks,” O’Reilly said. “If you could just point us in the direction of the conservatory, that would be grand. And we’ll want a word with you too. Do you live here alone?”

“I live with my wife,” Lloyd said. “But she’s in London at the moment.”

“That’s fine,” O’Reilly said.

“I’ll be in the garden at the back.”

“We’ll come and find you when we’re finished.”

It was still early afternoon but both Belinda and Mike had glasses of wine on the table in front of them. Neither of them looked pleased to see the two detectives again.

O’Reilly sat down on one of the wicker chairs. “We need to ask you some more questions.”

DC Owen sat down next to him.

“I don’t know what you want us to tell you,” Belinda said.

Her speech was slurred and O’Reilly suspected that this wasn’t her first glass of wine. There was something harsher about her features than he’d noticed before. Her makeup had smudged and there were lines on her forehead. She was clearly not a happy woman.

“What do you do for a living?” he asked.

“Nothing. It’s not necessary for me to work. Mike’s job means I can stay at home.”

“What do you do?” O’Reilly asked Mike.

“Finance,” Mike replied, rather vaguely.

O’Reilly didn’t press any further.

“We’d just like to get an idea of your movements over the past week or so,” O’Reilly said.

“What for?” Belinda said. “Are we under suspicion of something, because if that’s the case I’m calling our lawyer.”

“Please, Mrs Hart,” DC Owen said. “We’re not accusing you of anything.”

“Not yet,” O’Reilly said. “But that might change. The bodies of four people were found on your property. One of them was buried there recently so you can see why we’re keen to talk to you.”

“Four?” Mike said.

“Four,” O’Reilly confirmed. “The body of a woman was also found in the hole you were digging for the swimming pool.”

“The forensics officers didn’t mention that to us,” Belinda said.

“It must have slipped their minds.”

“Good Lord,” Belinda said and drained the wine in her glass. “I need another one.”

Mike obliged and refilled her glass.

“I appreciate that this is a all bit of a shock,” O’Reilly said. “Can we go back to what you occupied your time with recently. Specifically in the past week or so.”

“I keep myself busy,” Belinda said. “On Tuesdays and Thursdays, I do yoga at the centre in Castel. I do my shopping on Wednesdays, and I’m on the board for the private school in Les Martins. That keeps me busy.”

“Right,” O’Reilly said. “And you work full time?”

This was addressed to Mike.

“We have our offices in St Peter Port,” Mike said. “I’m there every day.”

“But not today,” DC Owen said.

“I’ve taken some time off.”

“I asked him to,” Belinda said. “I didn’t want to be at home alone, what with all the builders there.”

“Understandable,” O’Reilly said. “We don’t have the exact details, but we think the body of the woman was buried on your property some time in the past week. When did the builders begin work on the pool?”

“Two weeks ago,” Belinda said. “It’s been an absolute nightmare.”

“And have they been on site every day?” DC Owen said.

“Pretty much,” Belinda said.

“They weren’t there on the weekend,” Mike said. “Remember, you said you didn’t want the noise on the weekend.”

“That’s right,” Belinda said.

“But they’ve been at the property every day during the week?” O’Reilly said.

Mike and Belinda both nodded.

“Where did you find out about the builders?” DC Owen said.

“One of our friends recommended them,” Mike said.

“I knew there was something dodgy about them from the moment I met them,” Belinda said. “Especially Gerry Alcott. My late mother always said you should never trust a man whose eyes are too close together.”

“Your mother was a wise woman,” O’Reilly said. “And they were hired to build a pool house and put in a swimming pool? Is that right?”

“It should have been a simple project,” Belinda said. “But they kept coming to us with problems. We’re paying them good money to do the work, and we don’t want to hear about problems.”

O’Reilly didn’t want to hear about them either.

“We’ll be talking to the builders in due course,” he said. “Can you think of anything that’s happened recently that seemed a bit odd?”

“Such as?” Mike said.

“Have you had any strange visitors to the house?” O’Reilly said. “Perhaps you’ve heard noises in the night.”

“Not that I recall,” Belinda said. “This is a quiet part of the island.”

“So, it’s safe to assume you would have heard anything out of the ordinary at night?” DC Owen said. “Car doors closing, things like that.”

“I sleep like a log,” Belinda said. “I often take a pill to help me. Mike is the light sleeper.”

“And I can’t recall hearing anything in the night,” her husband said.

“Do you have CCTV?” O’Reilly said. “Do you have any cameras on the property?”

“We’ve never thought about it,” Mike said. “Cobo is a safe part of the island.”

“I couldn’t help noticing that the security on your property is virtually nil,” O’Reilly said. “There are no walls at the front and the one at the back is low and anyone could hop over it in no time. I could make it over that wall, and I’ve got a gammy leg. Aren’t you worried about crime?”

“Not really,” Belinda said. “We don’t have much of a problem with crime here.”

“There’s crime everywhere,” O’Reilly said. “A lot of private security companies have sprung up in recent years. Do you have such a thing in Cobo?”

“There is one, I think. I’ve seen their vehicles patrolling in the evening. Perhaps if you did your job properly, private security wouldn’t be necessary.”

“I couldn’t agree with you more,” O’Reilly said. “Do you own a gun?”

Belinda almost spat out the mouthful of wine she’d just drunk. “Excuse me?”

“Do you or your husband own a firearm?”

“Of course not. Why would we need a gun?”

“Perhaps you like to shoot,” O’Reilly said. “There are a lot of firing ranges on the island.”

“We do not own a gun,” Mike said.

“I think we’ve covered everything,” O’Reilly said. “Katie, can you think of anything else?”

“I don’t think so,” DC Owen said.

“We just need to have a quick chat with Lloyd, and we’ll be on our way. It’s highly likely that we’ll need to speak to you again.”

“How long is this going to take?” Belinda said. “When will we get our house back?”

“There isn’t an easy answer to that,” O’Reilly said. “In light of the recent discoveries, we’re going to do a thorough forensic on the property. That can take time.”

“We don’t know anything about how those bodies ended up there,” Belinda said. “Why can’t you just believe us?”

“We’ll leave you to your wine,” O’Reilly said. “If you think of anything later that you think might be important, give me a call.”

He took out a card and placed it on the table.

He stood up and turned to leave.

“How many people knew about the swimming pool?” he asked.

“A few,” Belinda said. “We mentioned it to a few friends. Do you think that’s relevant?”

“I can’t see how,” O’Reilly said. “It’s possible that the person who murdered and buried the woman simply acted on the spur of the moment. He saw the excavator and used the opportunity to dispose of the body. But if that’s the case, it changes everything.”

“How so?” Mike said.

“I’m not quite sure yet,” O’Reilly said. “Come on Katie.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

“Those bodies were meant to be found.”

It was three in the afternoon, and O’Reilly had called the team together for a briefing. Only DCI Fish was absent – he was going to be tied up in meetings all afternoon.

“Whoever dumped the body of victim 4 wouldn’t have been able to miss the hydraulic excavator in the garden. It was quite obvious that a hole was about to be dug. The only conclusion we can draw from that is the fresh corpse was meant to be found. And if we proceed with that line of thought, we can hypothesise that the other three were meant to be discovered too.”

“But that means the person who dumped victim 4 knew about the other remains,” DS Skinner said.

“Indeed. What does that tell us?”

“The same murderer killed them all?” DC Stone guessed.

“It’s looking that way, Andy. It’s going to take some time to get a rough idea of how long it’s been since the three skeletons had living flesh attached to them – same with the freshly deceased lady, but it doesn’t hurt to throw a bit of speculation around. Any thoughts?”

“Do you have to be so macabre in your descriptions, sir?” It was DC Stone.

“Please change the record, Andy. I’m Irish – we tend to use colourful language when we talk about things.”

“How long before we know if they were definitely shot in the head?” DS Skinner said.

“Dr Lille has been asked to make it a priority,” O’Reilly said. “Come on, let’s throw some theories out there.”

“The timeline makes no sense,” DC Owen said. “The three skeletons have probably been buried there for decades. If it’s the same killer, why wait so long to kill again?”

“A very good question, Katie.”

“The connection angle makes little sense too,” DS Skinner said. “What can possibly link them when there are so many years separating the murders?”

“Perhaps it’s a serial killer,” DC Stone put forward. “He kills three victims, stops for a few years and gets a taste for it again.”

“Or he could have gone to prison,” DC Owen said. “That would explain the time gap between the killing.”

“Worth thinking about,” O’Reilly said. “I’m more concerned about where they were left. The theory about a random dumping place contradicts the supposition about the victims being connected, so let’s focus on one theory at a time. Let’s say for argument’s sake that we are dealing with a single killer. He kills three people, buries them in the vacant plot and thinks no more of it. Then, years later he repeats the procedure with a single victim. Why not throw a bit of confusion into the mix, he thinks to himself. Let’s bury the woman in the final resting place of the other three. We’ll see what the police have to say about that. It’s going to drive them nuts when they struggle to come up with an explanation for it.”

“It is driving us nuts,” DC Stone said. “My brain hurts and I have a sudden craving for a cigarette.”

“I thought you quit.”

“So did I, sir.”

“None of the people in the surrounding houses remembered seeing or hearing anything out of the ordinary,” DS Skinner said. “The house-to-house gave us nothing.”

“What about CCTV?” O’Reilly said.

“Ditto. One of the neighbours mentioned a private security firm that patrols the area.”

“The Harts told us something similar,” O’Reilly said. “It might be worth getting hold of them. Any joy with missing persons, Andy?”

“Not a sausage, sir,” DC Stone said. “Only one person has been reported missing on the island in the past few weeks and that was an elderly man who went walkabout from the retirement village in St Sampson. They found him in Delancey Park feeding a load of imaginary ducks.”

“Poor bugger,” DC Owen said. “Was he alright?”

“He’s as mad as a box of frogs,” DC Stone said. “But he’ll be fine.”

“Alcott Construction,” O’Reilly said out of the blue. “That’s the name of the company Mr and Mrs Hart employed to do the work on their property. We need to look a bit closer at them.”

“Do you think they could be involved?” DS Skinner said.

“It has to be considered. They were the ones who found the human remains. The Harts told us they were instructed not to work weekends and if that’s the case, it means the last time they were at the house was on Friday. The hydraulic excavator broke down, and they weren’t able to resume work until today, when the skeletons were unearthed. It’s possible someone in that crew is involved in this.”

“I don’t buy that, sir,” DC Stone said. “Surely if it’s one of the construction team they would wait until the hole was dug to bury the body. The swimming pool mould would have been dropped in, and the dead woman would never have been found.”

“She was meant to be found, Andy,” O’Reilly reminded him. “Have you even been listening?”

“I thought you asked us to throw some theories around, sir.”

“Touche.”

His phone rang and when he saw who was calling him, he put it on speaker.

“Guthrie,” he said. “Good to hear from you again. How are the piles?”

“Still giving me problems. I haven’t been able to sit down for days. I’ve been given some new cream to try but it doesn’t appear to be working. I swear the cursed things have grown since I started using it.”

“Grand,” O’Reilly said. “As fascinating as your arse grapes are, you’re not calling to discuss that, are you? You’re on speaker, by the way – the whole team is listening in.”

“And you didn’t think to mention that before you let me talk about my haemorrhoids in brutal detail.”

“It slipped my mind. What have you got for us?”

“Something I can’t quite comprehend.”

“Go on,” O’Reilly said.

“Those people weren’t shot, Liam,” Dr Lille said.

“How sure are you?” O’Reilly said.

“As sure as I know the sun rises in the east,” the Head of Pathology said. “A bullet to the forehead would result in an entry wound roughly the same size as the bullet itself. It leaves a clean hole on the outside of the bone. But as the bullet continues its trajectory, we get a distinct bevelling which causes a cone-shaped widening of the hole on the inner bone. You would normally see secondary projectiles in the form of shattered bone caused by the sudden impact. A gunshot wound to the head is unpredictable. The tiny fragments of fractured bone don’t follow any set path, and they can end up anywhere. I found none of this in any of the skulls I examined.”

“You’ve analysed the older ones too?” O’Reilly said.

“Indeed, I have. The entry wounds and the inside of the skull are identical in all four cases.”

“If they weren’t bullet wounds, what the devil caused those holes?”

“I’m certain all four victims had holes drilled in their skulls,” Dr Lille said.

“A drill?”

“And I’m also positive that a cranial drill was used. It’s a surgical drill that is used specifically during trepanation, where drilling into the hard bone of the skull is necessary during surgery. We’ve only performed a perfunctory examination of the old bones, but the holes appear to be identical in all of them.”

“This throws a load of confusion into the mix, Guthrie,” O’Reilly said.

“That’s nothing,” Dr Lille said. “Wait until you hear what I have to tell you next. Obviously, I couldn’t examine the brains of the three bodies that had been reduced to bones because the brains were no longer inside the skulls, but I did take a look at the woman. If any of you is remotely queasy, I suggest you leave the room now.”

“There’s nothing you can tell us that we haven’t heard before,” O’Reilly said.

“We’ll see. Not only was that woman subjected to the cranial drill, but a large section of her frontal lobe was also missing. In a nutshell, that poor woman had the front part of her brain sucked out of her head.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

O’Reilly arrived home at just before six that afternoon. After Dr Lille’s gruesome revelation, he’d thanked the Head of Pathology and looked across at the people sitting round the table. Nobody spoke and shock was written on all of their faces. DC Stone looked so pale, O’Reilly thought he was going to pass out. They’d carried on where they left off before the nasty phone call, but it was clear that none of them were able to focus on anything else apart from the grisly mental image that filled their heads after learning that victim 4 had her brains sucked out of her head.

O’Reilly decided to put it out of his mind. He’d learned how to do that during his time with the guards in Dublin. No matter what he’d been subjected to during the day, he could forget about it all when he walked through the door of his house. He was lucky – not many people had the ability to do that.

He found Victoria upstairs in the bedroom. She was getting changed and she had an audience. It wasn’t a very attentive audience, and the three cats on the bed barely paid O’Reilly any attention when he came in. Bram was stretched out on O’Reilly’s pillow, and the Irishman knew that the ginger brute did that on purpose. He liked winding O’Reilly up. Bram’s friend, Juliet was curled up on the duvet next to Victoria’s fat girl, Shadow. None of them showed any sign of getting off the bed anytime soon.

“Those critters take the piss,” O’Reilly said.

“They’re cats,” Victoria said in a tone that suggested that no further explanation was necessary. “How was your day?”

“Different,” O’Reilly said.

He told her about the old bones in the hole dug for the Hart’s swimming pool and he gave her some details about the woman who was also pulled out of the hole, but he left out the part about the holes that had been drilled in their skulls.

“Are you going to give me a clue about what it is we need to discuss?” he said.

“We can talk at the restaurant,” Victoria said. “I managed to book us a table on the terrace. It’s a pleasant evening and we can sit outside. We’ll have some privacy there.”

“You can give me some idea what it’s all about. The suspense is killing me. You’re not sick again, are you?”

Victoria smiled at him. “No, I’m not sick. Are you going to have a shower?”

“I can take a hint,” O’Reilly said. “Do I have to get dressed up?”

“Only if you feel like it.”

“I don’t. I’ll go and have that shower then.”

Thirty minutes later Victoria parked outside the originally named L’Escargot, and they got out of the car. Victoria had offered to drive because she wasn’t going to drink. O’Reilly glanced at the neon sign over the entrance.

“The snail,” he translated. “You can’t be serious?”

“It’s had rave reviews,” Victoria said.

“As long as they have Scapegoat on offer, I’ll be happy.”

“I’m sure they will.”

They’d no sooner got inside than they were pounced on by a man in a suit. Victoria told him they had a reservation and they were led outside to the patio. It was a warm evening and there wasn’t a puff of breeze in the air. O’Reilly was in luck – L’Escargot had Scapegoat on tap, and he ordered a pint of that. Victoria asked for a bottle of water.

“This is nice,” she said.

The outside terrace looked out onto Fort Hommet and the open water beyond. The sun was getting ready to be swallowed up by the sea and O’Reilly had a sudden urge to take a photograph.

The waiter returned with the drinks and gave them a run down of the specials. O’Reilly decided on the seafood platter for one.

“Are the portions large?” he asked.

“The platter for one consists of six queen prawns,” the waiter told him. “Calamari tubes, mussels, scallops and a generous fillet of cod.”

O’Reilly was hungry so he ordered two. The waiter seemed to find this highly amusing. Victoria opted for a simple dish of grilled red snapper and vegetables.

O’Reilly took a long drink of his beer and turned to Victoria.

“Out with it then.”

“Wouldn’t you prefer to eat first?” she said.

“What’s that supposed to mean? Is this something I’m not going to like? You’re scaring me now.”

Victoria reached over and put her hand on his. “I love you, Liam O’Reilly.”

“And I love you, Victoria O’Reilly. Nothing you tell me will ever change that. Hold on, you’re not going to tell me you’ve been having an affair, are you?”

Victoria laughed. “Of course not. Alright. Here goes.”

She was prevented from continuing when the waiter returned with some fresh bread rolls and a plate with some butter on it.

“I’m waiting,” O’Reilly said when he finally left them in peace.

“I went to see the doctor today,” Victoria said.

“What the devil for?” O’Reilly said. “The cancer hasn’t come back, has it?”

“No. Nothing has changed. What I mean by that is nothing has changed regarding the cancer. But something is definitely changing in here.”

She put her hand on her belly.

“I’m not following you,” O’Reilly said.

“For a whip-smart detective, you’re very slow off the mark sometimes. I’m not drinking, and I’ve just told you about something changing inside me.”

“Ah,” O’Reilly said. “Ah, right.”

“I’m pregnant, Liam,” Victoria said. “I took a home test, but I wanted to get it confirmed with a blood test. We’re going to have a baby.”

O’Reilly gazed out to sea. A motorboat was cruising up the coast. The sun had bid its farewell to the day, and the moon was yet to rise.

“We’re going to have a baby,” he said. “I’m going to be a dad again.”

“I know it’s a bit of a shock,” Victoria said. “It knocked me for a six when I found out, but when I’d had time to process it, I realised it’s what I want. I really want this baby, Liam.”

“Then I want it too.”

“Do you mean that?”

“I’ll go back inside the restaurant and shout it out loud if you like.”

Victoria laughed. “Please don’t do that.”

“A baby,” O’Reilly said. “This is the best news ever. We need to celebrate.”

“Isn’t that what we’re doing?”

“I mean properly celebrate. I can’t stomach champagne, and you’re not drinking, so I’d say another Scapegoat is in order.”

“We need to talk about what this is going to mean. Our lives are never going to be the same.”

“We’ve got plenty of time for that,” O’Reilly said. “Tonight nothing matters, but the two of us.”

“Three of us,” Victoria corrected.

“The three of us,” O’Reilly. “You me and little O’Reilly.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever been this happy. You make me so happy, Liam.”

“Right back at you,” O’Reilly said. “I hope that food isn’t going to take long.”

A few miles away, the persistent whir of a cranial drill could be heard from a house in St Martin. The man wielding the drill was concentrating hard. Disregarding all surgical protocol, he was dressed in a T-shirt and a pair of shorts as he bore a hole in the woman’s forehead. The sedative he’d given her had worn off and her terrified eyes were open wide. There are very few nerve endings in the human brain, and the operation was relatively painless. The drill made short work of the tough bone protecting the frontal lobe and when the surgeon felt no resistance, he knew the drill had done its job. He increased the speed and slowly pulled the drill bit from the woman’s head.

“Suction time,” the man said and laughed. “This won’t hurt a bit.”


CHAPTER NINE

The first day of the new month dawned grey and cold. October was here and it appeared that Autumn had arrived on the island. When O’Reilly woke, he realised that he was alone in the bed. Victoria was already up, and the cats weren’t around either. He didn’t get up straight away. Instead, he cast his mind back to the evening at L’Escargot. After hearing Victoria’s news, the conversation consisted of nothing else. It still didn’t feel real – O’Reilly was going to be a father again after more than twenty-five years. It certainly was a hell of a lot to take in. According to the tests, Victoria was two months pregnant, and a bit of mental calculation told O’Reilly that there would be another person in their lives in May next year. He decided that it was as good a time as any to bring a new human being into the world. They’d talked about their own childhoods, and it had been a truly memorable night. O’Reilly had polished off the two seafood platters in record time.

He got up, did what he needed to do in the bathroom and went downstairs. He found Victoria in the kitchen. She was feeding the cats and all three of them were getting impatient.

“Let me do that,” O’Reilly offered. “You should be taking it easy in your condition.”

“I’m pregnant, Liam,” Victoria said. “I’m not paralysed. I’m sure I can scoop cat food into a few bowls.”

“Sorry. This is going to take a bit of getting used to.”

“That’s the understatement of the year. How are you feeling?”

“How am I feeling?” O’Reilly said. “I’m feeling like the cat that got the cream. And speaking of which, I think we should put Bram on a diet. He’s getting fat.”

“Do you want to tell him that?”

“I’m going to be a dad,” O’Reilly said. “It’s going to be a May baby. I like the month of May – there’s the promise of summer in the air. Perhaps we could call her May if it’s a girl.”

“We’ll have plenty of time to discuss names,” Victoria said.

“Can I tell people? I want to shout it out to the rooftops.”

“I’d prefer to keep it to ourselves for a while. I’m no spring chicken, and the chances of complications are higher for women my age. Let’s wait for a month or so and then we can break the news.”

“A month?” O’Reilly said. “I can’t keep this quiet for a month. And you’re not old.”

“I’m on the wrong side of forty.”

“But you’ve got the body of someone a decade younger,” O’Reilly said. “You’re the strongest woman I’ve ever met. The baby is going to be healthy, and it’ll probably be fat if it’s got my genes. I was over ten pounds when I was born.”

“I was a big baby too,” Victoria said. “What time do you have to be at work?”

“I’ve got time for a shower and a cup of tea.”

Victoria’s pregnancy was all he could think of on the drive across the island to the capital and O’Reilly knew he needed to try and put it out of his mind. The mystery of the remains in Cobo had all the hallmarks of a lengthy investigation and O’Reilly knew there was probably a long road ahead. There was something he needed to discuss with Dr Lille, and he decided to pay him a visit before he headed in to work.

The Pathology department was situated in the oldest part of the Princess Elizabeth hospital, and it always gave O’Reilly the chills when he went there. The original hospital had been constructed before Queen Elizabeth’s coronation and O’Reilly wondered how many dead bodies had passed through here since then. He’d called ahead and Dr Lille informed him he would be in his office.

O’Reilly knocked on the door and went straight in. Dr Lille was leafing through some paperwork on his desk.

“Guthrie,” O’Reilly said. “I’m not interrupting anything, am I?”

“Take a seat,” Dr Lille said. “I thought technology was supposed to make paper surplus to requirements. What is it you wanted to discuss?”

“I’m still finding it hard to get my head around the cranial drill thing.”

“You’re not the only one. In all my years as a pathologist, I have never come across anything like this before.”

“And you’re a hundred percent certain the woman had bits of her brain removed?”

“Positive.”

“Any ideas about how that was carried out? I saw the hole in her forehead myself, and it wasn’t particularly big. How did they manage to extract bits of brain?”

“If I were to hazard a guess,” Dr Lille said. “I would say the frontal lobe was sucked out through the hole in her skull.”

“Nasty,” O’Reilly said. “But I still fail to see how that’s physically possible. I’m no brain surgeon, but I know that a brain is solid matter. How can it be sucked out?”

“Liquefaction. There were indications that the front part of the brain had been liquefied. It’s not dissimilar to the technique used by the ancient Egyptians when they mummified their bodies. In their case, the method was slightly crude. They would insert a long, hooked iron rod through the nostrils and break through the ethmoid bone at the back of the nasal cavity. Then they would stir the brain tissue until it liquefied. It was a lengthy process, and the woman I examined experienced something similar.”

“Why would someone do that?” O’Reilly wondered.

“It beats me. I can see no logical reason for it.”

“Me neither. Thanks, Guthrie.”

“Will there be anything else?” Dr Lille said. “I have to get this lot sorted out before the management meeting at ten.”

He patted the pile of papers on the table.

“Just one more thing,” O’Reilly said.

“Make it quick.”

“This is to go no further,” O’Reilly said.

“Patient/doctor confidentiality doesn’t apply here, Liam.”

“I’m asking as one friend to another. What I’m about to tell you can’t get out – not yet anyway.”

“You have my word.”

“Victoria is pregnant,” O’Reilly came out with it.

“Really? Why, that’s fantastic news. Isn’t it?”

“It is,” O’Reilly said. “It’s the best news ever. Victoria mentioned some risks. She’s not a young woman anymore and she said there could be a chance of complications. I’m asking your opinion as a doctor.”

“There are definite risks,” Dr Lille said. “How old is Victoria?”

“She’ll be forty-two when the baby’s born.”

“There’s actually a term for it. A rather derogatory term. Geriatric pregnancy.”

“That sounds terrible,” O’Reilly said.

“They prefer to call it Advanced Maternity Age these days. It describes mothers aged thirty-five and older.”

“What are the risks?”

“On the whole, AMA pregnancies tend to run smoothly, but there is an increased chance of the baby developing genetic abnormalities and foetal chromosomal abnormalities. There is also a greater risk to the mother herself. Hypertension is a possibility. You’ll need to prepare yourself for the likelihood that the baby will be delivered by C section too. I think Victoria should be just fine. She’s fit and healthy and she eats well.”

“She’s stopped drinking too,” O’Reilly said.

“She’ll be just fine. Congratulations.”

“Thank you. I’m still in shock.”

“What about you?” Dr Lille said. “How do you think you’ll cope with a baby in your life at your, how can I say it, advanced age?”

“Cheeky bastard,” O’Reilly said. “I’m forty-nine.”

“I really have to finish this paperwork, Liam,” Dr Lille said. “But I’ll leave you with something to think about before you go.”

“I’m not going to like this, am I?”

“Probably not.”

“Out with it then.”

“When your child celebrates its twenty-first birthday, you will have already celebrated your seventieth. Let that sink in.”

“I used to like you,” O’Reilly said. “This is to go no further, OK.”

“You have my word. Congratulations again.”


CHAPTER TEN

O’Reilly decided to keep the morning meeting brief. The investigation was still in its infancy, but they already had a number of leads that needed following up. The identity of victim 4 was proving to be elusive and that was item number one on the list. Who was she and why was she buried next to three much older bodies? O’Reilly thought that they would get closer to identifying her by doing some research into the land Mr and Mrs Hart had decided to build their swimming pool on.

“The estate agents who dealt with the sale of the land have an office in Vazon,” he said. “I want to go and speak to them personally. Katie, you’re coming with me.”

“No problem, sir,” DC Owen said.

“Will, I want you and Andy to do some digging into the construction company. Alcott Construction was recommended to the Harts by a friend. See if there are any skeletons in the closet of that business.”

“That’s an unfortunate choice of words, sir,” DC Stone said.

“It certainly is, Andy. Has anyone seen Tom?”

“DCI Fish has been summoned to an interview,” DS Skinner said. “The Super was here earlier too.”

“Superintendent Hayes was here?” O’Reilly said.

DS Skinner said. “I think she might be coming back to work.”

“I hope she does. I’ve missed her. Did Tom say what the interview was about?”

“He didn’t, sir.”

“Probably nothing important. You all know what to do.”

“Is everything alright, sir?” DC Owen asked when they were halfway to Vazon. “You seem a bit preoccupied.”

“I’ve got a lot on my mind,” O’Reilly said and left it at that.

It had only been a few hours since Victoria broke the news about the baby, and O’Reilly was already taking strain. He was desperate to shout it out to anyone who would listen, but Victoria had made him promise. He was experiencing guilt after telling Guthrie Lille, but he told himself that he did it out of concern for Victoria and the baby, and he knew that the Head of Pathology would keep it to himself.

The estate agent’s office wasn’t much to look at from the outside. There was a small sign on the window – Property Dreams and that was it.

“If you blinked, you would miss this place,” O’Reilly told DC Owen.

“The majority of it is done online these days,” she said. “All the properties are listed on the website and the only thing that happens in person is the viewing and the finalities. Most of the real estate sites offer virtual walkthroughs of houses. Don’t we need a warrant to get details of one of their property sales?”

“Theoretically,” O’Reilly said. “But I prefer to simply ask them nicely first. Often, that’s all it takes to get information out of people.”

“Do they know we’re coming?”

“Where’s the fun in that?”

He pressed the buzzer on the wall next to the door, there was a click and he pushed the door open.

“What is the point of that? They didn’t even check to see who it was.”

DC Owen laughed. “It’s highly unlikely anyone is going to try to rob an estate agent.”

“I suppose you’re right.”

In front of them was a small reception area with nobody behind it. There were offices on either side of the corridor and O’Reilly could hear muffled voices coming from inside them.

“They’re hardly professional,” he said. “What if I was here to buy a house?”

“They probably work on appointment only,” DC Owen said. “Looks like someone has realised we’re here.”

A man who looked to be in his mid-twenties approached them. He held a mobile phone to his ear and he was talking loudly.

“The offer to purchase has expired, Mr Newton. I explained that there was the possibility of this happening. The OTP was subject to the sale of your property and that time has passed.”

There was a pause and then he continued.

“I’m sorry you feel like that. Your lawyers will tell you the same thing. Property Dreams is in no way liable for you losing the house. We had a cash buyer, and we have an obligation to the seller. I really hope…”

That was as far as he got and O’Reilly sensed that Mr Newton had hung up.

The young estate agent looked at him and smiled. “Can I help you?”

“I hope so,” O’Reilly said.

He showed him his ID and explained who they were.

“We’re interested in a sale that Property Dreams handled. Do you have a name?”

“What? Of course, yes. Florian Benz.”

“German?”

“My father is German.”

“Can you help us?” O’Reilly said. “It was a vacant plot of land in Cobo.”

“It’s on La Banquette,” DC Owen elaborated.

“A vacant plot?” Florian said. “Nicola will probably have dealt with that one.”

“Is Nicola here?” O’Reilly said.

“She’s showing a property in Kings Mills.”

“When will she be back?”

“It’s hard to tell.”

“We know who bought the land,” O’Reilly said. “We just need to know who they bought it from. It was a deceased estate if I recall. Could you please call Nicola and explain the situation? This is urgent.”

“I’m not sure we’re even allowed to give out the names of our clients. I’d have to check.”

“If the estate was a deceased one,” O’Reilly said. “I doubt the client will mind you giving out their identity. We could come back with a warrant, but I’d prefer not to. Help us out here.”

“I’ll give Nicola a ring.”

He walked away and went inside one of the offices. He closed the door and, for some reason this annoyed O’Reilly.

A few minutes later, Florian reappeared and told them that Nicola was going to be tied up for at least an hour. O’Reilly told him they would come back. His stomach was making disturbing noises, and he needed to do something to shut it up.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

DS Skinner was mildly amused. He and DC Stone were sitting opposite Gerry Alcott at his house in Fort George and he couldn’t stop staring at the man. With his piggy eyes and his shifty demeanour, he was the spitting image of Andy Stone, albeit an older version. This man could be Andy’s father. With the work on the pool in Cobo temporarily on hold, Gerry had time on his hands. The first thing he told DS Skinner was how annoyed he was about the whole business.

“It can’t be helped,” DS Skinner said.

“I don’t know why we can’t carry on,” Gerry said. “The skeletons have been removed, and your lot haven’t found any more, so what’s the problem?”

“The problem is a dead woman who was found along with the bones,” DS Skinner told him.

“A what?”

“Just what I said. The body of a woman was also recovered from the excavation site, and that changes everything. How long have you been in the construction business?”

“Most of my life,” Gerry said. “My old man was a builder, and I used to help him out on weekends and during the holidays. It’s a decent trade – I get to work outside a lot and there’s always a demand for good builders.”

“When did the Harts contact you about the work on the pool site?” DC Stone said.

“A few weeks ago,” Gerry said.

“And when did the work commence?” DS Skinner said.

“Last week sometime. It was Monday. We were busy with an extension in St Peter Port, and we had to finish that first.”

“You’re kept busy then?” DC Stone said.

“We do alright. Why exactly are you here? I don’t know anything about the bones, and I certainly had nothing to do with the dead woman. This is the first I’m hearing of it.”

“It’s routine in cases like this,” DS Skinner said. “We need to speak to everyone involved, even those in the periphery. How many people do you have on your team?”

“Half a dozen,” Gerry said.

“And were all of them working on the pool area?”

“They were.”

“Do you carry out checks on your employees before you hire them?” DS Skinner said.

“Checks?”

“Background checks,” DC Stone said. “Criminal records and so forth.”

“I don’t bother with that,” Gerry said. “If they’re good at what they do, what they’ve done in the past isn’t really important, is it? We all make mistakes, don’t we?”

“I see,” DS Skinner said. “We’re going to need a list of everyone you have working for you.”

“None of my men had anything to do with this.”

“We need to check anyway. It’s simply routine.”

“I haven’t offered you anything to drink,” Gerry said. “Can I get you something?”

“No thanks,” DS Skinner said. “What do you think about Mr and Mrs Hart?”

“He’s alright,” Gerry said. “But the woman is a real piece of work. I told all this to the Irishman.”

“She’s given you problems?” DC Stone said.

“Since the start. The construction game is never smooth-running. There are always unforeseen problems that need to be tackled. People want exact timelines and they get antsy when the work takes longer than they expected. Machinery breaks down – sometimes the work is weather dependent, and we’re always running into snags that we couldn’t have anticipated. The pool job at the house in Cobo is a prime example. Who would have thought we’d find human remains in the exact spot where a hole for a pool was about to be dug.”

DS Skinner made a mental note to bring this up for discussion later. He got the sense that it was significant.

“Have you been on the island long?” he asked.

“Born and bred,” Gerry said.

“Who decided where the hole for the pool was to be dug?”

“Mrs Hart of course.”

“Of course,” DS Skinner said.

“She gave us strict instructions,” Gerry said. “The pool house had to be in a specific place – same with the pool. I warned her about the old oaks, but she wouldn’t listen.”

“What have the trees got to do with it?” DC Stone said.

“They’re going to drop leaves,” Gerry said. “People don’t think about stuff like that. Come Autumn, the pool is going to be full of them, and it can cause problems with the pump if the filter gets clogged. I suggested she chop them down, but she was having none of it.”

“So, it was Mrs Hart who decided where the pool was going to go?” DS Skinner said.

“I’ve been doing pools for a long time,” Gerry said. “And there’s a lot to take into account when you’re thinking about where they’re going to go. You want a pool that’s going to get sun most of the day. Of course, the one in Cobo will have a solar heater so the water will stay warm all year round, but you still want a bit of sun when you get out, don’t you?”

“And Mrs Hart was very specific about the site of the pool?” DC Stone said.

“Very. And the customer is always right and all that.”

“What happened to the excavator?” DS Skinner said.

“Slight problem with the drive shaft,” Gerry said. “It happens.”

“When did it break down?” DC Stone asked.

“Friday. I explained to Mrs Hart that we wouldn’t be able to get the replacement drive shaft until after the weekend, and she seemed fine with it. But then Monday came and she threw her toys again. There’s no pleasing some people.”

“I think that’s covered everything for now,” DS Skinner said. “If you could give us that list of employees, we’ll leave you in peace.”

“Do you think she’s involved in this?” Gerry said. “Mrs Hart, I mean.”

“We don’t think anything at the moment.”

“When will we be allowed to resume work on the pool?”

“I can’t tell you.”

“It’s just, we’re due to start on a wooden deck over in Vazon next week and the client has already paid in full.”

“I’m sure you’ll make a plan,” DS Skinner said.


CHAPTER TWELVE

“Before we make a start,” O’Reilly said. “I want to bring you up to date on what’s happening regarding the vacant offices on the top floor. I have it on good authority that those offices are going to be filled before the end of the week, and they’re to be filled with new blood. DCI Fish’s words.”

“They’re bringing in two strangers?” DC Stone said.

“It looks that way. To be honest, I couldn’t give a hoot. It’ll be business as usual in no time.”

“What was Superintendent Hayes doing here?” DC Owen said. “I was wondering if she was being considered for one of the top jobs.”

“It doesn’t look like it, Katie,” O’Reilly said. “And I very much doubt Anne would want the job anyway. Now we’ve got that out of the way, let’s get cracking.”

“The owner of the construction company told us something very interesting,” DS Skinner said. “Gerry Alcott said the location of the pool was very specific. Belinda Hart was adamant that it was to be dug where it was, even after Gerry had warned her about the position in relation to the sun and the problem of the oak trees shedding leaves in the autumn. The pool had to be exactly where she told them.”

“Don’t you think that’s odd?” DC Stone said. “The bodies could have been buried anywhere but they just happen to be in the place where the hole for the pool was going to be dug.”

“It is quite a coincidence,” O’Reilly said. “That plot of land is big, and there were plenty of other places for a swimming pool. Mrs Hart is most definitely a person of interest in this investigation. I get the impression that she’s the one calling the shots. She’s the boss in her marriage, and I also believe she can be ruthless when necessary. We’ll be taking a much closer look at Belinda Hart.”

“Did you find out who owned the land before the Harts bought it?” DS Skinner said.

“We did,” O’Reilly confirmed. “The estate agent who handled the deal was very forthcoming. The Harts purchased the empty plot from a deceased estate. The name of the deceased was Frank Rowland and the probate to deal with his assets was granted to Frank’s son, Derek. According to Nicola, the estate agent, Derek listed the land as soon as probate was granted. He wanted a quick sale and Mr and Mrs Hart gave him one.”

“According to the deeds office,” DC Owen said. “Frank Rowland purchased the land in 1989.”

“Thirty years ago,” DC Stone said. “Which means it’s likely he owned it when the bodies were buried there.”

“What do we know about the son?” DS Skinner said.

“Nothing yet,” O’Reilly said. “And we’ll be doing something about that very soon.”

“Why was he so desperate to sell?” DC Stone said.

“It’ll be one of the first questions we ask him,” O’Reilly said.

“I got hold of the owner of the security firm that patrols in Cobo,” DS Skinner said. “And according to him he hasn’t noticed anything suspicious in the area around La Banquette.”

“How often do they patrol?” O’Reilly said.

“Every night, from seven to seven.”

“That must be expensive,” DC Stone said.

“The residents pay a monthly fee,” DS Skinner said. “And some of the houses have panic alarms and the security firm responds to any alarm that’s sounded.”

“Is that really necessary on an island like this?” DC Stone said.

“Apparently, it is. Anyway, the security team haven’t seen anything untoward in the area.”

The door to the briefing room opened and a familiar face came in.

“Look what the cat dragged in,” O’Reilly said. “How the devil are you?”

“Glad to be back to normal,” Superintendent Anne Hayes said.

“Are you back then?” O’Reilly said.

“As of next week.”

“Who’ll be taking care of little Hannah?”

“Tom’s mother will have her for a couple of days a week, and we’ve found a wonderful nanny for the rest of the time.”

“Well, it’s good to have you back.”

“What have I missed?”

“Hasn’t Tom been keeping you up to date?”

“He’s been otherwise engaged with the other thing,” Superintendent Hayes said.

O’Reilly laughed. “The other thing. I like it. I think that’s what we’ll call it from now on. It’s not the scandal of the century – it’s the other thing.”

“But I can tell you that it’s all over. The disciplinary board is satisfied and conclusions have been drawn, none of which will affect any of you in any way.”

“About fekkin’ time. We can finally do our jobs in peace. Right, what do you want to know?”

“All of it.”

“Grand,” O’Reilly said. “This might take a while.”

He gave her the abridged version. He told her about the three skeletons and the dead woman. He spoke about the identical holes in the skulls of the victims and the subsequent discovery of what made those holes.

“Dr Lille is certain that part of the woman’s brain was sucked from her skull,” he added. “And that’s the bit I’m finding hard to digest.”

“I can understand that,” Superintendent Hayes said. “Why on earth would someone do such a thing?”

“It’s all a bit of a mess at the moment,” O’Reilly said. “We did throw a few ideas around about why the woman was buried alongside three decades old corpses, but it’s all still a bit confusing. We can’t ignore the identical drill holes, and I believe that’s what we need to focus on.”

“I don’t suppose you have any identities yet?”

“Not one. Theoretically, it ought to be easier to find out who the woman is. Getting a DNA ID from old bones is tricky, but we’re still in the dark about the woman’s identity. Missing persons drew a blank and unless someone comes forward with any details, we’re a bit stumped.”

“Keep at it,” Superintendent Hayes said. “You’ll get to the truth eventually – you generally do. I must be off. I’ve lingered here far too long already.”

“Do you know who’ll be replacing Callum and CO Johnson?” O’Reilly asked.

“All I know is they’re not islanders. That’s all I can tell you.”

“I suppose we’ll find out soon enough. It was good to see you again.”

“I’ll be back for good next week,” Superintendent Hayes said. “And I can’t wait.”

Superintendent Hayes had no sooner left the room when the door opened, and PC London came in.

“What is it, Kim?” O’Reilly asked her.

“We got a call about some suspicious behaviour in Jerbourg Field. A man was caught digging close to the Doyle Monument. The man who called it in asked him what he was doing and he legged it.”

“Why are you bringing this to my attention?”

“Because of what he was burying, sir,” PC London said. “It’s a dead woman. He was interrupted before he could bury her properly. She has a hole in the middle of her forehead.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

O’Reilly was experiencing déjà vu. Not so long ago another body had been found close to the Doyle Monument and O’Reilly wondered what the odds were on something like that. The officers first on the scene had worked quickly and the road leading up to the monument had been closed off. A cordon had been erected around the area where the woman’s body had been found and according to PC Woodbine, she was still there. DI Peters had been informed, and the Head of Forensics was on his way.

O’Reilly took in the scene and the first thing that occurred to him was this was a strange place to dispose of a body, especially during the day. The tourist season was drawing to a close and it was mid-week but there was always the chance of a sightseer or two around here. He couldn’t figure out why the man had chosen this place.

DC Owen walked over to him. Next to her was a man who looked to be in his mid-twenties.

“This is Darren Walker, sir,” she said. “He was the one who caught the man in the act.”

O’Reilly introduced himself and asked Darren if he required medical attention.

“Nah,” Darren said. “I’m fine. I must admit that it was a bit of a shock though.”

“I can imagine. Can you talk us through what you saw?”

“I come up here a lot. It’s usually quiet during the day, especially at this time of year. The views across the bay are incredible from here.”

O’Reilly wasn’t interested in the views.

“What did you see?” he asked.

“Sorry,” Darren said. “I couldn’t understand what he was doing at first. I mean, it’s not something you see every day, is it? You don’t expect to see a bloke digging a hole all the way up here. I went over and asked him what he was playing at.”

“What did he do then?” O’Reilly said.

“He scarpered. He ran down there.”

He pointed in the direction of the Jerbourg road.

“There’s a parking area on Ruette des Moies,” he said. “I heard a car starting up and he must have driven off in the direction of Jerbourg. It’s the only way in and out of here.”

“Did you see any cars in the car park?” DC Owen said.

“A couple.”

“Can you tell us what kind of cars they were?” O’Reilly said.

“I wasn’t paying much attention,” Darren said. “I think they were both white though.”

“Alright,” O’Reilly said. “What about the man. What can you tell us about him?”

“About my age,” Darren said. “Maybe a bit older. Average height – five- nine, perhaps with brown hair.”

“What about his eyes?” DC Owen said. “What colour were his eyes?”

“I didn’t get a good look at his face. He had his back to me and when I asked him what he was up to he just upped and left. Dropped his shovel and legged it.”

“He left the shovel here?” O’Reilly said.

Darren nodded.

“Can you remember what he was wearing?”

“Normal stuff,” Darren said. “Blue jeans and a black coat.”

“Did you see if he was wearing gloves?”

“I’m not sure. I’m sorry. I’m not helping much.”

“It’s fine. Is there anything else about him you can remember?”

“He seemed to be in good shape,” Darren said. “He ran fast. I doubt I’d have been able to catch him if I’d tried. Why did he do that to her head?”

“I think that’s all for now,” O’Reilly said. “We’ll need you to make a statement. One of the uniformed officers will arrange that. And if you think of anything later, give me a call.”

He took out one of his cards and handed it to him.

“Anything at all, no matter how insignificant it might seem. Do you need a lift anywhere?”

“I’ll walk. I only live in St Martin.”

O’Reilly walked back towards the burial site with DC Owen.

“What the devil is going on, Katie?”

“It’s baffling, sir,” she said. “Why bury her here? It makes no sense.”

“Especially during the day. I hope he wasn’t wearing gloves when he buried her.”

“The shovel?”

“Exactly. I’m going to take a look at her. You coming?”

“Of course,” DC Owen said. “This is the start of something nasty, isn’t it?”

“I think whatever this is, it started a very long time ago. We’re going to have our work cut out with this one.”

O’Reilly ducked under the tape and held it up for DC Owen. The first thing he noticed was the burial ground. The mystery gravedigger hadn’t done a very good job of it and there was a large mound of soil above ground level. He’d been disturbed when he was almost finished covering up the woman and all that was visible was her face. O’Reilly didn’t think she looked very old – possibly late teens, early twenties and the round hole in her forehead was red and inflamed. Her green eyes were open, and her expression was almost serene.

“She hasn’t been dead long,” O’Reilly said.

“No indication of flaccidity,” DC Owen said. “Her face still has some tension in it. And her eyes haven’t clouded over yet.”

“There’s no stiffening in her jaw or eyelids,” O’Reilly said. “Her heart was beating not that long ago. Who are you and why did he do this to you?”

“Sir?”

“We’re going to get you some answers,” O’Reilly told the corpse. “That’s a promise. We’re going to find out who did this to you and we’re going to make them wish they’d never been born.”

“Sir,” DC Owen said. “Are you alright?”

“What?”

“You’re miles away.”

“I’m grand, Katie. Have you seen enough?”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Derek Rowland was a thin man with shoulder length brown hair. O’Reilly calculated his age at somewhere between twenty and thirty and he was of average height. They’d come to Derek’s house in Le Villocq straight from the site where the dead woman had been half-buried and the first thing that occurred to the Irishman was, Derek fitted the witness description of the man who’d fled the scene. He looked to be in good shape, and O’Reilly wondered if this was going to be one of those rare occasions where a case was cleared up quickly. He didn’t think so – he was Irish, but there were limits to his luck.

And when Derek produced a gadget O’Reilly couldn’t identify, it was clear that he had the perfect alibi for the past few hours. O’Reilly had asked him straight off to account for his whereabouts that morning and the GoPro was handed over. He’d driven over to Pleinmont in the south-west of the island and gone for a run there. The GoPro was on the whole time, and the time stamp left little doubt that Derek was telling the truth. O’Reilly had been to Pleinmont before, and he recognised the observation point and the gun tower.

“You can also check the Satnav details in my car,” Derek added. “GPS data doesn’t lie.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” O’Reilly said.

“Google it.”

“That won’t be necessary,” DC Owen said.

“We need to talk to you about some land you’ve recently sold,” O’Reilly said.

“What has that got to do with my whereabouts this morning?” Derek said.

“I’m in possession of a peculiar brain. Please, humour me. Last year, you inherited a plot of land in Cobo. A vacant plot on La Banquette to be precise. Is that correct?”

“It was my father’s. Why are you interested in that?”

“You listed the land for sale the moment probate was granted,” DC Owen said. “Why were you so keen to sell?”

“Are you going to tell me what this is all about?” Derek said.

“No,” O’Reilly said. “According to the information we’ve managed to get from the Deeds Office and the estate agent who handled the sale, the land was listed for sale two days after probate was granted. Why the urgency?”

“Not that it’s any of your business,” Derek said. “I needed the money. I don’t know how much you know about inheritance.”

“Not much,” O’Reilly said.

“It can work out to be expensive. As soon as probate was granted, I was liable for taxes. Not only that, but I would also incur the cost of property rates on the land. I didn’t want the land, and I was well within my rights to sell it.”

“I’m not disputing that.”

“You’re disputing something.”

“The land in question belonged to your father,” O’Reilly said. “Do you know why he bought the plot?”

“He purchased it before I was born,” Derek said.

“And he never thought to build on it?” DC Owen said.

“I wouldn’t know anything about that. He probably bought it as an investment. Land on the west of the island comes at a premium.”

“You did alright out of the sale then?” O’Reilly said.

“That’s none of your business.”

“Quite right. You sold the land to Mike and Belinda Hart. Are you acquainted with the Harts?”

“No. I’ve never met them.”

“Not even during the process of the sale?” DC Owen said.

“Everything was handled by Property Dreams. They earned a good commission, so I let them deal with everything.”

“Do you have any brothers or sisters?” O’Reilly said.

“A sister,” Derek said. “She’s been living in Canada for over a decade.”

“Was she not included in the will?”

“She was, but she wasn’t interested in a piece of land thousands of miles away. She signed it over to me. It was all done through a lawyer.”

“That’s very generous of her,” O’Reilly said. “That plot of land must have been worth a lot of money. How much did you get for it?”

“Once again, that’s none of your business.”

“We’ll be able to check, Mr Rowland.”

“I suggest you do that. Am I being accused of something?”

“Not right now. What do you do for a living?”

“I’m between jobs right now.”

“What did you do before?” DC Owen said.

“I worked as a lab technician at the College Hospital.”

“But not anymore?” O’Reilly said.

“Obviously.”

“Tell us about your father,” O’Reilly said. “What did he do?”

“He was a surgeon,” Derek said. “He was hoping I would follow in his footsteps but that wasn’t to be.”

“What kind of surgeon was he?” DC Owen said.

“How should I know?”

“Because he was your dad,” O’Reilly said. “My old man was a dockworker, and I knew all about it. Those Dublin dock men were tough as old nails. But I digress. Your father was a surgeon. Where did he work?”

“The Princess Elizabeth.”

“What about your mother? Where is she now?”

“My mum left us when I was a young boy,” Derek said.

“I’m very sorry to hear that,” O’Reilly said. “Where did she go?”

“I have no idea. I was very young – perhaps six or seven and I remember getting up one morning and she was gone.”

“Did your father know where she went?” DC Owen said.

“If he did, he never told me.”

“Don’t you think that’s strange?” O’Reilly said.

“That was my father for you,” Derek said. “Emily and I didn’t exactly have a normal childhood.”

“Emily is your sister?” DC Owen said.

“That’s right. She got the hell away from the island as soon as she was old enough to do so. I should have done the same.”

“Why’s that?” O’Reilly said.

“I’ll tell you why,” Derek said. “And then I’d like you to leave.”

“Sounds like a fair deal,” O’Reilly said.

“The reason Emily got as far away as possible is the same reason I couldn’t wait to get shot of the land. My father. Frank Rowland was a brilliant surgeon, but he was also the biggest bastard I’ve ever met. I can understand why my mother left in the night. The man was a fucking monster, and now it’s time for you to leave.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

“I was not expecting that,” O’Reilly said.

He and DC Owen were sitting in his car outside Derek Rowland’s house.

“You can say that again, sir,” she said. “It’s worth tracking down the sister, isn’t it?”

“For what it’s worth. If Emily was in such a hurry to get away from the island, it’s highly unlikely she’s going to want to talk about her time here.”

“He was a surgeon,” DC Owen said. “Frank Rowland was a surgeon.”

“The warning bells sounded in my head too, Katie. A surgeon would have the knowledge to be able to carry out the trepidations, or whatever Guthrie called them.”

DC Owen laughed. “Trepanations. Although, trepidation does sound appropriate. What now?”

“Frank Rowland is a lead that needs following up on.”

“It’s likely the three skeletons were down to him, isn’t it?”

“I’m not jumping to any conclusions,” O’Reilly said. “But we can’t ignore the facts. Frank was a surgeon and he was also a monster, according to his son.”

“We can’t just take the word of Derek though. It’s not unusual for boys to have strained relationships with their fathers. We need to get a more objective opinion before we make up our minds.”

“Indeed, we do. I’m hungry.”

“What?” DC Owen said. “You had two sandwiches for lunch only a couple of hours ago.”

“What’s your point, Katie?”

“Have you always had such a big appetite?”

“Ever since I could remember. I saw a café further up the road. I could fit in a decent fish and chips. It won’t take long.”

They sat on one of the benches overlooking the cliffs at Marble Bay. There was a chill in the air, but the wind had died down and the sun on O’Reilly’s face felt good.

“Help yourself to a chip,” he said.

DC Owen obliged. “If we look at the sequence of events, we’re left with a number of questions.”

“Aren’t we always?” O’Reilly said with a mouthful of fish.

“We don’t yet know how old the remains found in the pool site are,” DC Owen said. “But that has to be our starting point.”

“Agreed. We can’t ignore the similarities between their injuries and those of the two recent victims.”

“Let’s say for argument’s sake that Frank Rowland was responsible for murdering three people.”

“He was a surgeon,” O’Reilly said. “The remains were found on land he once owned, and all three of the old corpses were operated on, so it’s a safe assumption to make. But we’re not going to start making assumptions just yet. Frank was six feet under when the two recent women were murdered. What does that tell us?”

“Someone is carrying on where he left off?” DC Owen put forward. “Whatever it was he was doing, someone has decided to start doing it again.”

“And what exactly was he doing?” O’Reilly said. “Drilling holes in people’s heads and removing parts of their brains. Any theories about that?”

“Nothing comes to mind, sir. Nothing at all. How can you talk about this and carry on eating?”

“I believe it’s called compartmentalising. Or something along those lines. That was grand.”

He got up and threw the fish and chips wrapper in the bin provided.

“We’ll discuss this with the rest of the team when we get back. What time is it in Canada now?”

“It depends where Emily lives. I’d have to check, but I think Canada are about five or six hours behind us.”

They’d persuaded Derek to give them his sister’s details, but they’d neglected to ask where in Canada she’d moved to.

“It’s just gone three,” O’Reilly said. “I’d say it’s a safe time to call. We’ll do that when we get back to HQ. I’m stuffed.”

“Sometimes I think you’re not human, sir.”

“I’ll be hungry again in a few hours.”

O’Reilly’s phone started to ring when they were halfway back to the capital. It was Dr Lille and O’Reilly asked DC Owen to put it on speakerphone.

“Guthrie,” O’Reilly said. “You’re on speaker before you ask.”

“Thanks for the tip-off. I thought you’d want to know soonest that the woman from the Doyle Monument was subjected to the same treatment as the one pulled out of the pool site.”

“That was quick.”

“I imagined you’d want to know immediately,” Dr Lille said. “And it wasn’t difficult to check when I knew what I was looking for.”

“Is there anything else you can tell us about her?” DC Owen said.

“We’ll have to wait for the postmortem to be absolutely certain, but I can tell you with some degree of accuracy that she hasn’t been dead long. Probably no more than twelve hours.”

“Is it possible to know whether the same drill was used?” O’Reilly said.

“That’s going to take time,” Dr Lille said. “But I think you already know the answer to that, don’t you? Neither of us have ever seen anything like this before, and I very much doubt we have two killers on the island with a penchant for drilling into women’s brains.”

O’Reilly thought of something.

“You’ve been doing this for quite a while, haven’t you?”

“Long enough.”

“I’m wondering if you remember a surgeon who worked at the Princess Elizabeth. I’m not sure when he worked there, but does the name Frank Rowland ring any bells?”

“Vaguely.”

“Could you do me a favour?” O’Reilly said. “Could you ask around? His name has come up, and we need to find out more about the man.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” Dr Lille said.

O’Reilly thanked him and ended the call. He didn’t know why, but he suspected that they were in the early stages of an investigation that was going to send shockwaves around the island when the truth came out. He also sensed that they had a long way to go before they uncovered that truth.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

The phone call to Canada was going to have to wait. That was made abundantly clear as soon as O’Reilly went inside the Island Police HQ. DS Skinner informed him that there was a special meeting scheduled for four ‘o clock and everybody in the building, without exception was expected to attend.

“Let me guess,” O’Reilly said. “We’re being introduced to the people who are going to occupy the empty offices upstairs.”

“Looks like it,” DS Skinner said. “I heard it’s a man and a woman. Both of them have transferred from England and that’s all I know.”

“I’m sure they’ll tell us all about themselves at the meeting. I’m going to grab a quick cup of tea in my office.”

He made the tea and phoned Victoria. He did it without thinking, and he wondered if she was going to thank him for it.

“Liam,” she answered. “Is everything alright?”

“Can’t a man phone the mother of his child for no good reason whatsoever?”

“Oh. This is a first.”

“It’s the first time you’ve carried a little O’Reilly around in your belly. How are you feeling?”

“I’m two months pregnant, Liam. It’s not an illness.”

“It’s been a while since I’ve done this,” O’Reilly said.

In truth, the details of Mary’s pregnancy with Assumpta were rather vague. He’d played very little part in it, and he was around even less in the first few months after she was born.

“I’m absolutely fine,” Victoria said. “Tommy knows.”

“What?” O’Reilly said. “I thought we weren’t going to tell anybody yet.”

“Tommy is my brother. I had no choice. Kawasaki Head Office want one of us to go over to Tokyo in March and Tommy suggested I go. I’ll be seven months gone by then and it’s a long flight. I had to tell Tommy about the baby.”

“You did the right thing,” O’Reilly said. “And I won’t let you fly all the way to Japan. What did he say?”

“Tommy is Tommy,” Victoria said. “I may as well have told him we were getting a dog. I’m sure he’s thrilled in his own way. He’s not one to show his emotions.”

“If Tommy knows…”

“Absolutely not,” Victoria interrupted. “I know what you’re going to say.”

“It was worth a try. I’d better go – we’ve been summoned to a special meeting to get introduced to the new CO and DCO. I see you later. I shouldn’t be late. Give little O’Reilly a belly rub for me.”

“You’re a strange man, Liam.”

“I love you too.”

He sipped his tea and smiled. He wasn’t overly concerned about Tommy’s reaction to the news. That was Tommy all over. O’Reilly had never really bonded with Victoria’s brother, but he’d never held it against the man. He was just being a big brother and O’Reilly had never taken it personally. He finished his tea and left the office. The special meeting was about to start, and he didn’t think it would be a good idea to arrive late.

He went inside the huge conference room and sat down in the seat at the front that DC Owen had saved for him. DC Stone was already seated next to her.

“Thanks, Katie. Any sign of the stars of the show yet?”

“I haven’t seen them,” DC Owen said.

“Perhaps they’re planning on making a dramatic entrance.”

“I wonder what they’ll be like.”

“Who knows? This is unprecedented, isn’t it? Two top jobs up for grabs at the same time. I would have thought the press would be invited.”

“According to the DCI,” DC Owen said. “A press release will be put out, but they’re not invited to this. It looks like the show is about to begin.”

DCI Fish looked more nervous than O’Reilly had ever seen him. It was very clear that he wasn’t used to occasions like these. He approached the front of the room and stood in front of the microphone that had been placed there.

“Good afternoon. Is this thing on?”

The microphone was switched on, but it didn’t look like DCI Fish could hear himself.

“We can hear you loud and clear,” O’Reilly told him.

“Right. It was decided that this was the quickest way to introduce the new chief officer and her deputy to all of you.”

“The new CO is a woman then,” DC Stone figured out.

“I can see why they made you detective, Andy,” O’Reilly said.

DCI Fish’s face indicated to them that they were to keep quiet. O’Reilly held up his hands in apology.

“I’d like to introduce Chief Officer Diana Southern and Deputy Chief Officer Russell Baxter.”

DCI Fish looked relieved as he made his way to the side of the room. All eyes were now on the man and woman who took centre stage. Diana Southern looked to be somewhere in her forties. She was a tall, slim woman with black hair. She was dressed in a black suit that suggested that she meant business. O’Reilly thought the suit looked rather masculine and he wondered if she’d borrowed it from her husband. The expression on her face gave nothing away. She was an attractive woman with fine features and when she smiled O’Reilly found himself smiling back even though she wasn’t looking at him.

Russell Baxter was shorter than her and his face was easier to read. He was a slightly chubby man with a bulbous nose and a mischievous grin. O’Reilly got the impression he would be a man to enjoy a few pints with after work. He too was dressed in a suit, but this one was grey and it looked like he’d slept in it. O’Reilly liked him immediately.

“Good afternoon.” The new chief officer spoke first. “I apologise for dragging you all here and I’ll make this brief. I’m Diana Southern and as of now, I’m the Chief Officer of the Island Police. I’m sure I’ll get to know most of you in the upcoming months, and I look forward to it. Before I came to the island, I’d been with the Met for twelve years and before that I spent some time with the NCA, also in the capital. I appreciate the circumstances that led up to my appointment here on Guernsey, and I can assure you that we will move past it in time. Thank you. Russell.”

The new DCO had to lower the microphone stand before he began.

“Good afternoon,” he said.

Two words were enough to reveal his northern accent. O’Reilly wasn’t sure where the accent was from, but he guessed it was Newcastle or Carlisle perhaps.

“My name is Russell Baxter, and I fancied a bit of sea and sunshine before I retired.”

This earned him a few chuckles.

“I’m Newcastle, born and bred,” he carried on. “And what you see is what you get. I left a Chief Superintendent post in Newcastle to come to your lovely island, and as it took me thirty years to get there, I think I’ve earned this gig. I’ll try to do you proud, and my door is always open. Unless you happen to be a Sunderland fan, that is.”

This was rewarded with even more laughter.

The room was silenced in an instant.

“Seriously though.” It was the new chief officer. “The damage that has been done is going to take time to fix and I expect all of you to play a part in making that happen. Russell and I bring years of experience to the Island Police, and together I’m confident that we can get back to how things were. There will be changes, however. There will be many changes to come. Thank you.”

She nodded to DCO Baxter, and he followed her out of the room.

“What did she mean by that?” DC Stone said. “Changes.”

“It’s expected of her, Andy,” O’Reilly said. “The top dog can’t just come in and say, hello everyone – it’s good to be here, as you were. She’ll want to stamp down her authority, and she’ll want to do it as soon as possible. I wouldn’t worry about it. What time is it?”

“Half-four, sir,” DC Stone said.

“An acceptable time to phone someone in Canada then.”


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

After four attempts to get through to Derek Rowland’s sister in Canada, O’Reilly quickly learned three things, none of which were going to help him much with the investigation. He discovered that she was now Emily Francis. She’d married a Canadian soon after she moved to Toronto. She sounded like a local. She’d been there for just over ten years, but she sounded like she’d been born in Canada. The third thing O’Reilly ascertained was she was not interested in talking about her father, the surgeon. As soon as Frank Rowland’s name was brought up that was it – Emily told him not to contact her again and hung up the phone.

O’Reilly didn’t let it deter him. If anything, he was now more convinced than ever that there was something sinister about the dead surgeon and he was also certain that Frank Rowland had played some kind of role in the macabre play that had been acted out many years ago on the island. A quick phone call to Dr Lille told him that the Head of Pathology had been tied up all afternoon and he hadn’t got round to asking about Frank, but he promised to make a few enquiries when he got the chance. They were none the wiser regarding the identity of the woman who had been left by the Doyle Monument either. Once again, O’Reilly was playing the waiting game, and he decided that he would rather do his waiting somewhere else. He informed the rest of the team that he was calling it a day and none of them had any objections.

He stopped at the supermarket around the corner from his house and picked up the first bunch of flowers he found. It was a spontaneous act, and O’Reilly had no idea where it came from, but he thought that Victoria might like them and he didn’t even moan about the price. He’d just finished paying when his phone started to ring and the screen told him he needed to take the call.

“Kim. Is there something you need me for?”

“Sorry to bother you, sir,” PC London said. “It’s possible we might have a lead about the woman who was found by the Doyle Monument. A couple came in to report their daughter missing, and the age fits.”

“Go on.”

“The woman’s name is Nina Pollock,” PC London said. “She’s nineteen and she hasn’t been seen since yesterday afternoon. She left a friend’s house here in St Peter Port and she didn’t come home.”

“Have they spoken to the friend?” O’Reilly said.

“They have, and according to her Nina was planning on going straight home.”

“Why are the parents only reporting it now?”

“They received a message from Nina later that afternoon,” PC London said. “She told them she would be spending the night at the friend’s house but when the parents called the friend today, the friend knew nothing about it. And there’s more. The mother is convinced that it wasn’t Nina who sent the message.”

“Alright,” O’Reilly said. “Are the parents still there?”

“They left a while ago. I think there’s something to it. They didn’t strike me as panic mongers. They have an apartment in Vazon, and I thought you could speak to them on your way home.”

“Thanks, Kim. I’m still out and about. I’ll go and pay them a visit now.”

PC London gave him the address, and he thanked her for the call.

Doug and Harriet Pollock lived in one of the new apartments in Kings Mills. The units were closely bunched together and very few of them had sea views. O’Reilly rang the bell for number 34, and the door was opened soon afterwards by a man with a serious expression on his face. His eyes met O’Reilly’s and then he did something O’Reilly wasn’t expecting. He raised his arms and covered his face with his hands.

“Mr Pollock,” O’Reilly said.

Doug removed the hands from his face. “She’s dead, isn’t she?”

A woman appeared by his side, and her reaction was equally strange.

“You’re here with bad news.”

O’Reilly explained who he was and both Mr and Mrs Pollock told them they knew who he was. They’d seen him in the papers.

“I knew something was terribly wrong,” Doug said. “I could feel it in my heart.”

“Perhaps I could come in,” O’Reilly said, even though his instincts were telling him that it was a bad idea.

They settled in the living room, and O’Reilly told them he was here to follow up on their missing person’s report.

“What aren’t you telling us?” Doug said. “We want the truth.”

“Mr Pollock,” O’Reilly said. “Please slow down. Tell me why you filed the report. I’m not privy to all the details. I was on my way home when a colleague informed me.”

“On your way home?” Harriet said. “It’s only just gone five.”

“Please, Mrs Pollock. When did you last see Nina?”

“Yesterday morning,” Harriet said. “She left the apartment at eight to go to Anthea’s house.”

“Anthea’s a friend from school,” Doug explained.

“She was only planning on being there for the day,” Harriet said. “And she told us she would be back before six.”

“I believe Nina sent you a message telling you she would be staying the night at Anthea’s place,” O’Reilly said.

“That’s right,” Doug said.

“Does she often stay over?”

“Sometimes,” Harriet said.

“And I also believe you don’t think it was Nina who sent the message?”

“It only occurred to me when I woke up this morning,” Harriet said. “I had a terrible night’s sleep, and I didn’t know why that was. Something was troubling me. Then I read the message again and I knew. Nina keeps in contact well for a teenager and I know the tone and style of her messages inside out. She did not send the one last night. I just know it.”

“And when we phoned Anthea,” Doug said. “It all but confirmed it. She had no knowledge of Nina’s intention to spend the night. She hasn’t been seen since yesterday afternoon, and I know something has happened to her.”

“Could I see the message?” O’Reilly said.

Mr and Mrs Pollock were about to surprise him even more. Doug produced a sheet of paper and handed it to O’Reilly.

“This is a printout of all correspondence from the last week. I took the liberty.”

“That’s grand,” O’Reilly said.

“Read it,” Harriet said. “It’s rather obvious when you’ve got it there in black and white. Read the last message first.”

O’Reilly did. It was brief and straight to the point.

Spending the night at Anthea’s apartment. See you tomorrow.

O’Reilly saw from the printout that the message was sent just before six in the afternoon.

“That seems perfectly innocent,” he said.

“Nina wouldn’t communicate like that,” Harriet said.

“Look at the other WhatsApps,” Doug said.

It didn’t take O’Reilly long to understand their concerns. It often baffled him how teenagers even managed to understand their friends sometimes when they were talking in their unique textspeak. Nina Pollock was no exception.

“That’s how she usually talks when she messages us,” Doug tapped on the sheet. “This is the last time she stayed the night at Anthea’s.”

Crashin @ Anths. Laters.

There was a kiss and a heart at the end.

O’Reilly read some of the others. All of them were written in the same indecipherable language used by teenagers and he had to agree that the last message to arrive from Nina’s phone did sound like it wasn’t composed by her. Most of the others included emojis he’d never seen before.

“Do you have a photograph of Nina?” he asked.

“You think something has happened to her, don’t you?” Doug said.

“I don’t have enough information to determine that,” O’Reilly said. “Could you find a photograph for me please.”

“We left one with the woman at the station,” Harriet said.

“Please, Mrs Pollock.”

She picked up her phone and swiped the screen a couple of times.

“This was taken a few days ago. Nina didn’t know I was taking it.”

O’Reilly took the phone from her and studied the screen. The photograph had been taken on one of the beaches on the island, O’Reilly wasn’t sure which one. A young woman was gazing out to sea, and the photographer had captured her side on. It was enough. Even in profile, it was clear that the woman in the photograph was the same woman found by the Doyle Monument.

O’Reilly had never had much of a poker face and now was no different. He handed the phone back to Harriet Pollock and realised that her eyes had filled with tears. She’d read his face perfectly as he’d studied the photograph. He stood up and placed a hand on her shoulder.

“I’m so sorry.”


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

O’Reilly was so distracted when he got back home that he forgot about the bunch of flowers on the back seat. He’d stayed at Doug and Harriet’s house for quite some time after they learned the shocking truth about their only child. He didn’t have to do that – there were officers specially trained to deal with situations like these, but O’Reilly felt compelled somehow. He recalled the promise he’d made to Nina up by the monument and now he was more determined than ever to catch the monster who had killed and mutilated her.

Victoria was reading a book in the snug in the kitchen. The last rays of sunshine were shining in through the window and she looked engrossed.

“What are you reading?” O’Reilly asked her.

She showed him the cover.

“Classic bike rides,” O’Reilly read. “Sounds interesting.”

“It is,” Victoria said. “The one I’m reading now is about a woman who rode her Indian through the Himalayas. She covered four thousand miles on her own. I’m going to miss the bike.”

“You’ll be able to get back on it when little O’Reilly is born.”

“I’m not sure I’ll want to. Are you alright? You seem a bit stressed.”

O’Reilly told her about Doug and Harriet Pollock.

Victoria got up and gave him a hug. “God, that must have been awful.”

“It wasn’t my finest moment,” O’Reilly said.

“What do you mean by that?”

“Harriet showed me a photograph of Nina and I all but broke down. I couldn’t help it. She was nineteen, Victoria. She had her whole life ahead of her.”

“And you’ll catch whoever did that to her,” Victoria said.

“That’s what I told her.”

“Nina’s mother?”

“No,” O’Reilly said. “I promised Nina I would catch her killer. I’m speaking to corpses now and I’m wondering if that’s something to be concerned about. Those poor parents are going to have to go and identify her. The bastard drilled a hole in her head, for feck’s sake. What sort of a monster does that?”

“He drilled a hole in her head? Why would he do that?”

“I’m going to find out. We’ve got three decades old bodies and two fresh ones, all with identical holes drilled in their foreheads. The two latest victims had the front part of their brains sucked out.”

“Good God.”

“It beggars belief,” O’Reilly said. “What kind of sick world do we live in when we’ve got monsters capable of that?”

“You’ll get to the bottom of it.”

“I’m going to make damn sure of it.”

“Tell me about the rest of your day,” Victoria said. “Something less grisly, perhaps.”

“We were introduced to the new CO and DCO.”

“And?”

“It was a brief introduction,” O’Reilly said. “But it was enough. She seems like a tough cookie. Diana Southern is her name, and she’s the new Chief Officer. She’s from London and I get the impression she’ll be running a tight ship.”

“You’ve got a woman boss?”

“Story of my life. The new DCO is a bloke from Newcastle. His name is Russell Baxter, and I got a good feeling about him. He’s comes across as an old-school no-nonsense cop, and I work well with people like that. It’s going to be interesting to see how him and the new CO are going to work together. They’re total opposites.”

“Sometimes that works.”

“Theirs is a very peculiar dynamic.”

“Are you hungry?” Victoria asked.

“Does the Pope shit in the woods?” O’Reilly said.

“There’s a huge lasagne in the freezer. I can heat it up.”

“Sounds grand. I’m going to have a quick shower. I need to wash the day away.”

“You’ll catch him, Liam,” Victoria said. “You will catch this killer – you always do.”

Twenty minutes later O’Reilly was eyeing the mountain of lasagne warming up in the oven as if it was a challenge. Victoria told him it would be another fifteen minutes.

“I got to thinking today,” she said.

“Why is it that when a woman begins a sentence with those words, it makes me a tad nervous?” O’Reilly said.

“It’s nothing to be worried about. You want to tell people about the baby, don’t you?”

“I want to broadcast it far and wide.”

“I think we should do it.”

“I thought you were worried about the risks,” O’Reilly reminded her.

“The risks will be the same whether people know about it or not. Them knowing about it won’t make a blind bit of difference.”

“Only if you’re sure,” O’Reilly said.

“I am. I think we should break the news. Tommy already knows, and I know how it’s killing you having to keep it a secret.”

“I’m not very good at secrets.”

“So, I’ve seen. I think Assumpta should be the first to know. She’s going to have a little brother or a sister, after all.”

“I hadn’t thought too much about that. She’s going to be a bit shocked, but I’m sure she’ll be thrilled. I’ll give her a call.”

“This isn’t something you tell your daughter over the phone, Liam.”

“What did you have in mind?” O’Reilly said.

“Don’t shoot me,” Victoria said. “But I invited Assumpta and Andy over. There’s far too much lasagne for two people anyway.”

“That’s a matter of opinion.”

“They’ll be here in ten minutes.”

“Have I been kept in the dark about something?”

“I thought it was what you wanted,” Victoria said.

“Telling Summi about the baby is one thing,” O’Reilly said. “Having to share a lasagne with her and Andy is another matter altogether.”


CHAPTER NINETEEN

“Well?” Assumpta said. “Out with it.”

She put the wine she’d brought on the kitchen counter.

“What’s this big news you spoke about?” she added.

“Liam,” Victoria said. “Do you want to do the honours?”

“With pleasure,” O’Reilly said. “Summi, this is probably going to come as a bit of a shock, but what if I tell you that Victoria won’t be drinking any of the wine you brought.”

Assumpta shook her head slowly. “No way?”

“I don’t get it,” DC Stone said.

“Neither did Liam when I put it that way,” Victoria said. “I thought you two were supposed to be police detectives.”

“I’m still not following you,” DC Stone said. “What has the wine got to do with anything?”

“Victoria is pregnant, Andy,” Assumpta explained.

“Holy cow,” DC Stone exclaimed.

“Indeed,” O’Reilly said. “What do you think, Summi?”

“I think it’s fantastic news. This is a turn up for the books.”

“You’re going to have a little brother or sister.”

“How far along are you?” Assumpta asked Victoria.

“Two months. I took a home test and then I went to get a blood test. I’m two months pregnant.”

“We’re going to have a May baby,” O’Reilly said. “Now, can we do something about that lasagne? The smell is driving me crazy.”

They sat at the table in the dining room and O’Reilly got stuck in. Even though he had to share, there was still plenty to go around.

“Have you thought about any names?” Assumpta said.

She took a sip of her wine.

“We’re still getting used to the idea that there will be another person in the house soon,” Victoria said.

“We don’t even know if it’s a boy or a girl,” O’Reilly said. “But I’m quite keen on May for a girl.”

“May O’Reilly?” DC Stone said slowly. “It doesn’t sound right. It sounds like a request.”

“Shut up, Andy,” O’Reilly said. “It has a perfect ring to it.”

“It might not even be a girl,” Victoria said.

“Will you be finding out?” Assumpta said. “A lot of parents like to know before the child is born these days.”

“It doesn’t really matter, does it?” Victoria said.

“It does not,” O’Reilly said.

“Do we have anything for dessert?” O’Reilly said when his plate was empty.

“I don’t know where you put it,” Victoria said.

“I’m eating for two now.”

“You’re really not, Liam.”

“I am. I read about this phenomenon. It’s called a sympathetic pregnancy where the father experiences symptoms similar to the mother.”

“Eating for two doesn’t apply, Dad,” Assumpta said.

“There’s a trifle in the fridge,” Victoria said.

“Now you’re talking,” O’Reilly said. “Andy, give me a hand, will you?”

“You need a hand with a trifle?” DC Stone said.

“Just get off your backside and come and help.”

“We’ve got an ID for the young woman found by the monument,” O’Reilly said in the kitchen.

He took the trifle out of the fridge and found four bowls.

“Her name is Nina Pollock and she was nineteen,” he said.

“How did we get the ID?” DC Stone said.

“The parents reported her missing. I went round to see them and when I saw a photo of her, I lost it a bit.”

“Lost it?”

“I could have handled it a bit better. That was no way for parents to find out their only child was dead.”

“Is there any nice way to break news like that?” DC Stone said.

“I suppose you’re right.”

“How do you feel about the baby?” DC Stone asked.

“I’m thrilled, Andy,” O’Reilly said. “It came as a bit of a shock, but now it’s sunk in I can’t wait.”

“No offence, but you’re no spring chicken.”

“Cheeky fucker,” O’Reilly said. “Fifty is the new thirty. I’ll be fifty when little O’Reilly pops out. I suppose we shouldn’t keep the ladies waiting for the trifle.”

“Do you think there’s going to be more?” DC Stone said. “Do you think we’re going to get more victims?”

“Not if I can help it.”

O’Reilly took the trifle and bowls to the table and told everyone to help themselves.

“Did the DI tell you about the new CO and DCO?” DC Stone asked Victoria.

“He did,” she confirmed. “It sounds like there will be interesting times ahead.”

“He seems alright,” DC Stone said. “But the new Chief Officer looks to be a bit of a hard arse.”

“It’s still early days,” O’Reilly said.

“She spoke about making changes. I don’t like the sound of that.”

“It’s nothing we can’t handle. As long as she doesn’t interfere too much in the day to day running of investigations, we’ll get on just fine.”

“Speaking of investigations,” Assumpta said.

“No, Summi,” O’Reilly said.

“Come on, Dad. The remains in Cobo and the two dead women are common knowledge.”

“What do you need me for then?”

“You must have something you can give me.”

“My daughter, the journalist,” O’Reilly said.

“The Herald has put out a speculative piece,” Assumpta said.

“That sounds like Fred Viking. What shite has he published now?”

“He’s found out about the bullet holes in the three skulls dug up at the pool site.”

“How the devil did he get that information?” O’Reilly said.

“Probably one of the builders. Come on, Dad.”

“Alright,” O’Reilly said. “I can tell you with absolute certainty that they weren’t bullet holes, and that’s all I’m going to say on the matter. Does anyone want that last bit of trifle?”


CHAPTER TWENTY

The first thing on the agenda the next day was the young woman found half-buried by the Doyle Monument.

“We have an ID,” O’Reilly said. “Her name was Nina Pollock, and she was nineteen years old. The priority this morning is to get an idea of her movements up until the time she was found. We know that she went to visit a friend here in the capital on Monday. According to the friend, Nina left her apartment at around five that afternoon and said she was going straight home. She never arrived. Nina’s mother received a WhatsApp from her telling her she was staying over at the friend’s house. The mother suspected that it wasn’t Nina who wrote the message, and after seeing it for myself, I’m inclined to agree with her.”

“Are we assuming that her killer sent the message?” DC Owen said.

“It’s the logical assumption to make, Katie,” O’Reilly said.

“Why bother?” DC Stone said.

“To buy time,” DS Skinner suggested.

“Possibly,” O’Reilly said. “Nina told her parents that she would be home before six and that ties in with the time she left her friend’s house. Somewhere between St Peter Port and Vazon, Nina Pollock was abducted and subsequently killed. She was left by the monument the next day. Any thoughts?”

“What did the message say?” DC Stone said.

“She told her mother she would be staying at her friend’s house, Andy. I’ve already told you that.”

“Did she mention the friend by name?”

“That’s a damn good point,” O’Reilly said. “She did. How did the killer know the name of the friend? We’ll ask Anthea Lightfoot about it when we speak to her.”

“Did Nina have a car?” DC Stone said.

“She didn’t,” O’Reilly said. “She always got the bus from Vazon to St Peter Port. We’ll be checking with the bus company to see if she actually did get on the bus but taking into account the time the message was sent to her mother, I don’t think she did. The bus station has CCTV, and we’ll see if we can get anything from that.”

The door to the room opened and CO Southern came in.

“Is there something we can help you with, Ma’am?” O’Reilly said.

“Don’t mind me,” CO Southern said. “Carry on. Pretend I’m not here.”

“Ma’am?”

“I’m simply here to observe.”

She took a seat at the back of the room.

“We were just discussing the latest victim’s movements,” O’Reilly told her.

“Don’t let me stop you,” CO Southern said.

“Right. The last person to see Nina Pollock alive was a friend in St Peter Port. Anthea Lightfoot said goodbye to her at five on Monday afternoon. We will be chatting with Miss Lightfoot during the course of the day. It’s possible that Nina had plans to meet someone and her parents were unaware of it.”

“We’ll get more out of a friend,” DC Owen said.

“We will. Let’s discuss a possible series of events. Nina left her friend’s place and headed for the bus station. Somewhere on the way, she was abducted. It’s likely her killer had a vehicle. He grabs her and drives away with her. We know she was operated on, and I don’t believe that would be possible out in the open air. The killer has a surgery, if I can call it that. He drills into her head, liquifies the front of her brain and removes it by sucking it out. Very messy indeed.”

“I think I’ve heard enough,” CO Southern said.

“Is everything OK, Ma’am?” O’Reilly said.

“Everything’s fine.”

O’Reilly didn’t think so. CO Southern’s face had lost all its colour, and he was worried she was going to pass out.

“Keep up the good work,” she said and left the room.

“You did that on purpose, Liam,” DCI Fish said.

“I did no such thing,” O’Reilly said. “She’ll think twice about pulling another stunt like that. Who does she think she is?”

“She’s the big boss, sir,” DC Stone reminded him.

“Where were we?”

“Nina Pollock’s movements,” DS Skinner said.

“The message to her mother was sent at just before six on Monday afternoon so if we’re assuming it was her killer that sent it, it means she was taken some time between five and six.”

“It might be an idea to retrace the route she would have taken to the bus station,” DC Owen said.

“Definitely,” O’Reilly said.

“Do you think she was chosen at random?” DCI Fish said.

“I believe she was,” O’Reilly said. “Nina visited Anthea Lightfoot quite a lot, but it wasn’t a regular thing, and it wasn’t something you could set your watch by. My guess is the killer saw an opportunity and struck. I get the impression that there isn’t anything connecting the victims.”

“Me too,” DS Skinner said. “Three of them were killed decades ago.”

“Any other thoughts?”

“Did we get anything from the place where she was left?” DCI Fish said.

“Nothing,” O’Reilly said. “The man who saw Nina being buried didn’t see the face of her killer and all we could get was a vague description. Average height, brown hair. It’s possible he drove away in a car parked in the parking area, but all the witness could tell us about that was the car might have been white.”

“Nothing at all then,” DC Stone said.

“The shovel he used to bury her with was left at the scene, but Forensics didn’t find anything useful on it. He was probably wearing gloves, and the shovel is the kind you can buy from any hardware shop.”

“Can we track her phone?” DS Skinner said.

“We’ll get hold of her service provider,” O’Reilly said. “We might be able to see when it was last used.”

“If it really was her killer who sent that message,” DC Owen said. “It’s possible he’s still got the phone, and we might get lucky with pinpointing its location.”

“I don’t think we’re going to crack this one by getting lucky, Katie. But it’s worth a shot.”

“Can I say something?” It was DC Stone.

“As long as it’s relevant to the investigation,” O’Reilly said.

“It isn’t. I was wondering if you were going to share your news with the rest of the team.”

“News?” DC Owen said.

“Now isn’t the time,” O’Reilly said.

“What news?” DCI Fish said.

“Now look at what you’ve done, Andy,” O’Reilly said.

“Well?” the shifty-eyed DC said.

“Alright,” O’Reilly said. “I’ve recently found out that Victoria is pregnant. I’m going to be a dad again.”

The room fell silent for a moment and then everyone got to their feet and O’Reilly was subjected to pats on the back and handshakes.

“That’s brilliant news, sir,” DC Owen said.

“It is,” DCI Fish said. “I hope you’re prepared for the sleepless nights.”

“I sleep like a log, Tom,” O’Reilly said.

DCI Fish laughed. “You’ll see.”

“Congratulations, sir,” DS Skinner said.

“Can we get back to work,” O’Reilly said. “We’ve got a lot to get through.”


CHAPTER TWENTY ONE

Anthea Lightfoot looked nervous. Even though O’Reilly had phoned ahead to warn her they would be popping round, when she opened the door, she seemed anxious to see two strangers on the doorstep.

“Can we talk inside?” O’Reilly said.

“Could we rather do it out here?” Anthea said. “My dad works a night shift and he’s sleeping. I don’t want to wake him.”

“No problem,” O’Reilly said. “There’s a café around the corner – I’ll buy you a cup of coffee.”

“I don’t drink coffee.”

“Me neither. We can share a pot of tea then.”

They sat outside. The cold snap that had hit the island recently had moved off and the air was reasonably warm.

“I’m really sorry about Nina,” O’Reilly said.

“I still can’t believe it. Mrs Pollock phoned me and told me the news last night. It doesn’t feel real. You read about stuff like this, but you never think it will happen to someone you know.”

“How long have you and Nina been friends?” DC Owen said.

“Since primary school. We don’t see each other as much as we used to, but we try to catch up when we can.”

“Did Nina have a boyfriend?” O’Reilly said.

“Not that I know of.”

A waiter brought a pot of tea and a coffee for DC Owen. There was also a scone that O’Reilly had liked the look of. It was advertised as the largest scone in Guernsey and O’Reilly could understand why. It was almost as big as the Irishman’s head. Inside was a thick helping of cream and strawberry jam.

“We’ll let the tea stew for a bit,” he said. “Nina left your house at five on Monday, is that right?”

He got stuck into the scone.

“It was about then,” Anthea said.

“Was she planning on heading straight home?”

“That’s what she told me.”

“And she was going to get the bus back to Vazon?” DC Owen said.

“She doesn’t drive.”

“Did she mention anything about meeting anybody?” O’Reilly said.

Anthea shook her head. “She didn’t.”

“Did you have any other contact with her after she left?” DC Owen said. “Perhaps she phoned you or sent you a message.”

“No,” Anthea said. “I said goodbye and that was the last time I heard from her. Oh God. It really was, wasn’t it? I can’t believe this is happening.”

O’Reilly poured the tea for himself and Anthea and added a dash of milk to his own cup. The scone was almost finished, and he debated whether to order another. He decided against it – he might be eating for two now because of his sympathetic pregnancy, but there were limits that had to be drawn.

“Nina’s mother told you about the message she received from her on Monday afternoon, didn’t she?”

“She did,” Anthea said. “She knew straight away that Nina hadn’t written it.”

“We don’t think she did either. What I’m finding hard to understand is the fact that you were mentioned by name in the message.”

“Are you saying the person who killed her knows me?”

“Who knows? But your name was mentioned in the message so it’s possible. I need you to be brutally honest with us now.”

“I’ve told you everything.”

“Right. I appreciate the concept of loyalty amongst friends, but if Nina was planning on meeting up with someone, you need to tell us about it. This is extremely important.”

“She wasn’t planning on meeting anyone,” Anthea said. “Or if she was, she didn’t tell me about it.”

O’Reilly sensed that she was telling the truth.

“Drink your tea.”

She ignored him.

“Did Nina have many friends?” DC Owen said.

“A few,” Anthea said. “She was popular at school, but you know what it’s like. People tend to drift apart after they leave school.”

“And she definitely didn’t have a boyfriend?” O’Reilly said.

“I already told you she didn’t.”

“Do you know which way she walked to the bus station?” O’Reilly said.

“It’s a five-minute walk,” Anthea said. “At the end of my road you turn right onto La Grange and take the third left. I think that’s College Street. Then you take the esplanade all the way to the transport terminus.”

Something occurred to O’Reilly and it was a rather disturbing thought. The route that Nina Pollock took to the bus station took her right past the headquarters of the Island Police. It was possible that she was abducted not far from the biggest concentration of law enforcement officers on the island.

“We won’t take up much more of your time,” he said. “I know this is hard for you.”

“Will you walk home with me?” Anthea said. “I don’t want to walk home alone, not after what happened to Nina.”

“We don’t know exactly what happened yet,” O’Reilly said. “But we’ll accompany you home. We’re going to try and retrace the route Nina took anyway.”

He caught the attention of the waiter and asked for the bill. He complimented the man on the scone. Anthea left her tea untouched.

After making sure she was safe at home, O’Reilly and DC Owen set off from Anthea’s house hoping to get a better idea of what had happened to Nina Pollock on Monday. Following Anthea’s instructions, they turned onto La Grange and went as far as Elizabeth College. From there they turned onto college street and walked right past the Island Police HQ.

“The hour between five and six would have been busy,” DC Owen said. “People would be leaving work to go home.”

“And probably minding their own business,” O’Reilly said. “It’s the ideal time to grab someone off the street.”

“Surely someone would notice that.”

“People rarely notice anything anymore, Katie.”

They carried on until they reached the esplanade. O’Reilly’s favourite bench wasn’t far away, and he suggested they take a breather.

“Is your leg giving you trouble again?” DC Owen said.

“It’s not that. I need some inspiration, and many a breakthrough has occurred simply by staring out to sea.”

“Are you excited about the baby?”

“Over the moon, Katie,” O’Reilly said. “I never would have seen it coming in a million years, but stranger things have happened. Looks like my bench is free.”

There wasn’t much breeze and there were very few boats out today. The sea was calm and O’Reilly thought that it looked different somehow. It was a darker blue than usual and he had no idea what that meant. He sat down and DC Owen did the same.

“Sometime between five and six on Monday afternoon, Nina Pollock was abducted not far from here. The bus station is a hundred metres further along the esplanade. I don’t get it.”

“What don’t you get, sir?” DC Owen said.

“How did he do it?” O’Reilly wondered. “How did he take her without causing a fuss?”

“I thought you said nobody notices anything these days.”

“Surely she would have screamed her lungs out,” O’Reilly said. “There would have been people around at that time – lots of people. I think we need to consider the fact that Nina was acquainted with the person who took her.”


CHAPTER TWENTY TWO

“Nina Pollock’s phone was last used at just after six on Monday afternoon,” O’Reilly informed the team at the next briefing. “Which was when the WhatsApp was sent to her mother. The phone is now out of service, and I think it’s safe to assume that the person who killed her has disposed of it.”

“It was a long shot anyway,” DS Skinner said.

“Katie and me retraced the route that she would have taken from Anthea Lightfoot’s place to the bus station, and I believe we need to consider that Nina knew her killer.”

“There would have been people everywhere,” DC Owen said. “At that time of day, the streets would have been busy. It’s possible she got into the car of the person who killed her because she didn’t see him as a threat.”

“Did you get anything from the bus company?” DCI Fish said.

“Unfortunately, not,” O’Reilly said. “Getting on a bus from here to Vazon isn’t like taking a flight. There are no ID checks and if the passenger pays with cash, there is no way to track who gets on and off a bus.”

“Nobody uses cash these days, sir,” DC Stone argued. “Especially teenagers. They all use the Apps on their phones to pay for everything.”

“According to Nina’s parents,” O’Reilly said. “Nina was an exception to this rule. She usually paid cash for the bus ticket.”

“What about CCTV?” DCI Fish said. “They have cameras at the bus station.”

“She never got that far, Tom.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“I just know,” O’Reilly said. “Call it Irish intuition. I just know that she was abducted before she reached the bus station.”

“Have we got anything new from Pathology?” DC Stone asked.

“Guthrie has scheduled Nina Pollock’s postmortem for some time this morning,” O’Reilly said. “It’s not going to tell us anything we don’t already know. Nina Pollock was taken not far from where we are now. She was operated on and buried the next day by the monument.”

“We still don’t know exactly when she was killed,” DC Stone said.

“It’s irrelevant, Andy.”

“I think we need to put out a public appeal,” DCI Fish said. “We can share a photograph of Nina and ask the public for help. Someone must have seen her on Monday.”

“It’s worth a try,” O’Reilly said. “I’ll speak to PC Young and ask her to put something together. We’re still in the dark as to the identity of the woman found in the pool site. Nobody seems to be missing her, and I find that hard to believe. According to the PM, she’d been dead for at least a week when she was buried, so why the devil has nobody reported her missing yet?”

“Even if she was a tourist, someone would have raised the alarm by now,” DS Skinner said.

“They would,” O’Reilly said. “I suggest we change tack. The reaction of the surgeon’s daughter when I mentioned her father is troubling me. Derek Rowland referred to his father as a monster and his sister hung up on me at the mere mention of Frank’s name. There is something there, and I want to find out more about the bastard surgeon.”

“Bastard surgeon?” DC Stone repeated.

“It suits him. What did Frank Rowland do that made his kids hate him so much? I believe that bastard surgeon is involved in this somehow.”

“When did he die?” DS Skinner said.

“A couple of years ago,” O’Reilly said. “Mr and Mrs Hart bought the land almost two years ago, and it was put up for sale as soon as probate was granted. We need to look into the life of that surgeon and see what we can dig up.”

A phone ringtone sounded and DCI Fish reached into his pocket to take the mobile out.

“Excuse me,” he said.

He got up and left the room without further explanation.

“Frank Rowland worked at the Princess Elizabeth hospital,” O’Reilly said. “Someone there must remember him.”

“Do you really think he was the one who buried the three bodies all those years ago?” DS Skinner said.

“He’s odds-on favourite at the moment, Will. He was a surgeon and the remains were found in a plot of land he owned.”

“Are we any closer to determining how long the remains were buried there?” DC Stone said.

“That kind of testing takes time,” O’Reilly said. “But we do know that they were all women. It didn’t take long to figure that out. The hips don’t lie, as it were.”

DC Stone chuckled.

“You need to work on your sense of humour, Andy.”

“Sorry, sir.”

“Let’s look at what we’ve got,” O’Reilly said. “The body of a woman was found buried with the remains of three other women who’d been in the ground for over a decade. All four had identical drill holes in their foreheads. The fresh corpse had part of her brain sucked out. It’s impossible to ascertain whether the old corpses underwent the same treatment but let’s say for argument’s sake that they did. We know the land belonged to a top surgeon but the fact that he was already dead when the newest corpse was buried throws a spanner or two into the works.”

“I thought we’d already gone over this,” DS Skinner said.

“And I need to go over it again. I’ll go over it until I have the answers I seek. Moving on, Nina Pollock was part-buried by the Doyle Monument. She too had the hole in the skull and part of her brain missing. Why did her killer take her up to the monument?”

“Do you think the location could be significant?” DC Owen said.

“I don’t know much about the monument, Katie.”

“It was built to honour John Doyle,” DC Stone said. “He was the Lieutenant Governor of the island in the early eighteen hundreds. The original column was destroyed by the Germans during the war, but a replacement was built in the fifties.”

“You know your history of the island, Andy,” O’Reilly said.

“I’m Guernsey born and bred, sir,” DC Stone said.

“What else do you know about that monument?”

“That’s about it. Sir John Doyle was quite a character by all accounts. He was Irish too.”

“That explains it.”

“He took part in a whole load of wars,” DC Stone said. “He was there for the American war of Independence and the French Revolutionary wars. Not only was he the governor general of the island, but he was also the deputy grand master of the Guernsey branch of the Free Masons.”

“Free Masons?” O’Reilly said. “As in weird handshakes and clandestine meetings.”

“It’s still going strong on the island, sir,” DS Skinner said. “I wouldn’t be surprised if there are people we all know who are involved in the Masons.”

“That’s all well and good,” O’Reilly said. “It doesn’t explain why Nina was buried next to that monument.”

“It has no real significance,” DC Stone said. “Apart from commemorating Sir John Doyle.”

DCI Fish came back in.

“Sorry about that.”

“Problems?” O’Reilly said.

“Nothing I can’t handle. What have I missed?”

“Not an awful lot. We were throwing a few theories around about the location where Nina Pollock was dumped.”

“And?”

“Nothing fits,” O’Reilly said. “She was left next to a monument commemorating a man who had a rather colourful life, but I can’t see how it has any bearing on the investigation. It’s possible her final resting place was a random choice by a killer with a twisted sense of logic. Look what he does to his victims. It’s quite clear he’s not of sound mind. I suggest we take a break. I need some food in my belly.”


CHAPTER TWENTY THREE

After indulging in a lunch of three hamburgers O’Reilly was on his way back to the Princess Elizabeth hospital. Dr Lille had phoned and explained that he had a few things he wanted to discuss face to face.

“Can I ask you something, sir?” DC Owen said.

“Ask away, as long as it’s not about my impressive food consumption.”

“It’s not. Why is there a wilted bunch of flowers on the back seat of your car?”

“I’d forgotten about them,” O’Reilly said. “I bought them yesterday for Victoria and I was in such a state after speaking to Nina’s parents I forgot all about them. I don’t suppose there’s any way to perk them up a bit.”

“I’m doubt it. Those flowers are half-dead.”

“They cost me twenty pounds too.”

“Nobody has ever bought me flowers,” DC Owen said.

“You’re kidding?”

“I’m not. The boyfriends I’ve have just weren’t the flower buying types.”

“You’ll meet the right bloke one day,” O’Reilly said.

At the hospital they made their way straight to Dr Lille’s office. The Head of Pathology was eating lunch at his desk.

“What’s in that?” O’Reilly pointed to the suspicious looking sandwich.

“Goat’s cheese, prosciutto and truffle mayonnaise,” Dr Lille said. “Do you want a bite?”

“I’ll give it a miss if you don’t mind,” O’Reilly said. “I doubt you got that from the hospital canteen.”

“I didn’t. I bought it at a delightful delicatessen not far from here. You’re not here to discuss my gourmet sandwich, are you?”

“What is it you wanted to speak to me about?”

“A few things. I’ve completed the post-mortem of the woman found by the Doyle Monument, and I can tell you that her heart stopped beating sometime yesterday morning. Probably in the early hours. I can also conclude that she was still alive when the hole was drilled into her head.”

“He did it when she was still alive?” DC Owen said.

“Without a shadow of a doubt,” Dr Lille said and took a big bite of his sandwich.

He chewed for a moment and continued. “I’m speculating now, but if we take the physiology of the human body into account, it’s highly unlikely she would have experienced any pain. In fact, it’s safe to say she will not have experienced anything at all.”

“I’m not following you,” O’Reilly said.

“Think of it as a crude lobotomy. Her frontal lobe was liquified while her heart was still beating. And she was still alive when the brain was sucked out of her head.”

“Jesus.”

“It’s diabolical, isn’t it?”

“Diabolical isn’t the word,” O’Reilly said.

“I can also tell you that it’s highly likely that the same cranial drill was used on both women. And you’re going to find this hard to comprehend, but the tests I carried out on the skulls found in the pool site suggest that an identical drill was used on them too.”

“They’ve been dead for decades, Guthrie.”

“I’m aware of that. It’s a proper mystery, isn’t it?”

“That’s putting it mildly. How can you eat goat’s cheese? It came from a scabby goat, for Pete’s sake.”

“Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it,” Dr Lille said and finished the sandwich.

“And what the devil is truffle mayonnaise? Isn’t that the fungal stuff they use pigs to sniff out.”

“I refuse to carry on this conversation with you, Liam. You’re beyond educating where fine cuisine is concerned.”

“Have you had a chance to ask around about the surgeon?” O’Reilly said.

“I have,” Dr Lille said. “He was an extremely unpleasant man by all accounts.”

“We got that impression from his kids. What are people saying about him?”

“There’s no doubt that he was an exceptional surgeon. God knows why he chose to work in a place like this – with his skills he could have gone anywhere in the world, but he opted to stay on the island.”

“What was his speciality?” DC Owen said.

“He was a heart surgeon,” Dr Lille said.

“I was hoping you were going to tell us he was a brain surgeon,” O’Reilly said.

“You really believe he was involved in the deaths of those three women, don’t you?”

“Their remains were found buried in land he owned when they were killed.”

“We don’t know exactly when they were killed,” Dr Lille reminded him.

“He owned that land for almost thirty years, Guthrie so it’s safe to assume he was the owner when the women were buried there.”

“Probably.”

“What else did you find out about Frank Rowland?” O’Reilly said.

“He was a nightmare to work for,” Dr Lille said. “And he had a sadistic streak. He would go out of his way to make life unpleasant for the people who worked with him, and he seemed to enjoy it. One of the nurses I spoke to told me something that ought to have resulted in his immediate expulsion from the hospital.”

“What did he do?” DC Owen said.

“It was during a routine bypass operation,” Dr Lille said. “The operation had gone well, and they were closing up the chest as they’d done many times before and Frank Rowland decided to have a bit of twisted fun at the nurse’s expense. She told me that working with Frank always made her nervous and she botched up one of the staples. It wasn’t a life-threatening mistake, and Frank could have fixed it without any trouble, but he decided to teach her a lesson. She still bears the scars on her hand.”

“He stapled her hand?” O’Reilly guessed.

“He did, and he should have been struck off for it.”

“Why wasn’t he?” DC Owen said. “Why didn’t she report it?”

“She did precisely that,” Dr Lille said. “Frank denied it and put the wounds on the nurse’s hand down to her own carelessness. Plus, when you have friends in the right places you can get away with just about anything.”

“He had someone high up in the hospital?” O’Reilly said.

“Not just the hospital, Liam,” Dr Lille said. “He had friends in extremely high places all over the island. You have to understand that this is all conjecture, but there were rumours of some kind of old boy’s network and not just any old boy’s network. It’s said that Frank Rowland held a top position in the island branch of the Free Masons.”


CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR

“The plot thickens,” DC Owen said.

O’Reilly indicated and turned right onto La Grange.

“This plot is thicker than the head of an Irishman the day after Paddy’s Day, Katie,” he said. “Nina Pollock was dumped by the Doyle Monument for a damn good reason. There was method in that madness.”

“I still can’t believe Frank Rowland got away with what he did to that nurse.”

“Don’t underestimate the power the men in the Free Masons hold. I don’t know what it’s like these days, but there was a time when the members were virtually untouchable. They have politicians and judges in their midst, and these people have the power to make things go away.”

“Do you think our killer is a Mason too?”

“It’s possible,” O’Reilly said. “This is a definite link, for what it’s worth.”

“We’re not going to find out much about the Free Masons, are we?”

“Their members are notoriously secretive. They won’t speak out about one of their own.”

“Where are you going?” DC Owen said five minutes later.

“Slight detour, Katie. I want to have another chat with the surgeon’s son.”

“He’s not going to talk to us.”

“We’ll make him talk to us.”

“If his father was a Free Mason, I doubt Derek will have been aware of it.”

“We have to try,” O’Reilly said. “And if that doesn’t work, we’ll have another crack at the sister. We’re going to get some answers from the offspring of the bastard surgeon.”

They were in luck. The car parked outside the house in Le Villocq told them that Derek Rowland was home.

“Curtain twitcher at twelve o’ clock, Katie,” O’Reilly said when they got out of the car. “Looks like we’ve been spotted.”

They walked up the path to the front door and O’Reilly rang the bell. He waited a while and opened the letterbox.

“Derek,” he shouted through it. “We know you’re in there. Open up please.”

The door opened shortly afterwards.

“What do you want?” Derek said.

“Just a quick chat,” O’Reilly said. “We won’t take up too much of your time.”

“I don’t have anything to tell you.”

“I’ll be the judge of that. Can we come inside?”

Derek opened the door wider and O’Reilly took this as an invitation. He walked past the surgeon’s son and made himself comfortable in the living room.

“I know you’re not keen to talk about your dad,” O’Reilly said. “But his name has cropped up in the course of an investigation, and we’re obliged to look into it. Can I ask how he died?”

“Plane crash,” Derek said.

“Nasty. When was this?”

“A couple of years ago. It was his friend’s light aircraft, and they were on their way to France.”

“What caused the crash?” DC Owen said.

“Nobody really knows for sure. The plane went down in the sea, and it was determined that it would be too expensive to salvage the wreckage. They went down right over Hurd’s Deep.”

“What’s that?” O’Reilly said.

“It’s a glacial trench roughly thirty miles northwest of the island and it’s the deepest part of the English Channel. I think it’s more than a hundred metres deep in places.”

“Your father’s body was never recovered?” O’Reilly said.

“Didn’t that cause problems with your father’s estate?” DC Owen said.

“There were witnesses,” Derek said. “Plenty of people had seen my father and the pilot of the plane take off, and there were also witnesses to the crash. The crew on a French freighter saw the whole thing.”

This wasn’t what O’Reilly had come here to talk about.

“Were you aware that your dad was a Mason?”

“A what?” Derek said.

“A Free Mason,” DC Owen said. “Did you know about that?”

“Let me explain something to you. Emily and I had a very unorthodox childhood. My father was very much of the opinion that children should be seen and not heard, and my sister and I made damn sure we stuck to that.”

“Was your dad strict?” O’Reilly said.

“He was a sadistic monster, and we kept out of his way.”

“Could you elaborate on that,” O’Reilly said.

Derek held up his right hand with the palm facing outward. There was a jagged scar roughly two inches long running from the middle finger to the wrist.

“This was because I accidentally broke one of his crystal whiskey glasses.”

“Your dad did that to you?” DC Owen said.

“I was more careful after that.” Derek said. “I don’t know what you want from me. When I heard the news of my father’s death, the emotion I felt wasn’t grief – it was absolute relief. His final resting place is exactly what he deserved. A hundred metres below the surface of the sea, three hundred feet closer to the hell he was destined to end up in.”

“You told us that your mother left when you were very young,” O’Reilly said. “What do you remember about that?”

“I told you,” Derek said. “She was there one day and then she wasn’t.”

“It was unexpected then?”

“I remember going downstairs one morning and my father explained to Emily and me that our mother had left us. He didn’t elaborate and we knew better than to push him.”

“That must have been hard,” DC Owen said. “Growing up without your mum.”

“I didn’t blame her for running away,” Derek said. “I only blamed her for leaving Emily and I with that bastard.”

“How old were you when your mother left?” O’Reilly said.

“Six or seven.”

“And how old are you now?”

“Twenty-five.”

“Your sister refused to talk to me about your father,” O’Reilly said. “As soon as I explained the nature of the call she hung up.”

“I’m not surprised,” Derek said.

“Do you keep in touch with Emily?” DC Owen said.

“We speak on the phone now and then. She’s built a good life for herself over there.”

“Is Emily older or younger than you?” O’Reilly said.

“Older. She’s seven years older than me.”

“She’ll probably have a better understanding about why your mother left then.”

“Probably.”

“We really need to talk to her, Derek.”

“If she doesn’t want to talk about our father, you’ll have to respect her wishes.”

“We can’t do that,” O’Reilly said. “Is there any way you can persuade her to listen to what we have to say?”

“I’m not going to do that,” Derek said. “And it wouldn’t make any difference anyway. Once Emily has made her mind up, that’s it.”

Something occurred to O’Reilly and he was surprised that he hadn’t thought of it earlier.

“I need to make a quick phone call,” he said.

He got up and left the room.

“What has my father got to do with your investigation?” Derek asked DC Owen.

“Some human remains were unearthed in the land he once owned,” she told him. “And it’s likely the bodies were buried when he was the owner of the plot.”

“You think my father put them there?”

“We have to consider it,” DC Owen said.

“I wouldn’t put it past him.”

“You had a rough childhood. I’m sorry that happened to you.”

“I’ve tried to put it behind me,” Derek said.

“Are you sure your father never gave any indication that he was involved in the Free Masons?”

“Positive, but that means nothing. It’s possible that he was a member, but he wouldn’t have mentioned it to me or Emily. I really don’t know why he chose to have children.”

O’Reilly came back in.

“Sorry about that. Mr Rowland. Would you be willing to submit a DNA sample?”

“What on earth for?” Derek said.

“Purely for elimination purposes.”

“Elimination from what?”

“It’s a simple procedure,” O’Reilly said. “A swab on the inside of the mouth and that’s all. It’ll take a few seconds.”

“Please, Derek,” DC Owen said. “You’ll be helping us out a lot.”

“Do I have a choice?”

“You do,” O’Reilly said. “We can’t force you, but we’d appreciate it if you would oblige.”

“OK,” Derek said. “I’ve got nothing to hide.”

“I believe you. Someone will be round shortly to take the sample. We’ll be on our way. Thank you for sparing the time.”

“What’s going on, sir?” DC Owen asked outside.

“I’ve just spoken to Guthrie at the hospital,” O’Reilly said. “And I asked him if he’d managed to obtain any usable DNA from any of the remains found in the pool site. They were able to get DNA from all three of them. He did explain to me how he did it, but he lost me halfway through. We’ve got three sets of DNA for comparison purposes.”

“Mitochondrial DNA,” DC Owen said.

“Guthrie mentioned that when I told him what I had in mind.”

“We share fifty percent of our DNA with our mothers,” DC Owen said. “And the other fifty percent comes from the father, but the mitochondrial DNA comes exclusively from the mother. Is this leading where I think it’s leading?”

“Where do you think it’s leading?”

“You don’t think Derek Rowland’s mother upped and left, do you?”

“No, Katie,” O’Reilly said. “I don’t believe that for a second. I think Mrs Rowland has spent the last twenty years buried in that plot of land in Cobo.”


CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE

It was only a short distance from Le Villocq to Cobo, so O’Reilly decided to go back to where it had all started.

“Mrs Hart does her shopping on Wednesdays,” DC Owen reminded him. “She might not even be home.”

“Surely shopping doesn’t take up the entire day,” O’Reilly said.

“She’s a woman, sir.”

“Good point. But we’re in the area anyway and we might still catch her at home.”

They were in luck. No sooner had they arrived at the Hart’s house, a blue 4x4 pulled into the driveway. O’Reilly watched as the boot opened on its own.

“That’s a car for lazy people,” he said.

“A lot of cars have automated boots,” DC Owen said.

“Let’s go and offer to help carry the shopping inside, shall we?”

Belinda Hart didn’t bother to hide her irritation when she spotted them.

“What now?” she said. “Haven’t you caused enough problems?”

“Do you need a hand with that lot?” O’Reilly nodded to the shopping bags in the boot.

“Samantha will carry them inside.”

“Is Samantha your daughter?” O’Reilly said.

“Don’t be absurd. She’s the cleaning woman. She comes in three times a week. What do you want?”

“We need to ask you a few more questions about the site for the pool and we’d like to do that now.”

“I suppose you’d better come in then.”

She told them to take a seat in the sitting room while she sorted out the shopping.

“She’s not happy,” O’Reilly stated the obvious.

“I don’t think she’s ever been happy,” DC Owen said. “Look at this room. The stuff in here probably cost more than my flat. I’d have to save up for a year to afford to buy a television like that.”

It was the biggest TV O’Reilly had ever seen. The surround sound system was a brand he’d never heard of but that too looked expensive. If he was clued up about these things he would know that the Bang & Olufsen speakers alone cost somewhere in the region of fifty thousand pounds.

Belinda came in. “Sorry about that.”

“No problem. It’s a nice home theatre set-up you’ve got here.”

“That’s all Mike’s doing. He’s obsessed with the perfect sound. I can’t tell the difference between a B&O and an entry level Sony to be honest. Could you make this quick please. I have a lot to do. We’re having some friends over for dinner this evening and I have to make sure Samantha prepares the food correctly. She’s been with us for over a decade and she still requires supervision.”

“We won’t take up too much of your time,” O’Reilly said. “Then you can get back to your supervision.”

“Excuse me?”

“Gerry Alcott told us it was you who decided where the swimming pool was going to go,” O’Reilly said. “Is that right?”

“I’m the customer,” Belinda said. “The builders work for me.”

“Can I take that as a yes then? Why did you want the pool in that specific place?”

“Because it’s the logical place for it. What difference does it make?”

“It obviously makes a difference to you. You were adamant that the pool was to be dug there, even after Mr Alcott had warned you about possible problems.”

“What problems?” Belinda said.

“The trees, for one thing. Those old oaks are going to shed their leaves soon. Aren’t you concerned about the pool filling up with them?”

“The gardener will scoop them out,” Belinda said. “There’s a pool net specifically designed for that kind of thing.”

“What about the location in relation to the sun?” DC Owen said. “The area where the pool is to go doesn’t get much sun.”

“There will be solar heaters,” Belinda said. “The water will stay warm all year round.”

“Surely you want a bit of sun when you get out,” O’Reilly said. “I thought that was the whole idea of a swimming pool. Sunbathing and swimming.”

“I don’t know why you’re making such a big deal about this,” Belinda said. “Where I want my swimming pool is absolutely none of your business.”

“Four bodies were found in that hole, Mrs Hart,” O’Reilly reminded her. “And that makes it very much our business.”

A woman who looked to be in her fifties came in.

“Sorry to bother you, but will you be serving the duck pate or the smoked trout one?”

“For God’s sake, Samantha,” Belinda said. “How many times do I have to spell this out to you? We’re having roast goose for the main course, so why on earth would I start off with duck pate?”

“I was just checking.”

“Please tell me you’ve taken the goose out of the fridge. You do not stick freezing cold goose in the oven.”

“I took it out earlier,” Samantha said.

“Good. Go and clean the guest bathroom. There are cobwebs in there from last week. If you persist in doing half a job, I may have to consider paying you half a salary.”

“I cleaned the guest bathroom this morning.”

“Well, you didn’t do it properly. Go and clean it again.”

Samantha removed her apron and flung it at Belinda with such ferocity that O’Reilly flinched.

“Get someone else to be your slave,” she said. “I’m sick of this and I’m sick of you.”

“I’m warning you,” Belinda said.

“And I’m warning you. I see things, Mrs Hart. You don’t think I don’t know about what goes on around here.”

“Get out of my house now,” Belinda said.

“You’ll regret this. I know things about you.”

“Get out. Get out before I phone the police.”

“The police are already here, Mrs Hart,” O’Reilly said. “Katie, could you make sure Samatha vacates the property.”

“Sir?” DC Owen said.

“Could you just escort her out, please,” O’Reilly said.

He thought the subtle wink was enough to tell her what he had in mind.

“She has quite a temper on her,” he said to Belinda when DC Owen and Samantha had gone.

“It’s impossible to get decent help these days,” Belinda said. “You don’t want to know what we have to pay them. Is this going to take much longer? I really have a lot to do, especially with Samantha leaving me in the lurch.”

“I think that’s all for now. Is your husband at work today?”

“I didn’t think it was necessary for him to stay at home,” Belinda said. “The builders aren’t going to be back any time soon.”

“Right,” O’Reilly said. “I’ll probably be back again though.”

“Whatever for?”

“It’s a nasty habit of mine. I’ll see myself out.”

When he got back to his car, he saw that DC Owen had understood the wink he’d given her. Samantha was standing next to her. The cleaner looked extremely nervous.

“Can we go somewhere else?” she said. “I don’t want her to see me talking to you.”

“Get in the back,” O’Reilly nodded to the car. “We can drive round to the coast road and find a place to park.”

Samantha opened the back door. “There’s a bunch of dead flowers in here.”

“I’m aware of that,” O’Reilly said. “Get in.”


CHAPTER TWENTY SIX

He stopped the car in a parking place close to one of the benches and he suggested they get out. They walked over to the bench and sat down.

“Are you alright?” O’Reilly asked Samantha.

“That woman has always rubbed me up the wrong way,” the cleaner said. “I know I shouldn’t let her get to me, but she knows exactly which buttons to press.”

“Belinda said something about you being in her employ for over a decade.”

“That’s right. I started with them at the old house in Vazon and I stayed on when they moved here.”

“What did you mean when you told her you knew things about her?” O’Reilly asked.

“I shouldn’t have said that.”

“Why did you say it?” DC Owen said.

“Forget about it.”

“We can’t do that, Samantha,” O’Reilly said. “If you’re worried about losing your job, I’d say that bird has already flown. You have nothing to lose.”

“Don’t you believe it. You don’t know what those people are capable of.”

A woman with a lively beagle on a lead approached the bench. The beagle took a keen interest in O’Reilly’s legs, and the woman had to use all her strength to pull the dog away from him. She apologised and went on her way.

“It could probably smell the burgers I ate earlier,” O’Reilly said. “Beagles have incredible noses, and they’re greedy buggers too. Talk to us, Samantha. You’ve got something on your mind.”

The cleaner stared out to sea for a moment.

“Belinda Hart can’t touch you now, Samantha,” O’Reilly said. “Talk to us.”

“I first noticed that something was not right with them at the old house,” she said. “They held a lot of dinner parties, if you can call them that. At least one a month and the people who attended were usually the social elite of the island.”

“Did you help out at these parties?” DC Owen said.

“Sometimes. When I first stared working for them, I would usually be sent home before the guests arrived, but after a while I was asked to help with the serving of the food and drinks. Some of the guests were OK, but those ones were in the minority. You know the types – they think money makes them special.”

“I know exactly what you mean,” O’Reilly said. “Go on.”

“I soon became a familiar face at the gatherings,” Samantha said. “But I was still invisible to them. I was in the background, and nobody paid me much attention. That’s when they started to let their guard down. I heard things and I saw things.”

“What kind of things?” DC Owen said.

“This isn’t going to get back to Mrs Hart, is it?”

“You have my word on that,” O’Reilly said.

“There was this one dinner party,” Samantha said. “It was in the old place about five years ago and I was preparing the house earlier in the day. Mrs Hart was agitated and she made it my problem, as she tends to do. I was informed that the guests due to arrive later were very special guests. I’d finished the initial preparations of the food, and I was stocking the wine fridge when Mrs Hart told me to make sure the fridge in Mr Hart’s study was stocked too.”

“He had a fridge in his study?” DC Owen said.

“It wasn’t so much a study,” Samantha said. “It was more of a miniature library. It was probably bigger than the apartment I was living in at the time. I very rarely went in there. Mr Hart was very clear about that.”

“But that day, you were asked to stock the fridge?” O’Reilly said.

“The men would be having some kind of meeting there after supper, and Mrs Hart made it abundantly clear that they were not to be disturbed. That’s why there had to be enough drinks for them all. I had no idea what the meeting was about and I didn’t particularly care, so I set about stocking the fridge.”

The dogwalker returned and this time she made sure the beagle couldn’t get anywhere near O’Reilly. The dog didn’t give up without a fight and at one stage the woman almost lost it. With a final tug on the lead, she managed to persuade it to carry on walking.

“Where were we?” Samantha said.

“You were about to stock the fridge in Mike Hart’s study,” DC Owen said.

“I was instructed to fill it with wine, vodka, beer, and two types of gin. Plus mixers. I planned to be in and out quickly and I got to work. There was something about that study that always affected me.”

“What do you mean by that?” O’Reilly said.

“It’s hard to explain. It wasn’t a good place, and it always made me feel uneasy. I pushed the trolley containing the drinks in and I opened up the fridge.”

“It must have been a big fridge,” O’Reilly said.

“It was huge. As I was placing the bottles inside, I spotted something in the compartment people usually put their vegetables in. There were tubs of what looked like leftovers, and I wondered why Mr Hart would keep something like that in his study.”

“Do you know what was in the tubs?” DC Owen said.

“Nothing good. I’m curious by nature and of course I couldn’t resist having a peek. I was no stranger to the fancy stuff they used to get in, but this looked like nothing I’d seen before. It looked like some kind of pate, but it repulsed me to be honest. And why keep it in the fridge in the study?”

“Why indeed?” O’Reilly said. “Did you ask Mrs Hart about it?”

“No. I knew instinctively that it was something I wasn’t supposed to know about. You just know about some things, don’t you?”

“You do,” O’Reilly agreed. “In your opinion, what do you think was in the tubs?”

“Something human,” Samantha said. “I can’t explain it, but that wasn’t anything from an animal.”

“Were you there the entire night?” O’Reilly said. “Did you stay to help with the dinner party?”

“I stayed to clean up,” Samantha said. “When the men retired to the study, Mrs Hart ordered me to tidy up, and I left at about ten.”

“Did you have any idea what the men were there to discuss?” DC Owen said.

“I only figured that out much later. It was not long after they moved to the house in Cobo.”

“What did you realise?” O’Reilly said.

“I happened to mention some of the things I’d seen to my husband. He’s dead now.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“I always thought that it was strange that there were always more men than women at the dinner parties. Some nights there were no women at all, and I saw things that meant nothing to me at the time. But when I told Barry about the odd greetings these men would offer one another, and the strange things they would say to each other, he knew what they were.”

“And what’s that?” DC Owen said.

“Masons of course,” Samantha said. “Those men were all Free Masons and it’s quite clear that Mr Hart is extremely high up in the pecking order of those Masons.”


CHAPTER TWENTY SEVEN

“I think we have to consider the possibility that we could be looking at a scenario where more than one individual is involved in this.”

O’Reilly looked at the confused faces of his colleagues and carried on.

“Everything we’ve found thus far in the investigation leads us back to a notorious secret society.”

“The Free Masons,” DC Owen said.

“You can’t be serious,” DC Stone said.

“I’m deadly serious, Andy,” O’Reilly said. “Look at the facts. All of this started on the land that was once owned by a man who was very high up in the Masons. The body of Nina Pollock was left next to a monument honouring Sir John Doyle. The old governor was also a big chief in that society, and now we have the cleaner’s revelation. It looks like Mike Hart is also a high-ranking Mason.”

“Samantha told us something else,” DC Owen said.

She went on to inform the team about what the cleaner had found in Mike Hart’s fridge.

“Do you think it could have been brains?” DC Stone said.

“It’s highly possible,” O’Reilly said. “I’m afraid we’re going to have to suspend disbelief for a moment. This has a certain ritualistic feel to it, and the liquified brains of those young women play a big part in that.”

“Are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting, Liam?” DCI Fish said.

“If you’re thinking about the consumption of human brains, I can answer in the affirmative.”

“That’s a bit far-fetched, isn’t it?” DC Stone said.

“What bit about suspending disbelief did you not comprehend, Andy?” O’Reilly said.

“Why?” DS Skinner said. “Why would someone even contemplate eating a human brain?”

“I don’t know,” O’Reilly said. “But it’s something we need to look into. But not now. We have a number of other things to discuss first. Frank Rowland perished in a light aircraft crash a couple of years ago. According to his son, the bastard surgeon’s plane went down right over the deepest part of the Channel. His body was never recovered, but there were numerous witnesses who saw it.”

“That’s why there was no delay with the estate,” DC Owen said. “There were witnesses who saw the plane take off, and others who saw it crash into the sea. A salvage operation was deemed to be too expensive. The Channel is almost a hundred metres deep in that area.”

“We need to examine the details of that plane crash,” O’Reilly said.

“Why?” DC Stone said. “If it was determined to be an accident, and Frank’s son had no hassle with the estate, why bother?”

“Because it needs to be done. Witnesses can be unreliable and they can also be persuaded to lie for the right price. Frank Rowland had money, and he had friends in high places.”

“Are you suggesting that he’s still alive?” DS Skinner said.

“It needs examining in more detail, Will. Let’s say for argument’s sake that the bastard surgeon was knee deep in something diabolical. Perhaps he came up with the idea of disappearing in a phony plane crash in order to carry on his work, undetected. It’s worth considering.”

“I don’t buy it, sir,” DC Stone said. “If what you’re suspecting is true, it means the man is an absolute monster.”

“That’s precisely what he is, Andy,” O’Reilly said. “And I’m not finished. Frank’s wife suddenly upped and left when the children were small. Derek told us that one day his mother was there, and the next day she was gone. I get the feeling that that’s not what happened at all. I think she’s one of the three women found in the pool site in Cobo. Derek has submitted a DNA sample, and it’ll be compared with the samples taken from the remains. We’ll get the results by tomorrow, but I’m convinced that Mrs Rowland has been buried there for all these years.”

“Would it be worth tracking down the people the Harts bought their house from?” DCI Fish wondered.

“It’s worth a shot,” O’Reilly said. “They lived next door to the empty plot owned by the bastard surgeon, and they might be able to tell us something more about him.”

“I don’t need to point this out to you,” DCI Fish said. “But if the Free Masons are embroiled in this, it’s going to be extremely difficult to proceed, and even harder to prove anything.”

“I’m aware of that, Tom,” O’Reilly said. “We need to rethink our strategy. Who knows what kinds of people are involved in that secret society. History has told us that it’ll be men with positions of power and they’re notoriously secretive. We’re not going to get anywhere near them using traditional investigative measures.”

“What did you have in mind?” DS Skinner said.

“I’m going to need some time to think about that. In the meantime, there is plenty to keep us occupied. Can you look into the owners of the house in Cobo before Mike and Belinda Hart bought the place?”

“Will do, sir.”

“Andy, I want you to find out more about the plane crash Frank Rowland supposedly perished in.”

“It should be easy enough to dig up the details,” DC Stone said. “And if there was no hassle with the estate, a death certificate will be on file somewhere.”

“We need to bear in mind that the person who issued the death certificate may be involved in the Masons,” DCI Fish said to O’Reilly when DS Skinner and DC Stone had left the room. “We have to tread carefully with this.”

“I disagree,” O’Reilly said.

“The members of the Free Masons have eyes and ears everywhere, Liam.”

“Then it’s safe to assume they’re already aware of the investigation,” O’Reilly pointed out. “They know what we’re up to – there is little doubt of that.”

“I’m needed in a meeting with the new blood on the top floor. I’m pig sick of meetings.”

“I need a favour, sir,” O’Reilly said to DCI Fish.

“Why do I get the feeling that I’m not going to like this?” the DCI said. “When you address me as sir, it makes me nervous.”

“How’s the budget looking?”

“As dire as it always is. What do you want?”

“I want you to authorise a rather expensive hunting expedition,” O’Reilly said.

“How expensive?”

“I’d have to check the exact details,” O’Reilly said. “But it involves two plane tickets to Canada and a few nights in a hotel.”

“Canada?” DCI Fish said.

“It’s that big chunk of land to the north of America.”

“I know where Canada is, Liam. Why on earth would you want to go to Canada?”

“Because I’m convinced there’s a woman there who can give us some answers,” O’Reilly said. “She refuses to take any of my calls, but she can hardly refuse when a charming Irishman turns up on her doorstep.”


CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT

DC Stone was trying to make some sense out of the map on the screen of his laptop. The records of the plane crash that had resulted in the death of both people on board the light aircraft had been easy to come by, but it had taken the piggy-eyed DC less than five minutes to spot some contradictory information and he was surprised that the compiler of the report hadn’t picked up on it too.

When a UK registered aircraft crash results in fatalities, the incident is automatically investigated by the Air Accident Investigation Branch. The AAIB is responsible for securing the crash site and safeguarding any evidence that might help with determining the cause of the accident. In the case of the alleged crash that resulted in the deaths of Frank Rowland and the pilot, Gregory Anstell, there was very little if anything of evidential value left at the site.

According to the AAIB report, the Cessna 172 Skyhawk took off from Guernsey airport at nine’o’clock on the morning of September 5th in 2017. The weather was fine and the plane was due to land at the small airport in La Hague in northwest France forty-five minutes after take-off. All the relevant paperwork had been completed and the manifest from the flight showed that Frank and Gregory were indeed on the plane.

What was confusing DC Stone was the flightpath. From the airport in Guernsey, La Hague was almost due east, so why had the plane gone down over Hurd’s Deep, thirty miles to the northwest of the island? It made no sense whatsoever. There was no mention of any inclement weather that might have caused the pilot to alter course, and it should have been a quick hop across the Channel to France.

DC Stone was truly baffled. He double checked and triple checked and came up with the same result. The plane with the surgeon on it should have been nowhere near Hurd’s Deep that day and DC Stone didn’t know how to interpret it. It was definitely something to discuss with the rest of the team. Why hadn’t the AAIB picked up on the discrepancy in the flightpath? DC Stone didn’t know much about the air accident investigators, but he suspected that they were thorough in their investigations and there was no logical reason why such an obvious aspect of the crash had slipped past them.

A French cargo ship was close to the site of the crash when the plane went down, and according to witness statements it happened very fast. The Cessna crashed into the sea a few hundred metres from the vessel and by the time the ship reached the crash site, there was nothing to even suggest a plane had gone down. DC Stone found this strange too. How did the men who’d given their testimony even know it was the plane with the surgeon on board? Surely, they wouldn’t have been able to identify it from that distance.

The findings of the AAIB were ambiguous. Because there was no wreckage to examine and as the flight recorder had been lost it was impossible to determine the exact cause of the crash. A verdict was passed and there was some speculation involving engine trouble. A further note was made about some repairs that had been carried out earlier in the year.

As protocol dictated, the final report was signed off by the chief officer and published online for anyone to see. DC Stone made a note of the chief officer, and he wondered if he was reading the name of another Free Mason. A quick Google search didn’t tell him much. Alan Mitchell had been involved in aviation for more than thirty years. There was mention of his appointment as chief officer for the AAIB, but not much else.

Next was the coroner’s inquest. DC Stone was in familiar territory here, and the first thing he noticed about this one was how brief it was. The coroner had worked in parallel with the AAIB’s independent safety investigation and, based on the evidence available had concluded that the plane crash was incompatible with life. Witnesses had seen the Cessna hit the water and nobody had been recovered from the crash site. A ruling of accidental death was decided, and the case was quickly closed.

DC Stone thought the whole thing stank of a cover up and he needed to tell O’Reilly about it. He found the Irishman in his office. There was a full cup of tea on the desk in front of him and he was talking to someone on the phone. It didn’t take DC Stone long to realise that it was Victoria, and he also gathered that O’Reilly was letting her know about an upcoming trip to Canada. He ended the call and looked up at DC Stone.

“I’m going to Canada.”

“So I heard,” DC Stone said. “And you’re taking Katie with you, I suppose?”

“Is that a problem?”

“No. You do realise that it’s freezing cold in Canada at this time of year.”

“Was there something you wanted me for?” O’Reilly asked.

“The report on the plane crash that supposedly killed your bastard surgeon is a joke, sir. It’s a joke from start to finish.”

He told him about all the anomalies he’d picked up on.

“Good work,” O’Reilly said. “We’ve got a starting point.”

“I wouldn’t get your hopes up, sir. Anyone with a pair of eyes can see how dodgy that report is. I wouldn’t be surprised if the people who made all the decisions are Free Mason cronies of Frank Rowland. I still can’t understand how it was allowed to happen. The location where the plane was supposed to have gone down is nowhere near where they should have been that day. Planes are tracked. There’s air traffic control rules and regulations to take into account. There is no way he should have been allowed to get away with something like that.”

“Something like what?”

“I really don’t know. The people we’re after are really powerful, aren’t they?”

“We’ve caught bigger fish than a bunch of secret society types, Andy.”

“What are we even supposed to do with this information? If a board as big as the AAIB can be corrupted, how do we even go about it?”

“I still haven’t come up with a plan to tackle that,” O’Reilly said. “But I will. It’s a long flight to Toronto and I’ll have plenty of time to think.”

“When are you flying out?”

“Tomorrow morning. We’ve got a short stop in Paris and then it’s straight to Toronto.”

“How long is the flight?”

“Eleven hours in total. It’s eight hours from Paris to Toronto.”

“Rather you than me,” DC Stone said.

“We’re going to get some answers there, Andy. The daughter of the bastard surgeon is going to help us get to the heart of whatever this is, you mark my words.”


CHAPTER TWENTY NINE

O’Reilly headed upstairs, walked along the corridor and stopped outside the second but last door on the end. The idea had come to him as he was finishing his tea in his office. The investigation had taken a complicated turn when they realised they were dealing with the Free Masons and he needed a second opinion. He barely knew the man who had taken over the office assigned to the deputy chief officer, but he sensed that Russell Baxter was someone he could trust.

He knocked on the door, and he was surprised to hear a woman’s voice from within. The voice telling him to come in was CO Diana Southern’s and O’Reilly wondered what she was doing in there. He’d knocked so he had no option but to go in.

“Liam,” CO Southern said. “Great minds think alike. I was about to ask you to come up and see me.”

“Ma’am?”

“Take a seat.”

O’Reilly did so. “What are you doing in here? This is Callum’s old office.”

“It’s more suitable to my requirements,” CO Southern said.

“The other one has a better view.”

“I didn’t come here for the views. I presume it was Russell you were hoping to find.”

“I just wanted to run something by him. What was it you wanted to speak to me about?”

“I want to show you something.”

She sat down opposite him and retrieved a file from a drawer on the desk. She slammed it down on and looked him in the eye.

“Open it.”

O’Reilly pulled the file towards him and opened it to the first page. There were a number of photographs, and he wasn’t quite clear what he was looking at straight away. They were crime scene photographs, of that there was little doubt and O’Reilly thought they depicted murder victims, but he had no idea why CO Southern had brought them to his attention. He asked her as much.

“This was in Hackney seven years ago,” she said. “That photograph was taken in the bedroom of a man we’d been alerted to. By the time we’d managed to sort out the chaos in there, we were able to ascertain that the limbs and torsos came from six individual bodies.”

“Why are you telling me this?” O’Reilly said.

“He was a schoolteacher. A quiet, mild-mannered man who kept himself to himself. The neighbours only became suspicious when they started to smell the body parts. Some of them were more than a month old. The heads were never found. God knows what he did with them. We interrogated him for over a month, and he never told us what he’d done with their heads.”

“Why…”

“I want you to understand that I’ve seen depravity,” CO Southern interrupted. “I am no stranger to the brutality a human being is capable of. I had the stench of that crime scene in my nose for weeks. Three of the officers who attended that day were out of action with stress for months. One of them never returned to work. I can assure you that an account of a killer extracting brains from his victims is not going to upset me. Have we got that clear?”

“As clear as a badly pulled pint of Guinness, Ma’am.”

“Good.”

“Why do you keep them?”

“Pardon me?”

“The crime scene photographs,” O’Reilly said. “Why do you keep them? Surely that’s not healthy.”

“I have my reasons. Do we understand each other, O’Reilly?”

“Probably not,” he said. “But I’ll work on that. I’m sorry if I was a bit of an idiot.”

“Apology accepted. I believe you’re flying out to Canada in the morning?”

“I’m going to see a woman in Toronto. It’s a lead we can’t ignore. But she’s not taking my calls so I have no choice but to go there and see if I can persuade her face-to-face.”

“I’m confident you’ll achieve precisely that. Take a walk in High Park while you’re there.”

“High Park?” O’Reilly said.

“It’s a must see in Toronto, especially at this time of year. The leaves will be changing, and it really is inspirational.”

“I’ll definitely give it some thought. Thanks for the chat.”

He left the office and caught DCO Baxter coming out of his own.

“Have you got a minute, sir?”

“Aye,” DCO Baxter said. “What’s on your mind?”

“Are you off out?”

“I was hoping to grab a bite to eat. Any suggestions?”

“There’s a café down on the esplanade that does the best ham and cheese subs on the island.”

“Sounds good. Lead the way.”

It was mid-afternoon and the lunchtime rush was over so O’Reilly and DCO Baxter got their food quickly. O’Reilly suggested they sit at one of the tables outside.

“What’s on your mind?” DCO Baxter said.

“We might have a problem getting any further in the current investigation,” O’Reilly told him.

“When don’t we have problems?”

“This is a bit different, sir.”

“Russell, please. I’ve never been one to stand on ceremony.”

“Russell,” O’Reilly said. “We have reason to believe that the island branch of the Free Masons is involved in the recent murders.”

“I see. And what makes you think that?”

O’Reilly brought him up to speed. By the time he’d finished they both had clean plates in front of them. He was impressed – the man from Newcastle had an appetite that rivalled his own and they’d finished the subs in record time.

“If you’re dealing with some kind of cover-up,” DCO Baxter said. “And the Free Masons are involved; you’ve got your work cut out for you.”

“I’m fully aware of that,” O’Reilly said. “Have you had any dealings with these people?”

“It’s not really my cup of tea.”

O’Reilly laughed. “That wasn’t what I meant.”

“I know what you meant. It’s all a bit juvenile when you think about it. Grown men acting like they’re in some kind of special club with their funny handshakes and the like. But that’s what makes them extremely dangerous. They believe in that crap, and they hold positions of power that allow them to get away with it. Are we even equipped to deal with something like this?”

“We are,” O’Reilly said. “It’s the very fact that we’re all lowly plebs that they’re going to underestimate what we’re capable of. Often, when you’re dealing with an enemy who thinks they’re unbeatable, it’s that arrogance that ends up being their downfall. We’ll beat them – we just need to work differently.”

DCO Baxter insisted on getting the bill and O’Reilly didn’t argue.

“Thanks for the chat.”

“Thanks for showing me this place,” DCO Baxter said. “That was an excellent sub. Are you heading back to HQ?”

“I’ll be there in a while,” O’Reilly said. “I think I’ll stare out to sea for a bit longer. Often, there’s inspiration to be found in those waves.”

“You sound like a poet.”

“I’m Irish, sir,” O’Reilly said. “Sorry, Russell.”


CHAPTER THIRTY

“Liam,” Victoria said for the third time. “Stop it. I’m two months pregnant and you’ll be away for three days max. I will be perfectly fine.”

“Only if you’re sure,” O’Reilly said. “I can ask Assumpta if she’ll pop over.”

“I don’t think I’ll be able to handle this for another seven months.”

“I’m being a bit over-protective, aren’t I?”

“Just a bit. Me and little O’Reilly in here will be just fine for a few days. What if your witness refuses to speak to you? It’s a long way to go to come home empty-handed.”

“I have to try,” O’Reilly said. “Emily Rowland was thirteen when her mother disappeared. She will have been more aware of what was going on than her younger brother.”

“Can I ask you something?” Victoria said.

“Anything you like.”

“Why is it you always insist on taking DC Owen with you when you have to fly overseas? It was her you took to England earlier in the year.”

“Katie has an old head on her young shoulders,” O’Reilly said. “And she’s astute. She also happens to be a young woman, and it’s possible that Emily Rowland will be more inclined to open up to her than an old Irishman like me.”

“Isn’t that a bit sexist?”

“How on earth can that possibly be construed as sexism?” O’Reilly said. “It’s a simple fact. When a matter of common sense starts to get caught up in this new woke nonsense, the human race is in serious trouble. What are we eating?”

“I’m not very hungry,” Victoria said. “Would you mind ordering something in?”

“Are you feeling ill?”

“Liam.”

“Alright. I get it. I’ll pop out and pick up some fish and chips or something. Are you sure I can’t bring you something back?”

“I’m really not hungry, and I have a Zoom thing with the Japanese in twenty minutes.”

“Can’t Tommy do it?”

“We’re both expected to attend,” Victoria said. “Why don’t you just phone for a takeaway?”

“I like to see what I’m going to be eating,” O’Reilly explained. “You never know what the takeaway people are going to bring you. I suppose I should think about packing a suitcase too.”

He got into his car and got straight back out again. He really didn’t feel like takeaway food. He went back inside the house and asked Victoria if she would mind if he went out to a restaurant instead. She told him it was fine. The Zoom meetings with the Kawasaki people usually dragged on for hours and she was going to be busy with that anyway.

He decided on the family run restaurant in Beaucamps. There were no sea views there, but they did home-cooked food without any of the pretension that many of the tourist restaurants had. It was mid-week and he had his pick of tables. He ordered a Scapegoat from the waiter and asked for a moment to peruse the menu. It didn’t take long to decide. The stew and dumplings caught his eye straight away and, when the waiter returned and told him it was a lamb stew, his mind was made up.

Only two of the other tables were occupied. A group of four seemed to be celebrating something or other on the table next to the window and the other diner was a man on his own. He was sipping a glass of wine while staring at the screen of his mobile phone. O’Reilly decided to follow suit. He’d always frowned upon people who took out their phones at restaurants, but he was alone, so he thought it was OK to make an exception.

He keyed Free Masons into the task bar and he was rewarded with a host of results about the history of the secret society. This wasn’t what he was interested in. He downed half of his Scapegoat as if it would give him some inspiration. He then tried Masons in Guernsey, and his attention was caught by something halfway down the search results. It was an old newspaper article about how the Guernsey branch of the Free Masons were leading the way in terms of progression. O’Reilly clicked on it to read further. It was a short article, and it didn’t take long, but there was something interesting in it – the piece had been written by a woman, and she’d reported on how women were now allowed in certain branches of the Free Masons. Up until very recently it had been an exclusive club for men. There were some branches in France that allowed women to join, but on the whole the Masons was a male-only club. This had changed recently and the small island of Guernsey had been one of the forerunners of this change. O’Reilly wondered if this had any relevance to the recent investigation, but the arrival of the food interrupted his train of thought, and he put it out of his mind. The aroma of a home-cooked lamb stew trumped everything else right now.

He arrived home ninety minutes later, suitably full. When he heard Victoria’s voice upstairs, he knew he hadn’t missed much. She was still on her Zoom call to the Kawasaki Head Office. He made some tea and took it to the living room. The cats had taken up the entire three-seater, and he couldn’t be bothered shifting them, so he settled on the single seater in front of the window. He sipped his tea and picked up his phone. He wanted to resume reading where he’d left off at the restaurant.

He didn’t get the chance. The phone started to ring, and he got such a fright that he almost dropped it. Bram opened an eye to let him know he wasn’t impressed and O’Reilly answered the phone. The number on the screen was a strange one, and when he heard the voice of the person on the other end, he knew why.

“DI O’Reilly. We spoke earlier in the week.”

It really was unbelievable how much of an accent Emily Rowland had developed in such a short time.

“That’s me.”

“My brother persuaded me to call you,” Emily said.

“I asked him to,” O’Reilly told her. “He said you couldn’t be convinced.”

“Derek said I needed to talk to you. He explained that you need to know what our father was capable of. I can’t talk for long. My husband is due back soon, and he knows nothing about what happened on the island.”

“Look,” O’Reilly said. “I appreciate you calling me. Are you free tomorrow? We can talk then.”

“We’re visiting my husband’s family in Montreal. We’ll only be driving back on Friday.”

“I’m flying out in the morning,” O’Reilly said.

“You’re coming to Canada?”

“I am. Myself and a colleague. Our flight arrives in Toronto at two in the afternoon. Can I call you when we get here?”

“Why are you coming all this way?”

“I really need to talk to you, Emily. Thank you again for getting back to me.”


CHAPTER THIRTY ONE

They’d barely reached cruising altitude after taking off from Paris and O’Reilly’s stomach was already growling. The flight from Guernsey to the French capital had been a short one and he hadn’t been offered any food, and he was worried that he was going to go hungry on the long haul to Canada too.

The woman they were travelling thousands of miles to see wouldn’t be available to speak to them until tomorrow, but O’Reilly was the only person privy to this information. She and her husband would be in Montreal when they arrived in Toronto, and she would only be driving home tomorrow, and O’Reilly had debated whether to delay their trip for a day. It didn’t take him long to decide not to do that. He knew how much of a hassle it could be to change flights. Not only was it a lengthy process, but it could also work out to be expensive, especially at such short notice. He would make DC Owen aware of it in due course. They had authorisation for three nights in a hotel and O’Reilly thought it couldn’t hurt to get settled in a bit before they spoke to Emily. They still had plenty of time to ask the questions they needed to ask.

A flight attendant came past with a trolley and asked them if they wanted something to drink.

“I don’t suppose you have anything to eat in there,” O’Reilly said.

“Food will be served shortly,” the man said.

O’Reilly asked for two bottles of water and added a beer to the order as an afterthought.

“Do you think she’s going to be able to help us?” DC Owen said.

“I do, Katie,” O’Reilly said. “The fact that she made the effort to get in touch with me suggests she has something important to share with us. This trip is going to reap results.”

“I hope so. Top brass is going to expect something to justify the expense.”

“About that,” O’Reilly said. “When I spoke to Emily last night, she brought something to my attention that changed things a bit. She’s in Montreal with her husband at the moment and she’ll only be back in Toronto tomorrow.”

“You knew about this last night?”

“I did. I considered getting the flights changed but then I was reminded of when we did that when we were in London earlier this year.”

“It worked out to be terribly expensive,” DC Owen said.

“And it was a somewhat unpleasant experience. By spending a day longer in Canada than necessary, it will actually save the Island Police money, and we get to enjoy the sights of Toronto at work’s expense. I made an executive decision, and I made the right call.”

“I don’t suppose anyone else needs to know,” DC Owen said.

“Now you’re talking, Katie. Are these idiots going to starve us for much longer? Surely, we must be halfway across the Atlantic by now.”

DC Owen tapped the screen in front of her. On it was a map of their flight in real time.

“Not even close, sir. According to this, we’re not even a quarter of the way across.”

The food was served when the map on the screen told them they were in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean. It wasn’t enough and O’Reilly made his feelings clear to the flight attendant.

“Surely you must have something else you can give me.”

The flight attendant smiled and reached inside the food trolley. He placed another food carton on O’Reilly’s tray and told him to keep it to himself.

“You’re a squire and a gentleman,” the Irishman said. “My lips are sealed.”

A few hours later, he was woken from a dream he instantly forgot when the voice over the intercom informed the passengers that they were beginning their descent into Toronto Pearson Airport. The seatbelt signs came on, and O’Reilly dutifully obeyed.

“Sleep well, sir?” DC Owen said.

“Grand, Katie. Did I snore?”

“Just a bit. The young girl across the aisle thought it was hilarious.”

“I wonder what the weather’s like in Canada,” O’Reilly said.

“I Googled it before we left. It’s forecast to get up to fifteen degrees today with clear skies.”

“Not cold at all then.”

“Where’s the hotel?”

“Not far from the airport,” O’Reilly said. “I suggest we check in and find somewhere to eat.”

“I really don’t know where you put it.”

It took longer than O’Reilly expected to get through customs. His Irish luck deserted him, and he was one of the passengers picked for a random baggage check. DC Owen told him she was going to find a cellular outlet to purchase some pre-paid sim cards for their time there.  

“You’re not going to find anything in there,” he insisted to the man unpacking his case.

“Did you pack the bag yourself?” the airport official said.

“I certainly did. Will this make any difference?”

He took out his Island Police ID and showed it to the man.

“No difference at all, sir.”

O’Reilly watched as the contents of his suitcase was inspected. He realised that this was the first time this had ever happened to him.

“All good, sir,” the airport man said and zipped the suitcase back up. “Will you be staying in Canada long?”

“Three days,” O’Reilly told him.

“Business or pleasure?”

“I hadn’t thought that far ahead.”

“Sir?”

“Am I free to go?”

This resulted in a laugh. “You’re free to go, sir.”

“Are all Canadians this polite?” O’Reilly asked.

“Enjoy your stay, sir.”

“Where can we get a taxi from here?”

“There are walk-up ranks outside the terminals, or you could book an Uber or a Lyft.”

“Thanks for the help,” O’Reilly said.

DC Owen caught up with him outside.

“I got us some pre-paid sims, sir,” she said.

“We can dispense with the sir while we’re here, Katie,” O’Reilly said.

“Got it. Is your phone eSim compatible?”

“I have no idea.”

He took the phone out and handed it to her.

“Looks good to go,” DC Owen said.

“Let’s get to the hotel,” O’Reilly said. “I’m starving.”


CHAPTER THIRTY TWO

The hotel was a bleak concrete monstrosity that reminded O’Reilly of something from an eastern-bloc country from the Cold War period. He’d chosen it based on its location alone and he hadn’t really considered anything else. The Court Hotel was situated on Derry Road and O’Reilly thought it was a good omen.

He paid the taxi driver, and they retrieved their luggage from the back.

“This looks nice,” DC Owen said.

“It looks like a concentration camp, Katie,” O’Reilly said. “It’s all concrete and no charm.”

“It’s ultra modern. I like it.”

“As long as they have a decent restaurant. Let’s go and check in.”

An hour later they were seated in the restaurant on the ground floor of the hotel. O’Reilly wanted to freshen up after the long flight, and he’d stayed in the shower for much longer than he usually did. The water was piping hot and the jets were powerful and he enjoyed the feeling of the blasts of water on his head. He’d sent Victoria a short message telling her he’d arrived safely in Canada and when he checked his phone now, he saw that the message was unread. He remembered that Guernsey was five hours ahead of Toronto and he wondered if she’d gone to bed early.

“Did you try out your shower?” he said.

“I certainly did. The Canadians certainly know their plumbing. What’s the plan of action for today?”

“Food,” O’Reilly said. “And an early night. Emily won’t be back until tomorrow anyway. How far away is Montreal?”

“Not far,” DC Owen said. “About two hours’ drive I think.”

“A waitress is coming over. It’s time to sample some Canadian food.”

O’Reilly opted for the seafood special. He hadn’t asked what it consisted of – he would leave it as a surprise. DC Owen decided on the quarter chicken and both of them ordered a Moosehead beer. O’Reilly thought that with a name like that, it had to be good. His phone started to ring in his pocket. The screen told him it was DCI Fish and he put the phone on speaker.

“Tom,” he said. “Any news?”

“You were right about Mrs Rowland,” DCI Fish said. “The DNA from Derek Rowland was a match to the DNA taken from one of the skeletons. I don’t know what this means in terms of the investigation though.”

“Not much,” O’Reilly said. “It’s pretty obvious that it was Frank Rowland who put her there, but according to the records the man’s dead and buried. The British justice system is not in the habit of convicting corpses.”

An old woman at the table next to them gave him an appalled look and got up from the table. He apologised to her, but she wasn’t having any of it. She fired more daggers in his direction and made a hasty exit to the door.

“We’re in the restaurant at the hotel, Tom” O’Reilly said. “We can’t really talk now.”

“How’s Canada?”

“Polite. They’re much nicer people than the Americans.”

“When will you be speaking to Emily?”

“Not until tomorrow,” O’Reilly said. “She’s in Montreal with her in-laws and she’s only driving back tomorrow morning. It’s fine – we’ve still got plenty of time to get what we need from her.”

“You sound confident.”

“I am. I’ll keep you updated.”

“I hope you’re right,” DCI Fish said. “It’ll be my head on the chopping block if you come back empty handed.”

“Trust me, Tom,” O’Reilly said. “We’re going to get the breakthrough we need in Canada.”

The food arrived and O’Reilly wasn’t disappointed when he saw what had been placed on the table in front of him. The portion of seafood was huge, and he thought it was definitely enough to fill him up until breakfast. He squirted some lemon on the fish and got to work.

“Something occurred to me,” DC Owen said. “It was when we went to speak to Derek Rowland after Nina Pollock’s body was found.”

“What’s on your mind, Katie?” O’Reilly said with a mouth full of prawn.

“His alibi for that morning.”

“The digital camera thing?”

“GoPro,” DC Owen corrected. “He offered that to us immediately.”

“What’s your point?”

“How many suspects have you dealt with over the years?”

“Hundreds,” O’Reilly said. “Thousands, probably.”

“And how many of those had a gold-plated alibi on hand from the word go? The way he produced the GoPro is bothering me. It was as if he knew we would come knocking and he was prepared. He offered to let us check the GPS in his car too. He was too cooperative, if that makes any sense.”

“No,” O’Reilly said. “It doesn’t fit. Derek isn’t involved. He detests his old man. You can’t fake hatred like that. And he was the one who persuaded his sister to talk to us.”

“I think it’s worth considering.”

“Based on his cooperation? It doesn’t feel right to me.”

“Have you given any thought to names for the baby?” DC Owen changed the subject.

“I quite like May if it’s a girl,” O’Reilly said. “It’s going to be a May baby, so I think it’s quite fitting.”

“I like it. May O’Reilly. It’s rather poetic. Isn’t it a bit close to Mary though? Will Victoria be alright with that?”

“She knows all about Mary,” O’Reilly said. “We’ve spoken a lot about our past lives and that’s precisely what they are – in the past.”

“What about a boy’s name? Have you thought about any of those?”

“We’ve got plenty of time to discuss stuff like that.”

“Are you ready to be a dad again?”

“I wasn’t ready the first time round, Katie,” O’Reilly said. “So, I think I’ve had plenty of practice in being unprepared. Do you think you’ll have kids one day?”

“Not any time soon. It’s not high up on my list of things to do.”

“You’ll meet the right man one day. And he’ll be lucky to have you.”

The waiter cleared the plates and asked them if they wanted dessert.

“We’re grand thanks,” O’Reilly said. “But you can bring us another two of those Moose things. That beer is not bad at all.”

“Do you think Frank Rowland really did fake his death?” DC Owen said.

“Everything about that plane crash feels wrong,” O’Reilly said. “The AAIB are professionals and there is no way they would have missed the flightpath discrepancy.”

“Andy spotted it straight away.”

“Andy Stone has rare moments of insight. I just wish he could be more consistent. That plane had no reason to be where it was when it went down, and it looks to me like it was all planned. They knew there would be no salvage operation in that part of the Channel. They wouldn’t have a hope in hell of finding the wreckage at that depth.”

“Do you think the plane actually landed somewhere?”

“Who knows. The witnesses who claim to have seen it go down could have been paid by the bastard surgeon.”

“It’s not easy to land a plane without someone seeing it,” DC Owen pointed out.

“Or they could have bailed. It’s a long shot and I imagine it would be risky, but it’s possible. Let’s say they reduced their altitude to a safe enough height to hop into the sea. They could have had a boat waiting. That way, there really would be a plane plummeting into the sea but it would be empty of passengers.”

“If that’s the case,” DC Owen said. “It means there were more people involved than we first thought.”

“There are many people involved in this one, Katie. Powerful people who believe themselves to be untouchable. That’s going to be their undoing. We’re going to get to the bottom of this. I’m beat. I say we sink those Mooseheads and get an early night.”


CHAPTER THIRTY THREE

“In O’Reilly’s absence,” DCI Fish said the next morning. “I’ll be assuming command. I’ve forgotten what it feels like to be honest. The first thing I want to bring up is the DNA test that was carried out. O’Reilly was right – Derek Rowland’s DNA was a match for the DNA taken from one of the skeletons pulled out of the pool site. The mitochondrial DNA proves that his mother was buried there for all those years.”

“She didn’t up and leave like Frank Rowland told his kids then?” DS Skinner said.

“She did not,” DCI Fish said. “And it’s highly likely that it was Frank who buried her there.”

“Does the DI know?” DC Stone said.

“I spoke to him last night and brought him up to date.”

“The people who sold the house to Mr and Mrs Hart couldn’t tell me anything about the surgeon,” DS Skinner said. “As far as they’re aware the land was never touched.”

“How long did they live there?” DCI Fish said.

“They bought the place in 1990,” DS Skinner said. “So, it’s safe to assume that they would have lived there during the time the bodies were buried next door. It’s possible it was done when they were away on holiday. I suppose we’ll never know.”

“It was a bit of a wild stab in the dark anyway,” DCI Fish said.

“Has the DI managed to get anything out of the surgeon’s daughter yet?” DC Stone said.

“Emily has been in Montreal with her in-laws,” DCI Fish said. “She’ll only be back in Toronto later this morning.”

“He really believes Emily is going to give us the breakthrough we need, doesn’t he?” DS Skinner said.

“He’s convinced of it. We have very little to look into as far as the recent murders are concerned. From an evidential perspective, that is, so I suggest we explore other avenues. Andy, I want you to keep going with the plane crash that allegedly resulted in the death of the surgeon.”

“The AAIB report is full of holes, sir,” DC Stone said.

“Speak to someone at the Air Accident Investigation Branch,” DCI Fish said.

“I got the name of the chief officer. Alan Mitchell was the one who signed off on the report.”

“No,” DCI Fish said. “It’s highly likely he put his signature to a falsified report and that implies his involvement. Speak to someone else there – someone not so high up.”

“How do I even broach a subject like this?” DC Stone said.

“Carefully. Explain that the 2017 report has come up in the course of an investigation and we’ve noticed some discrepancies.”

“If the chief officer is a Free Mason crony of the surgeon’s,” DS Skinner said. “Surely he’ll have covered his tracks.”

“The report is on the Internet for everyone to see,” DC Stone said. “It’s there in black and white. It still makes no sense why nobody spotted the anomalies in it before. A death certificate was issued based on the findings of that report. How is that even possible?”

“Anything is possible with a big enough bank balance and friends in high places,” DCI Fish said. “It stinks but that’s life. Will, can you do some research on the grisly aspect of the case?”

“The brain thing?” DS Skinner said.

“It’s abhorrent,” DCI Fish said. “But we need to consider why the victims had their brains sucked out of their heads. Was this an essential part of some macabre ritual the Free Masons are taking part in? I’m going to pay a visit to the place where it all started. In light of what the ex-cleaner told O’Reilly, I want to speak to Mr and Mrs Hart myself. If the substance she described in the tubs in the fridge was indeed human brains, that puts them right in the middle of this.”

He left the briefing room and went outside to the car park. PC Hill had just arrived and was making his way to the entrance.

“Greg,” DCI Fish said. “You’re coming with me.”

“Of course, sir,” PC Hill said. “Where are we going?”

“Cobo. I want to speak to the owners of the house where the bodies were discovered.”

“I just need to get changed into my uniform.”

“That won’t be necessary,” DCI Fish said. “You look respectable enough.”

They were in luck. After ringing the bell at the house on La Banquette the door opened, and Belinda and Mike Hart stood in the doorway.

“Yes?” Belinda said.

“Island Police,” DCI Fish said. “We’d like a word.”

“Call Julian,” Belinda said to her husband. “This is getting ridiculous.”

“Let’s just hear what they have to say,” Mike said.

“You’ve got ten minutes,” Belinda said to DCI Fish. “Do you have any identification?”

DCI Fish produced it.

Belinda looked at the warrant card and looked at DCI Fish. “Detective Chief Inspector? I am honoured. I suppose you’d better come in.”

“How long have you lived here?” DCI Fish asked in the sitting room.

“Four or five years,” Belinda said. “What do you want?”

“I believe you lived in Vazon before this.”

“This place has a better view.”

“I want to talk to you about certain dinner parties you held in the old house.”

“What on earth for?” Belinda said.

“There were not your usual evening soirees, were they?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“I think you do. Are you aware of the Free Masons?”

“Isn’t everyone?” Mike said.

“Are you a Free Mason, Mr Hart?” DCI Fish said.

“I’m calling Julian,” Belinda said. “This is tantamount to police harassment.”

“Have I touched a nerve, Mrs Hart.”

“I’d like you to leave,” Mike said. “You can’t come here with your veiled accusations.”

“I wasn’t aware I’d accused you of anything,” DCI Fish said. “Why are you being so defensive all of a sudden?”

“Get out of my house,” Belinda said.

“In a minute. It’s clear from your reaction just now that I’m on the right track. Secret meetings. I don’t imagine you’re going to tell me about the rituals, so I’ll have to play it by ear a bit. In the study in the old house there was a huge refrigerator. That’s where you stored the human brains, didn’t you, Mr Hart? Are they more palatable when they’re chilled?”

“You disgusting man,” Belinda said.

“Why do you eat the brains, Mike?”

“You’ve got ten seconds to leave,” Mike said. “Or you may find yourself out of a job tomorrow. Do you know who I am?”

DCI Fish smiled. “Now we’re starting to get somewhere. Who are you, Mike?”

“Someone you really do not want to upset,” Belinda said.

“Really? We’ll go now, but we’ll be coming back for you. Do not doubt that for one second. We know what you’re involved in, and no amount of friends in high places are going to help you.”

He stood up. A wide-eyed PC Hill did the same.

“What does it taste like?” DCI Fish asked Mike. “I’m curious, what does human brain taste like? I imagine it’s similar to pate. I could be wrong. Come on, Greg.”

They left the house and walked towards DCI Fish’s car.

“You could have given me a bit of warning, sir,” PC Hill said.

“You’re quite right,” DCI Fish said. “Are you feeling alright? You look a bit peaky.”

“I’m fine, sir. Was that right what you said back there? The stuff about the brains, I mean.”

“Unfortunately, yes. It’s highly likely that those respectable members of society have been partaking in bestiality of the most despicable kind.”


CHAPTER THIRTY FOUR

O’Reilly and DC Owen were heading south on Route 427. Emily Francis lived with her husband in Islington on the outskirts of the city. O’Reilly had enjoyed a good night’s sleep and as Emily would only be back at eleven, he’d been allowed the luxury of a lie in and an extended breakfast. The driver of the taxi had informed them that their destination was only a short drive from the hotel, but O’Reilly wasn’t sure how to interpret that. Distances were vast in Canada, and he imagined that a short drive could mean anything.

He was relieved when the car pulled in behind a black sedan fifteen minutes after leaving the hotel. O’Reilly paid the driver and thanked him.

“Do you need me to stick around?” the driver said.

“That won’t be necessary,” O’Reilly said. “We’re not sure how long we’re going to be.”

“You’ve got my card. My dad was Irish, you know.”

“Mine too,” O’Reilly said.

This resulted in a look of confusion and O’Reilly decided that the Canadians didn’t really understand Irish humour.

O’Reilly knew that Emily Francis was thirty-two but the woman who answered the door looked much younger than that. It was clear that life in Canada had been good to her. He introduced himself and DC Owen and they were invited in. The house was small and clean, and it was clear that Emily and her husband didn’t have any children. There were none of the telltale signs that are unavoidable when there are kids in a house.

“Can I offer you some coffee?” Emily said.

She was a petite woman with black hair and blue eyes. She had fine features and pale skin. O’Reilly didn’t think she spent much time outside in the sun. He asked her if he could trouble her for some tea and she smiled.

“A man after my own heart. Lloyd thinks I’m an alien because I don’t drink coffee. Everyone in Canada drinks the stuff.”

She made the drinks and O’Reilly commented on her accent.

“I’ve always been like that,” Emily said. “My mother used to compare me to a chameleon, blending into any background. I suppose I blame my wretched childhood. It was necessary to be able to blend in. I had a Canadian accent within six months of moving here.”

“When was that?” DC Owen said.

“As soon as I’d completed my degree,” Emily said. “Which would have been about eleven years ago.”

“Why Canada?” O’Reilly said.

“I applied for jobs all over the world and the one in Canada was the first one to accept.”

“What do you do?” DC Owen said.

“Translation,” Emily said. “I studied in Paris, my degree was in French and there are thousands of French speakers here, especially in the east. I do mostly business contracts and legal stuff.”

O’Reilly sipped his tea. “Can I ask you what brought about your drastic change of heart?”

“What do you mean?”

“When I spoke to you on the phone, you hung up on me. What made you change your mind?”

“Derek,” Emily said. “He persuaded me to talk to you. He said you were a good person who was only looking out for the truth.”

“I’m looking for the truth,” O’Reilly said. “I don’t know about the first bit. Why were you in such a hurry to leave the island? Why did you get out of Guernsey at the first opportunity?”

“I couldn’t take it anymore,” Emily said.

“Derek told us it was something to do with your father,” DC Owen said.

“It was all about him.”

“Do you want to talk about it?” O’Reilly said.

“I’ve put it all behind me,” Emily said. “I haven’t even told Lloyd about the things that happened to me on that cursed island and I tell him everything.”

“Where is your husband?” DC Owen said.

“He had to pop into the office. He won’t be back until much later.”

“What happened, Emily?” DC Owen said.

“You’ve come a long way to speak to me,” Emily said. “You must think I can tell you something important.”

“We do,” O’Reilly confirmed. “Nothing you tell us will be repeated, unless you want it to be repeated. You have my word on that. Derek showed us the scar he got when he broke one of your father’s crystal glasses.”

“That was nothing compared to what that monster was capable of.”

“Tell us what happened,” DC Owen said.

“It was bad enough when Mum was still with us,” Emily said. “But it got much worse when she disappeared.”

“Disappeared?” O’Reilly said. “You don’t believe she left you?”

“Not for one second. That evil man did something to her.”

“What makes you think that?”

“I just know it. Mum wouldn’t have left us alone with him. She wouldn’t.”

O’Reilly wondered if this was a good time to break the news about the results of the DNA test. He decided that it needed to be done.

“I’m afraid we have bad news. Some human remains were dug up in the plot of land that once belonged to your father. There were three very old skeletons and they were all women. A DNA analysis showed that one of the women was your mother. She didn’t leave you – she was murdered and buried on your father’s land.”

Emily nodded thoughtfully.

“I’m sorry,” O’Reilly said.

“No. I think I’ve always known what happened to her. Does Derek know?”

“It was his DNA we used for comparison purposes,” DC Owen said.

“My father killed her, didn’t he?” Emily said.

“It’s highly likely that he did,” O’Reilly said. “It was reported that your dad died in a plane crash two years ago, wasn’t it?”

Emily let out a mirthless laugh and shook her head. “And you believe that?”

“No,” O’Reilly said. “I don’t believe it for a second. I think the report was fabricated by people your father associated with. I think he faked his death for reasons yet unknown.”

“I knew he was still alive. Do you want to know everything?”

“If you’re willing to tell us,” O’Reilly said. “We want to hear everything.”

“I know it’s not even lunchtime,” Emily said. “But would you mind if I poured myself something stronger than tea?”

“I have no objections to that.”

“This is the first time I’ve told anybody this, and I don’t think I can do it sober.”


CHAPTER THIRTY FIVE

DS Skinner was experiencing mixed emotions. What he felt now was a combination of abject horror and mild curiosity. He was deep into his research into ritual practices that involved the consumption of human brains and he couldn’t stop reading. The subject matter was abhorrent, but it had drawn him in, and he wondered if he was going to have disturbing dreams tonight.

The practice of consuming the brains of fellow human beings was nothing new. Cannibalistic urges had existed in human beings for centuries and according to the articles on the Internet, some of those practices were still going on today. There were some ancient tribes who believed that eating the brains of their enemies could make them stronger. Others believed that by ingesting a human brain, the soul and wisdom of the owner of the brain would pass into them. Some ancient cultures thought that brains were ideal receptacles for trapping spirits.

DS Skinner didn’t think this had any bearing on the recent investigation and he decided to change his search strategy. By including Free Masons in the task bar, the results were narrowed down considerably. According to the Internet, there were no documented cases of members of the secret society partaking in the consumption of human brains. There were instances where certain orders of the Masons had offered sacrifices to whatever higher powers they believed in but none of this featured eating brains.

DS Skinner rubbed his eyes and took a moment to think. He considered what they already knew. All of the victims were women, and all of them were relatively young. He sensed that this was important, but he didn’t know the exact significance yet.

He didn’t get the chance to dwell on it. DC Stone came in and sat down next to him.

“This brain stuff has got me baffled, Andy,” DS Skinner said. “There’s nothing on the net that is remotely similar to what we’ve seen here on the island. There are no documented cases of Free Masons partaking in the consumption of human brains.”

“Just because it’s not on the Internet,” DC Stone said. “It doesn’t mean it hasn’t happened. We rely too much on what we can find online. I think I might have something worth looking into. I got hold of someone at the AAIB and I asked them if they could take a look at the accident report for the plane that Frank Rowland was supposed to have died in.”

“And?”

“They promised to get back to me,” DC Stone said. “But they think there was definitely something not right about the report, and this is interesting – Alan Mitchell took early retirement very soon after he signed off on the report. He was the chief officer.”

“It could be a coincidence,” DS Skinner said.

“He was fifty-two, Sarge,” DC Stone said. “He still had at least a decade in him. I think he was paid to fabricate the report, and he got the hell off the island as soon as he could. I can’t find him anywhere.”

“That’s all well and good, but how does it help us progress with the investigation?”

“That plane crash is important,” DC Stone said. “I’m convinced that the surgeon is still alive, and I’m equally convinced that he lies at the heart of the investigation. Have you heard anything more from the DI?”

“Nothing. He’s certain he’s going to get something from the surgeon’s daughter though.”

“O’Reilly is rarely wrong. I’m going to keep plugging away at that accident report. The AAIB is far too big an operation to keep something like this covered up forever. I’m going to expose what happened after that alleged plane crash if it’s the last thing I do.”

“I’m done with brains,” DS Skinner said.

“Sarge?”

“That aspect of the investigation is making me feel a bit ill, Andy and I fail to comprehend how something like that can be allowed to happen in this day and age.”

“We live in a sick world, Sarge.”

DS Skinner admitted defeat and closed down his laptop. He left the office and went to find DCI Fish. He didn’t have much to report but he was curious how the DCI’s visit to the Harts went. DCI Fish was talking to someone in his office. DS Skinner waited for him to finish on the phone and brought him up to date on what he’d managed to find out about the consumption of human brains.

“Don’t lose hope,” DCI Fish said. “It was highly unlikely the Masons would advertise the fact on the Internet anyway.”

“I’m starting to wonder if we’re barking up the wrong tree, sir,” DS Skinner said.

“I don’t get that impression. And the reaction from Mike and Belinda Hart when I broached the topic was a curious one.”

“You asked them about the brains?”

“I mentioned what the cleaner had told us, and there was a spark of something there. I would like more than anything else to procure a warrant to search their property, but there’s nothing to justify it apart from the word of a cleaner who was recently fired. The CPS will not buy that. The brain angle is all speculation at this stage. We have nothing that points to the Harts.”

“Four bodies were found on their property, sir,” DS Skinner said. “We can’t ignore that.”

“And the excavation site has been gone through with a fine-toothed comb. We have nothing to justify searching their house.”

“How did they take it?” DS Skinner said. “When you mentioned the brains, I mean.”

“They were immediately on the defensive. Mr Hart even went so far as to play the do you know who I am card. In my experience, people like him only do that when they feel backed into a corner.”

“What’s the plan?”

“We keep plugging away at them,” DCI Fish said. “Is Andy still looking into the plane crash?”

“It’s bordering on obsessive. I’ve never seen him so animated. He’s determined to prove that the crash never happened. The chief officer of the AAIB retired very soon after he signed off on the accident report and Andy thinks he was paid a substantial amount of money. He’s not even on the island anymore but Andy refuses to give up.”

“We will get to the heart of this,” DCI Fish said. “O’Reilly is going to bring home some answers from Canada – he wouldn’t have gone to all that effort if he didn’t think it was going to help us.”


CHAPTER THIRTY SIX

Emily placed three bottles of Moosehead beer on the table and opened one of them. She took a long drink and looked at O’Reilly.

“At least now it doesn’t look like I’m drinking alone at lunchtime. Help yourself.”

O’Reilly obliged. Even though he was technically on duty, he didn’t think it would do any harm to join her. DC Owen left her beer untouched.

“My early childhood memories of my father are rather vague,” Emily said. “He just never seemed to be around. I suppose he was too busy making a name for himself as a surgeon to pay much attention to his daughter. Mum and I were close though. She was a wonderful woman. God knows what she ever saw in a monster like him.”

“He can’t have always been a monster,” DC Owen said. “Surely, she wouldn’t have married him if that was the case.”

“True. And we never went without. My father was always working, but he provided well for us.”

“When did things start to change?” O’Reilly said.

“When Derek was born. I was seven when he arrived and my father stopped seeing me.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“He had his son and heir,” Emily said. “I no longer existed. He had high hopes for Derek. Here was a boy who could carry on in his footsteps and keep his legacy going, but it soon became apparent that it wasn’t to be. Derek had no interest in surgery. No matter how much father badgered him, it was clear he wasn’t that way inclined.”

“Why do you think your father was so keen to see Derek follow in his footsteps?” DC Owen said.

“Because he was male. My father’s attitudes belonged in a bygone era. He was a firm believer that women were second rate citizens and only men could be trusted with certain responsibilities. I need another drink.”

“Take mine,” DC Owen offered.

Emily cracked open the beer and finished half of it in one long swig.

“I was eleven when he first used his fists on me. Derek had done something to irritate him. He was always doing it, and I stepped in to protect him. He was only four for goodness sake and father gripped his wrist so hard it was a miracle he didn’t break it.”

“What did he do to you?” O’Reilly said.

“Oh, he was clever. He knew where to hit me without leaving too much evidence behind. Have you ever been punched in the kidneys?”

“More than once,” O’Reilly said. “It hurts like hell.”

“That was the beginning of the end,” Emily said. “My mother saw it happen and it was right then that she started to make plans to get away from him.”

“Your mum was planning on leaving your dad?” DC Owen said.

“It was easier said than done. Mum didn’t work and she had no family left on the island. She had no access to money, other than what father gave her and if we were to disappear, it wasn’t going to come cheap. But she persevered and she started squirrelling cash away whenever she could. For Derek and me, it couldn’t come quickly enough. Father’s sadistic urges grew and he became crueller and crueller. He had this old bone drill. He picked it up during a conference in Switzerland and he was very proud of it. It had been found in the grounds of an old sanitorium in the Alps when the place was being converted to a hotel. Father loved that drill. He told us about its history and what it had been used for.”

“Was it a cranial drill?” O’Reilly said.

“It was. They were used in the old lunatic asylums to perform surgeries. It’s absolutely barbaric but father loved telling us all about the operations. Derek was five when I first caught Father trying to use the drill on him.”

“My God,” O’Reilly said.

“Things got worse after Mum left,” Emily said.

“Can you remember the details of that?” DC Owen said.

“I was thirteen and Derek was six. A week before, Mum had told us to hang in there. She’d saved enough money to get us off the island and we just had to hold on a bit. The last night I saw her, there was a massive argument. Mum and father were screaming and when I look back, armed with all the facts I think he’d found out about what she was planning.”

“What did your father have to say about her leaving?” O’Reilly said.

“He called us in at breakfast and told us that Mum had left us. He told us that there were going to be some changes in the house, and he made us get ready for school. We never saw Mum again.”

“Did you suspect your father?” DC Owen said. “Did you believe he was responsible for your mother’s disappearance?”

“Only much later on,” Emily said.

“I’m so sorry you had to go through that,” O’Reilly said.

Something occurred to him.

“Your mother’s remains were found along with the bones of two other women. Do you have any idea who the other women were?”

“I don’t think so,” Emily said.

“What about your mother’s friends?” DC Owen said.

“She didn’t have many. She wasn’t allowed friends. Hold on.”

“What is it?” O’Reilly said.

“I do remember something. There were two women who would sometimes come to the house when father wasn’t there. It was summer and I think they were French. They were on the island for the tourist season, working in one of the hotels.”

“Do you know their names?” DC Owen said.

“I think one of them was called Norma,” Emily said. “It was a long time ago.”

“Do you know if they were aware of your mother’s plans to leave your father?” O’Reilly said.

“They were. In fact, I think they were helping her with some of the details. Mum was planning on taking Derek and I to France and I’m sure these women were willing to help.”

“The night of the fight,” O’Reilly said. “The last time you saw your mother, can you remember if these women were there too?”

“I think they might have been. God, he killed them too, didn’t he?”

“It looks like it. Is there anything else you can remember about these women? They must have had people who would miss them.”

“Neither of them was married,” Emily said. “I remember that much, and I don’t think they were very old. Like I said, they weren’t islanders, and staff at the hotels came and went, so it probably wasn’t unusual for a couple of women not to show up for work again.”

“Can you tell us more about your father?” O’Reilly said.  

“It got worse,” Emily said. “After Mum left, it got a million times worse. Derek was a clumsy child, and he would often break things.”

“He showed me the scar he received after breaking a crystal glass,” O’Reilly said.

“I think he would have preferred the physical torture. The psychological stuff was far worse. Father had a vivid imagination when it came to doling out punishment and he would often play one of us off against the other. One time, Derek was imprisoned in the cupboard in father’s room for almost a week. He was given water but there was no food. He would have been locked up for longer, but I couldn’t stand it anymore, so I gave in to father’s demands.”

O’Reilly wasn’t sure if he wanted to know the rest, but he asked anyway.

“What did you father make you do? Was he sexually assaulting you?”

“God, no,” Emily said. “That wasn’t his style. Although that would probably have been preferable to what he actually did.”

“What did he do?” DC Owen said.

“Experiments, he called them. Diabolical experiments that always involved his precious drill. I need to use the bathroom.”


CHAPTER THIRTY SEVEN

“He has to be still alive, doesn’t he?” DC Owen said.

“We can’t ignore the drill, Katie,” O’Reilly said.

“What kind of father can do that to his children?”

“I’m struggling to comprehend it too.”

“What now?”

“I don’t think it will do any good to force Emily to go into more detail about the torture she and Derek were subjected to but it’s possible that she can give us more information about who he associated with. We’ll change tack a bit.”

Emily came back in and sat down.

“Sorry about that. Beer always goes right through me.”

“We’re so sorry for bringing up all these horrible memories,” O’Reilly said. “I know it can’t be easy for you to talk about it.”

“You really believe he’s still alive, don’t you?”

“We do. There are too many details about the plane crash that don’t add up. The location the plane was supposed to have gone down was nowhere near where they were supposed to be that day. We don’t know the significance of this, but we will find out. Your father was a heart surgeon. Was that his only speciality?”

“I didn’t know much about his job,” Emily said.

“That’s fine. Do you know if your father was ever involved with the island branch of the Free Masons? I appreciate that he probably wouldn’t have shared this with you, but do you recall if he ever held any meetings at your house? Specifically, meetings that were strictly men only.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Did you ever meet any of your father’s work colleagues?” DC Owen said. “Did he ever invite any of them to your house?”

“Not that I can remember,” Emily said. “He was a shrewd operator, and he didn’t want any of them to see what was happening at home.”

“About that,” O’Reilly said. “You and your brother attended school, didn’t you?”

Emily nodded.

“Didn’t any of the teachers suspect anything?”

“Father was extremely adept at making people fall for his charms. There was this one teacher who started to smell a rat. She was concerned about Derek’s bad behaviour in class, and she called father in for a meeting. He laid it on thick with her. Said it was a huge adjustment after Mum left and Derek’s attitude was sure to improve with time. He was a master manipulator and people fell for it. The man was a true psychopath. I did a lot of research when I first arrived in Canada, and I was shocked that he ticked all the possible boxes there are when diagnosing psychopathy. Will you protect Derek?”

“Why would you say that?” DC Owen said.

“If he’s still alive, Derek isn’t safe.”

“I don’t think you need to worry about that,” O’Reilly said. “The plane crash was two years ago. If your father was planning on hurting your brother, I think he would have done it by now. Do you have any photographs of your father?”

“Why would I have photographs of him?” Emily said.

“I thought you might have kept some photos from your childhood.”

“I did, but that monster isn’t in any of them.”

“You told us that you came to Canada after you graduated,” DC Owen said.

“That’s right,” Emily said.

“And you studied in Paris,” O’Reilly said. “Why didn’t you just remain in Paris?”

“Because it wasn’t far enough away from the island.”

“Did your father have influence in France?”

“He was a world-renowned surgeon.”

“And yet he stayed in Guernsey?” DC Owen said. “Do you know why he never left the island?”

“I told you,” Emily said. “I knew virtually nothing about his work.”

“Derek was only fourteen when you left for Canada,” O’Reilly said. “Is that right?”

“What are you trying to say?”

“I’m simply getting the facts straightened out.”

“Were you not worried about what your father would do to him without you there?” DC Owen said.

“I’d already been in Paris for three years,” Emily said. “And believe it or not, Father’s power over Derek diminished significantly without me around. There was nothing for him to threaten Derek with anymore. I’m suddenly feeling very tired.”

“We won’t keep you for much longer,” O’Reilly said. “What exactly did your father do with the cranial drill?”

“What do you think he did? He drilled into things.”

“Could you be more specific?” DC Owen said. “Did he use the drill on you?”

“What? Of course not, but he made me very much a part of it. The cats and dogs had to be alive, you see. They had to be alive when he drilled into their skulls, and I was the one who had to hold them down.”

“He experimented on animals?” O’Reilly said.

“He could hardly carry out those kinds of experiments on people, could he?”

“What kind of experiments are we talking about?”

“Are you sure you really want to know the details?”

“Try me,” O’Reilly said.

Emily picked up the bottle of beer and realised that it was empty. O’Reilly noticed that her hands were shaking.

“He drilled into their heads,” she said. “Those poor animals. His precious drill was old, and it took a lot of effort. When he got through the skulls, he would make me hold them really tight while he mashed up their brains.”

“Jesus,” O’Reilly said. “That must have been terrifying.”

“It wasn’t as bad as what happened next,” Emily said. “The brains were sucked out and kept in the refrigerator for a day or two. And then he forced me to eat them.”


CHAPTER THIRTY EIGHT

“Did you get what you wanted?” DC Owen asked O’Reilly.

He’d taken CO Southern’s advice, and they were sitting on a bench in High Park. It was midweek, during the working day but the park was busy. Dogwalkers and tourists alike were enjoying the colours on the Autumn trees.

“Not quite, Katie,” O’Reilly said. “I never would have seen the animal experiments coming in a million years.”

“Where do we go from here? In terms of the investigation, I mean.”

“It’s clear that the bastard surgeon is a seriously disturbed individual,” O’Reilly said. “And it’s possible that the experiments on the cats and dogs was a precursor for something much bigger.”

“He practiced on the animals before he moved on to human subjects?”

“It seems obvious to me. But what isn’t so clear is why he made Emily eat the brains. What purpose did that serve?”

“We need to get back to the island, don’t we?” DC Owen said.

“As soon as possible,” O’Reilly said. “But the return flight isn’t until Sunday. We’re booked at the hotel for another two nights. You know how expensive changing flights can be.”

“Not always,” DC Owen said. “Can’t we at least try? Do you have the booking details?”

O’Reilly took out his phone and gave her what she needed.

“The flights are non transferrable,” DC Owen said. “But there might be a way around that.”

“What about the hotel?” O’Reilly said.

“Probably not, but you can never tell. According to the website, there’s a flight out of Pearson tonight at ten. There’s a bit of a layover in Paris, but it get’s us to the island tomorrow morning at nine.”

“How is that physically possible? It took us eleven hours to get here.”

“Guernsey is five hours ahead of Toronto.”

“Right. I’m an idiot. Shall we see if we can get back to the island without breaking the bank then?”

Their first port of call was the airport. It was possible to change travel plans online, but DC Owen thought they’d have a better chance doing it face to face with a human being and O’Reilly agreed. He explained their predicament to the man behind the Air France information desk.

“Which flight did you want to change to?” the official said.

“The 10PM to Paris,” DC Owen said. “I already checked and there are seats available.”

“Let me just confirm that.”

He tapped the screen in front of him and nodded.

“Do you have the details of the flight you wish to cancel?”

DC Owen gave them to him.

“You could have done all of this online,” the man said.

“I don’t trust technology,” O’Reilly said. “What I mean is, I don’t understand it and I’d prefer someone like yourself to make sure everything is in order. You’re not going to charge me a fortune, are you?”

“Your original tickets were non-refundable.”

“Are you telling me I’m going to have to pay for another two tickets?” O’Reilly said.

“No,” the airline clerk said. “The return portion of your flight cannot be refunded but upon cancellation the ticket value can be used towards a future booking, subject to cancellation fees that is.”

“How much am I looking at?” O’Reilly said.

“Please bear with me.”

O’Reilly watched as his fingers tapped away at the screen.

“I knew this wasn’t going to work, Katie.”

The smile that appeared on the face of the Air France man surprised O’Reilly.

“Is something amusing?” he asked.

“All done. I’m afraid there’s going to be a small charge.”

“I knew it,” O’Reilly said. “Airlines are the biggest rip-off merchants around. I don’t know why people bother…”

“Four dollars,” the clerk interrupted.

“What?” O’Reilly said.

“The flight tonight is considerably cheaper than your original return flight, and with cancellation fees the balance is four dollars. Canadian.”

“Are you sure?”

“Pay it, sir,” DC Owen advised.

O’Reilly took out his credit card and handed it to the friendly Air France man. When the transaction was complete, he scrunched up the receipt and threw it in a nearby bin. He didn’t think it was worth the hassle of getting the four dollars back on expenses.

He wasn’t so lucky with the hotel, but it didn’t really faze him. The dour-faced receptionist told him that their policy didn’t allow for refunds at such short notice. O’Reilly asked her if the policy had an any objections to him going out and finding a couple of homeless people and letting them stay for two nights in a hotel that had been paid for.

“I’m afraid you can’t do that, sir,” the receptionist said.

“Why the devil not?” O’Reilly said. “I’ve paid for another two nights, with breakfast. Surely, if I want someone else to enjoy that, I’m well within my rights to do so.”

“The rooms are non-transferrable.”

“Madness,” O’Reilly said. “We’ll just grab our bags, and we’ll be on our way.”

“There’s still the outstanding restaurant bill,” the receptionist said.

“Take it out of the money for the two nights we won’t be staying at your fine establishment. Come on, Katie. We have to get back to the airport.”

“You’re probably going to get into trouble for that,” DC Owen said in the taxi twenty minutes later. “You left a hotel without paying the bill.”

“Tell someone who gives a flying feck, Katie. That receptionist was unreasonable.”

“It’s company policy, sir.”

“Nonsense. The customer is always right. I don’t know about you, but I’ll be glad to get back to the island.”

Three and a half thousand miles away, a young woman was experiencing the most terrifying few minutes of her life. There was no pain, but she thought it would be better if there was. She was aware of the cranial drill as it bored into her forehead, and the lack of any physical sensation was truly horrific. As it made its way inwards the lights inside her head were switched off, one by one. Memories were obliterated in seconds, and her senses vanished until all that was left was absolute blackness.


CHAPTER THIRTY NINE

It was almost lunchtime when O’Reilly got to work the next day. The flight from Paris had been delayed due to engine problems and they hadn’t landed on the island until half-ten, an hour and a half over schedule. His first port of call was his office. He needed a decent cup of tea in his belly.

He’d no sooner switched on the kettle than there was a knock on the door and DC Stone came into the office.

“Andy,” he said. “How did you know I was back?”

“Katie, sir,” DC Stone said. “She told the DCI you’d changed your flights.”

“Is there something you need me for?” O’Reilly said. “I’ve just flown halfway around the world, and I need a cup of tea.”

“Canada isn’t halfway around the world. Did you get anything from the surgeon’s daughter?”

“Enough. All will be revealed in the briefing. What about you? Is there anything I need to know?”

“That’s why I’m here, sir,” DC Stone said. “It’s looking more and more likely that the plane crash never happened. I’ve been liaising with the AAIB and it’s quite clear that the report was false. They’ll be launching an internal investigation into it actually, for what it’s worth. The officer in charge at the time is long gone. Alan Mitchell disappeared not long after he put his signature to the report.”

“He was paid handsomely, wasn’t he?”

“I think he was,” DC Stone said. “He makes it look like Frank Rowland was killed in a plane crash, he’s paid well for it and he makes himself scarce. I still don’t know how it was allowed to happen. Surely, he wasn’t the only investigator in the AAIB.”

“No,” O’Reilly said. “But he was the one calling the shots. He held the power and that means he was in a position to bury certain facts.”

“Too many things have been buried on the island recently,” DC Stone said.

“Very true. If there’s nothing else, I’d quite like to enjoy my tea in peace.”

“I just thought you’d want to know what was going on.”

“I’ll catch up at the briefing.”

O’Reilly realised he hadn’t let Victoria know he was back early. He picked up his phone and brought up her number.

“Liam,” she answered. “Isn’t it the middle of the night over there?”

“I’m back on the island,” he said. “We got what we needed, and I didn’t see any point in staying in Canada for longer than necessary.”

“Was it that bad?”

“I won’t be in any hurry to go back. How are you?”

“All good here,” Victoria said. “I’d better go – we’ve got a bit of a situation at the shop.”

“Nothing serious, I hope.”

“It’s the new guy,” Victoria said. “Simon. We’ve been having a bit of shrinkage. Nothing major, but the CCTV footage caught him helping himself to some of the stock.”

“Give him his marching orders,” O’Reilly said.

“That’s exactly what I said to Tommy, but he wants to give him another chance.”

“Do you want me to have a word?”

“Tommy won’t thank you for it.”

“I wasn’t talking about Tommy. I can have a friendly chat with the thief. He needs to be got shot of. If he can do it once, he’ll do it again.”

“We’ll figure something out,” Victoria said. “I’d better go.”

“I’ll see you at home later.”

He sipped his tea and smiled. He thought Tommy must be going soft in his old age. A few years ago, he wouldn’t have hesitated before sacking someone on the spot for stealing. The tea tasted good and he savoured it. The trip to Canada hadn’t really given them much in terms of the investigation. He knew that Frank Rowland was a despicable human being but all they’d really learned from the surgeon’s daughter was the extent of his barbarity. O’Reilly wasn’t sure how Emily’s story was going to move them forwards.

He finished the tea and made his way to the briefing room. He was the last to arrive and he apologised for keeping them all waiting.

“Liam,” DCI Fish said. “It really isn’t necessary for you and Katie to be here. You’ve had two long flights in a short space of time. Nobody will blame you if you want to go home and get some rest.”

“I did that on the plane, Tom,” O’Reilly said. “Both ways. What have I missed? Andy told me about the reopening of the Frank Rowland plane crash investigation.”

“It’s looking highly likely that the surgeon is still very much alive,” DCI Fish said. “Andy, could you give us an update.”

“With pleasure, sir,” DC Stone said. “I spoke to someone in the AAIB and I asked them to take a look at the 2017 investigation report. I pointed out the discrepancies in the flight path and the possibility that the witness statements were false, and he offered to take another look at the report. He completely agrees with me. The entire report is a joke. And when we add the fact that the chief officer at the time has conveniently disappeared off the face of the earth, it looks even more suspicious. Alan Mitchell resigned shortly after he signed off on the report and nobody in the AAIB has heard from him since.”

“The bastard surgeon is still alive,” O’Reilly said.

“What about the pilot?” DC Owen said.

“That’s a damn good question,” O’Reilly said. “We’ve been focusing on the surgeon. He wasn’t alone on that plane. What do we know about the man who was flying the thing?”

“I didn’t think about him,” DC Stone said.

“Could you do something about that please? It wasn’t just Frank Rowland who disappeared that day. We need to know more about the pilot.”

“We know his name was Gregory Anstell,” DS Skinner remembered.

“And that’s all we know about the man,” O’Reilly said. “Find out more about him.”

“I’ll do some digging, sir,” DC Stone said.

“We drew a blank with the brain angle,” DCI Fish said. “We couldn’t find anything to hint on anything like it on the net.”

“Why would you?” O’Reilly said. “People who dine on human brains are hardly likely to advertise the fact. It happened, and it’s still happening today.”

“Emily told us something pretty disgusting,” DC Owen said. “Her father involved her in his experiments. He used a cranial drill to bore into the heads of cats and dogs and then he would extract the brains. He made her eat them.”

“That’s disgusting,” DC Stone said.

“I believe he was building up to something even more disgusting, Andy,” O’Reilly said.

“Human brains,” DC Stone said and shivered.

“Emily also gave us something to go on regarding the other women who were buried with her mother,” O’Reilly said. “There were two French women there that summer. Both of them were working at one of the hotels for the season, and they would sometimes come to the house. They were there the night that Emily’s mother disappeared, and it’s the only logical explanation why nobody missed them. Seasonal workers come and go, and it’s not unusual for hotel staff to not show up for work. It looks like Frank Rowland decided to kill two birds with one stone. He eliminated his wife and he got two more human brains into the bargain.”

“Is it worth following up on the French women?” DS Skinner asked.

“No,” O’Reilly said. “Not now. Our priority is finding Frank Rowland. He’s behind the recent murders and he needs to be stopped. My Irish gut is telling me that he’s not working alone, and he also still has ties to the Free Masons. That’s why we have to keep putting pressure on Mr and Mrs Hart.”

“I paid them a visit yesterday,” DCI Fish said. “And their reaction when I hit them with the human brain thing was as suspicious as it gets. It might be an idea to have another chat with the cleaner.”

“It can’t hurt,” O’Reilly agreed. “I also want to go and have another word with Derek Rowland.”

“What for?” DC Stone said.

“Because the story we got from his sister ended when she left the island,” O’Reilly said. “Derek was left here with his father, and I want to know what else he can tell us about the bastard surgeon.”


CHAPTER FORTY

O’Reilly didn’t even get the chance to leave the building. DS Skinner caught his attention and got his breath back.

“What’s wrong with you?” O’Reilly said.

“I’m out of shape, sir,” DS Skinner said. “It looks like we’ve got another victim. I wanted to catch you before you left.”

“Damn it.”

“She was found by her boyfriend when he returned home from a trip to England.”

“Has Jim Peters been informed?”

“He has,” DS Skinner said. “The victim has been taken to the Princess Elizabeth.”

“What?” O’Reilly said.

“She’s still alive, sir. I have no idea what it means, but she was left alive.”

Fifteen minutes later O’Reilly and DC Owen got out of the car at the hospital, and they headed for the entrance.

“Why did he leave her alive?” DC Owen said.

She yawned a rather obvious yawn.

“Are you OK?” O’Reilly said.

“I’m knackered, sir. I didn’t sleep a wink on the plane.”

“You don’t have to be here. Nobody will object if you were to go home to get some rest.”

“I’ll be fine. I want to see why he left her alive.”

“Me too. This could be the breakthrough we’ve been waiting for. I hope to God she’s up to talking to us.”

It didn’t take long to understand that the woman who’d been brought in with the hole in her forehead wouldn’t be telling them anything anytime soon, if ever. O’Reilly had to ask the doctor who’d come to speak to them to repeat himself when he’d explained why they were probably not going to get anything out of her.

“She’s suffered massive brain trauma,” Dr Waller told him. “We’re going to need to do more tests, but early indications are that she sustained serious damage to the frontal lobe of the brain. In fact, the injuries she’s sustained are not dissimilar to that of a full-frontal lobotomy, albeit a rather crude one.”

“How bad is the damage?” DC Owen said.

“It’s serious. Like I say, we’ll need to do more tests, but it’s likely that the nerve pathways between the frontal lobe and the rest of the brain were permanently severed, and this will have resulted in profound brain damage.”

“Is she going to make it?” O’Reilly said.

“It’s difficult to say,” Dr Waller said. “She’s breathing on her own, but she’s totally unresponsive to any outside stimuli. I’m afraid this is unlikely to change.”

“Are you telling us that she’s brain dead?” O’Reilly said.

“It’s possible. I’m sorry – if you were hoping to find out what happened, she isn’t going to be the one to tell you.”

O’Reilly thanked him and asked him to let him know if there was any change in the woman’s condition.

“Just one more thing,” he added.

“Of course.”

“Was her brain intact?”

“Intact?”

“Were there any indications that any part of her brain was removed?” O’Reilly elaborated.

“Not that I could see,” Dr Waller said.

“He was interrupted.”

“Excuse me?”

“Nothing,” O’Reilly said. “Thank you for speaking to us.”

The victim’s name was Rachel Hove, and she lived with her boyfriend in St Martin. O’Reilly was convinced that Rachel wasn’t left alive intentionally – he was sure that someone interrupted the proceedings before her attacker had the chance to extract her brain and he sensed that this was definitely going to be the breakthrough they’d been waiting for.

The officers first on the scene had worked quickly and it was quite clear where the action had taken place. A cordon had been set up around the entire property. The house was a two-bedroomed place in an estate of identical properties. There wasn’t much space between the houses and O’Reilly thought that it was a risky place to carry out the operation Rachel Hove had been subjected to.

“They’ve got cameras, sir,” DC Owen said.

She pointed to them. There was a CCTV camera above the front door and another one pointing at the driveway in front of the single garage.

“This is going to get us a step closer to him, Katie,” O’Reilly said. “This crime scene is all wrong.”

“It looks like they’ve done a great job of securing it.”

“That wasn’t what I meant. These houses are built right on top of each other. There are cameras everywhere. Why did he do it here? Why not wait for her to go out, abduct her and take her somewhere where he could work in peace? We’re going to catch him because of this.”

DI Peters emerged from the house and walked over when he spotted them.

“Liam. We’ve barely started in there. I came out to fetch some more Bluestar.”

“What’s that when it’s at home?” O’Reilly said.

“Think of it as an advanced version of luminol. We’ve got some suspicious stains that I’m convinced are blood spatters, and I’m also certain they didn’t come from the victim. Luminol can play havoc with the DNA in a blood sample, but Bluestar allows us to recover a viable DNA profile.”

“Why would you think the blood isn’t the victim’s?” DC Owen said.

“Because I arrived before she was taken away,” DI Peters said. “And the only injury she sustained was the one to her forehead. That would not have resulted in the pattern of blood I found. If I were to hazard a guess, I would say the blood was the result of a nosebleed. Someone tried to clean it up, but they didn’t do a very good job of it.”

“Are you sure it’s recent?” O’Reilly said.

“It has to be. The bleach that was used to try and clean it is still wet. Why bother to clean something up if it’s not yours?”

“You should be a detective, Jim,” O’Reilly said. “Can we go and take a look?”

“I’d rather you didn’t. I’ve got a strong feeling that this is a defining point in the investigation, and I need to be one hundred percent on form in there. No distractions and no mistakes. I’ll let you know when I’m done.”

“Good man,” O’Reilly said. “Katie and I can speak to the boyfriend in the meantime. Do you know where he went.”

“I think he’s with a neighbour,” DI Peters said.

“Grand. Let me know what you find.”


CHAPTER FORTY ONE

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen DI Peters so intense,” DC Owen said.

“Everyone is a bit on edge, Katie,” O’Reilly said. “This case has affected all of us in different ways and we all want the monster responsible caught. We will catch him – it’s only a matter of time.”

“Don’t forget about the CCTV cameras.”

“I haven’t forgotten them,” O’Reilly said. “One step at a time. Let’s see what the boyfriend can tell us.”

His name was Nick Martin and O’Reilly thought he looked to be somewhere in his mid-twenties. O’Reilly introduced himself and DC Owen and told him they needed to ask him a few questions.

“Is there any news?” Nick said. “About Rachel, I mean.”

“Not yet,” O’Reilly said. “We’ve just come from the hospital and there is no change in her condition. Were you the one who found her?”

Nick nodded. “I didn’t know what was going on at first. She was sitting on a chair in the kitchen, and it was only when I got closer that I realised she’d been tied to it. I wondered if we’d been robbed.”

“That was your first thought?” O’Reilly said.

“What else was I supposed to think?”

“Carry on. What did you do then?”

“I saw the injury to her head,” Nick said. “And I had no idea what had happened.”

“What time was this?” DC Owen said. “When did you get home?”

“Not long before I phoned you. Probably about noon.”

“Where were you?” O’Reilly said. “Where did you go?”

“I had a reunion thing in Bristol. A school thing.”

“You seem a bit young to attend a school reunion.”

“It was a ten-year reunion,” Nick said. “And I’m twenty-six.”

“When you got home,” O’Reilly said. “Did you notice anyone strange hanging around?”

“Not that I remember,” Nick said. “Although we’ve only recently moved here and we don’t know all the neighbours yet.”

“Let’s go back to the scene in the kitchen. You untied Rachel and called the police. Is that correct?”

“Pretty much.”

“And you assumed it was a burglary. Did you notice if anything was missing?”

“I didn’t check, no.”

“Why not?”

“Because my girlfriend was half-dead,” Nick said. “It didn’t cross my mind.”

“Alright. Did you try to help Rachel?”

“Of course I tried to help her. She was barely moving and I knew that something was terribly wrong. Did you see her head?”

“No,” O’Reilly said. “Do your CCTV cameras work?”

“What?”

“You have cameras at the front of the property,” DC Owen said. “Are they in operation?”

“They work, yes,” Nick said.

“Do you have cameras at the back?” O’Reilly said.

“We have one looking onto the garden.”

“That’s grand. We’ll need that footage.”

PC Woodbine came into the room. “Sorry to interrupt, sir. Can I have a word outside.”

“By all means,” O’Reilly said.

He stood up and followed the giant PC outside.

“What is it?”

“We might have something, sir,” PC Woodbine said. “We’ve been conducting a house-to-house and one of the neighbours mentioned something about seeing someone in the early hours of this morning.”

“Did the neighbour get a good look at this person?”

“It looked like a man,” PC Woodbine said. “And he was carrying a bag.”

“Get the details of the neighbour,” O’Reilly said. “We’ll speak to them when we’re finished here.”

“He’s asked if he can be kept out of it.”

“What the devil is that supposed to mean?”

“I don’t know, sir. But I got the feeling that the neighbour isn’t telling us everything.”

“Speak English, man. For feck’s sake – we’re in the middle of a murder investigation and you’re talking gibberish. Tell the neighbour not to go anywhere.”

“I don’t think you’ll get anything out of him by getting aggressive, sir.”

“I’ll be the judge of that. You do your job and let me do mine.”

When he went back inside Nick Martin was bawling his eyes out. DC Owen sat opposite and O’Reilly thought the expression on her face was one of indifference.

“Where were we?” he said.

“When can I go and see Rachel?” Nick sobbed.

“Not for a while,” O’Reilly said.

“I had nothing to do with what happened to her. I wasn’t even here. You can check my flight details if you have to.”

“We’ll do that,” O’Reilly said. “How many people knew about the reunion?”

“A few.”

“Could you elaborate on that?” DC Owen said.

“I told some of the people I work with,” Nick said.

“Where do you work?” O’Reilly said.

“I’m a broker.”

“You work in finance?”

Nick nodded. “I work for one of the big five.”

“I have no idea what that means,” O’Reilly said.

“It’s an industry term. There are five main stock brokerages in St Peter Port.”

“Interesting. Do you know a man by the name of Mike Hart?”

“Mr Hart is my direct superior,” Nick said. “How did you know that?”

“It’s a small island. I think we’ve covered everything.”


CHAPTER FORTY TWO

The bizarre conversation with PC Woodbine was still fresh in O’Reilly’s head and he was curious about the neighbour. He claimed to have seen something, but he’d asked if he could be left out of it. O’Reilly needed to clarify what he meant by that.

Norman King was a nervous looking man with eyes that were never still. His age was difficult to gauge – he could be anywhere between thirty and fifty and his personal hygiene left a lot to be desired. His hair looked like it hadn’t been washed in weeks, his teeth hadn’t seen a dentist in decades and the stale odour coming from him suggested he didn’t change his clothes very often.

O’Reilly explained who they were and asked him if they could talk outside in the back garden. He didn’t think he could handle the stench inside the house for long. Norman didn’t offer them anything to drink and O’Reilly wouldn’t have accepted anything anyway.

“Do you know why we’re here?” he asked.

“I don’t want to get involved,” Norman said.

“I’m afraid that’s not up to you. You told one of my colleagues that you saw something last night. A woman was attacked in her house. She was seriously injured and we need to ask questions.”

“Is she going to be alright?”

“She’s still not out of the woods yet.”

“Do you know Rachel?” DC Owen said.

Norman giggled and his face flushed red.

“Is something funny?” O’Reilly said.

“No,” Norman said.

“Tell us what you think you saw?” O’Reilly said.

“I don’t want to get into trouble.”

“Why would you get into trouble?” DC Owen said.

Norman giggled again and gave her a shy smile. She didn’t smile back.

“Katie,” O’Reilly said. “Could you give us a minute please?”

“With pleasure,” she said.

She got up and went inside the house. Soon afterwards the sound of a door closing could be heard.

“She’s pretty,” Norman said.

“Talk to me, Norman,” O’Reilly said. “It’s just us two men now. Tell me what you think you saw.”

“Am I in trouble?”

“Why do you keep asking that? Do you know something about what happened to Rachel?”

“No. I didn’t hurt her. I would never hurt her. I like her.”

“I don’t have time for games, Norman. There is a violent attacker out there and I can’t afford to waste time with your nonsense.”

“I was watching,” Norman said. “Through the window. Please don’t tell.”

“Why were you watching through the window?” O’Reilly said. “It’s not the first time you’ve done this, is it?”

The shake of the head was subtle, but O’Reilly picked up on it.

“Nick will hurt me.”

“Nick isn’t going to hurt you, Norman. Talk to me.”

“He will,” Norman said. “He told me he would. He said if it happens again, he’ll come and beat me up.”

“I’ll make sure he doesn’t do that. Do you make a habit of peeking into Rachel’s window?”

“She’s pretty.”

“That’s irrelevant,” O’Reilly said. “It’s not a very nice thing to do, and it could get you into trouble.”

“They can’t see you when the light is on inside,” Norman said out of the blue.

“Who can’t see you?” O’Reilly said.

“The women. I learned that. You can see them, but they can’t see you.”

“OK,” O’Reilly said. “Let’s shift your peeping Tom antics to the side for now. Tell me what you saw?”

“She was in the kitchen,” Norman said. “I like to watch her when she’s in the kitchen.”

“Can you remember what time it was?”

“Late. Or early, I don’t know. After midnight anyway.”

“Was she alone?” O’Reilly said. “Was Rachel alone in the kitchen?”

“There was someone there. He must have come from the front.”

“Why would you think that?”

“Because I was watching at the back,” Norman said. “I would have seen him.”

“Did you see the man’s face?”

“He was wearing a mask.”

“What kind of mask?” O’Reilly said.

“Like the doctors wear.”

“A surgical mask?”

Norman nodded.

“What did this man do?”

“I couldn’t see properly,” Norman said. “Rachel was on a chair, and he was leaning close to her.”

“What do you think he was doing?”

“I thought that Nick would come and beat him up. He wasn’t supposed to be doing that to her, was he?”

“Definitely not,” O’Reilly said. “Is there anything you can tell me about this man? How old do you think he was?”

“I couldn’t tell. But he had super vision.”

“He had what?”

“Super vision. He wasn’t supposed to be able to see me because the light was on inside, but he could. He looked right at me. And then he left.”

“What did you do then?” O’Reilly said.

“I ran home,” Norman said. “I ran and I locked the doors.”

“Did you not think to go and see if Rachel was alright? Maybe phone the police.”

“I didn’t want to get into trouble. Will I be in trouble?”

“If it were under any other circumstances,” O’Reilly said. “I would have you arrested and hauled in, but I don’t think that’ll do anyone any good at all. Stay away from women’s windows, alright? Because next time I may not be so charitable. That’s all for now.”

“Will you tell anyone?”

“I’ll tell anyone I damn well like,” O’Reilly said. “Sort yourself out. And for God’s sake take a bath. And perhaps book an appointment with a dentist.”


CHAPTER FORTY THREE

“What a creepy man,” DC Owen said.

They were finally on their way to Derek Rowland’s house in Le Villocq. O’Reilly had made DCI Fish aware of the connection between the recent victim’s boyfriend and Mike Hart, and the DCI had promised to follow up on it.

“I got the impression that he’s harmless, Katie,” he said. “He’s a classic peeping Tom, but he didn’t strike me as the type to take it any further than that. He seemed to like you.”

“Urgh. What a horrible thought. He should be locked up.”

“Prison won’t change someone like Norman,” O’Reilly said. “Don’t worry, I made him very much aware that his sick hobby will not be tolerated.”

“Andy couldn’t find the pilot anywhere,” DC Owen said. “He called me while you were having a chat with Norman no-mates back there.”

“How deep did Andy dig?”

“Deep enough. He contacted Gregory Anstill’s family and some of his colleagues and all of them are under the impression that he went down with the plane.”

“They could be lying.”

“All of them?” DC Owen said. “What if we’ve been wrong about this? What if that plane really did go down where the report said it did? What if the Frenchmen on the ship really did see it crash into the sea?”

“It shouldn’t have been anywhere near Hurd’s Deep,” O’Reilly said. “There’s no explanation for why it went down there.”

“Maybe there is. Maybe the explanation went down with the plane. It’s worth considering.”

“And consider it we will,” O’Reilly said. “But not right now. It looks like Derek is home.”

There was a white car parked in the driveway. O’Reilly parked in front of it.

Derek didn’t seem surprised to see them. He invited them in and offered them something to drink.

“No thanks,” O’Reilly said. “We’d like to ask some more questions about your father, if that’s alright?”

“I’ve told you everything I know,” Derek said.

“I don’t think you have. You were fourteen when Emily left for Canada. She sends her regards, by the way.”

“We saw her yesterday,” DC Owen said.

“You went to Canada?” Derek said.

“It wasn’t really my cup of tea,” O’Reilly said. “She’s an amazing woman. She went through some terrible things when she was young, but she seems to have come out of it remarkably well. She told us a lot about the torture you and she were subjected to.”

“What do you need from me then?”

“I want to know about after Emily left,” O’Reilly said. “That must have been tough.”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“I find this particularly unpleasant too, but unfortunately, I intend to get to the bottom of it, and I have to ask these questions. You were fourteen when your big sister left you with your sadistic father. That must have been difficult.”

“It’s something I prefer to keep in the past.”

“The past has a nasty habit of coming back to bite you sometimes. Did you know that your father forced Emily to participate in experiments?”

“I was aware of them, yes.”

“Did you ever take part?” DC Owen said. “Did he force you to do the things he made Emily do?”

“You’re referring to the animals?” Derek said.

“Correct,” O’Reilly said. “He used his cranial drill on them. Why do you think he did that?”

“He was a sick, depraved monster.”

“No,” O’Reilly said. “There’s more to it than that. There was method in his madness. We believed he was practicing – honing his craft before he moved up a gear.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“I think you do. Your nose is bleeding?”

Derek put a hand to his nose and looked at it. There were spots of blood on his fingers.

“I need to get some tissue.”

He left the room and O’Reilly heard his footsteps as he went upstairs.

“He seems nervous,” DC Owen said.

“I sensed that too,” O’Reilly said. “He’s hiding something, and I want to know what he’s hiding.”

“Rachel Hove was left alone all night, wasn’t she? The witness saw her attacker just after midnight and her boyfriend only returned home at noon today. That means she was left tied to the chair for hours. She must have been terrified.”

“I’m afraid Rachel won’t have felt anything, Katie,” O’Reilly said. “She was left brain dead, and she will have been incapable of conscious thought. That’s something at least. It sounds like Derek is coming back.”

Frank Rowland’s son sat back down. There was a piece of tissue in his left nostril.

“Have you had nosebleeds before?” O’Reilly said.

“I had them all the time when I was a kid,” Derek said. “Not so much in recent years, but I do get the occasional one, especially when there’s a change in the weather on the cards.”

“You live alone, don’t you?” O’Reilly said.

“It’s not a crime, is it?”

“Not at all. Do you know a woman by the name of Rachel Hove?”

“I don’t know anybody by that name.”

“Are you sure?” DC Owen said.

“Definitely. Who is she?”

“Did you go out at all last night?” O’Reilly said.

“I stayed in all night,” Derek said.

“All night?”

“All night.”

“I don’t suppose you have any way of confirming this?” O’Reilly said. “Did you perhaps log into your computer? Maybe you spoke to someone on the phone.”

“I did neither of those things. I watched television until about eleven and I went to bed.”

“What did you watch?” DC Owen said.

“How am I supposed to remember that?”

“Never mind,” O’Reilly said. “You didn’t go out at all then?”

“No.”

“Would you object to a search of your property?”

“Why would you want to search my house?” Derek said.

“I can’t go into the details.”

“Then I’m not going to let you search my house. Am I suddenly a suspect?”

“You were always a suspect, Mr Rowland,” O’Reilly said. “When we spoke to you after the woman was found up by the Doyle Monument, you showed us your GoPro. You said you’d been for a run in the southwest of the island. Do you still have that footage?”

“It’s since been deleted.”

“What’s the point of recording, if you’re going to delete the footage?” DC Owen said.

“The footage wasn’t very good. It’s my GoPro and I’m well within my rights to delete any footage I want. I’m getting tired of your questions.”

“That’s unfortunate,” O’Reilly said. “Because there are plenty more where they came from. We’ll keep those for another time though. We’ve outstayed our welcome. Just one more thing. A woman was attacked at her home in St Martin last night. Her attacker got away, but not before being seen by a witness. The woman also had CCTV cameras everywhere. A team of tech geeks is going through the footage as we speak, and you’d be amazed what those guys can do. We’ll leave you to whatever it was you were doing before we interrupted. You might want to get some fresh tissue too – the blood is coming through.”


CHAPTER FORTY FOUR

“Give me some good news,” O’Reilly said.

He wasn’t optimistic. The faces of the officers inside the briefing room didn’t inspire hope.

“The cleaner seems to have vanished into thin air, sir,” DC Stone said.

“I said good news, Andy. How hard have you tried to find her?”

“As hard as I can, sir. The number I was given for her is no longer in service and the address she gave you was a fake. It’s a house that belongs to an elderly couple and they’ve never heard of a cleaner called Samantha.”

“Why would she give you a false address?” DS Skinner said.

“It beats me, Will,” O’Reilly said.

“Perhaps she’s scared of what the Harts will do to her if she talks to us,” DCI Fish said.

“She’s already spoken to us,” O’Reilly said. “And she wasn’t fazed then. There’s only one explanation for this. The only possible reason for her to give us dud details is because she’s no more a cleaner than any of you.”

“What are you saying, Liam?” DCI Fish said.

“I’m saying that her story about the Masonic soirees and tubs of brain matter was a load of claptrap.”

“Who would make up such an elaborate story?” DS Skinner said.

“Somebody who has been paid well to do so. With the benefit of hindsight, it makes sense. Her little outburst when she was asked to clean the downstairs bathroom was a bit excessive. I believe she did that for our benefit, Katie.”

“I think so too now,” DC Owen said. “It was a bit OTT. She flung her apron at Belinda Hart as though she’d been asked to clean the toilet with her tongue. It was all an act.”

“Why?” DCI Fish said. “What’s the point?”

“Mr and Mrs Hart are involved in this, Tom,” O’Reilly said. “Perhaps they introduced the phoney cleaner to muddy the waters.”

“She told you about the brains in the fridge, sir,” DC Stone reminded him.

“Exactly, Andy. And what use is that information? From an evidential perspective it’s as useful as an armless man in a tug of war competition.”

“Mr and Mrs Hart have to be our prime suspects,” DCI Fish said.

“Agreed,” O’Reilly said. “And I’m starting to smell something a bit off about Derek Rowland. The son of the bastard surgeon has moved further up the list. He’s blown hot and cold since the very start, and it makes me suspicious when that happens. I’m yet to get the measure of young Mr Rowland but I know for a fact that he isn’t what he seems.”

“Did you ask him about Rachel Hove?” DCI Fish said.

“I did. He claims not to know her, and he has no alibi for last night. I appreciate that the man lives alone and that puts him at a slight disadvantage in the alibi stakes but he’s most certainly a person of interest in this investigation.”

“Where do you suggest we go next?” DCI Fish said. “From what I can see, the investigation is lacking any definite direction.”

“I disagree,” O’Reilly said. “We’re just drifting a bit, waiting for the wind to pick up again. The breeze is coming – we just need to be patient.”

“As much as I admire your optimism,” DCI Fish said. “And your sailing analogies, we really have nothing do we? We have suspects but that’s all they are. There is nothing connecting them to any of the crimes. Everything is circumstantial at best. We need a smoking gun.”

“Or a cranial drill,” DC Owen said.

“Can’t we get authorisation to search the Hart’s place?” DC Stone said. “Same goes with the surgeon’s son.”

“Not without justifiable cause, Andy,” DCI Fish said. “We’ve got nothing to give the CPS.”

“There are ways around that, Tom,” O’Reilly said.

“I will not have this conversation with you again, Liam.”

“I wasn’t aware that we’d had it before.”

“No,” DCI Fish said. “The answer is no.”

“On that note,” O’Reilly said. “I’m all for calling it a day. Once more, we’re playing the waiting game and we’re going over old ground and getting the same results. Forensics won’t have anything for us until tomorrow at the earliest – same with the tech team busy analysing Rachel Hove’s CCTV footage. Whatever secrets these bastards are keeping buried will still be buried in the morning.”

“I’ve got no objections,” DC Owen said. “Those two long flights have worn me out.”

“I could do with an early night too,” DC Stone said.

“Tomorrow it is then,” DS Skinner decided.

“That’s settled,” O’Reilly said. “I’ll see you all bright-eyed and bushy-tailed in the morning.”

“Can I have a quick word before you go?” DCI Fish said to O’Reilly.

“Shoot.”

“In private please.”

The others quickly got the hint and left the briefing room.

“What’s on your mind, Tom?” O’Reilly said.

“I was called in to CO Southern’s office earlier,” DCI Fish said. “She has some concerns about the unorthodox dynamic we have going here.”

“Unorthodox dynamic?” O’Reilly repeated. “What does that even mean?”

“It’s come to her attention that there is no specific hierarchy within the team, especially where investigations are concerned.”

“She’s talking out of her arse. She’s been here five minutes.”

“You know as well as everyone else that I’m happy to take a back seat in an investigative situation. You’re far more experienced than I am and it works, but CO Southern would like to see a more traditional approach.”

“Even if it has a detrimental effect on the investigation?” O’Reilly said.

“She’s the boss, Liam. I’m not suggesting for one minute that we change the way we work, but I am suggesting that we at least make it appear that that’s what we’re doing.”

“You sneaky bastard.”

“I’m still learning. I think that covers everything, don’t you?”

“Definitely,” O’Reilly said. “Thanks for the chat. See you in the morning.”


CHAPTER FORTY FIVE

As O’Reilly made his way across the island to Vazon he was aware of a bad smell inside the car. It was a pungent, floral odour with a stale afterbite, like the tang of old perfume. He pulled into the car park of a supermarket and turned to the back seat. The bunch of flowers he’d bought for Victoria had been festering there for days now. He got out of the car and opened the back door. He picked up the rotten bouquet and deposited them in the nearest bin. He debated whether to buy some more while he was at the supermarket but decided not to. He didn’t have much luck where flowers were concerned, and he wasn’t going home empty handed anyway. A T-shirt had caught his eye at the airport in Toronto, and he knew that Victoria would love it.

He arrived home ten minutes later. He dumped his suitcase inside the door and went to find his wife. Victoria was looking at something on her phone in the living room. The three cats were snuggling closely on the single seater. O’Reilly walked over and kissed Victoria on the top of the head.

“Am I glad to see you.”

“Is everything OK?”

“Everything’s grand,” O’Reilly said. “It’s good to be back, that’s all.”

“You were only gone for a couple of days.”

“I’ve missed you. You and little O’Reilly. I got you a present from Canada.”

“You didn’t have to.”

“I know, but when I saw it, I couldn’t resist.”

He handed her the duty-free bag. Victoria opened it and took out the T-Shirt. It was black and on the front was the head of a large moose. Victoria read the writing on the back.

“Canadian Bikers do it better on Moosehead. I love it.”

“I couldn’t resist,” O’Reilly said.

“How was it?” Victoria said. “How was Canada?”

“Interesting. Everyone there is so polite.”

“That wasn’t what I meant. Did you get some answers?”

“Sort of,” O’Reilly said. “And I’m not going to discuss them now.”

“Do you want a drink? I got some bottles of Scapegoat in.”

“You’re a lifesaver.”

“Tell me about the drama at the shop,” O’Reilly said in the kitchen.

“Tommy surprised me,” Victoria said. “A few years ago, he would have physically thrown Simon out of the shop if he’d caught him stealing, but he’s giving him another chance.”

“He’s mellowed in his old age.”

“I still think we should have fired him.”

“What did he steal?” O’Reilly said.

“A pair of gloves. That’s what we got on camera anyway. We’ll only know if there’s anything else missing when we do the stock take at the end of the month. The cost of the gloves has been deducted from his salary, and he’s promised it won’t happen again.”

“Famous last words,” O’Reilly said.

“That’s what I said to Tommy. I told him we can do without the extra hassle of having to keep an eye on Simon but he’s certain it won’t happen again.”

“I’ve never trusted that Simon bloke. There’s just something dodgy about him.”

“I agree. He’s shifty but Tommy’s not having any of it. If I didn’t know any better, I would say that Simon has something on that brother of mine.”

“Like what?” O’Reilly said.

“Who knows. Are you hungry?”

“Was that a rhetorical question.”

“That’s a yes then.”

“I’m just going to jump in the shower, and we can talk about how to fill this empty belly of mine.”

Victoria had made one of O’Reilly’s favourites – stew and dumplings and the Irishman wolfed down two full plates in record time. He finished his beer and went to the kitchen to get another one.

“Put the kettle on while you’re there,” Victoria called after him.

O’Reilly obliged. He made her some coffee and took that and the Scapegoat to the dining room.

“Tell me some more about Canada,” Victoria said.

“Everything is so clean,” O’Reilly said. “And everyone refers to you as sir. It took a bit of getting used to.”

“What was the daughter like?”

“Emily? She’s a remarkable woman. She had a truly horrendous childhood, but she’s come out of it relatively unscathed. The things her father made her do are unthinkable.”

“Did she give you anything useful?”

“I think so,” O’Reilly said. “She’s also convinced that Frank Rowland didn’t perish in the plane crash, and she knows him better than anybody. He’s alive and well and he’s on the island somewhere.”

“Surely someone would recognise him if he was. From what you’ve told me he was a renowned surgeon.”

“He could have changed his appearance,” O’Reilly said. “He could have had plastic surgery for all we know. The man is not short of resources.”

“Are you absolutely sure that he’s still alive?” Victoria said.

“Positive. The report on the plane crash is full of holes. The AAIB do not make mistakes like that. The man in charge at the time has conveniently disappeared, and that can only mean one thing. Frank Rowland paid him to fabricate the report, and he left the island soon afterwards. He’s alive and he’s involved in the recent murders.”

“Shall we watch television?” Victoria said. “There’s a new series on Netflix that I’m keen to see.”

O’Reilly yawned a wide yawn. “That’ll be the jet lag kicking in. If it’s alright with you, I think I’ll hit the sack.”

“I’ll stay up for a bit. I’m not needed at the shop tomorrow and I feel like a late night in front of the box.”

O’Reilly got up and kissed her on the cheek. “I’ll see you in the morning then.”

He left the room with Bram in tow. The fat ginger brute followed him upstairs and O’Reilly made no effort to stop him.


CHAPTER FORTY SIX

O’Reilly was the first to arrive at work the next day. The early night had been just what the doctor ordered, and he felt rested and more than ready for what the day had in store. He made some tea in his office and went through everything in his head once more. The remains of three women were dug up from the site for the swimming pool in Cobo. They had an ID for one of the women – it was the wife of Frank Rowland, and O’Reilly was convinced the other two skeletons belonged to the French women who were helping the surgeon’s wife to flee the island.

The identity of the other body in the excavation site was still a mystery and O’Reilly wondered if it would remain so for eternity. Nobody matching her description had been reported missing and it was likely that she too was a foreigner – a visitor to the island who had been chosen for this precise reason.

The half-buried body of Nina Pollock had been found up by the Doyle Monument. The killer had been disturbed while he was trying to bury her, but the witness wasn’t able to give them a description other than the man was in good shape and he ran quickly. It was possible that he drove a white car. O’Reilly remembered that Derek Rowland owned a white car and he was definitely fitter than most people. The alibi he’d offered to provide had since been deleted and O’Reilly was starting to smell something off about the surgeon’s son.

The most recent victim was baffling him. Someone had broken into Rachel Hove’s house in the middle of the night and set about drilling into her head. He’d been disturbed before he could finish what he started and he’d left Rachel alive, albeit in a vegetative state. Rachel’s boyfriend had ties to Mike Hart, and it was a link that warranted further investigation. Was it possible that Nick Martin had spoken to Mike about his reunion? Mike would have known that Rachel would be alone in the house that night.

The sound of his ringtone interrupted his thoughts. The screen told him it was DI Peters.

“Jim,” he answered the phone. “You’re up early.”

“I haven’t been home,” the Head of Forensics said. “The blood sample we took from Rachel Hove’s place was bothering me and I wanted to run it through the system. I got a match.”

“Could you repeat that?” O’Reilly said.

“I got a match. Don’t get too excited. Right now, it’s only a partial match and it’s going to take time to analyse it in more detail.”

“Who is it?”

“Like I said, it’s a partial match and its evidential value is virtually nil. It won’t hold any weight in a court of law.”

“Minor details,” O’Reilly said. “Who is it?”

“Derek Rowland. The blood I found at Rachel Hove’s house is a partial match for Derek Rowland’s. His DNA was on file when we needed confirmation that his mother was one of the skeletons found in the excavation site.”

“He suffers from nosebleeds,” O’Reilly said. “We’ve got the bastard.”

“Hold your horses. It’s only a partial match. We’re going to need to run more tests before we can start throwing the book at him.”

“It’s enough for me. This is what we’ve been waiting for. How long before we can say with absolute certainty that the blood found at Rachel’s house is his?”

“A couple of days,” DI Peters said. “I’ll try to get you something sooner, but it’s going to take time.”

“This is brilliant. Thanks, Jim.”

He ended the call and finished his tea. He had a spring in his step as he made his way to the briefing room. DS Skinner and DC Owen were already seated. There was no sign of DCI Fish or DC Stone.

“Morning,” O’Reilly said. “We’re going to make progress today. We’ve got something from Forensics. I’ll wait for the others to get here before I bring it up for discussion.”

“We might have something from the CCTV footage from Rachel Hove’s house too,” DS Skinner said. “The tech team managed to enhance the images from the camera at the back, and it shows a figure in the back garden. His face is clearly visible.”

DCI Fish came in with DC Stone. After exchanging greetings, they got down to business.

“The first thing I need to bring up is a blood stain that Jim Peters thought was suspicious,” O’Reilly said. “It was on the floor in Rachel Hove’s kitchen and Jim knew instinctively that it didn’t come from her. Someone had tried to clean it up, but they didn’t do a very good job of it. Jim used something called Bluestar to get a clearer idea of the shape and pattern and he managed to get a usable sample. He pulled an all-nighter and we’ve got a partial DNA match.”

“Only a partial?” DC Stone said.

“It’s enough for me,” O’Reilly said. “It’s a partial match to Derek Rowland. We can put the bastard surgeon’s son in that kitchen.”

“A partial match is far from conclusive,” DCI Fish said.

“I know that Tom, but it has to have come from him. It’s going to take a couple of days to be absolutely certain of it, but I’m positive that Derek was the one who attacked Rachel Hove.”

“I appreciate that, Liam,” DCI Fish said. “But we’re not going to do anything until we have absolute confirmation that the blood is his.”

“The man had a nosebleed when me and Katie went to see him yesterday. Jim Peters is sure the blood stain came from a nosebleed. What more do you need?”

“Evidence that will hold up in court. We wait.”

“Alright,” O’Reilly said. “But I want to keep a close eye on Derek Rowland in the meantime.”

“We got a bit of luck with the CCTV footage from Rachel Hove’s house,” DS Skinner said. “The camera at the back caught a figure in the back garden and they’ve enhanced it enough to be able to see his face.”

“Norman,” O’Reilly said.

“Who on earth is Norman?” DCI Fish said.

“Rachel’s dodgy neighbour. We spoke to him yesterday and he admitted to his rather shady hobby. He likes to peek through women’s windows. It’s not the first time he’s been caught gawking at Rachel. He’s a bit of a strange one but he’s not a killer.”

“Did you not think to mention this to the tech team?” DCI Fish said.

“It must have slipped my mind. Norman told me he saw the attack in progress. He couldn’t give me a description of the perpetrator apart from the mask he was wearing. He wore a surgical mask. And he entered and exited the house through the front. Did we get anything from those cameras?”

“They have two,” DC Owen said. “One over the front door and another over the garage.”

“The IT team didn’t mention anything about those,” DCI Fish said. “Is there anything else you’d care to share with the rest of us? Are there any more Norman’s lingering in the wings?”

“Not as far as I’m aware,” O’Reilly said.

“I’ve hit a brick wall as far as the plane crash is concerned,” DC Stone said. “It doesn’t look like we’re going to get any more information about that. I’m still convinced that Frank Rowland didn’t die that day, but there isn’t anything to prove it, one way or the other. I know the crash report was fabricated but I can’t prove that either. Everyone involved has disappeared off the face of the earth.”

“Leave it for now, Andy,” O’Reilly said. “We know with almost a hundred percent certainty that the bastard surgeon didn’t go down with the plane and that’s enough for me. We need to focus elsewhere.”

“Where do you suggest?” DCI Fish said.

“Belinda and Mike Hart. It’s more than a coincidence that the boyfriend of the latest victim works for Mike. I want to pay a visit to his workplace and see what his colleagues can tell us about the man. I also want to look into Mike and Belinda’s background. All we know about them is what they’ve told us themselves and that doesn’t sit well with me. Find out more about the sale of the plot of land. There is something there – we just haven’t found it yet.”

His phone started to ring, and he put it on speakerphone when he saw who was calling him. When he listened to what Dr Lille had to tell him, he instantly regretted doing that. The Head of Pathology spoke just five words, but it was enough for everyone inside the briefing room to turn and look at O’Reilly.

“I’ve made a terrible mistake.”


CHAPTER FORTY SEVEN

O’Reilly thought it would be best to go and see Dr Lille on his own. It was bad enough that the entire team had heard him confess to making a terrible mistake, and O’Reilly wanted to spare him any further embarrassment. Dr Lille hadn’t elaborated and he’d asked O’Reilly if he could come and see him in person. He had something to show him.

Dr Lille was waiting for him in the autopsy room and O’Reilly prepared himself for the drop in temperature when he walked through the door. The Head of Pathology was standing over one of the metal examination tables and he wasn’t alone. Sally Dunn was assisting him. O’Reilly liked Dr Lille’s assistant and he rated her highly.

“What’s all the panic about?” O’Reilly said.

“Come and take a look,” Dr Lille said.

“I had you on speaker when you admitted to making a balls up, by the way.”

“You and I are going to have a serious falling out soon, Liam.”

“I didn’t know what you were going to say. What is it? Surely it can’t be that bad.”

“I dropped the ball,” Dr Lille said. “And it was a blunder I really should not have made.”

“What am I looking at?” O’Reilly said. “I can see it’s a bunch of human skulls, and that’s about it.”

On the table in front of him were three human skulls and next to them was the body that O’Reilly presumed was the woman who’d been buried along with them. She’d been covered with a sheet and only her head was visible. Her eyes were closed and the hole in her forehead was now black.

“It was Sally that spotted it,” Dr Lille said. “Would you care to explain.”

Sally Nunn nodded. “It was an easy mistake to make.”

“I’m going to stop you there, my dear,” Dr Lille said. “It was a rookie error and one I should not have made.”

“Go on,” O’Reilly urged.

“If you look at the drill holes in the old skulls,” Sally said. “You’ll see that they look identical to the naked eye. The diameter is the same in all of them, and it’s clear that the same tool was used.”

“The cranial drill,” O’Reilly said.

“Correct. When the tip of the drill enters the skull, naturally it comes up against some resistance when it bores into the bone. And, when I analysed the skulls in more detail I found the same shaped entry holes. Every cranial drill is different. Think of it in terms of a bullet from a gun. Each bullet is unique – there are microscopic differences in the contours of the metal, and that’s what makes ballistic testing so definite.”

“Sally,” Dr Lille said. “Could you please get to the point. This is hard enough for me as it is.”

“All four skulls were subjected to the same drill,” Sally said.

“I thought we’d already established that,” O’Reilly said.

“Yes, but we hadn’t established the timeline involved. The holes in the old skulls were drilled after the one in the recent victim.”

“Feck,” O’Reilly said.

“That’s one way of putting it,” Dr Lille said. “I made the mistake of making an assumption. By assuming that the old skulls had been buried for decades I also assumed the drill holes were old, but as Sally discovered, they most certainly were not.”

“I found brain matter that shouldn’t have been there,” Sally carried on. “The brains of those three women were eaten away a long time ago, and the tiny particles of brain I found were relatively fresh.”

“It was on the drill,” O’Reilly guessed.

“It was. There were particles of the woman’s brain embedded in the drill bit when the holes were made in the skulls of the other three. I also found traces of dirt and bark inside the cranial cavities.”

“What’s that from?” O’Reilly said.

“The dirt had formed on the outside of the skulls after years buried underground,” Sally explained. “And when the holes were drilled, this debris was forced inwards. Those women had holes drilled in their heads decades after their hearts stopped beating.”

O’Reilly took a moment to process this. His eyes fell on the human remains on the metal table.

“This changes everything,” he said after a while.

“It certainly does,” Dr Lille said.

“If we look at the timescale,” O’Reilly said. “Taking what we know into consideration, we’ve got three age-old corpses. We know that one of them is the wife of the surgeon and it’s likely that the others are two French women who were going to help her leave the island. We always thought that the surgeon had drilled into their heads to extract their brains, but that didn’t happen, did it?”

“It did not,” Dr Lille said.

“Twenty-odd years later,” O’Reilly said. “The remains are found along with a fresh corpse, and we know with absolute certainty that she really did have part of her brain removed. What the devil does it all mean?”

“You’re not the only one who’s confused, Liam,” Dr Lille said. “It’s a mystery of the highest order. Whoever did this, went to a lot of trouble. Not only did he kill a young woman and extract her brains, but he also decided to drill into skulls that had been buried there for decades. I’m a man of science and I focus on logic, but I fail to see any logical explanation for what Sally has uncovered.”

“Me neither,” O’Reilly said. “The remains of those women were dug up; they had holes drilled into their skulls and then they were buried again. And here was me thinking this case couldn’t get any more bizarre.”


CHAPTER FORTY EIGHT

DS Skinner was running out of patience. He’d been waiting in the reception area of Property Dreams for more than thirty minutes, and he was beginning to wonder if he’d become invisible. Agents came and went but none of them paid him any attention. Doors slammed and he could hear the sound of phone calls but none of the employees of the upmarket estate agents seemed willing to help him.

He’d had enough. He stood up and walked over to the reception desk again.

“I don’t appreciate having my time wasted,” he told the man behind the desk.

“I apologise for the wait, sir,” the man said. “But the sale you’re enquiring about was handled by Nicola and she’s tied up at a viewing in St Martin.”

“Surely your sales are logged somewhere on a central computer,” DS Skinner said.

“They are, but the system is down at the moment. Our IT team are busy working on it, but I can’t promise when we’ll have it back up and running.”

“This is ridiculous,” DS Skinner said. “How do you do any business around here? I don’t have time for this. When Nicola does get back to the office, please ask her to phone me. This is extremely urgent.”

The door opened and a woman who looked to be in her mid-twenties came in.

“Nicola,” the receptionist said. “There’s an officer from the Island Police here to see you.”

DS Skinner introduced himself. “Is there somewhere we can talk in private?”

“Sure,” she said. “We can go to my office. As long as you don’t mind me eating lunch while we talk. I have an appointment in Cobo in an hour, and I won’t get chance to eat anything.”

“No problem at all.”

She showed him the way and asked him to take a seat. She took out a sandwich and took a bite.

“You lead a busy life,” DS Skinner said.

“It never stops. Property sales on the island are booming. Is this about the plot of land in Cobo?”

“It is. What can you tell me about it?”

“There isn’t much to tell. The owner of the land put it on the market as soon as probate was granted.”

“It was a deceased estate?”

Nicola nodded and took another bite of her sandwich.

“The land belonged to a surgeon,” DS Skinner said. “He was killed in a plane crash a couple of years ago. When did the land come up for sale?”

Nicola opened a laptop.

“The land was listed in February last year.”

“I thought the system was down,” DS Skinner said.

“Since when?”

“Never mind. I believe it was a quick sale.”

“It certainly was. Although vacant land in that part of the island doesn’t come up very often so I’m not really surprised.”

“Did you deal with every aspect of the sale?” DS Skinner said.

“Here at Property Dreams we strive to make the process as painless as possible for our clients.”

“I see. The land was bequeathed to Derek Rowland. Did you deal with Mr Rowland personally?”

“I met him a couple of times,” Nicola said. “Once when I went to assess the land and then when he came in to sign the paperwork.”

“The land was purchased by a Mr and Mrs Hart,” DS Skinner said. “I presume you met up with them too.”

“Once or twice. Most of it was done over the phone or via email.”

“What were your impressions of them?”

“I don’t tend to judge the clients.”

“That wasn’t what I asked. You must have had an opinion of them.”

“They paid the asking price and that’s all that concerned me. The deal was done and I got my commission.”

The door to the office opened and a man with a bewildered expression on his face apologised and closed it again.

“New guy,” Nicola explained. “I don’t know what you want me to tell you. There was nothing untoward about the sale of the vacant land.”

“Did Mr and Mrs Hart give you any idea why they wanted the land next door?” DS Skinner said. “Did you know they were planning to put a swimming pool there?”

“They did mention something. I think they’d always had their eye on the land.”

“What makes you say that?”

“When they bought the house next door, they mentioned it.”

“They told you they were interested in the land next door?”

“I was aware of it, yes. I promised to let them know if it ever came on the market.”

“Had you had dealings with them before that?” DS Skinner said.

“I handled the sale of the house.”

“You sold them the house next door?”

Nicola nodded. “I’ve sold a lot of houses.”

“Tell me about the house the Harts bought,” DS Skinner said.

“What do you need to know?” Nicola said.

“Everything. When did the Harts purchase the property?”

Nicola tapped the keypad on her laptop. “The offer to purchase was lodged in October 2017 and the sale was concluded in January the following year.”

“Are you sure?”

“It’s all here.” Nicola turned the laptop round so DS Skinner could see the screen.

“It was a quick sale,” he said.

“It usually is when it’s a cash buyer. There are no mortgage hassles to get through. The only delay is with the Deeds Office and there are ways around that if you know the right people.”

“You’ve been a great help,” DS Skinner said. “Would it be possible for me to get a printout of that?”

He nodded to the details on the screen.

“I don’t see why not,” Nicola said. “There’s nothing there that isn’t in the public domain anyway. Does this have something to do with what was found in the excavation site?”

“You know about that?”

“Everybody knows about it. It’s all over the news.”

“I suppose it is,” DS Skinner said. “Is there anything else you can tell me about the sale of the house and the land? Anything at all.”

“I don’t think so. Although I do recall that both properties were registered in his name. Both the house and the vacant plot.”

“Mike Hart?”

Nicola nodded. “It’s not uncommon these days, especially where rich people are concerned. For tax purposes and stuff like that.”

“Right. Could you please get me a printout of this, and I’ll let you get back to your lunch.”

“No problem. And if you’re ever on the lookout for a new house, you know where to find me.”

DS Skinner smiled at her. “I most certainly do. Thank you so much for your help.”


CHAPTER FORTY NINE

“They lied to us,” O’Reilly said. “Mike and Belinda Hart lied to us.”

DS Skinner had just brought the team up to date on what he’d found out from the estate agent.

“I specifically remember Belinda Hart telling me that they’d been in the house in Cobo for more than five years,” O’Reilly said. “They only bought the place in January last year. Why lie about something like that?”

“Especially when they knew it would be easy enough for us to check,” DC Stone said.

“We didn’t check though, did we?” DC Owen said. “Not until now anyway.”

“What does it mean in terms of the investigation?” DCI Fish said.

“Something about the timing is off, Tom,” O’Reilly said. “The Harts bought that house very soon after the alleged plane crash.”

“According to the report,” DC Stone said. “The plane went down on the fifth of September 2017.”

“And the deal with the house was finalised four months later,” O’Reilly said.

“They bought the vacant plot shortly after it was listed in February the same year,” DS Skinner said. “And both transactions were carried out in Mr Hart’s name only.”

“Interesting,” O’Reilly said.

“How is it interesting?” DC Stone said.

“I don’t know yet, Andy. The timing is suspicious. We’ve got a bogus plane crash and shortly afterwards the Harts purchase the house and the vacant plot. They’re connected to the bastard surgeon somehow. And they knew full well what was buried on that land.”

“This is all very well,” DCI Fish said. “But what does it actually prove?”

“It proves that we’re on the right track, Tom. We keep chipping away at Mr and Mrs Hart and they’re going to crack eventually.”

“Is this enough to get a warrant to search the house?” DC Stone said.

“Not even close,” DCI Fish said. “We’re going to need a lot more than this to give to the CPS. As far as the law is concerned, Mike and Belinda Hart have done nothing illegal. It’s possible that we could have them on some tax irregularities if we were to dig a bit deeper but that’s not what we’re interested in. All this new information has done is muddied the waters further.”

“What I’m going to say next is going to make the waters even murkier,” O’Reilly said.

He related the error Dr Lille had made with the three skulls.

“He’s not happy,” O’Reilly said.

“Everybody makes mistakes,” DC Stone said.

“Guthrie rarely does,” O’Reilly said. “But it’s pointless dwelling on it. This changes everything.”

“It certainly does,” DCI Fish said. “It means those three women did not have their brains removed like we initially thought. It sheds some doubt on the whole brain angle.”

“We still can’t ignore the fact that whoever buried the woman there knew about the other remains,” DC Owen pointed out.

“Why bother drilling into their skulls though?” DS Skinner wondered. “What purpose did that serve?”

“It served a purpose, Will,” O’Reilly said. “Of that there is little doubt.”

“But it means we got it wrong about the surgeon sucking out their brains,” DC Stone pointed out.

“True, but we can’t ignore the other victims. They definitely had parts of their brains removed. Did we get anything from Mike Hart’s workplace?”

“He’s worked there for a few years,” DC Owen said. “It’s a brokerage called Financial Solutions and Mike is one of the directors there. It all seems above board. They have clients all over the world and I got the impression from the opulent offices that they make a lot of money.”

“Rachel Hove’s boyfriend said they’re one of the big five brokerages in the capital,” O’Reilly remembered. “And Mike has been there for a while?”

“At least ten years,” DC Owen said.

“That throws one theory out of the water then.”

“What theory is that sir?” DC Stone said.

“I was considering the possibility that Frank Rowland could have altered his appearance somehow. He fakes his death and comes back as someone totally different. Mike Hart fitted the bill, but this information throws a spanner in the works of that.”

“About that, sir,” DC Stone said.

“About what, Andy?” O’Reilly said.

“Frank Rowland’s appearance. Nobody we’ve asked has been able to give us a photograph of the man.”

“Derek and Emily have no photos of him,” O’Reilly said. “Which is understandable, but surely there must be some pics of him on the Internet somewhere.”

“That’s just the thing, sir. There isn’t. It’s like all traces of him have been wiped out online. I went back in time and looked at all the places he’s worked. I found some information about conferences he attended and awards he won, but there are no photographs anywhere. I find that extremely odd.”

“It certainly is,” O’Reilly said.

“There must be a photograph of the man somewhere, DCI Fish said.

“You would think so, wouldn’t you sir?” DC Stone said. “But I couldn’t find any.”

“How did he manage that?” DS Skinner said.

“The question we need to ask ourselves is not how, Will,” O’Reilly said. “If Andy is right and the bastard surgeon has managed to erase all traces of himself online, we need to ask why he did that? What possible purpose could it serve? My belly is complaining and I know from experience that it’s not going to shut up until I fill it up a bit, so I suggest we take a break for lunch. When we reconvene, we’ll run through what we’ve got, taking this new information into consideration. Something is going to jump out at us when we get back. I can sense a flash of inspiration in the air.”


CHAPTER FIFTY

O’Reilly was halfway through his cheese and ham sub at the café on the esplanade when his phone alerted him to a message. It was a photograph and it made him chuckle. Victoria was sitting on the sofa and she wasn’t alone. Bram was resting his head on her stomach, and he looked very comfortable indeed. Victoria had added a short message.

Watch out. Bram is already getting protective over little O’Reilly.

“That mangy moggy doesn’t scare me,” O’Reilly said.

He replied with two kisses. He wasn’t in the right frame of mind to think of anything else.

He finished his food and drained the rest of the tea in his cup and paid the bill. He took a slow walk back to HQ. The thoughts racing through his head were conflicting ones and no matter how much he tried to sort them into some semblance of order, he failed miserably. The sound of a plane overhead caused him to look up. Its angle in the sky told him it had just taken off from the airport, and he wondered where it was heading. Would it even reach its final destination? He believed that it would – plane crashes were extremely rare and modern technology ensured that the odds on dying in a plane crash were on par with winning the Lottery.

When he arrived back at the Island Police HQ O’Reilly didn’t go inside. Instead, he got into his car and drove out of the car park. He had a vague idea of where he was going but he’d activated the GPS on his phone anyway. It took him less than fifteen minutes to cover the distance to Guernsey’s main airport. He parked in the car park and went inside the terminal building.

After speaking to three different people at the information desk, he was directed to a row of offices behind the reception area. O’Reilly knew that this was a wild stab in the dark, but sometimes even stabs in the dark hit the target eventually. The woman he’d been told to speak to invited him into her office and asked him to take a seat.

“What is this regarding?” she asked.

O’Reilly thought she had a friendly face, and he told her the truth.

“I’m looking for information about a plane that took off from here over two years ago.”

“No pressure then.”

The name on her badge was Linda.

“No pressure,” O’Reilly said. “It was a Cessna 172 Skyhawk.”

“That’s a two-seater plane,” Linda said.

“I’m not sure who it was registered to,” O’Reilly said. “But I can’t imagine that many Cessnas took off that morning. It was the fifth of September 2017.”

“What’s this regarding?”

“The plane has come up during the course of an investigation,” O’Reilly said. “And I need some more information about it.”

“Was it involved in a crime?” Linda said.

“I believe the person on board was involved in a crime. It has nothing to do with the plane or the airport. Can you tell me if that plane did take off from here on that day? I appreciate that you’re not obliged to give out that kind of information without a warrant, but I’m asking you to help me out a bit here.”

Linda smiled at him. “You didn’t get this from me.”

“Good woman,” O’Reilly said. “What can you tell me?”

He watched as Linda tapped the keypad on her laptop and typed in a few commands.

“The only thing I can find is a PPR on the day in question.”

“What’s a PPR?”

“A prior permission required order,” Linda said. “All airplanes landing here need it to secure a landing spot. It sounds like your plane. Cessna 172.”

“They landed here?” O’Reilly said. “I’m looking for planes that took off on that day.”

“We don’t have any that match your description. Are you sure you’ve got the right date?”

“Positive,” O’Reilly said. “How long did that plane remain on the island?”

“According to the records,” Linda said. “It remained her for another four months for repairs to be carried out.”

“Do you know where the plane had come from?” O’Reilly said.

Linda scrolled on the keypad and nodded. “It took off from Guernsey on the fourth en-route to Southampton and it returned the day after.”

This was all very confusing and O’Reilly couldn’t make sense of it.

“Do you know who the plane was registered to?”

“Now you’re pushing your luck,” Linda said.

“I was hoping…”

“I’m joking. According to this, the Cessna was registered to a business. Financial Solutions. They’re on the island.”

“I’m aware of them. Just one more thing.”

“If you’re going to ask me out on a date, I have to tell you that I’m happily married.”

“Me too. When the plane took off on the fourth, do you happen to know who was on it?”

“According to the manifest, the pilot’s name was Gregory Anstell, and the passenger was Frank Rowland.”

“At least that part makes sense,” O’Reilly said.

“Pardon me?”

“Nothing. One more question and I’ll get out of your hair. Are you aware of the AAIB?”

“Of course.”

“When the accident investigation branch is investigating an accident, I imagine the officers there liaise with the airport the plane took off from.”

“It all depends on where the accident occurs.”

“But they’d want to get a clear picture of the flight plan and the route the plane was due to take.”

“Not really. The AAIB are more concerned with the reason for the crash. They examine the evidence at the site, and where the plane came from is somewhat irrelevant.”

“Let me explain why I’m feeling really confused right now,” O’Reilly said. “The report from the AAIB directly contradicts what you have in front of you on your laptop. According to them, the Cessna went down in the sea thirty miles northwest of here. It crashed on the fifth of September, while your records are telling you that the plane was grounded for repairs. Can you think of any explanation for this?”

“Only one. Someone fabricated the records and if that’s the case it’s my responsibility to report it.”

“None of this makes any sense,” O’Reilly said. “Two people are supposed to have perished in that crash. How could they die in a Cessna that wasn’t even in the air? And how the devil did the AAIB not pick up on that simple fact?”

“I’m afraid I don’t have an answer to that,” Linda said. “But if I’m understanding this correctly, more than one person was severely derelict in their duties that day.”

“You’re not wrong there,” O’Reilly said. “I won’t trouble you any longer.”

“I’m going to have to bring this to the attention of my superiors.”

“By all means,” O’Reilly said. “Shout it out to the rooftops. The more people who are aware of it the better. This has made me extremely irate.”

“Don’t take it personally,” Linda said. “There are circumstances on this earth that are way beyond our control. Once we start to dissect the rationale involved, that’s when our sanity begins to unravel.”

“Is there any Irish in your family, somewhere along the line?”

Linda laughed. “Not that I’m aware.”

“I’d be surprised if there wasn’t. Thank you again.”


CHAPTER FIFTY ONE

The only thing O’Reilly had succeeded in doing during his long lunch was filling the hole in his belly. The trip to the airport had only added more confusion to the mix. He told the rest of the team what he’d learned from the friendly woman at the airport.

“It’s abundantly clear that someone went to a hell of a lot of trouble to fake that plane crash. And the fact that the Cessna was registered to the company Mike Hart works for means the man is connected to Frank Rowland somehow.”

“This is definite grounds to bring him in for questioning,” DCI Fish pointed out.

“It most certainly is, Tom,” O’Reilly said. “But I get the feeling that we’re not going to get anything from him if put him in an interview room.”

“We’ll bring him in regardless.”

“No,” O’Reilly said. “Let’s not do that. We haul him in for interrogation, he’s only going to come armed with a lawyer and he’ll no doubt go the no comment route.”

“What are you suggesting?”

“We speak to him in the comfort of his home. He’s more likely to let his guard down there, and he might let something slip. He doesn’t know that we know what we know, and that will work in our favour.”

“I didn’t understand a word of that, sir,” DC Stone said.

“Then you need to get more sleep. Katie and me can go and speak to Mike after the briefing. It’s Sunday and he should be at home.”

“I want to revisit the brain angle,” DCI Fish said. “We can disregard the old remains now that we know they didn’t have their brains removed, but we can’t ignore the other three. Those women had their brains sucked out of their heads and we need to ask ourselves where those brains ended up.”

“I thought we’d gone over this, sir,” DC Stone said.

“We have,” O’Reilly said. “But we’re still none the wiser. We considered the Free Mason thing, but I can’t be the only one who can’t see a fit there. What happened to those brains?”

“Perhaps that was part of their misdirection too,” DC Stone suggested.

“Misdirection?” O’Reilly said. “If that’s the case, what are they directing us away from? There has to be method in misdirection, otherwise it’s pointless.”

“Maybe the brains are being sold on the black market,” DC Owen put forward.

“That’s ridiculous,” DC Stone said.

“Is it though? It’s no more ridiculous than a Chinese billionaire buying rhino horn because he believes it will improve his libido.”

“Hmm,” O’Reilly said. “It’s worth looking into.”

“It’s preposterous,” DCI Fish said.

“It really isn’t, Tom,” O’Reilly said. “The trafficking of human organs is nothing new – it’s been going on for decades and it’s a lucrative business.”

“We’re talking about human brains, Liam.”

“There isn’t much difference between a human brain and a human liver or kidney,” O’Reilly said. “It can’t hurt to do a bit of digging into the subject. Andy, that sounds like something you can get your teeth into.”

“Urgh,” DC Stone said. “Did you have to put it like that.”

“Just get onto it. Come on Katie – you and me are going to take a trip across the island to Cobo.”

“Are we going to solve this one, sir?” DC Owen asked.

They were halfway across the island, heading west.

“We are, Katie,” O’Reilly said. “We’re getting closer. Mike Hart is connected to Frank Rowland somehow and it’s only a matter of time before the nature of that relationship becomes clear. The plane the bastard surgeon was supposed to have died in is registered to Mike’s company.”

“I’m still struggling to understand how they got away with it,” DC Owen said. “Anyone with half a brain can see that the plane crash didn’t happen. A death certificate was issued based on the accident report. How is that even possible?”

“You’re looking at this as though the people involved were ordinary, law-abiding citizens, Katie. Don’t. People like Frank Rowland and Mike Hart don’t play by the same rules everybody else is forced to play by. And their connection to the Masons will have helped them. Don’t dwell on how they got away with it – focus on how we’re going to put them down.”

“I still don’t know how we’re going to do that.”

“We need to play dirty if necessary.”

“I don’t think I can do that.”

“You can. Sometimes it’s the only way to beat people like them. What’s going on here then?”

He was referring to the queue of cars up ahead. They’d just passed Le Villocq and they were about to join the main Cobo road.

“Looks like an accident,” DC Owen said.

O’Reilly slowed down and came to a stop behind one of the cars in front.

“I think it’s just happened,” DC Owen said. “Shall I call it in?”

“It can’t hurt,” O’Reilly said. “I’m going to see what’s going on.”

He turned off the engine and got out of the car. He got a better idea of what had happened when he got closer. A white hatchback had crashed into the barrier on the side of the road. The front end was a mess, but O’Reilly didn’t think the crash was too serious. A few people were standing next to the car and O’Reilly recognised one of them.

“Are you OK?” he said to Derek Rowland.

It was clear from the injuries to his face that he’d been in the car when it crashed. His lip was bleeding and there was a gash in his forehead.

“I’m fine,” Derek said.

O’Reilly could smell the alcohol on his breath straight away.

“What happened?” he asked.

“I lost concentration for a moment,” Derek told him. “I’ll be fine. I’m insured and I’ll get hold of the insurance company to have the car towed away.”

“Have you been drinking?”

“I had a couple of glasses of wine with lunch.”

“I see.”

O’Reilly knew he was lying. He smelled like a brewery.

A police car managed to manoeuvre through the line of cars and parked on the verge next to the barrier.

“They’re going to ask you to take a breathalyser test,” O’Reilly told Derek. “But a couple of glasses of wine shouldn’t put you over the limit, especially if you had them with food. I’m sure you’ll be fine.”

Derek put his hands over his face. “I had more than two glasses.”

“Right. Then I’d say you’re in a bit of trouble. I have to get going. The uniformed officers will look after you.”

“Please.” Derek looked like he was going to cry. “I can’t do this anymore.”

“What can’t you do, Derek?”

“I can’t tell you.”

“Then I can’t help you,” O’Reilly said. “You know where to find me if you want to talk.”

“Can’t you do something?” Derek said. “You must be able to do something to make this go away.”

“Let me make something clear to you,” O’Reilly said. “I’ll say it slowly so your wine-addled brain can comprehend. Even if I could pull a few strings to make this go away, I wouldn’t do that. You made your bed as soon as you got inside that car pissed out of your bracket. And now you’re going to have to lie in that bed. Drunk drivers cause accidents. Pissed motorists wreck lives, Derek. You’re going to have to man up and take what’s coming to you.”

“I know things,” Derek said.

“I’m sure you do. I haven’t got time for this. The uniforms will take it from here.”

He looked at the battered face of the surgeon’s son and made his way back to his car.


CHAPTER FIFTY TWO

Mike and Belinda Hart opened the door together.

“Good afternoon,” O’Reilly said. “I’m glad we caught you both at home. Can we come in for a chat?”

“Can we refuse?” Belinda said.

“You’re well within your rights to do that, but that would be inconvenient for all of us. I’d have to arrange for a car to come and pick you up and you’d no doubt want to get hold of a lawyer. It’s Sunday, in case you’ve forgotten.”

“What’s this all about?” Mike said. “We’ve told you everything we know.”

“That’s the thing,” O’Reilly said. “I don’t think you have. And I’m going to keep coming back until I’m satisfied that I’ve ticked everything off my list.”

“I suppose you’d better come in then,” Belinda said.

She told them to take a seat in the sunroom at the back of the house. She informed him that she needed to use the bathroom and Mike sat down opposite O’Reilly and DC Owen.

“I really don’t know what you want us to tell you,” he said. “We’ve already established that the bodies on the plot next door had nothing to do with Belinda nor I.”

“We’ve established no such thing, Mr Hart. Are you and Belinda married?”

“What kind of question is that?”

“One we’d like you to answer.”

“Of course we’re married,” Mike said.

“Do you have anything to confirm it?” DC Owen said. “A marriage certificate perhaps.”

“It’ll be somewhere upstairs. Is this really necessary?”

“It can wait,” O’Reilly said.

“This is ridiculous.”

“What’s ridiculous?” Belinda asked.

She’d been standing in the doorway.

“Inspector O’Reilly wants to see our marriage certificate,” Mike told her.

“Detective Inspector,” O’Reilly said. “There is a difference.”

“Whatever.”

“Why are the house and the plot next door in your name alone, Mr Hart?” O’Reilly said.

“That’s none of your business,” Belinda said.

“Quite right. Why are the house and the plot in your name, Mike?”

“Because it made financial sense. You wouldn’t understand.”

“Probably not. The peculiar ways of rich folk have always baffled me. Let’s talk about Frank Rowland, shall we.”

“For the last time,” Belinda said. “We don’t know Frank Rowland.”

“We bought the vacant plot of land from his son,” Mike said. “And that’s as far as it goes.”

He picked up his phone and swiped the screen.

“Are you expecting a call?” O’Reilly said.

“No.”

“Right.”

“Could you please just ask your questions and leave us in peace?” Mike said. “We’ve broken no laws, and this is getting extremely exhausting.”

“Do you practice lying, Mr Hart?” O’Reilly said. “I imagine you do. I’ve never been able to get the hang of it myself, but you seem to be especially adept at deception. This is where you threaten me with your lawyer I imagine. It’s Julian, isn’t it? In my experience, anyone with the name Julian tends to be a bit of a wanker.”

“This is outrageous,” Belinda said. “You can’t talk to us like that.”

“I apologise. I need to work on my Irish prejudice. Could I use your bathroom?”

“What?” Mike said.

“It’s a simple request,” O’Reilly said. “I really need to relieve myself. Could you please point me in the direction of somewhere I can do that?”

“Of course,” Belinda said. “Follow the corridor past the kitchen. Second door on the left.”

“Much obliged,” O’Reilly said and got to his feet.

He didn’t need the toilet. He wanted to have a bit of a snoop, and he was surprised that the Harts had fallen for it. The kitchen was exactly as he’d expected in a house like this. It was all marble and stainless steel, and it was completely devoid of character. O’Reilly wondered if any cooking actually happened in there. He opened the fridge and had a quick peek. He didn’t know what he was expecting to find but there was nothing suspicious inside. There were no tubs of human brains to see.

He followed Belinda’s directions and found the bathroom. He went inside and locked the door. The fittings and fixtures looked expensive and when O’Reilly ran his hand over the gold-coloured tap, he wondered if it was actually made out of gold. It wouldn’t surprise him. Out of curiosity, he opened the cabinet. There was nothing inside but a tub of mystery cream. O’Reilly had never heard of it, but the label told him it was some kind of antiseptic.

He flushed the toilet and went to wash his hands. He caught his reflection in the mirror, and it occurred to him that he needed to get more sleep. The bags under his eyes were more obvious than usual and his skin looked pale. He ran the tap and that was when he noticed that there was something on the side of the basin. When he looked closely at it, he thought it could be blood and it looked relatively fresh. He dried his hands and his gaze landed on the wastebasket next to the toilet. He opened the lid and looked inside. Right at the top was a tissue covered in blood. He didn’t know why but he sensed that this was important. He reached inside and picked up the tissue by the edge. He realised that he had nothing to put it in. A quick rummage in his pockets and he was in luck. It wasn’t ideal but the forensic gloves he always carried with him would do the trick. He carefully opened one of the gloves and shoved the tissue inside. From an evidential perspective the tissue and the blood were useless, but he wasn’t worried about that. He would get the blood tested anyway, more for curiosity value than anything else.

What he didn’t know then was the results of the blood test were going to blow the investigation wide open. In a day or two forensic science was going to prove beyond a shadow of a doubt that anything was possible and when O’Reilly became privy to the results of the tests, he was going to question everything he thought he knew about detection.


CHAPTER FIFTY THREE

“That’s better,” O’Reilly said and sat back down. “Where were we?”

“You were casting aspersions on our lawyer,” Mike said.

“I’ve already apologised for that. You’re a financial consultant, aren’t you?”

“I work in finance, yes,” Mike said.

He looked at his phone again.

“Are you expecting someone?” DC Owen said.

“No. Why would you think that?”

“Because you seem agitated. Are we keeping you from something?”

“You’re interrupting our Sunday afternoon,” Belinda said. “And it’s rather inconvenient.”

“Financial Solutions must do alright,” O’Reilly said. “Fancy offices. Private jet.”

“Excuse me?”

“The Cessna 172,” O’Reilly elaborated. “The Skyhawk. That can’t be cheap to maintain.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“You’re lying again. A Cessna 172 Skyhawk is registered to your company, Mike. There’s no point in even denying it.”

“Firstly,” Mike said. “I have no knowledge of any such aircraft, and secondly, Financial Solutions is not my company. I’m merely an employee.”

“Is that right?”

“It is.”

“Alright,” O’Reilly said. “Let’s say I believe you. Why would a finance company need a private jet? Hypothetically speaking of course.”

“It’s not unusual for businesses to own airplanes. We deal with a lot of rich clients, and the services we offer don’t come cheap. Plus, there are numerous tax benefits to having a fleet of airplanes.”

“You’ve just told us that you weren’t aware of the Cessna.”

“And I still maintain that to be the case.”

“Have you heard of the AAIB?” O’Reilly said.

“What’s that?” Belinda said.

“It’s the Air Accident Investigation Branch,” DC Owen said. “It’s the agency that deals with all aircraft accidents. They were brought in to look into a crash that occurred in 2017. It was a nasty crash and two people perished.”

“Why are you telling us this?” Mike said.

“Because the alleged crash involved the Cessna registered to your company.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Mike said.

“So you keep saying,” O’Reilly said.

“Alleged crash?” Belinda said. “What does that mean?”

“It means the crash never happened,” O’Reilly said. “But you already knew that. The report was fabricated. Nobody died that day, yet a death certificate for Frank Rowland was promptly issued. I suppose it pays to know people in high places. How much did that cost you, by the way?”

“You really are getting desperate, aren’t you?” Belinda said.

“How long does it take for you to do your makeup in the morning, Mrs Hart?” O’Reilly said.

“What?” Belinda said.

“It must take hours to get that right. I’ve seen my wife throw on a bit of slap and she’s done and dusted in ten minutes. Then again, she is a biker. But I digress. Let me explain some things to you Mr and Mrs Hart. I know you’re as deep in the shit as it’s possible to get and I’m going to prove it. You might think your friends in high places will protect you, but you don’t know me. I don’t give a flying feck how much money you have or what your friends do for a living.”

“You have nothing on us, O’Reilly,” Belinda said. “Nothing at all and if you persist with this blatant harassment, you might find out what our friends in high places are capable of.”

“Did that sound like a threat to you, Katie?” O’Reilly asked DC Owen.

“I think it did, sir,” she said.

“Excellent. I believe we’re starting to get somewhere.”

“I’m phoning Julian,” Belinda said. “I’m not putting up with this anymore.”

“Grand,” O’Reilly said. “Give him my regards.”

Belinda got up and marched out of the room.

“She’s a feisty one,” O’Reilly said.

“Why are you bothering us with this nonsense?” Mike said.

“Because it’s my job,” O’Reilly said. “Three women were attacked in the past week. Two of them are dead and one of them was left in a permanent vegetative state. Life as she knew it no longer exists. She’s breathing and she’s able to perform some minor bodily functions, but she will never experience anything ever again. She’s unaware of everything that’s happening around her and this will never change. Some might say she’s better off dead.”

“I know nothing of that,” Mike said.

“Right. How long have you and Belinda been together?”

“That’s none of your business.”

“It was a simple question. Does your wife wear a wig?”

Mike shot to his feet. “I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”

“Calm down, Mr Hart.”

“Now. Get out of my house.”

“Just one more question,” O’Reilly said. “And we’ll be on our way. Where do the brains end up? We did think you were using them in some sick Masonic ritual, but we’ve since discounted that. What happens to the women’s brains? Is there some sick Chinese billionaire out there who pays well for such things? Those Chinese people can be a bit strange, can’t they? I imagine it must be quite lucrative for you.”

“You’re sick,” Mike said.

“You’re the one that’s ill, Mike. Those women had families. They had people who loved them and you ruined their lives for the sake of a few pieces of silver. I’ve been doing this a long time, and I thought I’d seen all the depravity that the human race had to throw at me, but I was wrong. You’ll get what’s coming to you – I’m going to make it my life’s mission to make damn sure of that.”

Belinda came back in.

“What did Julian say?” Mike said.

“He’s not answering his phone,” Belinda said. “I left a message.”

“That’s a shame,” O’Reilly said. “I was looking forward to meeting him. We’ll let you get back to your Sunday afternoon.”


CHAPTER FIFTY FOUR

O’Reilly had never been so relieved to walk through the door of his house at the end of the day. After the chat with Mike and Belinda Hart, he’d returned to Island Police HQ to be greeted with chaos. Derek Rowland was causing a scene in the custody suite, and it was clear that the surgeon’s son had had more to drink than O’Reilly first thought. According to the officers first on the scene, he was three times over the legal limit, and the consequences were going to be dire. Derek had to be restrained for his own good, and a sedative had been administered. He was clearly a troubled man and O’Reilly sensed that there was something he needed to get off his chest, but he wasn’t going to find out what that was until he was sober. Questioning inebriated suspects rarely achieved anything. He’d dropped off the blood-soaked tissue with Forensics and DI Peters had promised to make it a priority. O’Reilly was relieved that the Head of Forensics hadn’t asked too many questions about where the tissue had come from.

He got a Scapegoat out of the fridge and took it to the living room. Victoria was on the sofa with her eyes closed. Her deep breathing told O’Reilly that she was fast asleep. Bram had his head on her belly again and O’Reilly was sure the fat ginger brute was giving him the evil eye.

“Relax, man,” he said. “You’re taking this far too seriously.”

He leaned over and gave Victoria a light kiss on the head. It was enough to wake her.

She opened her eyes. “Liam. I must have dozed off.”

Bram shifted his position and hissed at O’Reilly.

“Seriously?” he said. “Is this how it’s going to be?”

“I think it’s sweet,” Victoria said.

“It is not sweet. Bram, have you forgotten who feeds you, you scabby freeloader.”

Bram fixed him with an evil eye and jumped off the sofa.

“How was your day?” Victoria asked.

“Draining,” O’Reilly said. “It’s an investigation like no other. We’re dealing with depravity the likes of which I’ve never seen before and the people responsible think they’re immune because of their bank balances and the people in their friends lists.”

“Just another day on the island then. Are you hungry?”

“I’m actually not.”

“Things must be bad.”

“I think I’ll drink a few more of these.” O’Reilly held up the Scapegoat. “And drift off into oblivion.”

“As long as you don’t get maudlin.”

“I’m Irish,” O’Reilly said. “We’re masters of maudlin. I may even be tempted to write a poem.”

“Please don’t. You can get a bit emotional when you’re drunk. And the truth tends to come out without you realising.”

“I’ve got nothing to hide,” O’Reilly said.

“I know that. My old dad used to say that drunk men tell no lies.”

“I like that. Your old man was dead right. Hmm.”

“What?”

“Drunk men tell no lies,” O’Reilly said.

“What is that peculiar brain of yours formulating now?” Victoria said.

“I need to pop back to work for a bit.”

“What for?”

“I want to see if your old man was right. I shouldn’t be long.”

O’Reilly put his phone on speakerphone and called the number for the custody suite. He’d just passed the turnoff for Beaucamps. Sergeant Gough answered the call with a gruff greeting. O’Reilly liked the custody sergeant. He was a no-nonsense police officer who’d been doing the job for decades.

“Is Derek Rowland still in custody?” O’Reilly asked.

“He’s lights out,” Sergeant Gough told him. “He was blotto when he was brought in and he lost his shit outside the holding cell. We had to get the doc to give him something to calm him down.”

“But he’s still there?”

“He’s still here.”

“Grand. I’ll be there in five minutes.”

“What’s going on, Liam?”

“I’ll be there in five minutes,” O’Reilly said once more.

Ten minutes later he parked his car in his usual spot and got out. The sun had long gone down and the air was still. The first stars were visible in the sky. O’Reilly went inside the station and headed straight for the custody suite. He was stopped halfway by Russell Baxter. The new deputy chief officer looked like he was on his way out.

“You’re working late,” O’Reilly said.

“Story of my life,” DCO Baxter said.

“You must have an understanding wife.”

O’Reilly had noticed the wedding ring.

“She passed away earlier in the year,” DCO Baxter said. “Cancer.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” O’Reilly said.

“I can’t bring myself to take this off.” DCO Baxter held up his left hand.

“I don’t see any reason to.”

“Catherine is one of the reasons I made the move to the island,” DCO Baxter said. “Thirty years of memories are hard to move past. I needed a fresh start somewhere miles away.”

“I can appreciate that.”

“What are you doing here?”

“A man was arrested for drink driving,” O’Reilly said. “And he happens to be one of the main suspects in the current investigation. I thought I might have a bit of a chat with him while he’s not quite thinking straight.”

“That’s rather unorthodox, Liam.”

“It certainly is,” O’Reilly said. “And nothing he tells me in his condition will be worth shit in a court of law, but that’s not important.”

“We never had this conversation.”

“I appreciate it,” O’Reilly said.

“Speaking of drinking,” DCO Baxter said. “I can smell alcohol on your breath.”

“I had half a bottle of Scapegoat before I came here. Nothing to write home about.”

“Scapegoat?”

“It’s the finest beer on the island,” O’Reilly said. “You really should try it.”

“I’ll do that. It has to be better than the Newcastle Brown Ale shite I’ve been chucking down my neck for decades. Be careful, Liam.”

“Careful is my middle name.”

He expected some resistance from Sergeant Gough, but the duty sergeant merely told him that he had five minutes.

“Five minutes is all I need,” O’Reilly said. “I’d prefer not to have this on the record if that’s alright.”

“Why doesn’t that surprise me?”

“Do you happen to have a bottle of water?” O’Reilly said.

“Will this do?” Sergeant Gough reached behind the desk and took out a bottle of mineral water. It was half-empty.

“Perfect,” O’Reilly said.

“Five minutes,” Sergeant Gough reminded him and handed him the key to the holding cell.

Derek Rowland was asleep on the backache inducing bed. O’Reilly unlocked the door and pushed it open. He unscrewed the bottle of water and emptied the whole lot onto Derek’s face.

“Wake up.”

Derek’s eyes shot open and he coughed.

“What the hell.”

“Have I got your attention?” O’Reilly said.

Derek wiped his face. “What do you want?”

“A quick chat. How are you feeling?”

“Terrible.”

“I can’t do anything about that,” O’Reilly said. “But I might be able to help you with your current predicament. Before we make a start, I need to tell you that this is not an official interview. Nothing you tell me in here will go any further. Understood.”

“I don’t know anything.”

“Right. I’ll be on my way then. You were three times over the limit, Derek. That’s as serious as it gets. Normally in a drunk driving case, the offender gets away with little more than a slap on the wrist. A fine and a driving ban is usually the end of it, but not when they’re three times over the limit. You’ll probably do time for this.”

“What?”

“Prison. You’ll probably get away with a few years, but you’re going to get locked up.”

“Can you help me?”

“I’ll see what I can do. I can keep you out of jail anyway, but you need to talk to me.”

Derek closed his eyes and O’Reilly was worried he was going to fall asleep again.

“I didn’t want to,” he said in a voice no louder than a whisper.

“What didn’t you want to do?” O’Reilly asked.

Derek yawned. “My father is alive.”

“I know he is. Where is he, Derek?”

“He’s not what he seems.”

“Talk to me, Derek.”

“They send them to…”

O’Reilly didn’t catch the last word.

“Who, Derek,” he said. “Who sends what to where?”

“Wait,” Derek mumbled. “Arabs.”

“What are you trying to say?” O’Reilly said.

“Brains.”

“What do you know about the brains?”

“My father doesn’t look the same.”

“Are you telling me he’s changed his appearance?” O’Reilly said.

Derek nodded. “I didn’t want to.”

“So you said. Did your father make you kill those women? Is that what happened? Where is he, Derek? You need to tell me where he is.”

Derek smiled and his eyes closed and stayed closed. O’Reilly knew he wasn’t going to get anything else out of the bastard surgeon’s son tonight.


CHAPTER FIFTY FIVE

O’Reilly had slept badly. The conversation with Derek Rowland had weighed heavily on his mind and he hadn’t been able to switch off. It didn’t help that every time he turned over in bed, he received a hiss from Bram for his efforts. The ginger tom was taking his protective duties far too seriously and O’Reilly knew that it couldn’t go on. He would make sure that Bram was banished from the bedroom until after the baby was born.

His stomach reminded him that he neglected to eat last night and he appeased it with a full English breakfast at the café round the corner from HQ. Washed down with two pots of tea it made him feel almost human again. He greeted PC London at the front desk and asked her if much had happened overnight.

“It was a quiet one, sir,” she said. “Typical Sunday on the island.”

“Good to hear it. Who else is in?”

“DCI Fish was here early, and I think I saw Andy and Katie.”

“Grand. I’d better go and do some work then.”

He went inside the briefing room with DS Skinner. The others were already seated. O’Reilly decided to start with the cryptic conversation with Derek Rowland.

“You do realise that nothing he told you can be used as evidence,” DCI Fish said.

“Could I stop you there, Tom? I’m not an idiot. The purpose of our chat wasn’t to get a confession on tape; I wanted to see if he would let anything slip while he was still a bit pissed.”

“Did he?” DC Stone said. “Did he let anything slip?”

“I’m not sure, Andy. He told me that his father is still alive, but we’d already sussed that out and he also said that he isn’t what he seems. He mentioned something about Arabs, and he garbled something about the brains. Something about sending them somewhere.”

“Did he say where they were sent?” DS Skinner asked.

“He didn’t. He was half-cut and he’d been given a sedative, so he wasn’t making much sense.”

“Please tell me this wasn’t an official visit,” DCI Fish said. “You didn’t sign the custody register, did you?”

“Will you please change the fekkin’ record,” O’Reilly said. “You’re not helping.”

DCI Fish held up his hands in submission.

“What exactly did he say to you?” DC Owen said.

“I’ve told you everything,” O’Reilly said. “He kept saying that he didn’t want to, which I interpreted as him not wanting to be a part of the murders and the subsequent removal of the brains. He told me his father is still alive and he’s not what he seems.”

“He’s changed his appearance,” DC Owen said.

“That’s what I read into it too. He talked about sending the brains somewhere – he spoke about Arabs and he told me to wait. I have no idea why he said that. He was mumbling a lot.”

“Wait,” DC Owen said. “Could have been talking about Kuwait?”

“Kuwait,” O’Reilly repeated. “Arabs. Could be.”

“It doesn’t give us much to go on,” DCI Fish said.

“How did you even get him to talk?” DS Skinner said.

“I might have told him I could keep him out of jail for the drink driving thing,” O’Reilly said.

“You did what?” DCI Fish said. “He wouldn’t have done time for it anyway. He would have lost his license and been landed with a hefty fine, but he wouldn’t have been given a custodial sentence.”

“He doesn’t know that.”

“This is unbelievable. Who else knows about your illicit nocturnal visit to the custody suite?”

“Only the duty sergeant,” O’Reilly said. “Oh, and I might have mentioned it to the new DCO.”

“Great,” DCI Fish said. “Please tell me you’re not planning on pulling any more stunts like this.”

“I hadn’t thought about it.”

The door opened and DS Henry Earle came in. He was holding a file in his hand.

“You’ll have to excuse me for barging in,” the forensics officer said. “But I was in the area to pick up some samples, and the DI asked me to bring you up to date on the blood samples you wanted tested.”

“I like the sound of this,” O’Reilly said. “Your intrusion is duly excused. Out with it then.”

DS Earle laughed.

“These are the test results from the sample of blood found at the scene of the attack on Rachel Hove.”

He opened the file and placed a sheet of paper on the table.

“DI Peters ran it through the system, and he found a partial DNA match for the sample that was volunteered by Derek Rowland.”

“Has he managed to get a full DNA profile match?” O’Reilly said.

“Unfortunately, not,” DS Earle said. “The further tests showed no changes in that regard, but you’re going to want to hear this.”

He placed another sheet next to the first one.

“If you look at the markers you can see that the samples are similar. The second sample didn’t come from Derek Rowland, but it proves without doubt that the owner of the blood is a close relative of his. And DI Peters being DI Peters, he wanted to establish beyond a shadow of a doubt who that relative was. He analysed no fewer than twenty individual markers and the results are conclusive. The blood found in Rachel Hove’s kitchen came from Derek’s father.”

“I knew it,” O’Reilly said. “I knew the bastard surgeon was still alive. And now we can put him at the scene of the attempted murder of Rachel Hove. We just need to find him.”

“There’s more, Liam,” DS Earle said.

“It feels like Christmas,” O’Reilly said.

“The sample of blood you asked to be tested yesterday is a direct match to the one found in Rachel Hove’s kitchen.”

“What sample of blood?” DCI Fish said.

“That’s not important, Tom,” O’Reilly said.

“I don’t know where you obtained that tissue,” DS Earle said. “But the blood on it also came from Derek Rowland’s father.”

“Would you care to explain?” DCI Fish said.

“I will,” O’Reilly said. “When I’ve made sense of it. I presume the results are conclusive?”

“Without a doubt,” DS Earle said. “The surgeon’s blood was on that tissue.”

“Ah,” O’Reilly said. “It’s starting to make sense now.”

“Would you care to share your thoughts with the rest of the team?” DCI Fish said.

“All will become clear in due course. This calls for a bit of suspension of disbelief. We need as many bodies as we can spare over in Cobo. It’s time we arrested the bastard surgeon.”


CHAPTER FIFTY SIX

O’Reilly had lost count of how many times he’d stood on the doorstep of the house in Cobo in the past week. He rang the bell and waited.

“I still can’t believe this, sir,” DC Owen said.

“Believe it, Katie. Science does not lie.”

“We’ve never come across anything like this before, have we?”

“Never. I wouldn’t have seen this coming in a million years.”

“It doesn’t look like anyone’s home,” DC Owen said.

O’Reilly rang the bell again and when nobody answered the door he decided to take a chance. He tried the door and found it unlocked.

“We should really let the uniforms go in first, sir,” DC Owen said.

“Frank Rowland is no threat to us, Katie. The man is a monster, but without his precious drill he’s nothing. The street is swarming with police officers. Don’t you want to finish this?”

“OK.”

“Stay behind me,” O’Reilly said. “And keep your eyes and ears open.”

He was familiar with the layout of the house now and he checked the rooms, one by one.

“Is anyone home?” he called out. “Island Police. Please come out. We’d like to have a chat.”

Nothing.

“Island Police,” O’Reilly called out again,

“I don’t think there’s anyone here,” DC Owen said.

“The door was unlocked, Katie. Someone’s home.”

A noise upstairs caused him to stop dead. It sounded like someone flushing the toilet. Shortly afterwards they heard the sound of footsteps on the stairs. Belinda Hart came downstairs and stopped halfway when she saw O’Reilly and DC Owen standing there.

“What the hell are you doing in my house?”

“It’s over,” O’Reilly said. “We know everything.”

“You stupid, stubborn man. This is the last straw. Consider your career terminated. You really do not know what we’re capable of.”

“You’re wrong there,” O’Reilly said. “I know exactly what you’re capable of. I’m going to have to ask you to accompany us to the station. We know everything.”

“Where is your husband?” DC Owen said.

“Only he’s not your husband, is he?” O’Reilly said. “I must admit, you had us all fooled. It was brilliant. Who would have thought it?”

Belinda turned around and raced upstairs.

“Feck,” O’Reilly said. “I hate it when they do that. Come on, Katie.”

They went upstairs and the sound coming from the room at the end of the landing told them where Belinda Hart was.

“Shouldn’t we call it in and wait?” DC Owen said.

“We’ve come this far,” O’Reilly said. “Let’s finish this.”

He opened the door and gasped. They were in the right place. The spare room upstairs had been converted into some kind of makeshift surgery, complete with an operating table. Belinda Hart was nowhere to be seen.

“Come on out,” O’Reilly said. “There’s nowhere to go.”

The blow came from nowhere. O’Reilly felt like he’d been hit by a bus. A flash of light was followed by a moment of blackness, and he could feel his teeth throbbing. He turned around and managed to react in time to dodge the second blow.

Belinda Hart looked furious. Her eyes burned with a rage that terrified O’Reilly.

“You’ve made a big mistake.” Her voice sounded different too.

It was much deeper and O’Reilly thought she sounded possessed.

The baseball bat wasn’t the only weapon she was carrying. She retrieved the gun from her back pocket and waved it around.

“It’s over,” O’Reilly said. “You’re not walking away from this.”

“Shut up,” Belinda said.

She took a few steps backwards and groped blindly behind her. She found the desk drawer, opened it and pulled out the instrument of torture.

“What are you planning on doing with that?” O’Reilly nodded to the cranial drill.

“Shut up and move back.”

The drill was raised and O’Reilly was too slow to stop her from smacking DC Owen on the temple with the handle. DC Owen was out cold in seconds.

“You shouldn’t have done that,” O’Reilly said.

“Stay back,” Belinda pointed the gun at him.

O’Reilly watched as Belinda crouched down and studied DC Owen’s face.

“Pretty. And young. The Arabs will pay well for her brains. Get out.”

This was directed at O’Reilly.

“I can’t do that,” he said.

“I will shoot you.”

“Shoot me,” O’Reilly said.

“Get out.”

O’Reilly ignored her. He rubbed the back of his head. A bump had already formed, and he knew he was going to have a headache soon.

“You know what,” he said. “When I was a guard, they named a self-defence technique after me. Do you want to know what it was called?”

“Shut up and get out. I will not ask you again.”

“They called it the O’Reilly manoeuvre. It was a simple yet extremely effective way of incapacitating an opponent. But it only worked on certain people.”

“Get out now.”

“The fact of the matter is this,” O’Reilly said. “The O’Reilly manoeuvre relies solely on striking in the right place – a place that is guaranteed to cause instant agony in certain people.”

He took a step forward. Belinda shoved DC Owen with her foot and turned to face him.

“Guns are heavy,” O’Reilly said. “I don’t know much about them, but even I can see from the way you’re waving that thing around like a toy that it’s precisely that. Last chance.”

“Fuck you.”

O’Reilly aimed and struck. His leg found its target, Belinda Hart screamed and the plastic gun fell to the ground, shortly followed by Belinda.

“Bulls eye,” O’Reilly said. “Works every time. Look on the bright side – at least you won’t have to worry about the makeup anymore. I’d say your cross-dressing days are over, wouldn’t you, Frank?”


CHAPTER FIFTY SEVEN

Frank Rowland looked very different as a man. He’d removed the wig and washed off the excessive makeup, and he was dressed in a sweatshirt, and a pair of jogging pants O’Reilly had found in lost property. He’d also removed the blue contact lenses he’d worn, and he now looked nothing like Belinda Hart. He was accompanied by Julian Brown. The lawyer hadn’t disappointed – he looked exactly how O’Reilly had expected a Julian to look, with his smug expression and judgemental smile.

O’Reilly started the recording device and went through the motions for the record.

“Frank,” he said. “Can you confirm for the tape that you are indeed Frank Rowland?”

“That’s me,” Frank said.

“It must be a relief to lose the frocks and the makeup,” O’Reilly said.

“Could we please stick to the matter at hand,” Julian interrupted.

“Your client’s propensity for cross dressing is relevant to the matter at hand, Julian,” O’Reilly pointed out. “But you’re right – let’s get down to business. Frank, we’ve got a lot to discuss. Why did you fake your death? On the fifth of September 2017, a Cessna 172 Skyhawk was registered as crashing thirty miles from here. According to the investigation by the AAIB the plane went down over Hurd’s Deep, and a salvage operation was deemed fruitless. And, according to the flight manifest, you were on that plane. There was no plane crash, was there?”

“You’ve got me there.”

“How did you do that?” O’Reilly said. “The incident will be investigated at length in due course and there’s the matter of the falsified death certificate to answer to but I’m curious. How the devil did you manage to fake a plane crash? The Cessna was on the ground at the time, and I’m struggling to see how you got away with it.”

“Simple,” Frank said. “I know a lot of important people.”

“That’s a matter of opinion. You’re referring to Free Masons.”

“I won’t discuss that.”

“It’s neither here nor there,” O’Reilly said. “Let’s move on to the recent murders of two women and the attempted murder of a third.”

Frank let out a snort.

“Is something funny?” DC Owen said.

“You know nothing.”

“Right,” O’Reilly said. “You’re in this as deep as it’s possible to get. Isn’t that right, Julian?”

The lawyer remained silent.

“Where did you even come up with the idea of selling human brains, Frank?” O’Reilly asked.

“I attended a conference in Saudi Arabia,” Frank said. “A medical thing. While I was there, I was approached by a group of Kuwaiti businessmen. They were there with one purpose in mind. The majority of the conference delegates were surgeons, and these Kuwaiti gentlemen were looking for someone to help them obtain a specific product.”

“Human brains,” DC Owen guessed.

“Not just any human brains,” Frank said. “The men from Kuwait wanted the frontal lobes of attractive young women.”

“Why?” O’Reilly said. “What were they planning on doing with these brains?”

“I didn’t know, and I didn’t ask.”

“They paid well, I imagine?” O’Reilly said.

“You wouldn’t believe it.”

“More than you earned as a surgeon?” DC Owen said.

“Much more, my dear.”

“You saw a business opportunity,” O’Reilly said. “You called in a few Masonic favours, faked a plane crash and your death certificate was promptly issued. Why come back as a woman?”

“For the illusion to work,” Frank said. “Sacrifices had to be made. I had minor plastic surgery to make it more realistic, and Belinda Hart was born. I’d known Mike for a few years, and he agreed to play his part.”

“I was wondering about that. I have to admit; it was an ingenious plan. It was so outrageous that nobody would even question it. Tell me about your son. Where did Derek come into it?”

“We needed someone to assist us,” Frank said. “Someone to do the leg work. Derek was the hunter.”

“He found the victims for you?” DC Owen said.

“Correct. He had a nose for it. None of this happened overnight. There was a lot of research done on every victim.”

“About that,” O’Reilly said. “Who was the woman in the excavation site?”

“Some German tourist,” Frank said. “I never bothered learning their names.”

“Tell us about the remains in the site for the swimming pool,” O’Reilly said. “That strikes me as rather careless of you.”

“On the contrary,” Frank said. “It was designed to throw some confusion into the mix and I’d say it succeeded. And it was hugely entertaining watching you running around like headless chicken.”

“Do all surgeons have such inflated opinions of themselves?”

“Detective,” Julian said. “Be very careful.”

“Your source of amusement was what led us to you, Frank,” O’Reilly carried on. “You must have known we would link the deaths of those women to you. You owned the land they were buried on.”

“What of it? I’m dead, remember. Dead men cannot be charged with a crime.”

“Right. Why did you kill your wife?”

“Because she was becoming a burden.”

“She was planning on leaving you, wasn’t she?” DC Owen said. “She was going to take your children with her.”

“Although, I can’t imagine why that would concern you,” O’Reilly said. “You weren’t a very good father, were you? Emily told us all about it and that’s why I’m finding it hard to understand how you could get Derek to join you in your twisted operations.”

“Derek was always a weak child. Easy to manipulate.”

“Derek was the one who helped us to identify the remains of your wife,” O’Reilly reminded him. “Why did he volunteer that information?”

“It was all part of the illusion,” Frank said. “Derek’s cooperation shifted the suspicion away from him. It was quite obvious I killed those women, but as I’ve already pointed out, dead men cannot be convicted of a crime.”

“Why did you operate on the women while they were still alive?” O’Reilly asked. “Was that important for the surgery?”

Frank smiled a reptilian smile. “Not at all. Brains are brains, and the method of extraction makes no difference.”

“Why keep them alive during the surgery then?” DC Owen said.

“I liked to look into their eyes when I drilled into their heads. It was exquisite. It was better than sex.”

“You really are ill, aren’t you Frank?” O’Reilly said.

“You will never understand. You’re incapable of understanding.”

“Where is Mike Hart, Frank?” O’Reilly asked.

“I don’t know.”

“You’re lying. We’ve got Derek, but your fake husband is proving to be elusive. Where is he?”

“I have no idea. If he’s got any sense, he’s already left the island. Is this going to take much longer?”

“Do you have somewhere you’d rather be?” DC Owen said.

“You’re not still mad because I knocked you out, are you?” Frank said.

“You hit like a girl,” O’Reilly said. “Oh, right – you were a girl at the time, weren’t you?”

“Detective,” Julian said. “Can we please stick to the matter at hand?”

“Quite right. It seems cut and dry to me. Your client is facing numerous charges and he’s not going to walk away from it. Is there anything else you’d like to share with us, Frank? Tell us about the shipments of brains. How did that work?”

“That’s where Mike came in,” Frank said. “His company was the ideal front for this kind of thing.”

“How?” DC Owen said. “Mike works in finance.”

“Mike has his fingers in many pies. He was able to transport the brains without too much interference.”

“He paid people in customs?” O’Reilly said.

“Everybody has a price.”

“You’re wrong there, Frank,” O’Reilly said. “You are very wrong.”

“The gentlemen in Kuwait were willing to part with half a million for one human brain,” Frank said. “It was a very lucrative business.”

“Not anymore. Your money won’t buy you much in jail. They’re going to love you in prison, Frank. You’ll be in demand, especially around Christmas time. You’ll definitely get the role of Widow Twankey in the prison panto. Or perhaps they’ll dare to be a bit more risqué and put on a performance of the Rocky Horror Show. They love drag queens in prison. I think we’ve covered everything for now.”

“My client wishes to discuss a deal,” Julian said.

“You’re more gormless than you look,” O’Reilly said. “Your client is in no position to bargain.”

“I think you might want to hear what he has to offer,” Julian said.

“No deals Frank. We’ve got what we needed and nothing you can say will make any difference.”

“You really do want to hear what my client has to say,” Julian insisted.

“Alright,” O’Reilly said. “Out with it.”

“Don’t you want to know where the others are buried?” Frank said.


CHAPTER FIFTY EIGHT

O’Reilly took a drink from the Scapegoat and held up the bottle to admire it.

“You really are fond of that stuff, aren’t you?” Victoria said.

“I am,” O’Reilly said. “It’s the simple things, isn’t it?”

“Is something troubling you?”

“Nothing at all, my dear. The case is cracked and we’ve taken a monster off the streets. No doubt more will come, but for now I’m content. The island has one less depraved individual on it.”

That wasn’t strictly true. Frank Rowland was still on the island. That was one of the terms of the deal he’d put forward. The CPS had agreed. Frank had promised to disclose the locations of the bodies O’Reilly knew nothing about in return for serving his sentence on the island. There were no fewer than sixteen further victims. Sixteen young women were murdered and their brains were removed. When the news broke, the shockwaves that reverberated throughout the island were huge and it was going to take a long time for the people of Guernsey to forget what Frank Rowland did. The bastard surgeon’s name was going to be on people’s lips for years to come.

The sound of O’Reilly’s phone could be heard from the kitchen and he ignored it.

“It might be important,” Victoria said.

“Impossible,” O’Reilly said. “Nothing is more important than the people in this room. You, me, and little O’Reilly.”

Bram ambled in like he owned the place and jumped up next to Victoria. O’Reilly dared to stroke his head. The ginger tom bared his teeth and O’Reilly removed his hand.

“You and me need to have a serious discussion, cat. This can’t go on. I appreciate the sentiment, but you’re taking things too far. Understood?”

Bram gave no indication one way or the other. O’Reilly’s phone started to ring again.

“Just answer it, Liam,” Victoria said.

He went to the kitchen and picked up the phone. The screen told him it was DCI Fish and O’Reilly knew he needed to answer it.

“Tom,” he said. “Is something up?”

“Sorry to bother you on your day off,” DCI Fish said. “But I thought you’d want to know that Mike Hart has been found.”

“That’s great news. Do you need me to come in?”

“That won’t be necessary. Mr Hart is dead.”

“Dead?” O’Reilly repeated.

“You’re not going to believe this, Liam,” DCI Fish said. “He was involved in a plane crash – a Cessna 172 Skyhawk, to be exact.”

“Tell me you’re joking,” O’Reilly said.

“I’m not. The plane went down shortly after it took off from the main airport. Mike and the pilot were killed instantly.”

O’Reilly ended the call and got another Scapegoat from the fridge.

“Is everything OK?” Victoria asked in the living room.

“Everything’s grand,” O’Reilly said.

“What was the phone call all about?”

“I think it’s known as poetic justice,” O’Reilly said.

“I won’t ask.”

“Probably for the best,” O’Reilly said and swiped Bram off the sofa in one swift motion.

Bram got the hint and took up position on the single seater.

“Right,” O’Reilly said. “What are we doing about food?”

THE END
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One draining murder investigation after another has left DS Jason on the brink of losing his sanity and he needs a break. A string of armed robberies at the McDonalds in the city of York are getting in the way. Smith’s DI makes him a deal; if he can get to the bottom of it, he can have two weeks off. Smith figures out who the brains behind the robberies is; the young wife of Jimmy Phoenix, the owner of all the McDonalds franchises in the city.
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[image: A close up of a sign  Description automatically generated] Venom (DS Jason Smith Book 9)   Buy from Amazon
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A student, who hasn’t been seen for a while is found dead in her room. Her throat has been cut but it turns out that is not the cause of death! The post-mortem reveals that she had been drained of all her blood. The killer has left behind no evidence and there are no clues. Is there a vampire loose in York? Then another body is found, and Smith and the team are struggling to find a link or a motive. Will this be the case that defeats the brilliant DS Smith? How much more heartache can Jason Smith bear? Severed will take him to hell and back.
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‘Forgive me father, for I have sinned.’  Someone is killing people in York. All of the victims share a secret that the murderer is somehow aware of and all of them receive an identical message after they are killed.  ‘God has forgiven you your sins, but He could not rid you of your demons. So I have taken them for you.’ Detective Sergeant Jason Smith heads up the most draining investigation he’s ever come across. Coming face to face with demons of his own, will this be the case that finally sends Smith over the edge?
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When a man is shot dead in a park not far from where Detective Jason Smith lives, Smith takes it personally. The man was killed in a precise and cold manner. Then, when another victim turns up - also killed with absolute precision, Smith realizes he's on the trail of a killer who will stop at nothing. Fighting against his team, Smith will have to dig harder than he's ever dug before to stop the worst killer York has ever seen.
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In the week before Christmas, two people are brutally murdered in their homes. There is no sign of a struggle and both victims have had their throats slashed open. Detective Jason Smith is on holiday for the Christmas period, but he finds himself in the middle of the investigation before he knows it. There are no clues left at the murder scenes besides a bizarre series of numbers and letters left in random places - E.6.T.0.M. Smith and the team are baffled. What is the relevance of this ambiguous message? As the bodies start to pile up, and the tensions heat up within the team, Smith soon senses that someone in his team knows more about this than they are letting on. Is there a rat in their midst? And if so, who is it? And why is someone killing people without any obvious motive? In the most bizarre case of Smith's career, will this be the murderer that finally beats him?
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When a man is shot dead in a park not far from where Detective Jason Smith lives, Smith takes it personally. The man was killed in a precise and cold manner. Then, when another victim turns up - also killed with absolute precision, Smith realizes he's on the trail of a killer who will stop at nothing. Fighting against his team, Smith will have to dig harder than he's ever dug before to stop the worst killer York has ever seen.
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'BE CAREFUL WHAT YOU WISH FOR.'  These seemingly innocent song lyrics are about to send Detective Jason Smith over the edge.  Still traumatised after a harrowing trip back home, Smith is sent headlong into the stuff of nightmares when he returns to work.

When a woman is found dead with her spinal cord severed Smith and his team are thrown into the most disturbing investigation ever. Then another body is found and when Smith realises what this woman was subjected to he knows he's on the trail of the most sadistic killer he's ever come across. All clues point to a Death Metal band. Wishbone are in town for a few shows and when Smith realises all the murders bear striking similarities to their song lyrics he starts to wonder if there is something more to this band than meets the eye. This is the most horrifying case of Smith's career and one the people of York will never forget.
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When a man is shot dead in a park not far from where Detective Jason Smith lives, Smith takes it personally. The man was killed in a precise and cold manner. Then, when another victim turns up - also killed with absolute precision, Smith realizes he's on the trail of a killer who will stop at nothing. Fighting against his team, Smith will have to dig harder than he's ever dug before to stop the worst killer York has ever seen.
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The Scarecrow. How do you stop a psychopathic killer when they're always one step ahead of you? A new kind of murderer has caught the attention of the people of York. His attention is focused on the low-life’s and the bottom-feeders of society. He calls himself The Scarecrow. The citizens of York are calling him a hero - a killer ridding society of the undesirables, but Detective Jason Smith can't accept this. And when he finds himself first on the scene of this maniac's first horrific murder, and sees for himself what this self-proclaimed deterrent to crime is capable of, he takes it upon himself to stop The Scarecrow at any cost. But as the brutal murders continue, Smith finds himself wondering if this is a fight he can actually win. The Scarecrow refuses to be stopped. Is this the first killer Smith is unable to beat?
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Smith isn't In a good place. He's still in shock after the worst case of his career. He has problems on the home front, and he's just been told to take some time off. Smith thinks things couldn’t get much worse. They're about to get much, much worse. Smith gets a phone call. When a stranger asks for his help, he doesn't know what to do. An old friend has gone missing and the parting words of the woman on the phone chill Smith to the bone. He's sold his soul to The Bluesman. Smith has some time off. But as he digs deeper into this mystery Bluesman he starts to wonder about everything else in his life. The Bluesman is not what he seems, and he's going to change Smith's life forever.
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Detective Jason Smith has outwitted more murderers than he cares to admit. His insight into the criminal mind is unrivalled and he's made a career out of outsmarting the depraved and insane killers that have plagued the city of York. But it appears someone has been doing some research on Smith's track record. Somebody knows more than they ought to, and when people are murdered in circumstances, far too familiar to be coincidence, Smith runs out of ideas. The answers to his questions come from an unexpected source. An octogenarian former Librarian who claims to remember everything that has ever happened in her waking life, will prove to be an unusual ally in Smith's quest to bring down the most disturbing killer he's ever come across.
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Two hundred feet below an old bridge, a teenage girl lies battered and bruised. Barely alive, she knows she's not going to make it. Two days later, another teenager is found in almost exactly the same spot. Suicide. That's what the papers are saying.

But when a third victim of the now legendary viaduct turns up, Detective Sergeant Jason Smith doesn't buy it. Something else is happening here - something much darker. As Smith and the team start asking questions, the investigation takes a turn for the worse when things get much closer to home. Smith's adopted daughter goes missing, and when he finds out she was last seen close to this sinister viaduct, he fears the worst.

Smith knows he's running out of time. Will he get to the truth before the viaduct lures its next victim to their death?
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This isn't about you. The first victim is lucky. He is mutilated beyond belief, but he is allowed to live. The second isn't so fortunate. But the words carved into her back are the same. And when a third victim is found with the same four words etched into his skin, Detective Jason Smith is wide awake. Smith manages to get two words out of the first victim before he dies. The Twin. Who is this Twin? Nobody knows, but he's about to send Smith and the team into the stuff of nightmares.
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Detective Smith has lost count of how many times a murder investigation has been set in motion with a dogwalker finding a body. So when the mutilated corpse of a woman is found by a man taking his four-legged friend for a stroll, it doesn't sound any warning bells. But when the same man makes a second gruesome discovery, Smith's senses are on high alert. When the dogwalker stumbles upon a third brutally murdered woman, Smith knows there's more to this meek-mannered dog lover than meets the eye. But, no matter how deep he digs, Smith can't find anything that links him to any of the victims. Is it really a case of bizarre coincidence, or is the dogwalker going to be the one who finally outsmarts Detective Sergeant Jason Smith?
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The Venus flytrap. - If you get too close - you're dead. A new craze is taking the city of York by a storm. An online site is daring the teenagers of the historical town to do things they never would have dreamed of before. There's talk of a mystery virus that could wipe out mankind, and the young minds are taking it all in. They don't want to die without having lived first and Flytrap.net promises to give them life before their inevitable death. Detective Smith realises he's dealing with something totally new when the first bodies turn up. A teenage boy has detonated a hand grenade inside his living room, killing his entire family. It soon becomes clear that Smith and the team aren't equipped to deal with what the city is calling a cyber attack on teenagers, and the case is taken off his hands. But, as more young people fall to Flytrap.net, Smith finally gets a break. But it's a break that will make him question whether humanity still exists. The Flytrap is a different kind of killer, and it's one that makes Smith wonder whether there is still a place for him in the world.
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If the lights go out - you're as good as dead. Detective Jason Smith is called out in the middle of the night to the scene of the most bizarre murder he's ever seen. A man has been shot dead and his hands have been stapled to the mains line in the distribution box. The family of the victim were blissfully unaware that anything was happening.  All the team have to go on is a witness who claims the lights in the area went out around the time of the murder. After another man meets the same fate Smith is wide awake when he hears the testimony of his 4 year old daughter. She didn't see who killed her father but the four words she heard him speak chills the marrow in Smith's bones. Ol' Sparky is back. The Electrician is in the city, and as long as Smith and the team are kept in the dark, he's going to finish what he started.




[image: A book cover of a dark room with stairs and a door  Description automatically generated]The Cellar (DS Jason Smith Book 26)   Buy from Amazon

Something nasty is happening in York. When the bodies of three men are discovered in the cellar of a house it soon becomes clear that their deaths were not peaceful. Detective Jason Smith is itching to get back to work after a case that almost killed him and he soon realises he's dealing with something he's never come across before. With a global pandemic looming, nobody in the city is paying much attention to the homeless people who are mysteriously vanishing from the streets. But Smith senses there is something more to this. Something else is happening here, and he's not wrong. A horror, far worse than he imagined is happening in a dark place somewhere in his city and Smith is going to have to face his deepest fears to stop it.




[image: A book cover with a silhouette of a person in fog  Description automatically generated]The Loner (DS Jason Smith Book 27)   Buy from Amazon

Sometimes, it's the quiet ones you need to be careful of. Detective Jason Smith has always considered himself to be a bit of a loner. His colleagues would agree with him. But Smith has no idea that another solitary soul is about to give him the worst nightmares of his life. Another loner is killing people in York, and this one isn't about to stop until he's caught. He kills indiscriminately, and he's extremely good at it. It's going to take a loner to catch a loner, and Smith is the only man who can stop the worst serial killer York has ever seen.




[image: A book cover of a person standing in a dark room  Description automatically generated]The Painter (DS Jason Smith Book 28)   Buy from Amazon

The Painter is the weirdest serial killer Smith has ever come across. Detective Smith is bored. Lockdown has kept crime at bay, so when a call comes in about a brutal murder in a house not far from where he lives, he's wide awake. A woman has been brutally murdered - she has been left on display with a portrait of the scene on her lap. Two days later, Smith receives an email telling him him the details of the next victim were in the painting. When two more women are killed and the emails keep coming, Smith is running out of ideas. The Painter has promised to keep on killing until Smith wakes up enough to see what has been staring him in the face the whole time. It's a case that Smith will have nightmares about for the rest of his life.




[image: A person walking on a road  Description automatically generated]The Hitchhiker (DS Jason Smith Book 29)   Buy from Amazon

In the wake of a global pandemic, nobody in their right mind would pick up a hitchhiker.

But what if this hitchhiker is already in your car? Detective Sergeant Jason Smith has his hands full trying to come to terms with huge changes in his home life, so when he hears about a gruesome double murder, he's happy for the distraction. But what he finds in the car, a stone's throw from his house is beyond comprehension. A man and a woman have been beaten so badly they no longer have faces. No sooner has the investigation into their murders begun, another victim is taken in her car, and her injuries are much, much worse. Smith is baffled. And when another victim is murdered he reluctantly agrees to be the face of a public appeal warning drivers not to pick up hitchhikers. But this hitchhiker is different - this one doesn't grab a ride by the side of the road, and this one is hell bent on killing until someone says otherwise.




[image: A book cover of a book  Description automatically generated]The Creed (DS Jason Smith Book 30)   Buy from Amazon

Detective Sergeant Jason Smith thought he'd seen every kind of murderer there was to see. Until now. When the body of a man is found, Smith thinks it's just one more unlucky soul in the wrong place at the wrong time. But why was his index finger severed, and shoved inside his mouth? When another corpse is discovered with a finger in his mouth, Smith is baffled. He gets a break in the investigation in the form of an anonymous call from a woman who claims to know why the men had to die, but the trail hits a dead end when Smith realises what he's dealing with. A group of people are hell bent on killing, but every one of them has pledged a vow of silence to the creed they hold sacred. As the bodies keep on piling up, Smith wonders if the silent killers devoted to The Creed are going to be the ones to finally outsmart him.




[image: A book cover of a dark alley  Description automatically generated]The Workshop (DS Jason Smith Book 31)   Buy from Amazon

Extensive research has shown that, just like stolen cars that are chopped up and sold in pieces, the human body is worth considerably less than the sum of its parts. Detective Sergeant Smith is about to be thrown headfirst into the stuff of nightmares. When the body of a woman is discovered in a field, nobody on the team has seen anything like it. Her head has been removed, as have her arms and legs. Later, at the autopsy Smith learns that most of her vital organs are also missing. The condition of the second body is even more disturbing and Smith starts to wonder if there's a monster on the loose. Meanwhile, an urban legend is spreading like wildfire. The rumour mill is talking of a workshop somewhere in the city - a place where human bodies are sent to be chopped up and distributed all around the world. Smith soon learns that sometimes urban legends are based on reality, and this is one of those times. As the body count rises, Smith and his team find themselves completely out of their depth. The workshop needs to be shut down, but they have no idea where it is. Will this be a case that Smith is unable to solve?




[image: A person in a robe standing in a church  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]The Preacher (DS Jason Smith Book 32)   Buy from Amazon

The Preacher has spoken. The Preacher knows everything. A teenage suicide leads Detective Sergeant Smith into a waking nightmare. The girl was his daughter's best friend, and she had no reason to want to end her life. A string of suicides follow, and all of them share a common denominator. Some who calls himself The Preacher is playing God and Smith has no idea where to start looking. The Preacher has his own delusional agenda, and the more Smith learns, the more he realises that he can't stop this monster the old fashioned way. The Preacher is a predator with no conscience. There are no moral boundaries he won't cross. This is a psychopath who will stop at nothing to fulfill his sick, twisted desires, and Smith realises he will have to forget everything he's ever learned about detection if he wants to stop the most depraved murderer of his career.




[image: A book cover of a book  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]The Professor (DS Jason Smith Book 33)   Buy from Amazon

How do you catch a killer when the law is on their side? Smith is brought back from a self imposed hiatus from work when a blast from the past comes to his attention. His old law professor has confessed to the murders of two of his students. Smith smells a rat. And when it becomes apparent that the professor has an alibi for both murders, he finds himself in the middle of a deadly game. This isn't about how murders are solved and the people responsible are punished, this is much more disturbing. This is about the law, and if Smith is to beat the most devious killer he's ever encountered, he's going to have to cross a line he never imagined he'd have to cross. The Professor is going to make Smith wish he'd stayed at home.




[image: A book cover of a graveyard  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]The Graveyard (DS Jason Smith Book 34)   Buy from Amazon

The Graveyard isn't an ordinary burial ground. This is a place where the fates of those who are yet to be dead and buried is sealed. In the run up to Christmas, two, apparently unconnected deaths capture the attention of Detective Smith and the team. The brutal murder of a grandmother, and a woman slain in her kitchen mean that all plans for the festive season are cancelled. When a man jumps out of a hotel window, soon afterwards, Smith quickly connects the dots. This is not going to be a normal investigation. The Graveyard is going to give Smith bad dreams for years.




[image: ]The Optician (DS Jason Smith Book 35)   Buy from Amazon

'Open your eyes.' Two dead women. Both of them incredibly beautiful, and both of them have had their eyeballs removed and squeezed back in their sockets. Detective Jason Smith is no stranger to weird murders, but this one has him baffled. When another victim is found, things take a turn for the worse when the trolls on social media join the party. This is no ordinary killer, and Smith knows he's going to have to change his whole mindset if he's going to stand a chance of catching the psychopath the city has dubbed The Optician.




[image: ]The Spider (DS Jason Smith Book 36)   Buy from Amazon

If you're in his web, you're as good as dead. A new kind of killer is stalking the men and women of York. He knows everything about his victims - he kills quickly, and with absolute precision. When DS Jason Smith watches a CCTV clip of this creature in action, he dubs him The Spider. He moves like a spider, and he kills like a spider. Smith soon learns that there's a common denominator at play. All of the victims share one thing in common, but for the first time in his career, understanding the motive behind the murders isn't going to help Smith one little bit. How do you bring down a killer who is impossible to catch?
It's quite possible that The Spider is going to be the one that finally beats Smith.




[image: ]The Gambler (DS Jason Smith Book 37)   Buy from Amazon

'Heads I win, tail's you lose.' A new killer is stalking the streets of York, and it's a killer that Detective Sergeant Jason Smith can't figure out. He drugs his victims, attacks them when they come round, and leaves them with a song playing on repeat. But he only kills them much later. Smith and the team are no strangers to serial killers but the murderer who calls himself The Gambler is something entirely new. Who is this psychopath? Why does he leave his victims alive and come back to kill them later? And why does he subject them to hours of Kenny Rogers before that? Smith isn't a gambling man, but he knows that the odds are stacked against him with this killer.




[image: ]The Lake (DS Jason Smith Book 38)   Buy from Amazon

A lake shrouded in superstition, a notorious crime family and a team of detectives chasing phantoms. Chapman's Lake has a story behind it, and it's a dark one. But when the body of a half-naked woman is pulled out of the water, Detective Smith and the other detectives hunting her killer focus all their attention on the strange symbol branded onto her skin. This is their first mistake. The murder of the woman is just the beginning, and it's something that Smith couldn't have predicted in a million years. The lake has many secrets, and Smith is going to have to change the way he looks at murder if he's going to stand a chance of solving the most bizarre murder case of his career.

D.I. O’Reilly Mysteries




[image: A cover of a book  Description automatically generated with low confidence] Blood on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 1)   Buy from Amazon

Detective Inspector Liam O'Reilly has recently transferred to the island of Guernsey from the Special Detective Unit in Dublin and in this first instalment we see him hitting the ground running. He has barely set foot on the island when the body of a man is washed up on the shore. There is no indication of where the man came from - his hands and teeth have been removed and he has a crude tattoo of a dragon on his back. When another similarly mutilated body is found, O'Reilly and his new team realise they're on the hunt for a deranged killer.




[image: Website, qr code  Description automatically generated]Lies on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 2)   Buy from Amazon

Detective Liam O'Reilly is bored. Life on the peaceful island of Guernsey is quiet, but it's too quiet for his liking. In the middle of an insurance fraud investigation he confides in his daughter and tells her he'd give anything for a juicy murder case to sink his teeth into.’ Be careful what you wish for, Dad. "Her words are still fresh in his mind when O'Reilly stumbles upon two dead bodies while investigating a fire at a container depot. The bodies have been burned beyond recognition and nobody seems to know how they ended up inside the container. Soon it becomes very clear that something sinister is happening on the sleepy island and O'Reilly is thrown into the depths of lies and deception as he delves deeper into the lives of one particular family. Everywhere he turns, he's met with lies but O'Reilly is determined to find out the truth behind these gruesome murders even if by uncovering the lies means he's putting his own life on the line.




[image: Text  Description automatically generated]Fear on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 3)   Buy from Amazon

It's mid-summer on the island of Guernsey and Detective Liam O'Reilly is winding down for the day. He's enjoying a quiet drink with his daughter when a man in bike leathers walks inside the pub. O'Reilly doesn't even register him until he hears the gunshot. The man has taken out a gun and shot the barman twice in the face. O'Reilly takes hold of his daughter and throws her to the floor. "Not everything is as it seems." The gunman leaves the people inside the pub with something to think about before he calmly walks out of the pub. Then another man is shot dead in broad daylight. A figure in leathers tells the witnesses the same thing: “Not everything is as it seems."  O'Reilly and his team have no idea what is going on. The experienced Irish detective really doesn't have a clue what this is all about. When the gunman takes a third victim the people on the island start to panic. Fear is rife and confidence in the police is at an all-time low. O'Reilly knows it's only a matter of time before this madman strikes again, but he's running out of ideas. With his team working around the clock and running on empty, he knows time is running out before the most confusing killer he's ever come across strikes again.




[image: Graphical user interface, website  Description automatically generated]Malice on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 4)   Buy from Amazon

A FEUDING FAMILY AND A DEADLY SECRET. Nobody knows when it first started. The tranquil island of Guernsey is suddenly besieged by a wave of malice. Shops are getting set alight, houses are being sprayed with paint and friends are no longer sure if their neighbours are who they thought they were. When a woman is found dead, covered head to toe in paint outside a house covered in identical paint Detective Liam O'Reilly is brought into the midst. O'Reilly soon realises this is much more than a simple case of murder. And when more bodies are found O'Reilly starts to wonder if he made the right decision in coming to the Island. This is a crime mystery you won't want to miss.




[image: Text  Description automatically generated]Revenge on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 5)   Buy from Amazon

REVENGE IS SWEET.  How do you solve a murder when you're the number one suspect?  Fifteen years ago Patrick Finney was sentenced to life for the brutal murders of four women. It was one of the most high-profile cases in Irish history and one that defined Detective Inspector Liam O'Reilly's career. O'Reilly was instrumental in bringing Finney down.  Now Finney has escaped from a high-security prison and he's not content to stay on the run.  He wants revenge and he's prepared to stop at nothing to get it.  Abandoned by the very people he's employed by O'Reilly finds himself in a predicament that leaves him running out of options. There is only one man who can help him. But it's a man he vowed he would never contact again, and the consequences of his association with this phantom could be far worse than O'Reilly could ever imagine.  When the hunter becomes the hunted the rules of the game have to change.  This is a chilling mystery that O'Reilly will never forget.




[image: A picture containing website  Description automatically generated] Christmas on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 6)   Buy from Amazon

CHRISTMAS: The silly season. Or the suicide season? A string of suicides on the island arouses Detective Liam O'Reilly's suspicions. He understands that the suicide rate tends to increase during the festive season, but the ways in which these people have chosen to end their lives doesn't feel right. As O'Reilly and his team dig deeper, they soon learn there is much more to these apparent suicides than they initially thought, and O'Reilly realises there is a seriously damaged mind on the loose. Dubbed the suicide killer by the press, this madman will stop at nothing to get his depraved message across, and O'Reilly is the only one who can put an end to his killing spree. This festive season is one the Irish detective will never forget.




[image: A picture containing text, outdoor, sign, sunset  Description automatically generated] Silence on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 7)   Buy from Amazon

January on the island of Guernsey is grim. It's dark and depressing. Detective Liam O'Reilly expected as much. What O'Reilly didn't bargain for was the eerie silence on the island in the dead of winter. And when an old lady disappears from a care home and reappears, dead on the grave of a soldier who died 80 years ago, O'Reilly has absolutely no idea what to think. When more old people are found, murdered amongst the tombs of these dead soldiers, and O'Reilly is met with silence everywhere he turns, he really has no idea why these people had to die. Then he finally hears the truth. But it is a truth that will haunt him for the rest of his life.




[image: A picture containing text, outdoor, sign, sunset  Description automatically generated] Secrets on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 8)   Buy from Amazon

School reunions are not something Detective Inspector Liam O'Reilly is particularly fond of. But when a man is murdered days before the reunion of a prestigious school on the island he's forced to get involved. The guests attending the reunion are reluctant to talk and O'Reilly knows not everything is as it seems. A famous actress, a celebrity chef, a controversial author, a US senator, an English MP and a whole host of other public figures happened to attend the school in the class of '89. When more guests at the reunion are murdered, O'Reilly finds himself in the middle of the most bizarre mystery he's ever encountered. It appears some secrets are worth dying for.




[image: A picture containing text  Description automatically generated]Chaos on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 9)   Buy from Amazon

If there's one thing Detective Liam O'Reilly hates, it's bombs. The Irishman transferred to the peaceful island of Guernsey to escape that kind of thing. So, when random explosions start taking the people on the island by surprise, O'Reilly wonders if moving to Guernsey was such a good idea. It soon becomes clear that the bombs are a smokescreen for something else. Something more sinister is going on, and when a gang of masked men enter the equation, O'Reilly realises this has nothing to do with blowing things up. A team of armed men, dubbed the Fab Four Robbers by the press, soon capture the hearts of the people of Guernsey, and chaos hits the island. O'Reilly is facing the worst dilemma of his career. Many residents of the island are championing these thugs. This new breed of criminals disguised as John, Paul, George and Ringo are about to educate O'Reilly in the fine art of chaos.




[image: Text  Description automatically generated with low confidence]Sadness on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 10)   Buy from Amazon

Detective Liam O'Reilly has reached a low point in his life. The love of his life has just been diagnosed with a life-threatening illness and his daughter is about to move out of the apartment they've shared for the past year. Even his cats are bringing him down, and he doesn't think life can get much worse. But then everything is suddenly put into perspective when news of a horrific incident comes in. A man has arrived home to find his entire family slaughtered. His wife and three daughters have been brutally murdered. The family dog has also been viciously attacked. O'Reilly soon forgets his own woes, and throws himself headlong into the case. His own sadness can wait. But soon, O'Reilly realises things are rarely as they appear to be. Not all sadness is real. Sometimes there is something much deeper running beneath the surface, and as he gets closer to the truth, his own misery is forgotten when he comes face to face with an evil so dark he starts to wonder if sadness is destined to be the norm from now on.




[image: A book cover with a rocky cliff  Description automatically generated]Danger on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 11)   Buy from Amazon

The Island of Guernsey isn't exactly a favourite destination for adrenaline junkies. But it does have one thing that attracts a new breed of adventure freaks. Cliff jumping is taking off on the island, and June appears to be the best time of year for those that way inclined to choose to partake in the sport. When a young woman is killed after a jump, her death is judged a tragic accident, but when her body is retrieved, and the remains of another corpse is found on the rocks below, the Island Police are brought in. It's the last thing Detective Liam O'Reilly feels like. Still feeling the effects of a case that almost broke him, he really doesn't need this. But when he drags himself back to where he once was, and starts to understand what he's dealing with he wakes up enough to realise he's dealing with something much more dangerous than the cliffs that people are jumping off. There is someone on the Island who likes to take things to the extreme, and O'Reilly is damned if they're going to do it on his island.




[image: A book cover of a book  Description automatically generated]Evil on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 12)   Buy from Amazon

'I know about evil, because my mum is evil. She killed my dad. My mother murdered my father, and left him where she knew I would find him.' A class discussion in a prestigious school on the peaceful island of Guernsey takes a sinister turn when the body of the father of one of the students is found, exactly where the boy said he would be. The sixteen-year-old has no further information to offer the Island Police, and his mother has disappeared off the face of the earth. Detective Inspector Liam O'Reilly has no idea where to look. The boy's father was stabbed multiple times, but there is nothing at the scene to suggest why this man was killed in such a horrific manner. Then another man is found dead. But when a third suffers the same fate soon afterwards, O'Reilly knows that he's up against something darker than his mind could ever comprehend. There's something evil on the island, and O'Reilly has no idea how to stop it.




[image: A book cover of a book  Description automatically generated]Fire on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 13)   Buy from Amazon

In the evening of the 4th of July 2019 four dozen drones descend on Guernsey, and the peaceful island is ablaze in minutes. 48 individual bombs have caused destruction in all four corners of the island. Detective Inspector Liam O'Reilly takes this extremely personally. He was enjoying his honeymoon in the far north of the island at the time. As the fire on the island continues to burn, O'Reilly can't sit back and wait for it to die down. He needs answers to why this happened on the island he now calls home. But the truth is going to take him to hell and back.




[image: A book cover of a book  Description automatically generated]Madness on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 14)   Buy from Amazon

Midsummer madness has hit the island of Guernsey with a vengeance. The residents of the peaceful island are behaving irrationally. It starts with an exclusive dinner party where two lifelong friends are hospitalized following a brutal fight, but things soon spiral out of control. The first body is found, and Detective Inspector Liam O'Reilly is sent out to investigate. A man has been maimed beyond recognition. The injuries he has sustained suggest that there is a maniac on the loose. The killer is soon apprehended, and O'Reilly thinks that will be the end of it. But when another mutilated corpse is found soon afterwards, O'Reilly realises he's dealing with something very different to anything he's come across before. The killer of the first victim will be the one to shed light on the sudden madness that is spreading around the island, and O'Reilly will find himself in the middle of the most disturbing case of his career.




[image: A book cover of a book  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Fury on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 15)   Buy from Amazon

The midsummer madness that hit Guernsey with a vengeance has abated, but if Detective Inspector Liam O'Reilly thought he could relax he's sorely mistaken. A fury like no other is about to take hold of the island, and O'Reilly is going to be thrown headfirst right into the middle of it. The murder of a teenager at a party on the beach is just the beginning. Things on the island are about to get much worse. A gang of masked phantoms on mountain bikes are hell bent on terrorizing the people of Guernsey. They strike without warning, and with a fury like no other. And O'Reilly cannot figure out why they're doing it. They attack with precision, and the brutality on display is like nothing the Irishman has ever seen before. The fury on the island spreads far and wide as the residents gather to take the law into their own hands. The Island Police aren't doing enough, and O'Reilly faces a war on two fronts. How do you stop a fury when you have no idea what lies behind it? This is going to be O'Reilly's bloodiest investigation yet.




[image: A book cover of a book  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Sickness on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 16)   Buy from Amazon

When over a dozen people succumb to a sudden sickness on the island, and most of them don't pull through, Detective Inspector Liam O'Reilly is instantly suspicious. It doesn't take long to get to the source of the sudden deaths of so many unconnected victims. But when the truth about why so many innocent islanders had to perish becomes apparent, O'Reilly finds himself in a predicament, the likes of which he could never have imagined. The sickness on the Island has its roots in something much deeper, and when O'Reilly finally works out the real reason for the sudden deaths of so many islanders, it's going to make him question his decision to move to the Island in the first place.




[image: ]Buried on the Island (DI O’Reilly book 17)   Buy from Amazon

Secrets never stay buried forever An exciting home renovation project becomes the stuff of nightmares when the remains of three people are unearthed while digging the hole for the swimming pool. The bones are old, and nobody seems to know who they belonged to. Detective Inspector O'Reilly is brought in to investigate, and during a further excavation of the scene, another body is found. And this one was killed and buried recently. As he digs deeper, he soon suspects that the bodies were meant to be found. They were buried there for a reason and when that reason becomes apparent it's going send shockwaves around the island. This is a case that's going to cause O'Reilly to wonder if some things would be better off buried for good.

Jan Norge Hilda Baker thrillers




[image: ]   Hakuna Matata (Jan Norge Hilda Baker book 1)   Buy from Amazon

The first in the new series featuring detectives Jan Norge and Hilda Baker. It starts with a body in a burned out car. Jan Norge, recently transferred from Norway hits the ground running with his first case on UK soil.The body in the car is just the start of a journey to hell and back. As Jan and Hilda dig deeper into the cause of the burned out car, they find themselves drawn into a world of secrets, lies and murder. Everything leads back to one family. On the surface, the Hunts are a normal, middle-class unit, but they're anything but. All of them are keeping secrets from the others, and when these secrets turn deadly, Jan and Hilda run out of places to look. In a case that has its roots on the paradise island of Zanzibar, Jan Norge and Hilda Baker have to disregard everything they believed about human nature in order to beat the most dysfunctional family either of them have ever come across.




[image: ]   27 (Jan Norge Hilda Baker book 2)   Buy from Amazon

27 : A club you definitely do not want to be a member of. What starts out as a series of seemingly unrelated murders, soon turns into something much darker. A murderer is killing people, based on the causes of death of the members of the mythical 27 Club. Detectives Jan Norge and Hilda Baker are baffled. Someone is going to a lot of trouble to get the details right, but none of the officers on the team are able to figure out why they're doing it. As the body count increases, Jan and Hilda make a breakthrough of sorts in the form of a tragic accident that happened sixteen years ago, But it soon becomes clear that there is more to it than a simple tragic event. The murderer the press is dubbing The 27 Club Killer has another agenda, and with the list of potential victims running into the dozens the pressure is on for Jan and Hilda to stop the most depraved killer either of them has ever come across.

DC Harriet Taylor Series




[image: A picture containing text, sign  Description automatically generated] The Beekeeper (DC Harriet Taylor Book 1).  Buy from Amazon

Alice Green is a beekeeper in the small Cornish village of Polgarrow. She lives with her pet jackdaw in a beautiful cottage not far from the sea. One evening, Alice finds something strange under the hollyhock bush in her garden. The gruesome discovery will change everyone’s lives. And then Alice’s best friend Milly disappears…




[image: Graphical user interface, website  Description automatically generated] The Perfect Murder (DC Harriet Taylor Book 2)   Buy from Amazon

Two cats are found mutilated in the same town. Detective Harriet Taylor is reluctant to investigate, but then one of their owners is killed a bizarre way that same day.  Harriet and the team step in. The dead woman has four words written on her neck— four very ambiguous words.  Then another body turns up with the same words written on it. Harriet fears the worst —a serial killer is on the loose in the small Cornish town of Trotterdown.




[image: A cover of a book  Description automatically generated with medium confidence] The Backpacker (DC Harriet Taylor Book 3)   Buy from Amazon

A girl’s body is found hidden in a remote spot of a Cornish Farm. The same farm that a young girl ran towards to escape her pursuer many years before. 

Who would kill a young backpacker who hurt nobody?  Is there a link between this and a mystery from many years ago?

[image: A close up of a logo  Description automatically generated] Trotterdown – DC Harriet Taylor box set   Buy from Amazon

Book 1 - The Beekeeper

Book 2 - The Perfect Murder

Book 3 - The Backpacker

DS Jason Smith & DC Harriet Taylor Series




[image: A close up of a cigarette  Description automatically generated with low confidence] The Enigma (DS Smith & DC Taylor Book 1)   Buy from Amazon

In Trotterdown, Cornwall a boat, The Enigma washes in to the harbour. The skipper is dead, and Harriet Taylor is brought in to investigate. But 1 dead body is not the only crime the team has to deal with. Meanwhile, further up the coast in Whitby a boat washes up on the rocks just outside the harbour. Everyone on board is dead. Whitby Police are out of their depth, so DS Jason Smith is called in to help. It soon becomes clear the cases are connected and the teams from York and Trotterdown settle down to work with each other.




[image: A close up of a sign  Description automatically generated] Dropzone (DS Smith & DC Taylor Book 2)   Buy from Amazon

Brandon Stone is doing his first Accelerated Free Fall Skydive. He has done the training and his instructors are with him so nothing can go wrong…. Can it? A double malfunction and Brandon is staring death in the face. A very rare accident. Or is it?  Jason is returning to work after 3 months recovering from injuries at the hands of Boronov. Light duties? Not if Jason can help it. DC Harriet Taylor is taking a well-deserved holiday with Jon Finch that includes tandem skydiving. Out of all the planes in the country they were on the same one as Brandon.  With a detective as a witness this should be an easy case to solve. Wrong! Jason and the team need all the help they can get to unravel the lies and find the clues before more bodies turn up.




[image: A picture containing text, sign  Description automatically generated] Raven Girl (DS Smith & DC Taylor Book 3)   Buy from Amazon

When the body of a man is discovered on a beach near Trotterdown, detective Harriet Taylor gets to work. It soon becomes clear that this was no ordinary murder - the man was placed in a yoga position and his pockets were filled with seashells. As more bodies pile up, suspicion falls on the residents of the old Beekeeper's house. Who are these New-Age youngsters and is their 'peace and love' philosophy merely a front to cover up something sinister? Harriet and her team are stumped. Everywhere they turn seems to lead nowhere, and they soon believe these gruesome murders will remain unsolved forever.
 

The Miranda Trilogy




[image: A picture containing wall, indoor, person  Description automatically generated] Miranda (Miranda book 1)   Buy from Amazon

Miranda is a unique read, the first psychological thriller by Stewart Giles. Sentenced to life in a secure hospital for the murder of 12 people Miranda tells her story. In the meantime, the reader is transported back to the time of the murders as we follow DI Keene and her team along the many twists, turns and dead ends as they try to find the murderer of several unrelated victims. This is an edge-of-your-seat, adrenaline pumping read that will have you turning the pages all the way to the totally unexpected ending.  Buckle up this is a bumpy ride.




[image: A person with long hair  Description automatically generated with low confidence] Mistress (Miranda book 2)   Buy from Amazon

Miranda is on the run from the Dunford Police and has managed to flee the UK.  The story continues as we follow Miranda to the USA. With the body count increasing all the time will Miranda ever be caught? This is a gripping page-turner that keeps the adrenaline pumping as Miranda manages to keep just one step ahead of DS Swales.  With numerous twists and turns all the way to the absolutely brilliant ending this is a must read for anyone who loves psychological thrillers.




[image: Text, website  Description automatically generated]Medusa (Miranda book 3)   Buy from Amazon

She's escaped from Death Row and her thirst for murder is stronger than ever before. Detective Henry Swales has other ideas. But will he be able to stop the woman who has caused him more heartache than anyone else in his life? As the sun sets on Death Row and the bodies continue to pile up, Miranda's bloodlust grows. Nobody seems able to stop her. Then she makes a mistake and is caught. And just when Detective Swales thinks it's all over, he finds himself involved in the most bizarre judicial farce imaginable. Nobody appears to know who is responsible for punishing this monster. Will Swales stand back and bear witness to this perverse justice or will he resort to his own personal form of retribution? This is a twisted psychological story that will stick in the mind for a very long time.

Stand Alone Novels

[image: A picture containing text, sign  Description automatically generated]  The Divide (a standalone horror story)  Buy from Amazon

Five teenagers head into Dartmoor’s bleak National Park for a final adventure together before they all go their separate ways after the summer. These lifelong friends have no idea what terrible secrets this place holds. One by one they start to realise something is not quite right about this moor. Something is lurking there – some malevolent and ominously primeval force is buried deep beneath this ground waiting to emerge. The locals know the truth about what lies beneath this land, but the five friends are met with a sinister silence everywhere they turn. Then the Divide is split in two. What is unleashed is hell itself and the friends know they need to find a way out before it’s too late. Lured into an ancient forest that appears on no maps, the friends’ fight for survival begins. But who is the little girl in the white dress? With her hideously disfigured face and transfixing voice, why has she suddenly taken a keen interest in these teenagers? The Divide is the chilling tale of five friends’ fight for survival against an evil beyond comprehension.

[image: Text  Description automatically generated]  The Guests (a standalone thriller)  Buy from Amazon

How far would you go to keep a dream alive? Henry and Rebecca Green worked their whole lives dreaming about a house by the sea. They thought the move to the idyllic town of Frisk would be the perfect retirement. The sea views and clement weather were exactly what they'd been looking forward to their whole lives. But Mr and Mrs Green soon realise life in paradise isn't as rosy as they thought. There are others who want what they have. They soon find out that most of the neighbouring houses are HomeFromHome weekend rentals and very soon the ideal retirement takes a turn for the worse when reality hits. The guests next door soon become neighbours from hell every weekend. When a rowdy school reunion next door ends in tragedy, Rebecca Green realises there is a way to put a stop to it all and she comes up with a plan . It's a plan so obscure and out of the box, Henry doubts his wife's sanity at first. And the detectives who are brought in to investigate the series of murders at various HomeFromHome rentals are equally baffled.
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