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About the Book

The Cold Case crime department of Derby Constabulary feels like a morgue to DI Damen Brook. As a maverick cop, his bosses think it’s the best place for him.

But Brook isn’t going to go fown without a fight. Applying his instincts and razor sharp intelligence, he sees a pattern in a series of murders that seem to begin in 1963. How could a killer go undetected for so long? And why are his superiors so keen to drive him down blind alleys?

Brook delves deep into the past of both suspects and colleagues unsure where the hunt will lead him. What he does know for sure is that a significant date is approaching fast and the killer is certain to strike again. . .

About the Author

Steven Dunne has written for fun since attending Kent University. After a brief and terrifying stint as a stand-up comic, he became a freelance journalist writing for
The Times
and the
Independent
. He is now a part-time teacher in Derby. He is the author of the highly acclaimed thrillers
The Reaper
,
The Disciple
and
Deity
.
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T’is I, my love, sits on your grave,

And will not let you sleep;
For I crave one kiss of your clay-cold lips,
And that is all I seek.
(Anon.)

One

Saturday, 22 December 1973 – Derby

The boy looked up from sorting through his football cards to watch his mum light another cigarette. Her hands were tight and clumsy as she fumbled for her props but, eventually, the hiss of gas and a guttering flame signalled job done. Tossing her gold lighter on to the coffee table, she took a quivering draw, holding the blue-grey poison in her lungs for a beat before exhaling across the room.

Jeff watched in silence as she tried to ease back and relax but she couldn’t manage it, at once pulling back her frame to the edge of the sofa, her legs bent double, her tension-wracked shoulders invisible under the uncombed hair. She played with her housework-reddened hands, sometimes picking at a jagged nail, sometimes swivelling the two rings round her wedding finger.

‘I’m hungry, Mum,’ said Jeff, in that way children have of asking for things without actually posing the question.

Without looking over at him she answered, her voice hoarse and strained. ‘Dad’s home in an hour.’

Jeff gazed unblinking, waiting for her to crack. It didn’t happen. ‘But I’m hungry now.’

‘You can have a sandwich when Dad gets home,’ she replied, trying to keep the rising emotion from her voice. She glanced his way to reassure but it didn’t take.

‘But—’

‘You’ll have to wait,’ she snapped, her face turned away again, longing to return to her reverie, a land of unblinking vacuity where she could hide from present pain and the prospect of more to come.

‘Well, can I have a slice of dripping and bread to put me on?’ His mum didn’t answer. Just stared at the bearskin rug as though her son wasn’t there and hadn’t spoken. But he was there and he wanted an answer, sensing one more push might do it. ‘Can I. . . ?’

‘Help yourself!’ she barked, twisting her rings like she was trying to unscrew her finger. ‘Help yourself,’ she repeated softly, eyes closed, a blind nod to tell herself she had control.

Jeff stared impassively at her pale drawn face, trying in vain to make contact with her red-rimmed eyes. Eventually he laid down his cards in two piles – keepers and swaps – then dragged himself to the kitchen. OK. He’d have to get his own food. Not the best outcome but still a small victory, a chink of light and acknowledgement in the wall of silence his mum and dad had erected around him and what had happened.

It was yonks ago, for God’s sake. You’ve still got me
.

He turned at the kitchen door, and glued his eye to the crack, watching his mum who, after his departure, looked briefly up to the fireplace before resuming her inspection of the rug and pulling a balled handkerchief from her sleeve.

Jeff had been expecting as much and mimicked her quick glance to the
only
photograph on the mantelpiece, the picture of his dead brother, little Donny. The clumsy black ribbon across one corner obscured an ear and part of his lopsided dopey grin, Donny’s grin, the grin that conquered all, that drew the lion’s share of parental love.

Don’t deny it, Mum
.
Donny was your favourite
. Always had been. Mum always took Donny’s word that Jeff should shoulder the blame and Jeff could almost hear Donny’s whining voice, accusing.
Jeff did it. It was him
.

Jeff sighed. Yes, he had done it. He
had
sat on Donny until he could barely breathe, he
had
nicked Donny’s toy, he
had
spat in Donny’s food, poked him in the eye, pulled his pants down with his back turned – plus a million other things, some involving insects. But did that give Donny the right to tell tales?

Jeff scowled from behind the door, watching as his mum opened the floodgates and sobbed silently into the tight, damp ball of cotton, her shoulders convulsing as if puking.

Happy now, Don-kee? You made Mum cry, Don-kee. Happy?

He glared at his dead brother’s picture with his grin and his quiff and his too-big Dennis the Menace jumper. Mum had kept the jumper, he knew. She’d hidden it under the stairs but one night, soon after the drowning, Jeff had snuck down and watched her bury her face in it, trying to catch a whiff of Don-kee’s stink, what was left of it after the river had washed away him and his stupid smell forever.

He turned away, miserable. Three days to Christmas. This should be an exciting time. The decs were up, the tree was up (though not as carefully dressed as in years past, he’d noticed) and there was decent telly on all three channels
,
with good films on as soon as he jumped out of bed. Incredible.

But instead of excitement, this – boredom and tears. No telly. No noise apart from the clock and his mum’s muffled sobs. At least Dad would be home soon, finished for the hols. At least
he
made an effort to be normal. He worked all day, plus Saturday mornings, not like Mum, and on top of that, he’d had to do all the decorations, the tree, even cook meals. And still he made time to get out in the yard and help his son make a snowman. That’s a proper parent.

Jeff cheered up at the thought of his presents.
Double bubble this year ’cos they’d already bought and wrapped Don-kee’s presents before he fell in the river reaching for his stupid balloon. Afterwards, Mum couldn’t face taking them back so I get the lot.

Smiling now, Jeff reached for the dripping pot on the kitchen window sill and pulled a slice of Mighty White from the bread bin. He dug around in the dripping with the knife to get past the hard grey fat on top to the meaty brown sludge below. Yummy. He shook some salt on to the slice and took a large slimy bite, peering out at the harsh winter weather outside. It was beginning to snow again. Brilliant.

His eye wandered round to the snowman as he jammed the rest of the bread into his mouth. The snowman had started to look tired and dirty but now it was snowing again maybe he could rebuild it with fresh snow when his dad got home. As he chewed, he noticed with dismay that its nose was gone. The carrot must’ve fallen off. He rushed back to the stifling lounge. ‘Going outside, Mum.’ Statement, not question, but his mum barely noticed.

She straightened momentarily but didn’t turn round as she made a stab at parental responsibility. ‘Wrap up warm,’ she croaked.

‘I know,’ groaned Jeff, grabbing coat, hat and gloves from the rack in the hall and rushing outside, slamming the door behind him. His orange leather football was right outside the kitchen door. He flicked it up to head and nearly went flying but young supple limbs managed to keep him upright. Taking heed, he crunched more carefully round the side of the house over the frozen patio, catching the full hit of the sub-zero wind howling across the countryside, snow corkscrewing along in its grip.
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