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‘ We can agree 
that we’re almost 
cer tainly looking 

for a male. Perhaps 
someone who 

knew the victim’

Caroline could 
see that the victim 
was 18 at most. 
What on earth 

had she been doing 
out at that hour?

In the frame

Caroline was fiercely ambitous. But 
would her determination to succeed 
lead her down a dangerous path? 
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car as it drew up in front of 
the station. Robert nodded 
and watched her enter the 
building, stunning with her 
long dark hair and white suit. 

Seeing her deal with this 
crisis, he understood why 
she’d been given the job 
over him. He wasn’t ready 
for something like this. 
Perhaps he never would be.

This was the second body 
in a fortnight. Both women 
— one nearly 30, this latest a 
teenager. Too much like his 
Daisy. He parked the car and 
stopped for a moment, 
resting his head against the 
wheel. Thank God Caroline 
— DI Harwood — was on 
the case.

u u u u u 

Standing at the whiteboard, 
Caroline attached the  
second picture and wrote  
the name and age she had 
just learned underneath: 
Bianca Davis, 16.

Caroline shook her head, 
looking at the picture of the 
smiling girl, provided by her 
sobbing mother, tacking next 
to it the picture of the form 
slumped on the ground. 

Then the door clicked 
behind her and she turned 
and nodded, watching her 
team file in and sit down, 
looking at her expectantly. 

All men, except for Rachel, 
the young constable standing 
by the door. Some of them 
older than she was. All 
looking at her expectantly. 

It wasn’t the best setting 

for a smile, but Caroline 
couldn’t help allowing her 
mouth to point up slightly 
— they said she’d never 
crack the glass ceiling, but 
they’d been wrong.

Only her mum had 
believed in her. ‘Listen, 
Caroline, women can do 
anything that men can. Only 
sometimes they have to be a 
bit more clever, work a little 
harder to get there.’

Solving the Ryan case  
back in Slough, taking over 

when her boss fell ill. Now,  
a transfer to one of the  
larger teams. Exams passed, 
interviews aced and here  
she was, heading up her  
own team. 

Mum had been right, it had 
just taken a bit of extra work.

‘Good morning,’ she said, 
trying to steady her voice. 
‘I’m sure you’ve all heard the 
news by now.’

There was a hum of yes-es, 
and several nods — all the 
faces deadly serious. 

‘OK. Well, I’m sure  
DI Cartwright has brought 
you up to date with the main 
facts, but I’ll just run through 
briefly what we know so far 
and assign roles. 

‘This young woman — this 
girl,’ her voice cracked slightly, 
‘was found at five o’clock this 
morning in the alley behind 
the Century club. Apparently 
she’d been out with friends, 
but had become separated 
from them. Kevin, would you 

deal with the friends’ 
statements?’

‘Yes, ma’am,’ he nodded. 
For a moment she felt a 

triumphant power shiver 
through her limbs. She was 
still getting used to being 
called ma’am.

‘OK. So… she was obviously 
underage, vulnerable. In an 
alley — perhaps talking to 
someone. Unfortunately, the 
CCTV seems to have been 
out of action at the time.’

S he pointed to the 
picture of Bianca’s 
body. ‘It looks as if 

someone approached from 
behind — a strangulation, 
probably with a piece of 
fabric of some kind. Yes, 
Carter?’

‘Who found her, ma’am?’
‘I was getting to that.’ 

Caroline hated being 
interrupted. ‘She was found 
by Kerry — one of the 
cleaners at the club — at 

about 6am as she went to 
work. We’ve checked, and 
she’s got a sound alibi. In any 
case, it’s likely the attack was 
carried out by a man.’

‘Is this certain, ma’am?’ 
Cartwright, in the middle 
row, caught her eye. ‘I 
thought…’

‘Yes, of course. No woman 
would have the strength to 
carry out an attack of such 
force,’ she said quickly.

‘But…’
‘Yes, lab results are yet to 

come in. But I think we can 
agree that we’re almost 
certainly looking for a male. 
Perhaps someone who 
knows the victim — there 
was no evidence of sexual 
assault, and little evidence 
that she struggled.’

u u u u u 

‘Do you think,’ Robert asked 
her when they were in the 
car, making their way down 
increasingly rural roads, ‘that 
you get a feel for this stuff 

after a while?’
‘What do you mean, 

Cartwright?’
‘Well…’ he paused, looking 

at her as she drove. ‘I 
thought I was good at this 
job. But you seem to have a 
real nose for it. I read about 
the Ryan case — it seemed 
unsolvable. Then you found 
that lead…’

She smiled, remembering. 
Her name in the newspaper. 
A hero, they’d said. 

‘Well, I suppose there is a 
bit of instinct involved, but 
you’ll get there.’

‘Thanks ma’am.’
They drew up outside a 

line of terraced houses and 
she expertly parked in an 
impossibly small space, 
barely glancing in her 
mirrors. 

‘Right,’ she said. ‘Do you 
mind if I take the lead on  
this one?’

He was more than happy 
to let her.

The man — boy — who 
answered the door was small 
and wiry, a smattering of 
acne across his chin. His eyes 
were red-rimmed and he was 
wearing jogging bottoms and 
a band T-shirt emblazoned 
with the word Metallica. 

‘Steven?’
‘Oh, hello,’ he said, pulling 

the door open a little more 
to allow them to pass. Then, 
‘sorry it’s such a mess.’

‘Not at all.’ 
Caroline’s voice was polite, 

but her tone was cold and 
efficient. ‘Do you mind if we 
sit down?’

Steven pointed at a 
corduroy sofa, its back 
littered with washing, and 
they sat down hesitantly. 

‘Sorry,’ he said, picking up 
an overflowing ashtray and a 
couple of mugs haphazardly 
with the other hand. ‘Haven’t 
been able to do much since…’ 

Words failed him and he 
turned his head away.

‘Of course, we understand.’
‘Do you want me to get 

you…?’
‘No thanks, Steven. Perhaps 

you should sit down?’
‘OK.’ 
The strength seemed to 

leave his body and he 

slumped on to the sofa.
‘So you said that you were 

in the cinema last night, then 
you came straight home — is 
that right?’

‘Yes. You said you’d want 
to see the ticket?’

‘Yes please. In a moment.’
‘OK. It’s in my coat, I think,’ 

he indicated the crumpled 
clothing on the sofa’s arm. 
‘Or wallet. I dunno.’

‘OK. I’m interested in what 
you did afterwards. Straight 
back here, yes?’

‘Yes.’
‘And you were alone?’
‘Yes.’
‘Do you often go to the 

cinema alone?’
‘No, but…’
‘So why this time?’
‘Well… it was sci-fi. Bianca 

doesn’t… didn’t like it… 
And she had this thing to go 
to. So I thought…’

‘So you knew where she 
was?’

‘Yes, of course! She’s my 
girlfriend! I mean… she was 
my girlfriend.’ 

Steven’s young face 
became a crumpled 
caricature of grief.

‘And did anyone see you 
coming home?’

‘Not that I know of.’
‘What about your 

housemates? This is a 
student house, right?’

‘Yes.’
‘And none of them saw 

you?’
‘Two of them aren’t here at 

the minute, they’ve gone 
to a gig this 
weekend. 
My other 
mate Kit 
was here, 
but he was 
in bed by 

The flash of the 
camera brought 
Caroline back to 
her senses and she 

straightened up, thighs 
aching from crouching down 
for so long.

‘You alright, ma’am?’ asked 
Robert, his face protruding 
from the strange plastic hood 
of his protective suit and 
giving him the appearance of 
an oversized baby. 

Caroline nodded. ‘Yes. Of 
course, it’s never easy.’

‘Of course, ma’am.’
She handed a plastic bag to 

one of the men — ‘get this 
one to the lab too, will you?’ 
she smiled. Then she added: 
‘OK, it’s time to get back and 
look at what we’ve got so far.’ 

Deftly, she took off the 
tight rubber gloves, almost 
snagging one of her newly 
manicured nails in the 
process.

Something about the age 
of this victim — she hadn’t 
realised at first — had 
shaken her. The girl was so 
young, her white skin 
smooth against the hard, 
cobbled ground of the 
alleyway. In the dark, 
standing, she’d have passed 
for 20 — perhaps older.

But sprawled against the 
ground, ugly red marks on 
her throat, Caroline could 
see that the victim was 18 at 
most. What on earth had she 
been doing out at that hour?

‘Five minutes,’ she said 
abruptly, stepping out of the 
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‘Call me when 
he’s been formally 

charged,’ she  
said efficiently, 
disappearing to 

her office
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the time I got home.’
‘Right.’
But Steven was lost in his 

thoughts, tears dripping 
from his eyes, nose running.

Caroline softened her 
tone. ‘Look, Steven. Do you 
want to get yourself a glass of 
water?’

‘Do you mind?’
‘Not at all.’
He shuffled out of the 

room and almost 
immediately she stood up. 
‘Cartwright — could you 
grab my spare notebook 
from the car?’

‘But I shouldn’t really leave 
you… he might be…’

‘Don’t be ridiculous. I’ll be 
fine. It’s right outside.’ 

Her look told him not to 
argue, so he nodded and 
hurried out of the door.

W hen he came back, 
moments later, 
Steven was sitting 

there, composed now, with 
his glass of water. 

Caroline was standing by 
the fireplace, studying a 
framed photograph.

‘Lovely, thank you, 
Cartwright,’ she said, taking 
the notebook from his hand 
and tucking it into her bag. 

‘OK, Steven,’ she continued. 
‘Well, I think that’s all we 
need for now. The guys will be 
back later to take some DNA 
if that’s OK? It’s procedure.’

‘Sure.’
‘Oh, and can I take the 

ticket?’
‘Of course.’ He stood up 

and walked to the sofa, 
rifling through the pile of 
clothes before triumphantly 
pulling out a small jacket. He 
fished in the pocket, then 
another, drawing out a wallet 
and checking its contents. 

‘Oh.’
‘Is there a problem?’
‘I… I can’t seem to find 

it…’
‘We can always call the 

cinema.’
‘No… I used cash I think.  

I know it was here!’ 
His hands went frantically 

from pocket to pocket.
‘Well, look. Call us when 

you find it and we’ll send 
someone to pick it up,’ 
Caroline smiled. ‘And we’re 
really sorry for your loss. Do 
call, won’t you, if you think 
of anything?’ 

She pushed her card into 
his hand. DI Caroline 
Harwood, it read. She was 
still proud to see it written in 
black and white.

As they walked back into 
the station her phone rang. 
Forensics. 

‘We’ve sent the report over 
— it should be on your 
desk.’ 

Rupert always seemed 
oddly cheerful, despite his 
job. ‘All as we thought, 

except the victim had a trace 
of nail varnish — a small chip 
— on her throat. It could be 
from one of her friends, but 
we’ll get it analysed and send 
over the info.’

‘Sure.’ She hung up 
without a goodbye.

‘All OK?’ Cartwright asked, 
making her stiffen with 
irritation.

‘Yes. Yes, nothing 
important.’

u u u u u 

Steven looked different from 
when they’d seen him last 
week. Cartwright watched 
the small man through the 
glass. It was always different 
though, once you knew. 

‘All right, Cartwright?’ 
Caroline was at his side 

then, dressed in her familiar 
white. Immaculate as always, 
nails manicured, hair glossy.

‘Yes, ma’am. I suppose I’m 
just thinking it was a shame.’

‘A shame?’
‘Yes, shame that another 

girl had to die before we 
caught him. That forensics 
only found that hair on the 
first victim too late. I feel like 
we should have seen 
something in him, you 
know?’

‘Oh, I did,’ she said, 
turning to look at him 
directly. ‘But sometimes you 
just have to wait for the 

evidence.’
‘Yes.’ He wondered again 

whether he was cut out for 
this job.

‘Well, call me when he’s 
been formally charged,’ she 
said efficiently, disappearing 
down the corridor to her 
office.

Inside, she lay her head on 
her hands. Hands once so 
familiar, capable of acts she 
hardly dared to think of. 

It wasn’t easy, none of it. 
But as a woman, she couldn’t 
show weakness, couldn’t 
expose her emotions.

She patted her pocket, 
feeling the reassuring square 
of the ticket stub, the small 
plastic curve of the comb 
she’d found at Steven’s 
house. Later, they’d be 
burnt, forgotten.

For her there would be 
praise and reward, maybe 
even promotion — for Steven, 
possibly life behind bars. 

‘Sorry Steven,’ she 
whispered into the empty 
office. She knew she 
shouldn’t have taken the 
ticket, shouldn’t have 
planted the hair.

But her mum had been 
right. To succeed in a man’s 
world, women like her had 
to go the extra mile.

As for her victims? They 
were just collateral damage.
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