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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteur36 HOURS AGO: A brutal serial killer is arrested on the streets of north London after
atwo-year reign of terror. Known as the Night Creeper, he's earned his reputation by torturing five young
women to death.24 HOURS AGO: Undercover cop Sean Egan hasinfiltrated one of the country's most
notorious crimina gangs. Now he's about to risk hislifein a desperate bid to bring its membersto justice.12
HOURS AGO: DI TinaBoyd has discovered that the Night Creeper's murders are part of a much larger
criminal conspiracy. But her quest for the truth has brought her into contact with some very dangerous
people who want to silence her - permanently. THE LAST 10 SECONDS: A man, awoman, a sadistic killer.
As they race towards a terrifying confrontation only one thing is certain: they're all going to have to fight
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very hard just to stay alive.ExtraitThe Last 10 Seconds One He was short, maybe five seven, with abuild
that was either slim or scrawny depending on how charitable you were feeling, and he was dressed in cheap
gray dlacks, aneatly ironed white shirt, and a dark tie with an unfashionably small knot. His hair, dead
straight and surprisingly thick, was the only thing unconventional about him, falling down like a medieval
helmet to his shoulders. Otherwise he looked like a perfectly ordinary, if slightly nerdish, young man. But
then, in newly promoted Detective Inspector Tina Boyds experience as a police officer, even the most brutal
murderers tend to look just the same as everyone else. As she watched from the back seat of the Kia Sorento,
its blacked-out windows shielding her from the gaze of the outside world, thirty-two-year-old alarm engineer
Andrew Kent walked by a pregnant woman, giving her the faintest of glances as he passed. Andrew Kent.
Even his name was ordinary. He carried a small backpack slung casually over one shoulder, and Tina
wondered if it contained the tools of hisillicit trade. Ten years ago, the thought would have made her visibly
shudder, but now she just watched him coldly as he turned the corner into the quiet residential street where
hed lived for the past four and a half years, heading for his front door thirty yards down, moving in alazy
shuffle reminiscent of ateenager. He looked like he didnt have a care in the world, and Tina smiled to
herself, pleased that theyd finally got him after an investigation that, in one form or another, had lasted close
to two years. She picked up her radio, relishing the hugely deserved shock Kent was about to get. Car three
to al units, suspect approaching north along Wisbey Crescent. Y ou should have the eyeball any time now.
Car oneto al units, were ready, barked Tinas immediate boss, Detective Chief Inspector Dougie MacL eod,
the head of Camdens Murder Investigation Team, or CMIT as most people preferred to call it. Cars two,
four, and five gave the same message, that they too were ready. Theyd come mob-handed today: fifteen
officersin all on Wisbey Crescent itself, al plainclothes, and a further two dozen uniforms at four different
points in the streets around to cut off any escape. The Kent arrest was going to be high profile and the Met
couldnt afford any mistakes. But as Kent ambled down the street, now barely ten yards from the front door
of the run-down townhouse that housed his first-floor flat, something happened. He began to slow down,
then came to a stop, looking at one of the parked vehicles just up ahead. It was awhite Ford Transit with
Renham Son Carpentry written in bold lettering on the side. Car three. And in that moment, inexplicably,
Andrew Kent seemed to realize that theyd come for him. He swung around and started running, just as
MacL eods urgent shout came over the radio, Go! Go! Go! and the four cars full of detectives disgorged their
loads onto the road in a cacophony of yells and commands designed to immediately cow their target. The
first out of the Transit was Detective Constable Dan Grier, al six foot four of him, the young blond graduate
destined for the fast track, whose gangly legs ate up the distance between him and Kent within a couple of
seconds. But as Grier flung out an arm to apprehend his quarry, Kent turned, swatted it out of the way with
one hand, and launched the other upward into his neck in aclinically accurate chop. As Tinawatched aghast,
Grier went down like a collapsing pole of beans, while Kent, the shuffling five-foot-seven nerd, did a
surprisingly nimble sidestep which completely wrong-footed Detective Constable Anji Rodriguez, who liked
to bang on that shed once represented England Under-16s at netball but who tripped like a rank amateur
when she tried to grab hold of him. She tumbled over on her side and hit the tarmac with an audible smack,
forming an immediate obstacle to the officers coming behind her, one of whom, Detective Sergeant Simon
Tilley, lost hisfooting as he tried to hurdle over her rolling form, and went down as well. The whole thing
was surreadl, like something out of the Keystone Kops. It would have been funny watching Kent take off in
the direction hed come, running down the middle of the road with more than a dozen cops scrambling over
one another in hot pursuit, led by a panting, red-faced DCI Dougie MacL eod, if it hadnt been for the fact that
this was aman far too dangerous to let escape. Tina had wanted to be in on the actual arrest, had wanted to
be one of the ones who put Andrew Kent in cuffs, but she was carrying alimp from a gunshot wound to the
foot shed received on ajob the previous year and, much to her annoyance, the doctors had still not declared
her fully fit for active duty, which meant shed had to leave the arrest to her colleagues, something that now
seemed grimly ironic as she watched Kents rapid approach through the back window. She was reluctantly
impressed by his speed and coolness under pressure as she watched him get closer and closer, his angle
changing as he made for the pavement on her side of the road, the expression on his face one of intense
concentration. Ten yards, eight yards, six yards... She gripped the handle on the car door and placed her
good foot against its base. Four yards. She could hear his panting. Two yards, and she kicked open the door
in a single sudden movement, hoping shed timed it right. She had. Unable to stop himself, Kent sprinted into
it just asit reached the limits of its hinges, the force of the collision sending him somersaulting over the top.
The adrenaline surged through Tina as she exploded out of the car, a pent-up ball of excitement and rage,



half stumbling on her bad leg but righting herself through sheer force of will, acan of CS spray her only
weapon. Kent was clearly winded, but he was already rolling over onto his back, putting one hand down for
support so he could jump back up, his eyes widening as he saw Tina bear down on him. The laws governing
arrests in the UK are some of the strictest in the world. Only the minimum force required to control a suspect
should be used. But Tina had always treated the rules with flexibility, and she leaped onto Kents stomach,
kneesfirst, putting all her weight into it, ignoring his gasp of pain as she positioned herself astride his chest
and gave his open mouth and eyes aliberal shot of CS spray, |eaning back so she wasnt affected herself. He
coughed, spluttered, and struggled under her, still showing reserves of fight she hadnt expected, and almost
knocked her off, so she punched him in the face with all her strength. Once, twice, three times, feeling a
terrifying exhilaration as her fist connected with the soft flesh of his cheek, the blows strong and angry
enough to knock his head on the concrete each time they landed. Andrew Michael Kent, she snarled as he
fought for breath, the resistance seeping out of him now as her colleagues began arriving in numbers, several
of them pinning his limbs to the ground, Im arresting you on suspicion of murder. Y ou do not have to say
anything but it may harm your defense if you do not mention when questioned something which you later
rely onin court. Anything you do say may be given in evidence. Im innocent! he howled, before breaking
into afit of coughing. Y ou and every other one Ive ever nicked, Tina grunted, getting to her feet and leaving
her colleagues to finish off the arrest, unnerved but not surprised by how much shed enjoyed hurting
him.Revue de presse’Nailbiting ... more twists and turns than a boa-constrictor on speed ." (The
Times)"Another well-paced, well-written thriller from rising star Kernick." (Daily Mirror)"A wham-bang
chase story ... fast-moving and gripping." (Literary )"Explodes into non-stop action which refuses to slow
down until amost the end of the story. When it gets even faster.” (Y orkshire Evening Post)



