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Information and Disclaimer

 

This book is a work of fiction set in Sydney, Australia and written in Australian English. 

 

Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely coincidental or historical. 

 

The characters and situations are productions of the author’s imagination and/or are used fictitiously.

 

Police and court procedures, decisions, and findings are purely fictional and not accurate. Central Police Station, Manly is entirely fictional.

 

Set in Sydney, Australia. Suburbs and some streets are accurate, schools are completely fictional and bear no resemblance to any in the area. 

 

Parklands, Television  personalities, cameramen, and sound technicians are fictitious. 

 

The Arms Hotel is a product of the author’s imagination. 

 

Good Morning NSW is an entirely fictional television show.




Prologue

The Killer

I stood back and perused my handiwork. The history teacher was positioned perfectly. Anyone entering the room would think she was mid-lesson…I knew better.

 

Glancing at the blood seeping from beneath the desk, I turned my lips into a sardonic grin.

 

“It will be a cold day in Hell when you amount to anything…”

 

Words the teacher taunted me with that had haunted me for more than a decade.

 

I’d been patient. Proven her wrong. Now the time had come for retribution.

 

“One…” I murmured, placing the sheet of paper between the pages of the history textbook before walking from the room and the school.

 


Chapter One

Detective Trent Carmichael

I tightened the collar of my coat against the biting wind as I led the team I commanded into the grounds of St. Bellows High School in the affluent waterside suburb of Manly, NSW. The Victorian era building blended into the stormy sky, its once vibrant facade now dulled by time and neglect, much like me. 

 

I had weathered years on the force, twenty-five to be exact, my spirit chipped away by the relentless march of unspeakable crimes. 

 

The team entered the administration building and we were met by the school principal—Mrs Sarah Jenkins, who shook each of our hands. I noted the redness rimming her tear-filled eyes.

 

“I’ll take you to Leanor’s room. Please follow me,” she said, barely above a whisper. The woman was hurting…to be expected.

 

Mrs Jenkins led us along a hallway to our left, stopped at a door, unlocked it, and stood off to one side after pushing it open.

 

I hung back while the other detectives stepped into the room, extracted notepads from jacket pockets, along with pens, and perused the scene before them, scribbling down their initial observations.

 

“When you called the emergency number around forty minutes ago you advised that you were the person who found Mrs Grimes?” I questioned the distressed lady who looked like she was ready to run. “Was she the first to arrive at the school today?”

 

“Yes…Leanor always came in ridiculously early to prepare for the day—around 6am. Since her husband passed away eight months ago she couldn’t stand being at home for longer than was necessary. She wasn’t sleeping very well and said there were too many memories. There wasn’t any other family…it was just her and her husband, Paul. She disables the security on entry and resets it once inside. Whoever arrives next turns off the alarms and cameras and leaves them off. I usually arrive around 7.30am as I did this morning. Leanor and I always met in the staff room at 8.15am for a coffee and chat before starting our day with students. When she failed to meet me this morning, I went in search of her. At first I thought she was just reading but when I entered the room, I noted blood pooling from beneath the desk.” Her fingers twisted in each other as she spoke.

 

“Did you touch anything?” I asked, hoping she hadn’t contaminated the scene.

 

“No. I only took one or two steps past the doorway. When I noted the blood, realised she was dead, and suspected it may be murder, I locked the door to the classroom, so no one was able to enter and disturb anything. I raced back to my office and called the police.” Sarah gave me a sheepish look. “I watch a lot of police shows and knew not to touch anything.”

 

“That’s nothing to be ashamed of,” I praised. “I wish more people were like you and left well enough alone, so we didn’t have to sift through what related to the crime and what was there accidentally.”

 

Sarah nodded in appreciation of my comments. “Please…find out who did this. Leanor was loved by everyone who knew her and didn’t deserve to die in such a manner.” 

 

The murder appeared to be deliberate, someone didn’t love Leanor Grimes.

 

“We’ll do everything we can to bring the killer to justice. Inform all students the school is closed for the next couple of days and advise your staff I’ll be questioning them sometime in the next couple of hours.”

 

“Of course. I’ll be in my office when you’re done here.”

 

I understood why the principal didn’t want to stay; it was difficult for civilians to be around the deceased. Especially those who had passed in violent situations. Hell, it was difficult for seasoned law officers like me who dealt with it far too often. I watched her hurry away before joining the rest of my team.

 

Inside the classroom, fluorescent lights flickered erratically, casting shifting shadows across a scene that demanded attention. The body of Mrs Leanor Grimes, a beloved history teacher, was posed in her desk chair with unsettling precision. Her head was lowered toward her chest, and hands—pale and lifeless, clasped a weathered textbook as if she were mid-lesson. I understood why at first glance the principal had thought the woman was merely reading. 

 

The scene was haunting in its detail, carefully staged—a chilling homage to her profession, and perhaps, her perceived role in whatever tragedy lay buried in the past.

 

My murder investigation team, a well-seasoned group of detectives—Elias Thorne, 28, Sally Donovan, 27, and Jonas Evans, 31, who had joined the team at various times, but worked together as a unit under my immediate command for the past six years, began examining the scene and collecting obvious evidence needed to piece together whatever had happened. 

 

Gloves had been pulled on and cameras clicked as every tiny detail was recorded to be poured over back at the station.

 

On the whiteboard behind the deceased teacher a cryptic message scrawled in crimson ink seized my attention as I pulled on my own pair of gloves…

 

The past cannot be erased, nor can the debt that is owed. One…

 

The words seemed to pulse with a sinister energy. They were deliberately placed, forming a halo framing the victim’s head, a calculated choice by someone who wanted their message to echo far beyond the room. I snapped images to be studied by forensic handwriting analysts…would they render the first clue? My gut insisted the words were not just a clue…they were a declaration. One…A warning of more to come? A challenge? A dark manifesto?

 

My eyes narrowed and eyebrows pinched together as I stepped closer to the board and touched the tip of one finger to a crimson dot at the end of the declaration. 

 

Bringing it to my nose, I noted the unmistakeable metallic tang. Blood! The message was written in blood, not ink. I had no doubt it would prove to be the blood of the teacher. A teacher I’d admired when I’d been a student of hers so many years ago. She’d had a profound effect on my critical thinking and analytical abilities. This case carried a personal weight unlike most others. It was not just about the crime—it seemed to whisper to me of personal reckoning. Someone was settling a score.

 

After snapping dozens of pictures, some with the message in its entirety, others zoomed in to show the flourish of loops making up the letters, I scraped some of the blood into an evidence bag, sealed it, and wrote Leanor’s name on the front.

 

I jotted the message down in my notepad, the weight of the phrase pressing heavily on my mind. 

 

Stepping back, I glanced around. The room was a symphony of precision, and every detail appeared to mock me with its meticulousness. I had seen performances like this before—murders where every element was orchestrated, where the killer’s intent was not just to take a life but to tell a story. There was something different here, something deeply personal for the killer. The message, the staging, the knife wedged deep in the back of the victim’s neck—all appeared tied to a history I did not yet understand but I could feel it enveloping me like a heavy fog. The killer was methodical, deliberate, and unapologetically brazen.

 

I dropped to my haunches, studying the pattern of blood as it continued to pool from beneath the desk. Detective Donovan dropped down beside me.

 

“What do you think, Boss?”

 

“Something from the killer’s past was the trigger for this murder but how far in the past, and what was it that happened?”

 

Donovan indicated the board, and I followed her line of sight as we both pushed to our feet. “That’s rather macabre, circling the victim’s head with their message. The handwriting looks like that of a woman.”

 

“I agree…I don’t know of any men who write in such fancy lettering. I’ll get Herbert in handwriting analysis to see what he can make of the penmanship.”

 

“You said on the way here she was one of your teachers,” Detective Thorne mentioned as he and Detective Evans joined us.

 

“Mrs Grimes taught history at Fairdown High School in Hurstville when I was in my final two years—27/28 years ago. She taught me about critical thinking and encouraged me to delve into the patterns and clues that led to historical events occurring in the way they did. She was pretty much solely responsible for my choosing a career in the police force.”

 

“How so?” Thorne questioned. The man was around seventeen years younger than my own forty-five, but he had a sharp mind with a keen eye for detail. He’d helped our team achieve an 80% closure rate on murders, the area we focused on exclusively, and consistently maintain the figure—the best in the city by far.

 

Despite the fact Thorne was a brilliant detective, I was concerned about his lack of tolerance and empathy for others. The quiet man always refused anything that involved being around other humans, dismissed our social invitations, and never spoke about family or a significant other. When he'd first been assigned to the team seven years earlier, I had questioned him about his life outside the station and was firmly told to mind your own business…In those very words. The rest of the team respected the fact the man was obsessively private and left him alone. As long as he did his job, who were we to invade his privacy? Over the years, he had touched on one or two of his likes and dislikes. His major dislike…people.

 

“I developed a love for solving puzzles and no other career offered me the opportunity to use the analytical skills Mrs. Grimes had nurtured,” I explained in answer to his question.

 

“You were fortunate to have a teacher who saw your potential and encouraged you in a direction that set you up for life,” Thorne said with a hint of…disdain?

 

I turned my gaze on Thorne. “I was very fortunate. If not for her encouragement I’d be sitting behind a computer formulating programs day in and day out. That was what I’d had in mind before taking her class.” I shook my head. “I can’t think of anything worse.” I wondered what had led Thorne down the path toward being a detective but knew better than to ask. “What’s your take on the scene?” I asked instead.

 

Thorne stepped closer to the teacher's desk, his sharp eyes grazing over the scattered items before fixing on the worn history book, its spine cracked, and pages marked with meticulous annotations in faded ink. 

 

“This murder was personal,” Thorne stated, his voice deliberate, cutting through the quiet of the room. The rest of us stood quietly, our piercing gazes directed at his back as he spoke. “Whoever did this knew her and had a score to settle…retribution.”

 

I nodded silently, watching Thorne's carefully calculated movements. He gestured toward the history book, turning it slightly, revealing a page folded neatly at the corner. “This book…it's not just random. It’s deliberate. The way it’s positioned, the page it’s open at and how it’s marked. It means something but what?”

 

Donovan exchanged a glance with Thorne before replying, “If only the dead could speak.”

 

Thorne nodded before his expression hardened and his fingers brushed lightly against the book’s edge. “I’m pretty confident she wouldn’t have arranged a meeting so early in the morning. She would not have been waiting for something—or someone. The killer would have been unexpected.” His words lingered in the air, provoking waves of unease. “History shaped her life, Boss, and history shaped this scene. The question is…Whose history are we looking at…the killer’s, the teacher’s, or both?”

 

“Either way, the answer to your question will lead us to our killer,” I mused.

 

“Do you think he’s just getting started?” Donovan questioned no one in particular.

 

“This is the beginning of a serial killer. Why else would he have written…One? This is a man out to wreak vengeance on those who have hurt him in the past,” I stated with confidence.

 

“It could have been a female, Boss,” Evans insisted. He pointed to the body. “She’s only tiny…I doubt she’d weigh 55kg. It’s not beyond possibility that a woman could overpower her.”

 

“True, we’ll keep open minds for now. Once  the forensics…”

 

“Carmichael,” Henry Light entered the room with Sharon Peters and Yolanda Zoller at his side. All were weighed down with crime investigation equipment.

 

“Henry…Peters…Zoller,” I acknowledged. I knew the trio well, they often attended my team’s murder scenes and Henry was a very good friend who often joined me for a meal and a beer at our local.

 

“What have we got?” Henry inquired after setting the bags he’d been carrying onto the floor and approaching the body for a closer examination.

 

He circled around the back of Mrs Grimes while pulling on a pair of latex gloves. Leaning close, he studied the knife protruding from the back of the woman’s neck before prodding the surrounding area.

 

He returned to my side where I stood at the front of the desk. “I’m no coroner but I’d say she died instantly. The knife was thrust into her neck with massive force, it’s shattered at least a couple of cervical spine discs. Most times a knife or sharp object…glass, metal, will bounce off the discs and embed on one side. It takes force to go straight through the bone. Whoever did this was in a rage. What have you found?”

 

I pointed to the whiteboard, drawing his attention to the writing. “The message is written in blood; I wouldn’t take a bet against it being the victim’s. The scene is staged, and Thorne believes the pages the history book is opened at might have some relevance, but I don’t agree. What relevance would the Battle of Normandy have to Mrs Grimes’ murder?”

 

Henry stood and stepped out of the way of his colleagues. The pair had pulled several pieces of equipment from the bags they’d been carrying and were methodically combing every centimetre of the immediate area for even the tiniest clue.

 

The investigator waited while Peters snapped numerous photos of the victim from several angles, and when she advised she was done, Henry carefully removed the book from the teacher’s hands. A sheet of paper fluttered from between the pages and floated to the floor at my feet. I stooped to pick it up. The message, written in pen, was in the same handwriting as that on the teacher’s board…

 

It will be a cold day in Hell when you amount to anything…

P.S. It's cold in Hell…enjoy.

 

I shared a glance with Henry after he read the note. Thorne, Donovan, and Evans gathered around us. I assumed the fluttering note had seized their attention.

 

“What is it?” Evans asked.

 

I showed my team the message.

 

“Hmm, so the pages the text is open to has nothing to do with the murder. It’s no more than a stage prop,” Thorne conceded.

 

“It looks that way,” I murmured. “But I’m not dismissing even the most random of possibilities at this stage.”

 

Henry circled back behind Mrs Grimes and bent forward slightly. After tearing aside the pink blouse she wore, and keeping his eyes firmly on the woman’s neck, he slowly removed the knife. It seemed to keep coming and once out, covered in blood and tiny pieces of bone, I estimated the serrated blade to be just shy of 20 cm. It was rounded and blunt at the end. A great deal of force…generated by anger?...would have had to be used to imbed it so deep. Evans produced a large evidence bag, and the knife was placed within before being dropped into a plastic box to be studied by the forensics lab staff over the following few days.

 

I took pictures of the gaping hole in Mrs Grimes back as a little blood mixed with bone seeped from the large wound. Once Doc Danny Grant carried out the autopsy, we’d be sent a report giving us a clearer picture of the damage inflicted. 

I straightened and scrubbed my face with one hand. “Listen up…” I shouted and waited for everyone’s attention. “I’m going to be questioning school staff for the rest of the day. Students won’t be in today or tomorrow so any forensics will have to be completed before they return. Evans, Donovan…Check outside for footprints, any evidence someone may have entered through the window…even a broken fucking leaf. I want you to examine every centimetre. Speak with people whose homes are on the school boundary. Someone saw something. Thorne…The school will have a maintenance office…speak to whoever is responsible for maintenance of security. Find out about any cameras, code pads…and how the hell the killer managed to get around them without being seen. We’ll meet back at the station in a few hours to go over details.”

 

“Sir,” my team members murmured in acceptance of my orders. They were the best in the business and would leave no stone unturned in an effort to gain answers.

 

I opened my mouth to give instructions to Henry, but he held up a hand. “I know the drill…I’ll report our findings as soon as possible and alert you to anything that needs further investigation immediately.”

 

I clapped the man on the back. “Thanks, Henry.”

 

He nodded in acknowledgement before I left to go in search of the principal and her staff. As I left the room, two men from the coroner’s office entered, ready to take the body away. 

 


Chapter Two

The Killer

 

6am—Three hours earlier

 

I shook my head and held back the laughter that wanted to bubble from deep within. The school’s security was a joke, and for someone experienced like me, far too easy to override. The light on the panel blinked twice, and the system shut down with a quiet whisper…All too easy. 

 

I’d been watching Leanor Grimes and her colleagues closely for more than three months, their routines never varied. It was to bring about Leanor’s demise.

 

I’d been seventeen years old, a student in year 11, struggling to find my identity and where I belonged in the world. Her advice to me when we’d taken a break from the text we were studying to speak about our futures one day in class?

 

“It will be a cold day in Hell when you amount to anything.”

 

And it wasn’t said to me once…she delighted in reminding me of the fact weekly. Along with any other derogatory statement she could make. I didn’t remember a positive word from her lips directed my way because there hadn’t been any.

 

The other kids had laughed. The already merciless taunting and bullying I suffered for having two fathers escalated…they had something else to add to their ever-growing lists of insults.

 

I’d waited. One thing my dad’s had taught me was patience. They were good, loving men and when they’d been killed two years after I’d finished school, and started along the path I’d made my career, I was left wealthy but devastated. Maybe my hatred wouldn’t have festered in the way it had if they’d been alive for me to confide in. To guide me, pull me back from the darkness. But they were gone and for the past decade I’d watched…waited…plotted….and planned. And when justice hadn’t prevailed, I’d started down the road to taking matters into my own hands.

 

I pulled open the door leading into the main building of St. Bellows High School, locking it behind me. Leanor Grimes would be in the classroom where she taught history. I’d watched as she entered ten minutes earlier.

 

Dressed from head to toe in all black with only the smallest of openings for sight, I moved down the hallway with the stealth of a jaguar. A light in the classroom showed through the glass panel making up the top half of the door. I peered through the panel and saw Mrs Grimes concentrating on a text in one hand and scribbling notes with a pen in her other. 

 

The door creaked slightly as it pushed open and the teacher’s head snapped up. I saw the fear in her eyes when I stepped into the room.

 

She started to stand but my Glock ensured she dropped back into the chair. I crept forward…a predator stalking its prey. Tears of fear flowed over both cheeks. I felt no sympathy for the bitch whose words had played over and over in my head like a broken record stuck on repeat.

 

“Who…who are you? Wh…what do you want?” She cried.

 

“I’m the person who amounted to something despite your efforts to convince me I was a failure. Ten years….Ten. Fucking. Years. I’ve waited to send you to Hell.”

 

“Why?” She cried.

 

I moved until I stood behind her, and placing a hand beneath her chin, wrenched her head back until her eyes met mine.

 

“It will be a cold day in Hell when you amount to anything…Ring a bell?” 

 

I saw the recognition in her eyes but before she could say another word, I pulled the knife from the inside of my jacket and thrust it into the back of her neck. Pure rage had me shoving it in hard, I was surprised it didn’t go straight through and come out in front. The blade was certainly long enough but on checking, it had stopped short and was firmly embedded. A loud bubbling gasp sounded, and she took her last breath.

 

Leaving the knife in place, I found the textbook I wanted on a shelf nearby and opened it to The Battle of Normandy. It had been the topic of discussion on the day Leanor had changed tack and drawn us into discussing our plans for the future. It was the first day she’d said the words that had refused to leave my mind. The words she’d taunted me with for almost two years.

 

I slipped the sheet of paper from my pocket between two pages of the textbook and positioned it in her hands, so she appeared to be reading. Swiping a glove covered finger through the blood now trickling steadily from the wound, I wrote the message to the police on her whiteboard, circling her head like a halo...

 

The past cannot be erased, nor can the debt that is owed. One…

 

One down, six to go… 
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Back at home, I stripped off the black outer suit I’d worn, along with the gloves and balaclava that left only small openings for my eyes, and shoved them into a paper bag, ready for the enclosed incinerator in my outdoor greenhouse. Smoke rising into the air as the clothing burned wouldn’t attract attention even though the weather was too warm for a fire…my neighbours were familiar with me burning ‘garden waste’ at odd times of the day. I’d spent two years conditioning them to think it was normal and nothing to be suspicious about. People really were easy to train.

 

I sang as I showered, stoked with how smoothly my first kill of a former teacher had panned out, and as I dried off, chuckled on knowing I hadn’t left the cops even the tiniest of clues. I revelled in knowing the frustration they’d feel.

 

Swiping up the paper bag, I carried it to the greenhouse, started a fire in the incinerator, and once it was well and truly alight, I dumped in the bag and its contents. Minutes later, it was reduced to nothing but ash. I pressed a metal lid onto the incinerator drum, confident the fire would be out in no time and returned to the house.

 

In the kitchen, I gulped down a mug of coffee and devoured toast brushed with peanut butter, satisfying the growling of my stomach.

 

Stepping into the pantry, I pressed a hidden button, and the back panel slid aside, revealing a door locked up tighter than Fort Knox. I disengaged the combination locks and flipped on the light switch. Descending into the concealed basement, I breathed in the damp, cool air that seemed to hang heavy with the weight of my many secrets. The fluorescent light flickered overhead, casting erratic shadows over the walls lined with photographs and notes. Each image was a frozen moment in time—Leanor Grimes and six other faces peered into the void. The photographs were arranged meticulously, pinned in a precise order, as if awaiting their turn.

 

I approached the wall, eyes fixed on the photograph of Leanor Grimes. Her face stared back, eyes trapped in time, as though already resigned to the fate I’d bestowed upon her. Reaching for a red marker from the desk beneath the collage, I uncapped it with deliberate slowness, savoring the moment.

 

I slashed through Leanor Grimes' face on the photograph with a single, steady stroke of the red marker, the ink bleeding into the glossy paper like a wound. Beneath the distorted image, I scrawled, in jagged letters…One and took a step back, tilting my head as if admiring an art piece, the satisfaction bubbling within me.

 

My gaze shifted to the other photographs…Six faces stared back at me from the wall, their smiles frozen in time, oblivious to the grim destiny awaiting them. I could almost hear their derogatory comments, spoken to humiliate me, that had once filled the air, and echoed in my mind with relentless repetitiveness over the years. Each image represented a betrayal etched in my memory, and people who were now part of a meticulous plan.

 

I returned the marker to its place on the desk and sat down, pulling out a notepad containing pages filled with scribbled observations and plans. The thrill of orchestrating such precision was intoxicating. I flipped to the page where the name beneath Leanor's had been carefully underlined.

 

"Six more," I whispered to myself, my voice low and deliberate, as though affirming a solemn vow. Rising, I traced my fingers over the next photograph, lingering on the edges while my mind wandered to how their end would unfold. Each one would be different, tailored to the story they had contributed to my fractured past. I smiled, a slow, unsettling curve of my lips, as the basement's shadows seemed to deepen around me.

 

With a final glance at the wall, I flicked off the fluorescent light, plunging the basement into darkness. The oppressive shadows swallowed the room’s secrets as I ascended the narrow staircase, careful to step lightly, so as not to disturb the silence.

 

Reaching the door at the top, I engaged the multiple locks in a practiced sequence—two turns to the left, three clicks to the right—listening for the reassuring metallic clink of security. The panel slid back into place and the concealed basement was sealed once more, safeguarding the weighty truths it held from prying eyes and the mundane world above.

 

I stepped back into the kitchen, the faint aroma of brewed coffee lingering from earlier. Sunlight streamed through the windows, deceptive in its warmth, offering no hint of the cold calculation that had transpired below. With deliberate precision, I locked the back door, double-checking the bolts. My movements were methodical; carelessness was not a luxury I allowed myself.

 

I glanced at the clock on the wall, noting the time before stepping out into the weak morning sunshine, locking the front door behind me with a satisfying click. The keys in the twin locks turned easily, but my grip lingered on the doorknob, as though affirming the barrier between the ordinary life I presented and the labyrinth of secrets within the home where I resided.

 

Walking to the car parked in the driveway, I slid into the driver’s seat and started the engine. The gentle hum filled the silence, a soothing contrast to the chaos I orchestrated in the depths of my mind. As I pulled out onto the street, the world around me carried on its predictable rhythm—neighbours leaving home to begin their day at work, joggers pounding the pavement, children waiting by bus stops. I nodded casually at familiar passersby…the picture of normalcy. Always blending in, always invisible.

 

Heading towards work, I allowed my thoughts to drift momentarily to the photograph I had touched last. Its turn would come soon enough. For now, I would play my part—the diligent worker, the polite colleague, the unassuming presence that melted seamlessly into the fabric of the day. The stage was set, the curtain raised, and my performance would continue as flawlessly rehearsed as ever.

 


Chapter Three

Carmichael

I strode back to the principal's office which was tucked away in a corner of the administration building, its glass-paned door framed by dull institutional greens. I knocked twice and waited until a muffled voice called from within before entering and closing the door behind me.

 

The office was in a state of chaos. Books and papers covered every centimetre of desk space and others were scattered on the floor. A book case bulged at the seams with texts balancing precariously on shelves and I noted three empty coffee mugs on the window ledge. The scene was in stark contrast to the woman seated behind the desk who was meticulously presented. 

 

The principal indicated for me to take a seat opposite to where she sat and as I did so, I pulled a notepad and pen from a pocket of my suit jacket.

 

The principal’s demeanor appeared as tightly knotted as the tie I wore. Stress with the situation she found herself confronted with wafted off her in waves. Understandable.

 

“Mind if I ask a few questions?”

 

Mrs Jenkins shook her head, but her reluctance was evident.

 

“The school has a security system and cameras? Is everything up to date?”

 

The principal lifted a folder from the desk and held it toward me. "We upgraded the cameras and alarm systems during the Christmas break. They're fully operational, covering the hallways, entrances, and some of the surrounding grounds."

 

I accepted the folder and flipped it open. Mrs Jenkins sat quietly while I read the overview of the system.

 

“The cameras and alarm systems are interconnected…shut down one and they both shut down,” I mused.

 

“Sorry…I’m not security literate, you’d need to speak with Gary Thomas, our maintenance man. He’d be able to advise you of who to speak to at the company who maintains the system.”

 

“One of my detectives has been detailed to speak with maintenance so I’m sure he’ll have this in hand.”

 

I returned the folder to Mrs Jenkins, and she dropped it back onto her desk, adding to the disorder.
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