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HOW TO USE THIS EBOOK


Start with section 1 of the text, read through to the end and make your first choice. Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between related sections. You can double tap images to increase their size. To return to the original view, just tap the cross in the top left-hand corner of the screen.
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HOW TO PLAY



Hello, Detective. Welcome to Midsomer.


The aim of the adventure you’re about to undertake is simple: survive. Can you make it through a weekend in Midsomer, all while trying to get to the bottom of a murder case?


Depending on which path you take through the story, you’ll uncover different clues and meet with different endings. You might solve parts of the case – possibly all of it. There are all sorts of secrets waiting for you, and lots of different outcomes.


All you need to remember is this: at the end of each passage of text, you’ll be directed to the numbered section you need to read next. Most passages end in a choice: just follow the instructions and click through to the relevant section number to continue your investigation. That’s the easy bit. The trickier bit might just be staying alive.


Once you reach the end of your adventure, go to ‘Your Performance Review’ to see how well you did and get hints on what you missed, ready for your next crack at the case.


Stay safe out there – and we hope you make it through the idyllic villages of Midsomer in one piece…
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Glancing up at the skies, Veronica Woollaston breathes an audible sigh of relief.


For much of the week, the local newspaper has been forecasting heavy rain, which threatens to undo the intense months of planning and work she’s put in. But the grin of the sun through the breaking clouds suggests for the first time that week that it might all be okay – just.


She allows herself a smile as she pours herself a cup of tea and takes a homemade shortbread from the tin. In twenty-four hours, Midsomer’s first ever regional Villages In Bloom competition will be well under way.


She cautiously sips her tea before studiously positioning it in the centre of a pristine doily. The soft blue floral wallpaper is the only real element of fuss in a living room where everything is very much in its place.


Veronica sits down in her favourite armchair and picks up the phone. She dials her best friend, Monica Davies, and prepares to relay the good news. Between the two of them, they came up with the idea for the flower competition what feels like eighteen very long months ago. Maybe even longer than that. Since yesterday, they’ve been all but certain they were going to have to cancel it due to bad weather.


Oh, how well Veronica recalls the pivotal village committee meeting when they first proposed the idea. Set up at the turn of the last century, when times were tough, the committee prides itself on the support it offers local villagers such as her. She’ll never forget the kindness of its members on that indelible day eighteen years ago. The tap at the door, the wave of grief that immediately engulfed her when she saw the two officers from Midsomer CID with their respectful bowed heads.


The officers’ words had still shocked her, of course, when they told her how Frank had been taken from her. At least, she told her friends afterwards, he’d died doing what he loved; he was devoted to his lawnmowers. The committee had closed in around her with support, a kindness she’s never forgotten.


Her bittersweet reminiscences are interrupted when Monica answers the phone. Veronica has to chuckle when Monica excitedly blurts out the weather news before even saying hello to her friend, but that’s the way their decades-old friendship has always been. Monica always loves a good natter, assuming she’s remembered to put her teeth in, of course.


Yet they both know this is important. After all, for Monica too, the committee has been there when she needed support in dark times. The pair may have rolled their eyes at the endless cheese-and-wine evenings, coffee mornings and infamous croquet afternoons, but they are both quietly thankful for it all. It’s why they’d both instinctively known at that fateful meeting, when the dreadful state of the committee’s finances were laid bare, that they had to act.


And act they had. It had been exhausting, and tempers had sometimes got frayed, but now, in the six finalist villages across Midsomer county, final preparations are being made for the biggest competition the region has seen in years. Flowers are being watered, bushes are being trimmed, rogue blooms are being plucked.


Many people are planning their visit from further afield, too, which should drum up even more funds. A picturesque, peaceful and relaxing day beckons for all, the first of what will hopefully become an annual tradition for those already starting to pack their picnics.


It should be a wonderful day, Monica and Veronica agree. The committee’s financial problems will be over: not just now, but well into the future. Veronica hopes so, anyway. Because then nobody will ever have to know…


Veronica replaces the receiver and nibbles her shortbread. A little too much sugar, she thinks, and makes a mental note to adjust her recipe. But just as she lets herself relax a little, there’s a knock at the door, something that never fails to bring back memories.




The story is now in your hands. Turn the page and the adventure begins: what happens next will be determined by the choices you make. There’s a case to be solved. But will you solve it? Or will you become a Midsomer statistic yourself? Going forward, simply jump to the numbered section that matches your decision. For now, you can get started by going to number 77.
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You start walking in the direction of Monica, who suddenly looks alarmed. She quickly composes herself and heads through a door at the back of the room marked by a bright-green exit sign. You figure she’s trying to leave unnoticed, so you wait a few minutes, then go out the front door and make your way around the building as discreetly as you can. Hopefully you can talk to her without being noticed.


You spot her from across the car park. This first afternoon has whistled by, you think, noting the darkness already threatening to close in. You follow Monica down a small track around the back of the building.


‘This is all a bit cloak and dagger, isn’t it?’ you remark as you finally make it within earshot of her.


‘You can’t be too careful, Detective,’ she says, sounding a good deal less together than she was in the village hall. ‘Villages like this one have eyes all over.’


That much you can agree on. ‘Why so clandestine?’ you query. ‘Because of this,’ she says, as she reaches into her bag. She pulls out a bland-looking cream envelope. No writing on the front, you notice, but the envelope has been opened. You pull out a small piece of paper from inside. It’s empty, save for some chilling words typed across the centre of it: ‘Do make sure the competition goes ahead.’


Your head is awash with questions. ‘They know I’m the deputy chair of the organizing committee,’ Monica reasons, pre-empting what you wanted to ask. ‘They must have figured someone would try and cancel the competition, and figured I’d have some sway.’


‘And do you?’


‘Well, clearly not,’ she says, gesturing at you. ‘But that’s not what people perceive.’


Her eyes keep darting behind you, aware of the risk of being seen. She’s quite emotional. ‘That’s not all,’ she whispers. A pregnant pause. ‘I think Peter Maddock knew he was in some kind of danger.’


‘Why do you say that?’


‘Just something he said. One of my duties was to ring around the entrants for each village. He was representing Little Norton, and I spoke to him at the start of the week.’


‘And what did he say to you?’


She pauses, a tear in her eye. ‘Someone really doesn’t want me to win this,’ she whispers.


Surely that’s just a bit of rivalry, though, you suggest. Winning a flower competition is hardly likely to incite someone to attack him?


‘No,’ agrees Monica Davies. ‘But the £100,000 prize for the winning village might.’


£100,000, you think! For a village flower competition!


‘Please,’ she continues. ‘Please reconsider. I’m already scared if it goes ahead. I dread to think what’ll happen if it doesn’t.’




Now what? Do you let the competition go ahead after all, knowing what you know now? If so, you’re overdue a bit of rest, and you’re going to be needing plenty of energy tomorrow. Call it a day for now, and go to 67.


This note needs to be dealt with properly. Take it off Monica Davies over at 83.


Head back to the village hall. Make sure you’re seen, and check if there’s anyone there worth talking to. Perhaps they know something? For that you need to go to 51.
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You find Veronica’s name on the list and quickly click on it. It was always going to be a long shot, this. When you were in her house earlier you saw precious little sign of a computer. If memory serves, she didn’t even seem to have a mobile phone. She probably still does her sums on an abacus.


Still, her name’s on the list. She must have done a computer chat at some point. You admit to a little surprise when there’s a ring at least. She doesn’t answer it, but you’ve still learned something here. Veronica has some kind of electronic gadget you didn’t know about, and Peter Maddock had used it to contact her.


It doesn’t solve the immediate problem, of course. You’re stuck upstairs in Maddock’s house, and someone’s making their way up the stairs. Scrub that: they’re at the top of the stairs now and looking straight at you, their face shaded by a hood.




Now what?
Run for it! Get out as quickly as you can. Do that over at 18.
You need to face this out. Go to 140.
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Your patience is starting to ebb, frustrated as much by what Mr Thomas isn’t saying to you as by what he is.


‘I’m going to need that name,’ you demand, using your sternest voice.


He laughs. ‘I don’t have to give you anything.’


‘I’m a police detective.’


‘Yes. From what I can tell, one who was contemplating breaking into that house without any warrant or justification. Although of course you won’t be doing that now, will you?’


‘I need that name.’


‘Am I under arrest? Have I committed a crime?’


‘No.’


‘Then I don’t have to do anything.’ He gestures at the car coming up the road. ‘I presume this is your colleague?’


He’s right – it’s DS Lambie. But now what should you do? If you and Lambie carry on here and try and get into the property, you’re going to be filmed, and you don’t have a warrant.




Want to try anyway? Go to 64.


Or do you tell Lambie to turn around and give this one up? It’s one lead you’ve got no legal way of quickly following up. Head to 191.
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You check in with the Chief Inspector and tell him you’re just popping to the station. He gives you permission to go.


You put your foot down, and as soon as you arrive you head to your still-pretty-much-unused desk. A few taps on the computer’s keyboard and it bursts into reluctant life. ‘Anything you need a hand with?’ says an officer you’ve not yet met, breezing through the office. ‘Just trying to find out a bit more about Veronica Woollaston,’ you say.


‘If memory serves, most of the notes are bundled in with her husband. Horrible affair, that. Poor woman. You looking for anything in particular?’


‘Just trying to get some background. The problem of being the new person. Everybody knows everything but me!’


‘Well, just give me a shout if you need anything. I’m PC Carter. Call me Isabel, though. I’ll be at the front desk.’
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You load up a stark-looking database and take her advice by calling up the file on Frank Woollaston. It’s got all the details you’d instantly expect: his date of death, a sparse but to-the-point statement from Veronica, and a copy of his death certificate.


Crikey. You didn’t even know lawnmowers could do that.


No pictures, though. Unusual, you think, but then it seemed pretty clear it was an accident and, perhaps understandably, who’d want to take a picture of what’s described here?


Still, this isn’t telling you much. The case was assigned to a Detective Ambrose, and you find Isabel Carter to see where you can find him.


‘Her.’


‘Her?’


‘Yeah. Shirley Ambrose. Before my time, though, I’m afraid. She retired about ten years ago, I think. Still lives in the area, though. She’s only five minutes up the road.’


‘Won’t she be at the Villages In Bloom final?’


‘Might be. Don’t see her about very much. I’ve never met her. Heard about her, though.’




Track down Shirley Ambrose at 116.


Or for the finale of the competition, the village hall is over at 199.
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You dial the number you’ve been given for Polly Monk. She answers the phone quickly. It’s a fractured line, and she’s on the move. When you tell her you’d like a quick word, she’s efficient and helpful, but you wouldn’t go as far as to say friendly. Nonetheless, she invites you to meet her in Church Fields. She’s just heading back home now.


Church Fields is a beautiful village, and as your car slips along the thin road to its main square, you feel that this place must have a strong chance of winning. As you pull up to the address Polly gave you, one small road off the square, she’s standing at her front door, expecting you.


‘This way,’ she calls. ‘People do tend to get a bit lost. Well done on finding us.’


A hot cup of coffee is waiting for you.


‘I’m very sorry, Detective. I’ve got to leave in about 20 minutes if that’s all right. The judges are coming to us first today.’


‘Of course,’ you say, not wanting to give her any reason not to cooperate. That said, you needn’t have worried on that front. Polly is talkative and to the point.


After a few quick pleasantries, you congratulate her on the village display. ‘I appreciate that,’ she sighs. ‘Not that we have any bloody chance of winning.’


‘I don’t know,’ you argue. ‘The village is as beautiful as any I’ve seen.’


She softens. ‘I do appreciate that, truly. But it does feel as if this whole competition has been a done deal for a while now.’


‘A done deal?’


‘Well, yes. When it was first announced, I figured it was a stitch-up for the Old Norton lot.’


‘Why?’


It’s very clear that Polly Monk doesn’t have much of a filter, and she gets to the point.


‘Well, the committee is run by the iron fist of Veronica Woollaston, isn’t it? And that’s her village. Find me one person in Midsomer who was surprised when Old Norton ended up on the list of finalists,’ she spits.


‘She’s not on the judging panel, though, is she?’


‘She doesn’t need to be. You’ve got her from Old Norton, and her deputy…’


‘Monica Davies?’


‘Yes. She’s from Little Norton and they ended up on the shortlist too. The whole thing stinks. Just because they’ve had to absent themselves as judges doesn’t mean that they weren’t going to be on the list. You don’t want to get on the wrong side of those two.’


‘But you ended up on the list?’


‘Fat lot of good it’s going to do us. You only had to go to the Midsomer farmer’s market last weekend to know that.’


‘Something happen?’


‘Peter Maddock loudly mouthing off that he was going to win. He seemed particularly confident.’


‘He wasn’t going to win, though, was he?’


‘Even with everything that goes on behind the cardigans around here, I’d be surprised,’ she smiles, trying to make light of it.


It doesn’t wash with you.


‘Any idea who would have killed Peter Maddock?’ you say, getting up to leave.


‘No,’ she says, rising from her seat. ‘But I can’t say I’m going to miss him.’


You shake her hand and thank her for her time. ‘I trust you’ll be around all day if I need to ask a few more questions?’


She nods, chuckling. ‘You’ll know where to find me, Detective.’




You head back to the car to try and digest it all. Before you have chance, your phone bursts into life with an urgent message. You can find it at 158.
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‘I agree with you,’ you say.


‘About what?’


‘The money. That’s a lot of money for a competition like this. I’ve been thinking that all day. Why is the prize so big?’


‘Well, I can only guess it’s because somebody somewhere needs that kind of cash. Isn’t that usually the reason? Lots of us would have done this for free, or for a nice bottle of wine or roll of cheese. But the committee insisted. Said it’d bring in more visitors to the area.’


‘I can see their point, but even so…’


‘If you ask me, the majority of problems around this area are rooted in that committee somewhere. But that’s just an old lady speculating. You shouldn’t pay any attention to me. I’m just going to let them get on with it.’




Right, it must be time to talk to the committee. Send a message ahead that you want to see them, and drive over to the village hall. Head to 50.
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You head up the narrow staircase, making a mental note to cross brown patterned wallpaper off your list of home décor ideas. There are only a few small rooms up here. A bathroom, what looks like a tiny office, and a bedroom. It’s in the office that you see the big computer screen perched on a stand that’s seen better days.


On the floor you find the main computer unit. Its lights are flashing, so you figure it must still be on. Correct. You tap on the keyboard and everything groans into life. You know how it feels.


You soon realize that Peter Maddock was quite a connected man. Icons for a chat program, various social media services and several email accounts are dotted around the screen. But it’s the chat light that’s blinking. You click on it, and the screen fills with a list of conversations. Most of them are fairly by the by, you conclude as you browse through them. Perfunctory chats with people to do with the competition. No real sign of family or friends.


You’re drawn to one name in the list, though. Well, less a name, more one letter: X. When you click on the conversations Peter had been having with X, you can see that they’re all one way. Peter never replied.


‘You have to stop.’


‘This has gone too far now.’


‘This is your last warning. Stop.’


You grab your phone to take a photograph of the messages on his screen. As you do so, you gasp as the computer bursts into fresh life. An incoming video call. What on earth are you supposed to do now?




There’s no way you can answer it. You need to get out of here, and head to the results announcement at Norton. Go to 63.
This could be a huge clue. You’ve got to answer. You grab the headset from the side of the desk and click to accept the call. Go to 42.
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Your best lead is right in front of you, you figure, as they edge backwards, picking up pace. Your brain racing, you decide that you can’t let them escape, and quickly begin pursuit.


But they expected it. Furthermore, the problem here is that they know the lie of the land a lot better than you. The darkness doesn’t help as they dart off through the trees at the back of the hotel. You valiantly try and catch them, then realize, as you gaze at the expansive wood in front of you, that it’s no good. They’ve gone. You stop, your eyes adjusting as best they can to the lack of light. Straining to see into the darkness, you don’t immediately register the noise behind you. You certainly register the thump on the back of your head, though, which leaves you temporarily stunned. Whoever it was completes their escape in the meantime.


Resigned, with the back of your head throbbing, you realize you have little option but to call this in. Your vision is still a little blurry. You make your way back to the safety of the hotel and call the station. Not much point in them sending support now, but the motions are duly gone through.




Your colleagues aren’t impressed with you. You’d best hope tomorrow goes better. It starts on 69.
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You look around the village hall and feel the stares of various faces in your direction. Here you are, the new Midsomer police detective, on your first day. How can you possibly try and call off a competition that clearly means a lot to everyone here? That’s had so much work go into it?


At least, that’s the impression you want to give people on the surface. Let them underestimate you, right? To yourself, you figure that if the competition goes ahead, you’ve got far more chance of solving Peter Maddock’s murder.


‘You’re right,’ you sigh, trying to convey the right mix of exasperation and inexperience in your tone. ‘The competition has to go ahead.’


Let them think they’ve had their way.


‘Of course it does,’ says Veronica triumphantly, not missing a beat. She has many skills, of that you’re sure. One of them, however, isn’t being able to hide an innate smugness. Another small victory for her, that’s how you’re sure she’ll see it. Still, everyone else looks relieved, too.


‘I do still have to ask,’ you reiterate while you have their attention, ‘that if anyone knows anything about Peter Maddock and his death, no matter how minor it may appear, that you tell us. The competition is going ahead, but there’s still a murderer out there.’


You detect an eye roll or two. And you’re not standing for it.


‘I may be new,’ you snap. ‘But it’s my job to keep you all safe. With respect, I don’t know any of you, and the murderer could even be in this very room.’


A dark hush descends. It’s unlikely that your Christmas card list has been extended by your last statement.


‘I will be seeing you tomorrow for the competition,’ you say as you turn for the door. ‘And I will be watching very closely.’


There’s nothing more to say. You head back to your car and drive back to your hotel. You have a feeling it’s going to be a very long day tomorrow.




Go and get some rest over on 67, ready for the following day.
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Now that you’ve got the information you need, you have to act on it quickly. You excuse yourself and call the Chief Inspector directly. It’s not as if he hasn’t left you a message or two as his patience starts to grow thin.


Neither of you goes for pleasantries.


‘Detective, why have you been ignoring my calls?’


‘Chief Inspector, I know who the murderer is.’


It’d be fair to say that very much gets his attention. You quickly relay the details and he absorbs the information with equal haste.


‘This is really good work, Detective. There’s one small problem to solve. Where on earth are we going to find Frank Woollaston?’


‘There’s a strong chance he’ll have fled the area by now.’


‘I figure that too. I’ll send a team over to the house you and DS Lambie found in Bunbury – and we’ll need to talk about proper procedure at some point, Detective. I’ll come and meet you as soon as I can. If he’s tying up his loose ends, then I’d imagine he might go back to Mrs Woollaston or Mr Maddock’s house. But it’d be risky going back to the crime scene of either.’


He’s got a point. There’s so much police activity around both houses now that he’s only going to go to either location if he has to.


A pause. ‘Detective, I’m heading to the hospital and I’ll meet you there. Let me brief everyone here and I’ll be on my way. Keep yourself in plain view and safe. I hate to say it, but the only person with all the evidence at the moment to bring him down is you.’


You realize he’s right, and that you’re in danger. You ask him to send you the best possible picture of Frank Woollaston so you know exactly who to be on the lookout for. He does so, and you look at it, committing it quickly to memory.




But where do you go in the hospital? You’re probably safer with Veronica in her hospital room. Go to 17.


Or perhaps you’re better off in plain sight. Quickly check in on Veronica, then go and sit in the busy hospital café downstairs.


You’ll find that at 107.
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You look around and conclude that the small shed in the corner of the garden is your best place to hide. If anyone appears, you should be able to spot them. Satisfied you’re in a good vantage point, you get your phone out and quietly check how things are going at the hospital. Veronica Woollaston is stable, but being kept in for a day or two.


It’s eerily quiet, save for the odd noise of a car trundling past. Your eyes grow heavy, resisting the coffee you’ve been ingesting into your system. Finally, just as you’re beginning to doze, there’s a noise.


Your body reawakens instantly. You peer out of the tiny window and notice a shadowy figure by the car on the road to the side. You can’t spot any other vehicle. Whoever it was must be local, or must have been hiding out somewhere themselves. You creep out of the shed and see that they’ve opened the boot of the car. Did you miss something? As you’re trying to see what could have been hidden away, you note that if anything, it looks like they’re putting something in rather than taking something out. But what?




What do you do now? Confront the shadowy figure? Do that at 97.


Or wait for them to leave and see what they’ve put in the car? That’s at 201.
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Two murders. One woman in hospital. Precious few leads, and you can’t help but feel that time is slipping away. You’ll have to hope that this drive over to what feels like the middle of nowhere is worth the effort.


You’re certainly some way away from the prestigious villages of Midsomer as your car passes a sign for Bunbury. It’s an area that feels little run down – not one that was ever going to trouble the Villages In Bloom competition.


The address you have leads you along a bumpy road and into a nondescript cul-de-sac. A care home sits on the left as you drive in, and you swing your car around to the right where the houses sit. Number 17, the house at the end, is the one you want. Registered to a Phillip Smith.


The garden is heavily overgrown, and when you peer in through the window there’s no sign of anybody inside. The curtains aren’t drawn, and you can see that the living room barely has a piece of furniture in it. Why have you been sent to what looks like an abandoned house?


‘No point looking in there,’ says a sizeable man from across the street. You walk over and show him your ID. He suddenly looks a little shifty, but carries on talking. ‘They’ve not been there for weeks.’


‘Who’s not been there?’


‘Some posh woman and her son it is.’


‘Son?’


‘Yeah. They used to come and go, but never seemed to stay there. It’s like they used the house just to meet up for a bit or something.’


Your mind is racing. ‘Would you recognize the mother if I showed you a picture?’


‘Suppose. Tried saying hello to them a couple of times, but they always looked like they were in a hurry.’


Quickly, you message DS Lambie, and ask him to send a bunch of pictures over. No time to explain. Just send those pictures from the entry forms or something. He’s not selective, and two minutes later a few pictures of all the people involved with the Villages In Bloom competition arrive on your phone.


You start flicking through them, and find an image of Monica Davies. You show it to the man. ‘Yeah, that’s her.’


‘Do you know her name?’


‘Smith, I think. Went to introduce myself once, and her son said that’s what they were called.’


‘And you’re sure it’s her,’ you check, as you flick through to try and find another photo just to confirm.


‘Definite,’ he says as he watches your phone screen. ‘And there’s her son.’


Your world stops for a minute. ‘Which one? Which one’s her son?’


You go through the folder of pictures Lambie has sent you slowly. He stops you. ‘Him.’


‘Definitely?’


‘There’s nothing wrong with my eyes,’ he snaps.


‘Sorry. I just needed to be sure. Thank you for your help, Mr…’


‘Thomas.’


You message DS Lambie again. It reads simply: ‘Get here quickly.’ You send the address and go to look at the house again. It took you half an hour to get here, it’ll take Lambie the same.




Should you wait this out? Or is it worth having a look around the back, at least?


The clock is ticking – head into the house without waiting by going to 193.


No, you need to wait for DS Lambie. Head to 205.
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The odds are not on your side here. The imposing figure in front of you is leaving only a small gap in the doorway, which you’ll need to get through if you’re going to escape. You scan Peter Maddock’s office for anything that might be of use.


About the sturdiest things within your grasp are the large, bulging ring binders on the shelves opposite the computer. You grab one, sending the others tumbling onto the floor, falling open. Papers start spilling. It seems Peter Maddock wasn’t the kind of person who remembers to actually clip the metal bindings shut.


You strike the man in front of you with the ring binder and make at speed for the small gap next to him. As he recoils in pain, he regains his composure just in time – for him, not for you. He flicks his leg out and sends you tumbling. You roar in pain.


It’s not the fall that’s hurt you, although you’ve taken a knock on your way down. No, it’s the two open rings on the ring binder that you’ve landed directly on top of. You look down at your wrist, now impaled on stationery. Not even expensive stationery.
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The blood starts gushing out of your wrist. You panic: the bindings must have gone through your artery. You’re losing blood, and fast.


The man panics too. He grabs the computer base unit, and yanks it away from the wall. The assorted leads snap out, severing any connection it had. He glances back at you, bleeding out on the floor, and mutters a genuine-sounding ‘sorry’ as he bounds out of the room.


You look at your arm. Your radial artery, you guess. If the ring binder has cut as deep as you think, you’ve got less than two minutes for somebody to find you.


Just two minutes.


You never stood a chance.


The case of the new officer in Midsomer is destined to be filed away for all time.


THE END


Go to here to read your performance review.
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With Frank Woollaston momentarily distracted, you take your opportunity and head past him towards the kitchen. It doesn’t take long for him to regain his composure, and he’s after you in a flash. You swing the kitchen door closed with all your strength, but it seems to bounce straight back off his face without affecting him at all. You remember the back door and make a beeline for it.


In your determination to get there as fast as possible, you stumble slightly, narrowly avoiding a rather nice-looking cube-shaped pedal bin. In a stroke of luck, your trailing leg manages to trip Frank Woollaston as you make a lurch for the back door. He loses his balance and starts to fall to the floor. Quick as a flash, you slide the pedal bin towards where you hope Frank is about to fall.


All those years Veronica spent making sure her floor was pristine have been well spent. The bin glides effortlessly across the floor, and Frank Woollaston meets it face first. The expensive chrome finish of the bin admittedly looks a little less like new as a groggy Frank falls down flat on the floor. Taking no chances, you lift the bin and give Frank’s face another chance to see it close up just for good measure.


‘Call the station,’ you shout through to the other room.


‘I–is he okay?’


‘You might want to get them to send an ambulance. And check if your bin is under warranty,’ you add.


The emergency vehicles take a few minutes to arrive. You retrieve your phone from the floor: completely broken, no chance of retrieving anything from that. You keep conversation with Veronica to a minimum. She’s going to have plenty of time to tell her part of the story.


Frank Woollaston slowly regains consciousness as the ambulance crew come in. Veronica is led to a police car and read her rights. The Chief Inspector walks in and heads straight towards you. ‘I don’t quite know how you did it, Detective, but you seem to have solved a mystery I didn’t even know we had. I’m assuming it’ll only be a matter of time before he cops for the murder of Peter Maddock as well.’


‘What about Veronica Woollaston?’


‘Well, I suspect she’s hiding something, but we’ll see what we can get. In the meantime, I think you’ve earned a good night’s rest. And you can take tomorrow off.’


You’re not going to do disagree with that. You head back to your hotel and look at the menu for tomorrow’s lunch. A nice lunch with a side dish of Plummer’s relish, perhaps? What could go wrong with that?


Well done, Detective. It looks like you found the murderer…


THE END


Go to here to read your performance review.
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‘Mr Woollaston,’ you say, as calmly as you possibly can. ‘I’ve been expecting you.’


‘And I’ve been watching you, Detective. Didn’t expect to see you here, though.’


You shuffle the newspaper in front of you, which is disguising your phone. Muscle memory kicks in, and you try to hide the fact that you’re dialling out. All you manage to do is hit the button that redials the last call to your phone. Your eyes don’t leave those of the man in front of you, even as you start to feel a thumping sensation in your head.


‘I’m arresting you, Mr Woollaston.’


‘You’re welcome to try, Detective,’ he retorts.


You attempt to stand up, and realize you’ve got a real problem here. You glance at the tea and see what’s happened. He’s slipped something into it. Presumably he’s told the nurse outside that he’s happy to carry the drink into the room. That gave him ample opportunity to spike the brew, and also ensures that the medical staff won’t be in a rush to return to the room.


It’s down to you. You’re not sure how much time you have as the poison starts to work its way around your body. The same poison, you assume, that claimed the life of Monica Davies.


A momentary panic. What if your phone can’t pick up the conversation properly, among all the beeps and through the newspaper? How are you going to get out of this?




You need to keep him talking, don’t you? Head to 19.
Maybe this is a good time to try and raise the alarm, and call for help? Go to 147.


Or what about shifting your phone to a better position? That’s worth a try, isn’t it? You need 217.
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There are two reasons why you think it’s probably best you sit alongside Veronica Woollaston in her room, as she slowly starts to doze off again. The pain medication she’s on is clearly having an effect.


The first is your own safety. For Frank Woollaston to get at you here, he’s going to have to come all the way through the hospital to do so. Plus, although Veronica’s room is a little isolated from the main ward, you’re comforted by the fact that people check in on her from time to time. There’s also a button to call for help here.


Secondly, you reason that if there’s anywhere Frank Woollaston is likely to appear before he leaves Midsomer, it’s here. He’s either going to be on the lookout for you, or he’s going to have one final confrontation with Veronica. This, you guess, is going to be the venue for that.


You settle down, and after around half an hour you hear light snoozing sounds from the bed next to you. A message flashes up on your phone: the searches at the house in the village of Bunbury have come up with nothing. No further clues at Veronica’s home or Peter Maddock’s house. It feels all or nothing as you sit here: a final roll of the dice to try to solve the case.


The snoozing sound begins to turn into a snore. You look at your watch and pick up the newspaper. A bit about the competition, a headline about the murders. The rest of the newspaper is testament to the fact that village life just carries on.


The door opens and a nurse pops her head around the corner. ‘Do you want a cup of tea?’, she asks.


‘That’s really kind, thank you.’


‘Back in a minute with it.’


An article towards the middle of the paper talks of upcoming committee elections due to take place. The world really does keep turning, you think. The door opens again and tea is placed on the table by your side. You’re engrossed in the newspaper, so you offer a thank you and keep reading.


You take a sip of the drink. Just what you need, you think.


‘That taste good, Detective?’


You look up. The person who brought you the drink wasn’t a nurse. There’s a man in front of you. Your heart skips a beat as you see Frank Woollaston looking straight at you.




Hit the button at the side of the bed and call for help! Quickly! Go to 162.


Get Frank talking – see if you can record the conversation and prove he’s alive that way. That’s at 16.
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‘Just let me go,’ you say. ‘I’m not here to get in your way and I just want to leave.’


It’s a male voice you don’t recognize. The web camera is pointing at him too, but broadcasting to nobody. You’re not going to resolve his identity here.


He mulls things over for a second, and simply says, ‘Go. Now.’ You don’t need a second invitation. You nervously squeeze past and head down the stairs. ‘If I don’t hear your car driving away in the next three minutes,’ he calls after you, ‘I’ll be coming for you.’


You believe him, and head straight to your vehicle. You call what’s happened in to the station, but you reason there’s little point. By the time any backup gets here, he’ll be long gone – which is indeed what happens. As you make your way to Norton for the final stages of the competition itself, you get word from the uniformed officer on the scene that there’s nobody there, just that the computer appears to have been taken.




As you arrive at Norton, lots of threads are swirling around in your head: not least why Veronica and Peter were communicating via computer. Still, you quickly switch your attention back to the competition. Head to 63.






[image: illustration] 19 [image: illustration]



Whatever toxin’s going through your system now, it’s doing its work fast. You don’t have time to waste here. ‘I’ve got the evidence,’ you say, your voice weak.


He looks at you, puzzled. ‘The murders. We know you committed the murders.’


‘You don’t know anything, Detective,’ he spits back, knocked a little out of his stride.


‘I’ve been sitting here waiting for you, Mr Woollaston. Seeing you in the flesh is the final piece of the jigsaw.’


‘It’s too late, Detective.’


You cough, your head swimming and your thoughts muddled.


‘Mr Frank Woollaston,’ you say.


‘Yes. What?’ he snaps back.


‘Thank you.’


As you slump back in your chair and your eyes start to close, you allow the newspaper on your lap to slip down, and reveal the phone that’s been broadcasting the conversation. You hope it’s caught enough of it, but the last thing you see before your eyelids give up is a look of genuine panic on his face.


When your eyes eventually reopen, you find yourself in a hospital bed yourself, attached to drips and with machines chirping away. You’re groggy but still alert enough to see the Chief Inspector sitting next to you.


‘How long have I been out?’


He looks at his watch. ‘About twenty-three hours. You’re very lucky.’


He picks the story up: of how Frank Woollaston panicked and, as he crashed out of the hospital side room, how the nursing staff were alerted and found you quickly. The poison he’d laced your drink with was potent – of amphibian origin – but they got to you in time.


As you take it all in, you ask: ‘Frank Woollaston?’


‘At the station, facing a growing number of charges, two murders included. He did manage to get away from the hospital, but we were on our way by then. He managed to crash his car as he tried to escape – he wasn’t difficult to spot.’


‘Veronica?’


‘She’s being discharged this morning, and then we’re taking her to the station too. There are a few charges she’s going to face.’


It’s quite a story. How Frank Woollaston faked his death for the life insurance money, with help from Peter Maddock and the local amateur dramatics society’s stage makeup department. All of the work on those shows wasn’t wasted. Then Peter starting to blackmail Veronica when he fell short of a few quid. Veronica, in turn, pushing forward the idea of a suspiciously expensive flower contest when she could no longer meet Peter’s demands.


There are still small details to fill in, but the Chief Inspector seems satisfied that the investigation will now be able to get to the bottom of pretty much all of it. The committee will have to be disbanded, of course, and there’s precious little chance of another Villages In Bloom competition being organized any time soon.


But Detective: congratulations! You came to Midsomer and were instantly faced with a murder investigation. You’ve nearly died, and uncovered a two-decades-old secret that pretty much nobody here realized was a secret in the first place. What’s more, you’ve solved your first big case in less than half a week.


As you allow yourself to breathe out and try to take it all in, the Chief Inspector’s phone buzzes. He answers, and his voice quickly turns serious. As he ends the brief but clearly important call, he looks across at you.


‘We need you up and ready as soon as possible, Detective,’ he says as he gets up and puts his coat on. ‘We might just have another case coming in…’
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