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Author’s note


			I live a very fortunate life. I live four minutes away from a tropical beach in Thailand. I make my living by writing books set in Thailand, a country that I fell in love with a long time ago. I travel all over Thailand researching my books and I meet the most wonderful people, foreigners, ex-pats and Thais. I have friends who I can sit and have a beer with and who will also give me constructive criticism of my work, whether I like it or not! I would like to say a special thank you to the beautiful photographic model Marina Rina. She appears on the book cover. She was fantastic to work with and it was a fun weekend. A big ‘thank you’ to Keith Callaghan and all the staff at the Willkriss Resort in Bang Saray for making the shoot at the resort possible. The biggest ‘Thank You’ is for you, the people all over the world who read my books. You make it all worthwhile.
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			to my beautiful children, Amy, Tom, Sasha and Jack. I will love you always.
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			Coming soon from Guy Lilburne;


			An Angel with a Gun: Steven West first appeared in the book ‘The Flower Girl’. After spending some time back in England Steven decides to give Thailand a second chance. This time he trains as a Buddhist Monk and after he travels through Thailand he finds his assigned ‘Wat’. He calls it ‘The lost temple of Kanchanaburi’. The ancient wooden building is lost in the jungle on the border with Myanmar. His congregation is the poorest of the poor. Steven works tirelessly to rebuild the temple and serve the local people. It works out more or less ok for years until falling in love and a drug smuggler get in the way. The wonderfully naïve and inept Steven West makes a long overdue return in another hilarious adventure in the ‘Land of Smiles’.


		




		

			
Chapter 1: Secrets after dark


			It was late enough for the city to move into full swing. Most of the families with younger children had gone back to their hotels. The lines of Chinese tourists following their appointed flag bearers had now all left Walking Street. The holiday makers were in the late bars and night clubs. The ex-pats were in their favourite bars. Music blared out onto every Soi from every bar from oversized speakers. Lights flashed, flickered and revolved. Beautiful Thai girls smiled alluring smiles from behind painted faces, baring tanned skin and fantastic tattoos, wearing tiny skirts, short dresses, fishnet stockings or sexy uniforms of every kind. Girls called out to passing potential customers.


			“Hello sexy man.”


			They flashed smiles, nipples and panties. Sooner or later the bars were going to be full and the girls would try to land their catch. Short time meant more money, but it was more work. Long time was better. It could lead to a holiday romance and, if it didn’t, the farang would always buy drinks and food anyway. Street vendors cooked food. The smell drifted along every Soi. Hawkers tried to sell holiday makers overpriced souvenirs, colourful hats, silver coloured jewellery, wooden frogs, knitted wrist bands with the names of English football teams, flashing plastic toys and hammocks. All were offered for sale as the sellers covered every single Soi in the city. The go-go bars and massage parlours were all getting busy. The Russians filled the Seven Elevens buying cheap Vodka to take back to their rooms. This was just another night in Pattaya. This was every night in Pattaya. The night rolled on. Pattaya after dark changes it’s form and sheds its disguise of normality like a snake sheds its skin. Secrets are shared and secret things are done. The music gets louder and the lights gets brighter, drinks flow and inhibitions are lost amongst sexy slim bodies and smiling faces. Everybody is looking for something and it can be found in a Pattaya night.


			Nit was 22 years old. She was sexy and beautiful. She had the confidence that working the bars of Pattaya for four years gave a girl from upcountry. She had a stunning tattoo of a leaping Tiger that covered her entire back. The colours were striking. On her left buttock and thigh she had a tattoo of a snake in reds and greens coiled around a pink orchid plant. Nit had worked in many of the bars over her four year career. She was well known amongst the other bar girls who worked in the city. Once she had worked in one of the Go-go bars along Soi Post Office, but she didn’t stay very long. She earned more money in the bars and got more free drinks from the customers. She had been working in a busy little bar on Soi Buakaow called The Sweet Girl Bar for the last six months. It was only a short motorbike ride to the room she rented on Pattaya Tai.


			The night had been another busy one. Nit had already done two short times. She thought that it was because she was wearing her lucky little black dress, but it didn’t matter what she wore, she was always the busiest girl in the bar. She always looked so beautiful and she had a great sense of humour, speaking in perfect English so all the customers could enjoy it. She watched the farang wipe the sweat away from his eyes. He was younger than the usual customers in the bar. He was handsome too. Nit climbed onto the end of the bar and slowly crawled along it on all fours - giving everyone a clear view of her cleavage as she approached and her panties once she had passed. It was a view that everyone along the bar took full advantage of. One man took a photo on his mobile phone and another man used a finger to move her panties aside so he could see her vagina. She crawled along to the younger farang and then knelt on the bar in front of him. She held the bottom of her short dress and used it to fan him, her black panties now just inches from his embarrassed face. The other customers laughed and somebody rang the bell that hung over the bar counter. This meant that he was buying everyone in the bar a drink. The girls quickly went around getting everyone’s order, including their own and the drinks were served. The music was loud and so was the laughter. The girls were getting groped and were sorting out customers for long time or overnight. Nit talked the younger farang into taking her short time, which meant an hour’s sex, although nobody ever lasted that long. The farang paid his bill, which included the bar fine for Nit. She touched up her make-up, put her hands together in a prayer of thanks towards the Buddha shrine at the back of the bar and she left with the farang, hand in hand. When she didn’t return after an hour nobody was concerned. The short time had probably turned into long time. The bar fine was the same anyway. No doubt she would collect her motorbike from outside the bar in the morning on her way back to her room. It had just turned midnight.


			When Nit’s motorbike was still outside the bar at midday, the bar owner, Ming, tried to ring her. The phone rang out unanswered. Ming tried several more times before she sent one of the girls round to Nit’s room with the spare key to see if she was there. Amy jumped on one of the bar’s motorbikes and went. Ming wasn’t overly concerned. Nit might have decided to stay with the farang for the rest of the day or even another night, but it was unusual for her not to answer her phone.


			Amy climbed up the flight of concrete steps and along the row of windows and doors to Nit’s room. All the rooms in the building were rented by Thais, mostly bar girls. The rooms were cheap and each room had a bathroom. There was only one way in or out of the rooms and that was via the old wooden front doors. A solitary window to the left of each door was there to let in some natural light, but every single window in the building was either curtained or boarded up with cardboard. Nit’s curtains were closed. Amy knocked, but there was no answer. She put the key into the lock and turned it. She started to push the door open, but the terrible smell knocked her back in her tracks. She didn’t know what it was. She had never smelt anything like it before. She took a deep breath and tried again. The room was dark, but the shade was light enough for her to see a naked body lying on the floor. She knew the dark pool around the body was blood and now she also knew the smell of death. She screamed as loud as she could and ran back out of the room pulling the door shut behind her. She had left the key in the door and ran down the steps to the narrow Soi below. She didn’t realize it, but she was still screaming. A man grabbed her. He shouted at her and then he shook her. Amy fainted in his arms. A policeman who was passing the end of the Soi on his motorbike heard the screams and turned in to investigate. The man was laying Amy down on the ground when the policeman arrived. He told him that the girl came running from the rooms above screaming and then fainted. He went with the policeman. They noticed the door with the key still in the lock. The policeman opened it and both men gasped for breath. The policeman looked around the door and saw the body. He closed the door and radioed the station with the information. He told the man to go and stay with the girl and make sure she didn’t leave until more police arrived. He stood guard on the door.


			Inspector Ping Dee chai arrived at the scene with her trusted sidekick Sgt. Yim Dek. Inspector Dee chai had class written all over her. She always wore designer suits and not copies. She wore expensive perfumes. She was an elegant and beautiful 32 year old woman and a well-respected detective. Sgt. Dek was a few years her junior. Like all the other men stationed at Bang Lamung police station in the north of the city he had had a crush on the inspector, but long ago given up any thoughts of trying to progress it into something more. There had been many rumours about the inspector - of her penchant for gin & tonic and young male farangs that she picked up in the bars around Pattaya. Sgt. Dek was a loyal deputy and he did what he could to cover up her indiscretions. Neither of them ever talked about it. This was their relationship. More uniformed police officers had arrived and had rounded up some potential witnesses. Amy was sat on the edge of the pavement. Somebody had draped a towel around her shoulders and given her a bottle of water to sip on. Ping said hello and introduced herself. Amy told her what she could about Nit and finding the body after she didn’t collect her bike or answer her phone. Sgt. Dek smiled at her. He had film star looks and a handsome smile. Amy smiled back. He had a kind face. He told her that someone would take her to the police station and he would speak to her there. Amy nodded.


			Inspector Dee chai and Sgt. Dek climbed the concrete steps to the first floor. A uniformed policeman and a CSI man were waiting outside of Nit’s room. The Crime Scene Investigator held an aluminium briefcase and wore a blue Tee shirt, with CSI in big letters on the back. It wasn’t police issue. They used to be called Scenes of Crime Officers or SOCO, but when the American TV series were screened in Thailand a lot of SOCO changed their name to CSI. It just sounded better. The actual training was still very basic and it was very hit and miss whether they would find any evidence or not. The only dependable CSI were in Bangkok and they had been trained by British Police.


			Ping and Sgt. Dek could smell the rotting smell of death before they entered the room. Sgt. Dek put his hand over his nose. Ping sprayed perfume onto a silk handkerchief and held that over her nose. Both breathed through their mouths. Ping used the tip of her pen to turn the light switch on. In the heat and humidity of Pattaya it didn’t take a dead body very long to start decomposing and Nit had had at least a 12 hour head start. Ping and Sgt. Dek had both seen dead bodies before. They had seen murder victims before, but what made this one so horrific to them was that she had been skinned. Not completely, but large parts of her skin had been removed. Her back, her left buttock and thigh had been skinned down to the muscle. A deep knife wound across her throat had ended her life, hopefully before she had been skinned. The two detectives looked at each other in astounded silence. They were the first people to see the body in good light and the first ones to see that the murder victim had had a lot of her skin removed.


			The detectives went back outside into the hot sunshine and relatively fresh air. Ping spoke to the CSI man.


			“Okay. I want you to take photos of the victim and everything in the room. I do not want you to touch the body or anything inside the room. I want the police pathologist here at the scene to take charge of the body and the evidence gathering. What you are going to see inside this room is not to be spoken about to anyone except Detective Sgt. Dek and myself. Do you understand?”


			“Yes Inspector. I understand.”


			Ping rang the police pathologist in Bangkok, Doctor Wongchengyun. He was a lot more qualified than the local Doctor and he was a specialist in forensic science. She told him what she wanted. He agreed and told her that he would bring along two specialists from his own team to help with the evidence gathering. The uniformed police officers took statements from anyone at the scene who could tell them anything. Most of them could only say that they knew Nit, that she was a nice girl and that they heard a woman screaming at about 1:00pm, just before the police arrived.


			Amy had been taken to Bang Lamung police station and had been given another bottle of water while she waited for D/Sgt. Dek.


			Sgt. Dek and Ping went to Nit’s bar to speak to Ming, the owner. It was obvious that Ming liked Nit a lot, just as everyone else seemed to do. She made a statement giving the detectives as much background as she could on Nit and also describing all the men who had bar fined her for short time the previous night. The descriptions were not great. All the farangs looked the same. The only reason she remembered the young farang who had bar fined her last of all was because he was shy and she thought that he was ‘sort of cute’.


			Sgt. Dek spoke to Amy back at the police station and took a statement. Then it was a long waiting game to see what they were going to get from the crime scene. It gave them time to start up a MIR, or Murder Incident Room. The administration and staffing were always an issue. Ping had a funny feeling about this murder. It felt very different from anything she had ever worked on before. She kept thinking about the image of the young girl lying on the floor of her room - her skin taken from her. The image had shocked her, but that wasn’t why she was thinking about it. She just kept wondering - why?


			An hour and a half after receiving the phone call the pathologist from Bangkok was at the murder scene in Pattaya. Dr Wongchengyun was in his early 60’s and had grey hair, almost white. He was one of the few older Thai men who didn’t bother to dye his hair black. He wore gold rimmed dual focus spectacles which he always had perched low down on his nose. He had kind eyes, which peered out over the top of his glasses from a chubby tanned face. He had worked on many serious and high profile cases over the years and was the best in his field. Together with the two forensic specialists that he had brought along with him he took over the crime scene.


			A fourth man had also emerged from the black Sedan motor vehicle. It was Captain Gee Wattana - a Special Agent from the Department of Special Investigations of the Ministry of Justice of the Royal Thai Government. He was a government intelligence officer. He had been asked to come along by Doctor Wongchengyun. Captain Wattana observed the scene, but didn’t say anything. After ten minutes he left the scene and got one of the police cars to take him to Bang Lamung police station. When he walked into the incident room Ping and Sgt. Dek both knew that he was important before he had even introduced himself. He had that air of confidence and self-belief that very important people always seem to have. The two officers gave him a respectful wai and he returned it just as respectfully and with a disarming smile, which made both the police officers instantly like him.


			“Hello. I’m Captain Gee Wattana. I work for the government. I’m an intelligence officer in the Special Investigations Department. You must be Detective Inspector Ping Dee chai and Detective Sgt. Yim Dek.”


			They both nodded their confirmation.


			“I am delighted to meet you both. I have read your files on the journey down here. You are good officers.”


			They made no comment to his compliment and Capt. Wattana knew they just wanted to know why he was there.


			“I’m sorry. I’ll get to the point. Dr Wongchengyun contacted me after you had rung him this morning. We were very interested and concerned about this murder. As I’m sure you’ll agree, it doesn’t appear to be a straight forward ‘flat field of rice’. You made the correct decision in contacting Bangkok and you will be officially commended for your actions today Inspector.”


			“I take it you will be taking over the investigation from here?”


			“Oh my Buddha, no! The investigation will stay with you Inspector, but I would like to oversee it from a distance. I would also like you to consider taking on a special advisor to help you with the case.”


			“A special advisor?”


			Captain Wattana put his briefcase on the desk next to him, pressed in the combination and opened it. He pulled out an old personnel file held in a brown card folder. The name Danny O’Brien was written across the front. The other two personnel files held in the briefcase belonged to D/Insp. Dee chai and D/Sgt. Dek. Captain Wattana handed the file to Ping.


			“This man is our special advisor. His name is Danny O’Brien. He is a retired Scotland Yard Detective. He has worked on many important and high profile cases here in Thailand. I have worked with him personally. He is trusted by myself and the Thai government. He is good at what he does and I’d like you to take him on as your special advisor on this case.”


			“Have I got a choice?”


			“No. Please read his file. I’m sure you and Mr. O’Brien will get on like a ‘burning Banyan tree’. I have told Dr Wongchengyun to update everybody at the briefing tomorrow morning. That will give me a chance to go and invite Danny O’Brien to join the team. I won’t be attending the briefing, but I will expect frequent updates. I suggest you get as much rest as you can today, because Mr. O’Brien likes to work long hours, which will start tomorrow. I don’t need to tell you that the skinning of this victim needs to remain top secret. We don’t want a panic and we don’t want to affect tourism to Thailand.”


			The Captain closed his briefcase and walked towards the door. As he reached it he turned back to the two detectives. 


			“I used to be a police sergeant in Phuket. The first time I ever met Danny O’Brien he punched me and broke my nose, because he didn’t like the way I had done my job. It’s all in his file.”


			He turned back and walked out of the room. There was a few moments silence between the two detectives while the information they had just received sank in.


			“I think I have heard of Danny O’Brien” said Sgt. Dek.


			“So have I.” Ping said it in such a way that it was difficult to tell if she meant in a good or bad way.


			“Dek. Take the rest of the day off. There is nothing for us to do until tomorrow morning anyway. I’m going to read Danny O’Brien’s personnel record at home. Something tells me that he will be reading mine tonight.”


			Dek nodded, grabbed his crash helmet and walked out of the police station without saying another word. Ping drove home to her fashionable apartment on Jomtien Beach in her new Honda Civic. She had a shower, wrapped herself in one of her short silk gowns and poured herself a strong gin and tonic. It was the only drink she ever drank. She pointed the remote towards the expensive music system and her favourite Adele CD started playing. She sat on the sofa and tucked her legs underneath her. She pulled the red elastic band from Danny O’Brien’s file and started reading.


			Captain Wattana had a police car take him 30km along the Sukhumvit Road to the navy base at Sattahip. There he was flown up to Udon Thani airport in the north east of Thailand. A short taxi ride later and he was arriving at a farm on the outskirts of the city. The farm belonged to Danny O’Brien and his wife. They had bought it off his wife’s mama, but everyone still called it Mama’s farm. It was still only late afternoon. The sun was exceedingly hot with no sea breeze to cool it. Danny O’Brien was sitting in a swing chair that hung on the front porch. He watched the taxi drive along the lane to the farm. Family and friends visited the farm all day long, but nobody ever arrived in a taxi. The blacked out windows gave nothing away as the taxi pulled to a stop only yards from where Danny was sitting. After a few moments the rear door opened and Captain Gee Wattana stepped out. He smiled warmly at his old friend. They walked towards each other with outstretched arms and hugged and back patted. The taxi waited.


			“Holy Jesus, mother of God! I’m delighted to be seeing ya.”


			“I’m happy to see you too Danny. You look good. The Isaan sunshine has done nothing to fade the blue in your eyes.”


			“You’re full of shite, Gee! Oh, but you’re looking grand.”


			“I see that you took Ling and the children to Dublin for a holiday. I take it you were visiting relatives?”


			“You think I’m an eejit, do ya? You know I have no relatives. Why are you keeping tabs on me?”


			“I was just checking up on old friends. Did the family like Ireland?”


			“Sure. They loved it.”


			“Where is everyone now?”


			“Ling is with her mum in the kitchen and the twins are playing somewhere.”


			“They must be four years old now?”


			“Jesus, where does the time go?”


			Ling heard the voices and came out of the front of the house to investigate. She greeted Gee with a wai and a warm smile. She was as beautiful as she always had been. Gee could see why Danny had fallen in love with her.


			“Have you eaten yet, Khun Gee?”


			“I have thank you. I cannot stay long. I need to speak to Danny. I’m afraid I’m going to be asking him to leave you and the children for a while. It is important.”


			“It always is pee Gee. He needs a break from the farm anyway. He is drinking too much again and he always loves me more after he has been away.” Ling laughed and walked back inside the house, leaving the two men to talk.


			“You are drinking again Danny?”


			“I never stopped. I used to drink because of stress. Now I drink because of boredom. The excuses have changed, but the result is the same. I’m just a recovering alcoholic who hasn’t started recovering yet.”


			Both men laughed.


			“Danny. I want to ask for your help on another case.”


			“So I gathered. What’s the case?”


			“It is a strange one. Last night a young bar girl was murdered in Pattaya. She was found in her room today. Her body had been partially skinned.”


			“Was she skinned alive?”


			“I don’t know yet. Dr. Wongchengyun is at the scene. He is going to give the details of his findings at the briefing in the morning. I’m hoping you are going to be there. I want you to join the investigation team as a special advisor.”


			“Dr Wongchengyun. I remember him. He was the pathologist on the Sarah Appleby case in Phuket. He’s good.”


			“He remembers you too.”


			“What is so special about this case?”


			“We don’t know that either, but for someone to be skinned either alive or dead is shocking and will make news around the world. That is why we want you on the case. The Thai authorities have been globally embarrassed with the Koh Tao Beach murders and, more recently, the Era wan shrine bombing in Bangkok. The Thai government doesn’t want to be criticized again on the world stage over another investigation. This has to be kept Top Secret until you find out what has happened and why. You once said on TV that you had never been on a murder enquiry that you hadn’t solved. I need you to solve this one. Will you have a look?”


			“Yes. I’ll have a look. It will do me and Ling a lot of good to have some time apart. I take it you are paying my expenses?”


			“Of course! And the usual reward if you solve the case. You have license to carry out your investigation in your own way, but we don’t want this murder to be public knowledge. It would cause panic in Pattaya and we don’t need tourism to drop any lower than it already has.”


			“And the eyes of the world would be on Thailand again.”


			“Yes. There is that. We need a good news story to give the world.”


			“When do we leave?”


			“Now! I have an Army plane waiting at Udon Thani airport to fly me to Bangkok and you to Sattahip. The briefing is at 8:00am in the morning.”


			Gee opened his briefcase and handed Danny the personnel files on Inspector Dee chai and Sgt. Dek. He also handed him a gold Visa card issued to Special Investigations Dept.


			“The card has already been issued and authorised for you. These are the personnel files of the two detectives that you will be working with. They aren’t their police files. They are government files. No secrets, everything is in there. They have your file too. I thought it best if you all knew all about each other so you can just get on with the job.”


			“I’ll do my best.”


			“I know you will. If you solve the case then we will have a lot of good publicity for my country. If you don’t, then the evidence gets destroyed with the body. It never happened. I know we understand each other, Danny.”


			“As always, Gee.”


			Ling came back out onto the porch carrying a small suitcase that she had just packed for Danny.


			“I’ll kiss the twins for you, tee rak.”


			“Are you sure you don’t mind?”


			“You need a murder case to keep you happy. Feeding pigs and watching rice grow makes your brain tired. I know.”


			Ling kissed him and waved them off as the two men headed back along the lane in the taxi.


			The Army plane that Captain Wattana had spoken about was actually a Cessna 208. The army had bought it second hand from FedEx. Although it was painted in army camouflage green it was never intended to see any military action. It was used to ferry VIP military and government officials around Thailand and could carry up to nine passengers. The pilot had already started the single engine as soon as he saw the Captain and Danny walking across the tarmac towards him. They only had to wait a few minutes for a take-off slot. Danny enjoyed the flight and he enjoyed catching up with his old friend. Gee informed him that his uncle was still the commander of the police in Phuket. Danny had known his uncle, Colonel Wattana, longer than he had known Gee. The men had a mutual respect for each other and, just like his nephew, the colonel was a gentleman. When the plane landed at Bangkok’s Don Muang airport the two men shook hands. Danny stayed in his seat and five minutes later they had clearance for take-off. In less than an hour later they had arrived at Sattahip naval base. A navy car took him along the Sukhumvit Road into south Pattaya. Because the Thai government were paying, Danny decided to stay at the Hilton Hotel in the Central Festival shopping complex. Danny figured that, because it was expensive, it was going to be as good as anywhere. He checked in and ordered a bottle of Jack Daniels delivered to his sea view room. He showered and sat out on the balcony with the bottle of Jack Daniels and a packet of cigarettes. He opened the personnel file on Inspector Ping Dee chai. The first thing that surprised him was that Inspector Ping Dee chai was a woman. Her photograph was stapled to the inside of the folder. The second thing that surprised him was how pretty she was. He decided that her file might be more interesting than he first thought. He raised his glass to the Inspector and then emptied it in one. He refilled it and settled down to read about his new investigating partner.


		




		

			
Chapter 2: Murder in the City


			Scrambled eggs, toast, coffee and several glasses of orange juice in the rather impressive dining room at the Hilton Hotel made Danny feel a lot better than he did when he had first awoke. He had read the personnel files on Inspector Ping Dee chai and Sgt. Dek from cover to cover. In fact, he read Ping’s file twice while he finished the bottle of Jack Daniels. She was an impressive detective, but he liked her even more because, just like Danny, she had her own demons and it gave her a very human vulnerability. He hadn’t even considered whether or not she had been given his file. He hadn’t even given a thought as to if any such file on him existed.


			Danny checked his watch. It was 7:30am. He didn’t know where Bang Lamung police station was, but thought that he had better make a move. The taxi picked him up at the front of the hotel and 17 minutes later he was stepping out on the steps of the police station. He went inside. At the desk counter they were expecting him. He was shown up to the MIR (Murder Incident Room) by a young policeman, who looked as if he should still be in school or, at the very least, college.


			The incident room wasn’t as full as Danny had expected it would be, but everyone who was going to attend the briefing was already there.


			Dr. Wongchengyun was the first to stand up and greet Danny. It had been several years since the two men had last met, but they were both happy to meet again. Dr. Wongchengyun’s two assistants were also present along with Inspector Ping Dee chai and Sgt. Dek. Danny recognised both of them from their file photos. Ping looked elegant in a knee length cream coloured skirt and matching jacket. Her hair was pinned up loosely which suggested she had a wild side and she smelt fantastic. Danny took deep breaths. He liked a sweet perfume on a woman. He liked her instantly.


			Dr. Wongchengyun made all the introductions and Danny was greeted with a wai from everyone except Yim Dek, who stepped forward and shook his hand. Sgt. Dek had a dazzling smile. He was a handsome man and Danny thought that he had a kind face.


			“I’m Sgt. Yim Dek, but everyone calls me Dek. Only my mother calls me Yim.”


			“Delighted to meet you. I’m Danny O’Brien.”


			Ping liked Danny too. He looked better in real life than he looked in his photo. His eyes were a piercing blue. His face was rugged and sort of lived in. She could see that it had been punched too many times and his nose was crooked from too many breaks. He wasn’t handsome in the same way as Sgt. Dek, but he was attractive, especially for an older man. When they were introduced they both smiled more than they wanted to and it was noticed by the others, especially Dek.


			At the side of the room was a stainless steel trolley that was loaded with white plastic cups, a water dispenser and a flask of coffee. Danny noticed that everyone had helped themselves to water, so he helped himself to a black coffee. He sat next to Ping and they all faced Dr. Wongchengyun, who was standing in front of a white screen. He was ready to present his findings. The detectives and Danny opened the notebooks that had been left on their seats for them. Danny borrowed a pen from Ping and Dr. Wongchengyun started.


			“For the benefit of Mr. O’Brien I will give the finding of my forensic evidence gathering team and my own pathology findings. Please feel free to stop me at any time if you have any questions.”


			He sat down at a laptop that was connected to the white screen behind him. He would flick through photos for the benefit of the investigators as he spoke.


			“My team and myself attended the scene of a murder victim yesterday at the request of Detective Inspector Dee chai. The victim was a 22 year old female by the name of Nit Satong. Nit worked as a bar girl in this bar called ‘The Sweet Girl Bar’ on Soi Buakaow. The bar is only 3.4km away from the room she rented and where her body was found. The room she rented was a first floor room in a block. The address is 54 Pattaya Tai Alley number 7.The Soi is a dead end - a cul de sac, I think, is the correct name. I have marked the most obvious routes between the bar and the room in red on this map. The distance is the same. We know from witnesses that Nit had had several short time customers during the evening before she died. We know that she left the ‘Sweet Girl Bar’ with a farang customer for the last time at 11:00pm or possibly a little after. The body was discovered at 1:00pm in the afternoon, yesterday. From the decomposition of the body I can tell you that she died at around 12:30am. An hour and a half after she left the bar and 12 and a half hours before her body was discovered. She was found lying face down and naked on the floor of her room. The cause of death was undoubtedly a deep knife laceration to her throat. She would have died almost instantly. From blood splatters at the scene we can say that she was attacked from behind just as she entered her room.”


			Danny put his hand up.


			“Does that mean the attacker was in her room waiting for her?”


			“No. The attacker followed her in. The attack happened just as she opened the door into the room. There were specks of blood on the outside of the front door. The victim would have collapsed and been carried or dragged further into the room and laid on the floor - now almost certainly dead. It was a swift and powerful attack. The victim was stripped naked.


			The entire skin from her back was then removed. Also the skin from her left buttock and left thigh. I would like to add that in my opinion the skin was expertly removed with the use of a scalpel. I would estimate that the removal of the skin in the way that it was taken, causing no further damage to the body tissue, would have taken at least two hours. It was done with great precision.”


			Danny put his hand up again.


			“Mr. O’Brien. You don’t have to put your hand up. Just shout out if you have a question.”


			“Are you saying that the person who removed the skin has medical training?”


			“No, but I wouldn’t rule it out. The person who removed the skin took great care not to damage it and was skilled in the use of a scalpel.”


			“So we are looking for two people. The first person who slit her throat would not have been able to do the delicate stuff.”


			“Why do you say this Mr. O’Brien?”


			“Have you ever killed someone Doc? I have, more than once and the adrenaline shoots through you. You shake more than the morning after you’ve drank a bottle of Jack Daniels. It had to be two people.”
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