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Chapter 1


	 


	 


	Chester Banning was in a good mood. He loved it when things went according to plan and, so far, everything had gone exactly as planned. Travelling had, as usual, left him with lots of new impressions and a few ideas and the hotel he’d booked himself into was just the way he liked it. Now all he needed to make the day perfect was a decent drink or two and some less decent company. 


	He dressed in his favourite jeans and shirt, left the hotel and the day started going downhill. It took him half an eternity to find a promising location and, when he finally did, the place was far from his usual venue. It was dodgy and run-down, with a clientele to match. Chester went to the bar anyway, ignoring the curious glances of the people who checked him out, and ordered a vodka martini. He met the bartender’s smirk with a smile and a shrug. Such a cliché, but his favourite. Leaning on the bar, he took some time to scan the crowd. He wasn’t too impressed with what he saw and was already halfway through his drink and two-thirds on the way to just calling it a night and leaving when he spotted exactly what he was looking for. Tall, dark-haired and dressed in clothes that had probably cost more than the average weekly income of any of the other guys present, the man was as much out of place as Chester himself. A perfect match. With his most charming smile fixed to his face, Chester leisurely walked to the quiet corner of the bar where the man sat, brooding over his drink. He took a moment to study the profile in close-up and found he still liked what he saw. 


	“Hi, there,” he said when he had waited long enough to be sure that the other man was aware of his presence and must be expecting him to say something. “You had me wondering, you know.” 


	A sharp inhalation of air was the only sign he got that the man had even heard him. Not the reaction he’d hoped for but he decided not to let that stop him. 


	“I couldn’t help but notice you. Seems we’re both in the wrong place.” 


	At last the man turned his head and glared at him, making Chester flinch with the indignant annoyance he displayed. Chester was pretty sure his gaydar had picked up the signals correctly, so maybe the guy was just a bit weary of being hit on. Looking like he did, he could have had men queuing for a chance to chat him up if he’d made a little more of an effort. His hair was a bit past the right time for a cut and he hadn’t bothered shaving but he was undeniably handsome. A delicate bone structure with high, well-defined cheekbones set the perfect frame for a pair of the most striking, silver-grey eyes Chester had ever seen. The man rested those amazing eyes on Chester with an expression of stony amusement and a hint of curiosity before he finally said, “You are definitely in the wrong place, mate. A couple of hundred miles if your accent is anything to go by.” 


	Chester smiled and nodded. “Yeah, I know. I’m here because of my job. I’m a writer, you see, and I’m doing some research for my new book.” Chester didn’t usually brag and found it a bit cheap to rely on the I’m-a-writer line, but it had got him laid more than once before. 


	“Must be a brilliant book if it’s anything to do with this place,” the man grumbled under his breath, his words dripping with sarcasm. 


	“Well, I hope it will be.” Chester held out his hand. “I’m Chester, by the way, and you are…?” 


	“Not interested.” 


	“Oh, I’m sorry. My mistake. I didn’t realise you were bored. Maybe I can help you change that.” 


	Surprised, the man blinked and then, to Chester’s relief, his mouth curved into a reluctant smile. He gave a tight, appreciative nod. “Nice one.” 


	“I really hope you’re talking about me.” 


	The man’s smile widened just a fraction as he gave Chester a quick once-over. He was clearly trying not to let on what he thought but there was a giveaway glitter in his eyes. Just a moment later, he shook his head. “You’re wasting your time.” He picked up his drink again. 


	“Too bad. I could’ve made it worth your while.” About to turn away, Chester hesitated. He just couldn’t resist. “If your accent is anything to go by, you got misplaced by about four hundred miles yourself. What is it? London, right? Somewhere in Norf London unless I’m very much mistaken.” Probably followed by a rather expensive university. 


	Something flared up in those grey eyes. It might have been regret or even hurt, but it was gone too fast for a definite identification. “Not bad.” 


	“Oh, come on, I deserve more than that. You didn’t say much.” 


	“Finchley.” There was a trace of gloom in the sigh that made up these two syllables. 


	“Nice place,” Chester smiled. “I used to have a boyfriend up there.” No squirming at the word. So I did have you right. Maybe we’re getting somewhere, after all. “Sure you don’t want to change your mind, Mr Finchley?” Chester asked eventually. 


	The man took a sip of his drink before he focused on Chester again. “You still wanna know if I’m interested in you.” 


	“Well, it would brighten my prospects for the rest of the evening considerably if you were.” Chester shrugged. 


	After a long, thoughtful pause, the man admitted defeat with a long, weary sigh. “Depends on what you’ve got planned, I suppose,” he said. 


	Trying to figure out his preference, Chester wondered which answer would score highest with this handsome, fickle stranger. His assumption wasn’t really what he himself was in the mood for, but he was happy to settle for second best if it meant a few hours of fun. He decided on an answer that might give him another clue and yet leave options open. “Planned? Nothing so far, to be honest. I prefer to…” Chester paused briefly for emphasis, “…take it as it comes.” 


	One black eyebrow went up and Chester knew he had misjudged the guy’s inclination. He grinned. “That is, take it as in I’m the one who gets to take what he wants,” he clarified. 


	A spark of amusement glittered in Mr Finchley’s eyes as he drained his glass and set it down. He reached into the pocket of his leather jacket and took out a packet of cigarettes and a lighter. “Cigarette?” 


	“No, thanks.” Chester was confused. Had he misunderstood after all? 


	The man shrugged and stood up. He turned out to be even taller than Chester had estimated. “I’m going outside for a cigarette now. When you’ve decided what you want you can follow me and we’ll see if what we want is compatible.” 


	Not waiting for an answer he left, ignoring the heads that turned in his wake. Chester went after him. Outside, Mr Finchley lit a cigarette and looked at Chester. “Does that mean you’ve made up your mind?” 


	“There isn’t much to make up. Frankly, I think any guy would be stupid not to take a chance at getting you into his bed.” 


	Mr Finchley smirked. “That’s what you think?” 


	Chester nodded. “Sure. Besides, I like it either way. I just didn’t think you’re a bottom, that’s all.” 


	“See, that’s why it’s usually best to just call things by their name rather than tiptoeing around and trying to read people’s minds.” 


	“Speaking of which, what’s your name?” Chester asked. 


	Sighing, the other man shook his head. “You don’t need to know my name to fuck me, do you?” 


	“No, I guess I don’t need to know it. It would be nice, though.” 


	“Why don’t you just take me to this bed of yours and I might tell you afterwards?” 


	“Fine. I’ll just call you Finchley then.” If the guy wanted to remain anonymous, so be it. They were just in it for one night, anyway. “I’m staying at the Westside. Do you know it?” 


	He got a frown and a nod for an answer. 


	“Anything wrong with it?” 


	“No, just… It’s okay. I know where it is. Let’s go. Got a car with you?” 


	“Uh-huh.” Chester nodded and pointed at the glossy black convertible parked on the other side of the road. 


	Seemingly unimpressed, Mr Finchley dropped his cigarette and crushed it with the heel of his boot. “Good. I’ll meet you there in ten minutes.” 


	“Don’t you want a lift?” 


	“Nope. Got my own ride.” He turned around and left Chester standing there without so much as another glance. Chester watched him walk away and disappear around the entrance to the car park. He sighed. He was tempted to simply turn around, go back inside and find someone else. Someone who showed a little more appreciation would be nice. If only that guy wasn’t by far the most intriguing and desirable he had seen in a long time. 


	By the time he arrived at the hotel, he was seriously hoping that he wasn’t going to be stood up. There hadn’t been any other car going in the same direction and it had taken him well over ten minutes to get there. To his relief, he saw the tall, dark figure he was hoping for as soon as he pulled into the hotel’s car park. Smoking another cigarette, the man was leaning on a huge black-and-chrome motorbike as he waited, long legs stretched out. A distinct tingle started in Chester’s groin. The scene oozed testosterone and could have been an advert, for all its perfection. 


	“Beautiful,” Chester observed as he approached, leaving it open whether he was referring to the machine or the man. The bike looked big and dangerous, as did the man. The latter looked also even more attractive yet unobtainable than before. The tingle became stronger.


	“Thanks.” Another cigarette died under the heel of a heavy biker boot.


	“You got here fast.” 


	“One of the advantages of a motorbike.” 


	“I see. Are there any other significant ones?” 


	“Apart from the speed?” Mr Finchley shrugged. “It just makes you feel good.” 


	Chester tilted his head and pouted. “Does it? Why?” 


	“Yeah.” The other man reached out, grabbed Chester by his jacket and pulled him closer with surprising strength. “All that power between your legs.” There was a sexy rasp in his voice that hadn’t been there before. 


	Chester trembled. He got a taste of that power when Mr Finchley shoved his hard thigh between Chester’s legs. “Like that, do you?” Cupping one side of the man’s face with his hand to make him lower his head, Chester ran his fingertips over the light scrape of stubble. 


	Those beautiful eyes had turned into liquid silver in the moonlight, deep, unreadable, and yet inviting. Then their lips met and suddenly all that mattered was satisfying the need. Within seconds, their bodies were pressed together, grinding and writhing in the hungry search for friction. The scent of leather and cigarettes, mixed with that sexy smell of man, went straight to Chester’s head. No matter how arrogant and twisted the guy was, his kiss more than made up for his attitude. 


	“Wanna get inside?” Chester invited. 


	“I thought we’d agreed that that’s your part, remember?” Mr Finchley grinned lasciviously. 


	They went to Chester’s room, only just managing to wait until they were in its confinement before they tore each other’s clothes off and tumbled onto the bed. Chester would have been happy to take his time exploring and playing, but after a few moments of kissing, his lover shifted to his hands and knees, offering himself up. 


	“Are you going to fuck me at some point tonight?” he asked as Chester nibbled a line down his spine, trying to remember where he’d put the lube. 


	“Why, getting desperate?” Chester teased and finally recalled leaving the tube on the floor right under the bed in hopeful preparation. “I just think we should warm you up a bit.” He spread some lube on his fingers and approached his goal. 


	“No need to. Just stick it in.” 


	“I don’t want to hurt you,” Chester warned. 


	“You won’t. Just do it.” 


	“Hold the thought for a second. I need to, uh, find a condom first. You don’t happen to have one with you, do you?” 


	The man shook his head with an impatient sigh. “No. You?” 


	“I thought I did. I just can’t seem to find them.” He had packed them, right? Oh God, please… 


	“Don’t bother on my account.” 


	Chester froze. That was something he didn’t like to hear and probably the only thing that could stop him at this point. 


	“Not gonna happen, mate,” he grumbled, wondering if he should just kick this beautiful, irresponsible idiot out. 


	“You won’t catch anything from me. I’m as clean as they come.” 


	“You could be the bloody Pope and I still wouldn’t fuck you bare,” Chester snarled. “Honestly now, is that really the way you do it?” 


	“Relax, Mr Proper. I don’t usually do it without and I am clean. I’m a… My job requires me to get tested so often the ink on a result doesn’t have time to dry before the next one’s due. If you want to call it a night, okay. If you still wanna do it, you’d better get started while you still can.” He indicated Chester’s wilting erection with a quick, downwards flick of his eyes. 


	“Oh, what the fuck,” Chester sighed, relieved when he fished the desired foil packet from the pocket of his discarded jeans. He still felt like he was throwing caution overboard. “I just hope I won’t regret this.” 


	His cock didn’t need more persuasion than it took to get the condom on. Chester positioned himself, still careful not to go too fast and give his lover’s body time to adjust. Mr Finchley was less considerate. As soon as Chester’s cock was inside him, he pushed back impatiently, impaling himself on the hard length. 


	“Fuck, you are tight,” Chester groaned as he slid in. It was almost too much to bear for him and he knew it must be near painful for the other man, who started moving after just a few seconds’ hesitation, nonetheless. Chester met his movements reluctantly at first, but soon his lover made clear what he wanted and Chester was pounding into him with all his strength. Within minutes they were both covered in sweat and the room was filled with the sounds of their passion, skin slapping against skin, husky grunts and groans as they raced towards climax at a reckless speed. They crashed on the bed, spent, in a breathless, exhausted tangle of limbs. 


	Chester pulled out carefully and got rid of the condom, wincing as he took it off. The experience had left him oversensitive and aching and he knew his lover must feel it far more. 


	“Now I finally understand what topping from the bottom means,” Chester said, still trying to catch his breath. 


	“Regret your choice?” Mr Finchley drawled, sounding deliciously husky. He wriggled out from underneath Chester and got up. 


	Definitely not the cuddly type, Chester mused as he watched him get dressed. Still, he was sexy as sin and rather fascinating. “No, I don’t regret anything, but, boy, you’re pushy.” 


	His lover shrugged. “Nothing wrong with getting what you want, is there?” 


	“No, although you had me a bit worried. You’re probably going to feel this for a while. Sure I didn’t hurt you?” 


	“It’s okay. Nothing to lose sleep about.” 


	“Hey, um, I’m going to be in town for a while,” Chester said. “We could meet again.” 


	Already in his boots, the man picked up his jacket, and looked at Chester as he shrugged into it. “Right, we probably could meet again. I’m not interested in it happening on purpose, though.” 


	“Oh, I see. Well, I guess I should wish you a goodnight, then.” 


	“Goodnight,” Mr Finchley replied and left without a look back. 


	 


	 




Chapter 2 


	 


	 


	A few hours later, Chester’s good mood had returned. The episode with the sexy stranger had left him a little puzzled for a while but, in the end, casual sex was still sex and at least the night hadn’t been a total waste. Although he wouldn’t have minded seeing more of the hot guy, he was well aware that he was in town for a reason. The day ahead would certainly be enough to get last night’s events out of his head. 


	He found the way to the hospital easily and tried to brace himself for what was about to come. 


	“Good morning. Chester Banning. I’m here to see Dr Templar,” he told the cute blonde receptionist. 


	“Oh, of course. She’s waiting for you.” She blushed prettily. “Um, Mr Banning, I was wondering… Would you mind signing this for me?” Reaching under her desk, she pulled out a book and held it out to him. He instantly recognised the familiar cover and the name printed across it in bold letters. 


	“Not at all.” Switching on his charm, he flashed a smile at her. “What’s your name, gorgeous?” 


	By the time Dr Templar arrived to pick him up, the receptionist had turned almost crimson and was giggling with delight. He treated her to another sunny smile, then shifted his attention to Dr Templar. 


	“Mr Banning,” she greeted, holding out a slim hand. 


	“Dr Templar. Thank you for seeing me.” Chester shook her hand, surprised when she held on for the fraction of a moment longer than strictly appropriate. Somewhere in her early forties, she was his senior by about a decade and an undeniably attractive woman who carried her beauty in a manner that showed that she was well aware of it, and expected to be treated accordingly. 


	“You are very welcome, Mr Banning. We’re proud that you’re interested in our hospital. I just hope you will mention us in your book.” 


	“Oh, I certainly will.” Chester gave her a reassuring smile.


	“Thank you, that is very kind of you. Now if you’ll follow me, I will take you to your destination.” 


	They went over a few details of his stay as they walked, then she stopped in front of a large, uninviting steel door. “Here we are.” 


	“Thanks again for this wonderful opportunity, Dr Templar. I really appreciate it,” Chester said. “Are you sure your coroner won’t mind having someone looking over his shoulder?” 


	Smirking, she leaned in a little. “He doesn’t even know you’re coming yet.” 


	“He doesn’t?” 


	“No.” She shook her head. “To answer your question, he’s not going to be happy about it. That’s why I haven’t told him. There’s no need to make the others suffer his bad mood for longer than necessary.” 


	Holding the door open for him, she waved her arm in an inviting gesture. “Welcome to our department of forensic pathology, Mr Banning. This is Dr Sheridan. He’ll be pleased to show you around and answer all of your questions.” 


	A tall, dark-haired man stood near a desk that was laden with neat stacks of paperwork and surrounded by shelves filled with what looked like medical books and plastic models of various human body parts. A skull that didn’t look like it was made of plastic bared its teeth in a bizarre grin as it stared at the room with its dark, empty eye sockets. The man’s back was facing the door and he studied a file, ignoring them completely. 


	Templar cleared her throat. “Dr Sheridan, do you have a minute?”


	He turned around, unwillingly acknowledging their presence. The expression on his face as he shifted his striking silver-grey gaze to Chester was priceless. “What the fuck is he doing here?” he hissed and glared at Dr Templar. 


	She flinched but held her ground with a slightly forced smile. “This is Mr Chester Banning, the bestselling author. I’m sure you have heard of him. Mr Banning’s next book features a coroner and he has asked for our help with some of the details.” 


	“Spare me the crap, Molly. What’s this about?” 


	“As I said, he’s researching—” 


	“Not in my department, he isn’t.” He slammed the file on the desk. It made a sound like a whiplash. 


	“Well, in my hospital he is. Perhaps we shouldn’t be discussing this in front of Mr Banning.” Her expression was icy and she did her best to stare him down. 


	“Sod it, if you wanted to discuss it in private you should’ve bloody come to me before you brought him in!” 


	“Oh, and then you would’ve agreed to it?” 


	Dr Sheridan snorted and rolled his eyes. “Of course not! I’m not a fucking babysitter and I’ve got better things to do than—” 


	“Come on, Sheridan, it’s not as though any of your guests are going to complain if it takes a bit longer,” she snapped. “Anyway, since your department is part of my hospital, you’re doing as you’re told. Mr Banning’s going to be here for the next two weeks as your shadow so he can get a thorough insight into forensic medicine. End of discussion.” 


	Sheridan was still scowling at her. His lips were narrowed into thin lines and his jaw muscles flexed. “I’m going to give him a thorough insight all right,” he grumbled. “We can get started right away. I only just started on my latest guest. Wait here and don’t touch anything.” Shooting them another angry glare, he brushed past them and left the room through another steel door that apparently led to an adjoining room. 


	“That didn’t go down well,” Chester observed. 


	She smiled at him. “No worries. His bark is worse than his bite.” 


	“I’m glad to hear that because his bark sounded as if he wanted to bite off my hand. Or yours.” 


	She shrugged. “I’m used to his stroppiness. Like it or not, he’ll just have to live with my decision. It would do the guy a lot of good to deal with a living person once in a while. That might teach him some manners.” 


	“Is he always like that?” 


	“No. Usually his mood is a lot darker.” 


	“Must be fun working with him.” 


	Heaving a sigh, she nodded. 


	“Why do you put up with him?” 


	She made a face. “Because we’re lucky to have him. He may be a pain in the butt for living people but he’s excellent when it comes to the dead. He’s one of the best forensic experts in the country.” A faint smile appeared on her lips. “I’m surprised you don’t know that, seeing as you asked to work with him.” 


	“It was my agent who arranged everything,” Chester admitted. “I’m only supposed to be here, observe and be inspired—find my muse, so to speak.” 


	Templar grinned. “The thought is definitely appealing, although I’m not sure if Dr Sheridan is up to being anyone’s muse.” 


	“Well, he certainly is inspired,” Chester joked just as he became aware of someone’s presence behind him. He turned around slowly and stared straight into Sheridan’s steel-grey eyes. The man’s expression was cold, almost hostile, and he held an ugly-looking saw in his hand. 


	“I’ll leave you to Dr Sheridan’s hospitality, then,” Templar announced and shot Chester a wink before she left. 


	He looked at Sheridan again, feeling as though he was facing an angry bulldog without any means to defend himself. Well, almost. His weapon of choice for every occasion were words. “Doctor Sheridan, huh?” he teased. “Gonna tell me your first name now?” 


	“Doctor,” Sheridan snapped. He tossed the saw on the table, then he snatched two white lab coats from a hook on the wall and thrust one at Chester. “Put this on. You can look, but if you touch anything, your hand’s going to get acquainted with this.” He jerked his thumb to indicate the saw. 


	“Does that include you?” 


	Sheridan let out a snort and slipped into his coat. “I don’t need this to protect myself from you.” 


	“What makes you think you need to protect yourself from me at all?” 


	“Just keep your hands to yourself, will you?” 


	“Sure. Anything else I need to keep in mind?” Chester asked lightly. 


	“Yes. Leave the room when you’re going to be sick.” 


	“When? Not if? You seem to have very little faith in my digestive system.” 


	Sheridan took a breath as if to say something, but clamped his mouth shut. Then he grabbed the saw and stomped out of the room. Several moments later, he poked his head through the door, looking even more annoyed than before. “You coming or what?” 


	Chester jumped. “Oh, sorry, I didn’t realise…” 


	“You didn’t think I’d perform an autopsy in my office, did you?” 


	“Um, honestly…?” Chester refrained from finishing the sentence. 


	He slipped the lab coat on and hurried to make it to the door and beyond before Sheridan let it fall shut. As soon as he had passed it, he became aware of an unpleasant smell. Faint and almost, but not quite, overpowered by the biting chemical stench of disinfectant, it filled the room with its sickening sweetness. The room Sheridan had led him into looked and felt clinically sterile and cold. Chester shuddered as he noticed the three tables that were lined up in its middle. The nearest was occupied by a shapeless heap under a white sheet. Chester swallowed. Maybe he hadn’t thought this part of the plan through. 


	Ignoring him, Sheridan attached a tray to the top of the table. It held some of the meanest-looking medical instruments Chester had ever seen and the mere thought of what purposes they might serve at him wince. No, he hadn’t thought this through. Attending a real autopsy probably wasn’t such a good idea. 


	Sheridan put on gloves, went to the table and pulled back the sheet.


	No, not a good idea at all. 


	The smell hit Chester with full, nauseating force. The sight, however, was far worse. He squeezed his eyes shut, but it was too late. His guts cramped, his stomach heaved and there was no way his suddenly rubbery legs could get him out of the room in time. The room was spinning around him and he reached out blindly, grasping for something to hold on to as he started retching. His flailing arms connected with something squidgy but unyielding and, for one shocking second, he thought he had touched…it, but the solid body in front of him was warm and very much alive. Strong arms steadied him as he desperately fought the waves of sickness in his stomach. 


	“It’s okay,” a low voice whispered into his ear. “Just let it out.” 


	Unable to hold back any longer, Chester gave in to the overwhelming urge. Humiliated beyond belief, he was grateful for the comfort the touch of a living, breathing human offered. When it was over, Sheridan’s arms were still there, around him now. His head rested on the other man’s chest. He listened to the rhythmic thudding of the heartbeat beneath his ear. The contact with Sheridan’s body was good, soothing, as if he was soaking up its strength while he struggled to recompose himself. Then Sheridan shifted, still supporting him but making him stand on his own legs again. 


	Realising how much of his weight he’d let Sheridan take, Chester was even more embarrassed. “I… I’m okay,” he stammered. “I think.” 


	“So I see.” Sheridan sounded amused. He pulled back and released Chester from his hold. 


	Chester swayed, but at least the room had stopped spinning. “I just wasn’t… I didn’t expect… Well, you know.” 


	“No, I don’t know.” The trace of concern had completely vanished from Sheridan’s voice. He seemed even colder and more annoyed than before. “What the fuck did you expect? We’re dealing with dead people here, not fluffy little guinea pigs.” 


	“Yeah, I know, I just…” Chester understood. Sheridan didn’t want him around but couldn’t do much about it, apart from getting Chester to leave of his own accord. He made an effort to sound unruffled. “Well, fine, so you’ve proved your point. This,” he indicated the mangled mess of flesh and bones on the table, “is a lot worse than your average dead guy, which I’m sure you know. So, if you don’t mind, I’d appreciate if we could get this over with so the poor sod gets to rest in peace soon.” 


	Sheridan looked at him stonily. “Sure. You might wanna clean this out first, though, and put it in the bin over there.” He thrust a metal bowl into Chester’s hands. 


	“What…? Oh.” Cursing himself, Chester grabbed the bowl. He hadn’t even noticed him holding it but, of course, Sheridan wouldn’t risk having his meticulously clean floors compromised. 


	“I’m sorry,” he muttered and went to a nearby sink. 


	“Don’t worry, I’ve seen worse.” 


	“I’m sure you have.” Chester finished rinsing the bowl, put it in the wheelie bin Sheridan had pointed at, then returned to the man’s side. He instantly wished he hadn’t. Sheridan was just slicing a huge cut through the corpse’s torso, or rather what was left of it. Chester’s stomach contracted again, painfully, but he did his best to ignore it. No way was he going to let Sheridan win this round. 


	“What happened to him?” he asked quietly. 


	“Accident.” Sheridan picked up the small electric saw and switched it on. 


	Chester turned away and stared at the wall, tracing the criss-cross pattern of lines between the tiles. When the gruesome sound of metal cutting through bone had stopped, he risked a cautious glance at Sheridan and his guest. 


	“Oh. Yeah, I think that’s rather obvious. Poor sod. Was it…fast?” 


	“Was what?” Sheridan sounded distracted and annoyed. 


	“Well…death. Only, with injuries like these, you’d hope that at least it’s all over fast, wouldn’t you?” Chester was babbling now in a desperate attempt to keep his mind from really taking in the scene. 


	The glance Sheridan shot him this time didn’t need further interpretation. “If you want to continue watching, then do it with your eyes, not your mouth, okay?” 


	“I thought you were going to answer my questions, weren’t you?” Chester objected. “How am I supposed to understand what’s going on if I’m not allowed to ask?” 


	Sheridan heaved a sigh. “Look, you’re going to get your bloody questions answered, okay? Just not while I’m doing the autopsy.” 


	“But…” Chester started but fell silent when Sheridan wordlessly pointed at a small black voice recorder pinned to the breast pocket of his lab coat. 


	“Oh. I see. I’m sorry.” 


	“Use this so you don’t forget what you want to ask.” Sheridan indicated a clipboard with his head and turned his attention back to the corpse.


	“No need to treat me like a silly little schoolboy who’s hanging on to his big brother’s shirt tails,” Chester grumbled. “I know how to take notes, thank you very much.” 


	Ignoring him, Sheridan dissected the body on the table. Reaching into the dead man’s torso, he took out one internal organ after the other without batting an eyelid. He placed each of them on a scale, stated their weight and observations on colour and structure in his low, yet clear voice, then put them into individual glass containers. 


	Chester focused on the procedure and what he needed to know in order to use it for his story. After a while it became easier. He managed to see beyond the mass of human body and whatever solid obstacles fate had thrown into its way and appreciate the cool, clinical precision of Sheridan’s motions. There was something eerily soothing in the way his elegant, long-fingered hands brought order to the chaos. 


	Chester remained a silent observer until Sheridan had not only returned the dead man’s body to its temporary steel grave but had rinsed and wiped the table and even put away all his instruments. When he slid out of his now stained lab coat, Chester was done being ignored. “Is that it?” 
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