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	Prologue.


	In London England on the 1st of April AD2020 after his father’s tragic death while out riding in a fox hunt, and his own coronation, King William ascended the English throne, declaring himself Supreme Monarch of England and dissolved Parliament. He swore to defend all English-born citizens present and future and abolished slavery, with moral support from Queen Ann who is expecting their fifth child.


	 


	The King’s Ministry, after much friendly pressure, from the Royal Police Force (RPF) proclaimed that every police office, male or female, uniformed or not, must, at all times, carry a hand gun of their own choice.


	 


	In return, the King demanded that each individual officer of the law must swear under oath, loyalty to the King and his Ministry.


	 


	England has long since left the European Union. 


	Ireland stayed and became united after Northern Ireland followed Wales and Scotland in leaving the Union and staying in the EU.


	 


	Relations with the Confederation of American States was at an all time low after England joined Scotland, Wales and Ireland and the 36 nations of the European Union in their support of Russia, ending the 12 year long trade embargo and the signing of new trade agreements.


	 


	King William III declared through his Ministry, that Income Tax would be increased by 1% for those earning more than 52k per year. 


	 


	Public hanging, birching and flogging had been abolished by the previous monarch, something he had never been comfortable with…


	 


	 


	On 11th June 2028, Joseph Styles, convicted of murdering 12 year-old Jennifer Peers was released from The King’s Prison Blackley, Manchester after serving a 25 year sentence.


	On the 12th of June that same year, Alfred Marks of the King’s Forest Wardens, on patrol in the King’s Forest  in Surrey, heard a child calling for help. 


	 


	Without hesitation he ran in the direction of the child’s cry and soon came upon a man who was dragging an 11 year-old girl into dense undergrowth. 


	 


	After downing the man with a blow from the butt of his rifle, he searched the man seeking identification and found his name was Joseph Styles. 


	 


	He called the local constabulary; the call was taken by Sergeant Peers who immediately informed all members of his family.


	 


	Thanks to modern communication devices, twenty minutes later, Alfred Marks was surrounded by a crowd of over eight-hundred irate citizens with the number mounting, not to mention the family of the girls, Annette Walters and Jennifer Peers.


	 


	Warden Marks, a father of ten children, six of them under age girls, carried on patrolling the forest in search of other possible perpetrators and left his prisoner in the custody of England’s citizens.


	 


	The following morning the badly beaten and emasculated body of Joseph Styles was found dead, hanging by the neck from a flagpole outside the King’s Court of Justice in Piccadilly Square, Manchester. 


	 


	A note was pinned through his nose saying “It is Time”.


	 


	The only English newspaper ‘The Peoples Voice’, had a field day. 


	IS IT TIME… TO BRING BACK HANGING? was the headline giving the whole story about the abduction, rape and murder of Jennifer Peers and the attack on Annette Walters. 


	‘Why did this happen?


	 Soft justice! 


	Life imprisonment for life should mean until death. 


	Why waste tax payers hard earned money … Or is hanging too good for scum like Joseph Styles?’


	 


	Two weeks later, Jack Smith of Collyhurst Manchester was released from prison after serving his six-year sentence.


	It was for the manslaughter and robbery of one Isaac Foley, a jeweller.


	As he exited the prison, a medium-sized black van halted next to him. Four masked men, dressed in black, emerged and after stunning him dragged him inside the van as the prison guards looked on.


	 


	On the next day, the flagpole outside The King’s Court of Justice was once again adorned with a body, hung by the neck, with a note pinned to his left ear: “IT IS TIME NOW.”


	 


	Unlike last time, the square was packed with people shouting: “Bring back hanging.” “Bring back the birch.” “Bring back flogging.”  “Let justice be seen to be done.”


	 


	The chanting was organised and orchestrated by Jennifer Peers’ sister, Judy. 


	 


	After two dozen more ex-prisoners met the same fate in cities all over England and after the mass suicides of criminals still doing time in The King’s Penitentiaries, The King’s Ministry declared that the return of corporal and capital punishment would be put to the vote, a referendum in other words, the result which would be made Kings Law. 


	 


	It was a landslide in favour of the above.


	 


	‘A Victory for Victims Past and Present’ –this from The People’s Voice. Public hanging for serious crime and birching and flogging for minor misdeeds was now The King’s Law with armed officers of the RPF to enforce it.


	 


	 


	 




	



	 


	It was one of those days when nothing went right … or left.


	 


	“His name’s Priestly, sir, James Priestly,” said the uniformed policeman at the bathroom doorway and moved away to allow the detectives entry.


	Two well-dressed men looked down at the body curled up in the bathtub its knees drawn up, arms half folded across its chest, hands claw-like.


	“What do you think, Constable,” said the taller of the two.


	The other pursed his lips then said, “Looks like he drowned sir. The body is wet.”


	 The other said, after looking at the drain outlet, “But the plug is out.” 


	“He could have slipped, sir” Then he pointed to the plug chain caught between the dead man’s toes. “That must have happened after he lost his balance and er, submerged.”


	The tall one said, with raised eyebrows, “You mean it wasn’t foul play. There’s a bruise on the left side of his head, take a look.”


	The other looked closely. “Yes sir, he probably slipped and hit his head on the edge of the bath on the way down, causing him to lose consciousness, after which he drowned.”


	“You mean if the blow didn’t kill him.”


	“What other option is there sir?”


	“It could be that somebody hit him and held him down underwater.”


	The other looked up and pointed. “The shower head is dripping, sir,” he said, watching the dribble from the overhead faucet as it spattered softly on the man’s hip.


	The tall one nodded. “So, maybe he had a shower before he slipped, meaning he didn’t drown; so what killed him.”


	They turned to a noise at the doorway and a shabbily-dressed man joined and said, somewhat gruffly. 


	“Excuse me, gentlemen may I see the body.”


	They moved to one side. “And you are, sir,” said the tall one.


	Short, fat and balding, the man said, “Doctor Adams MD. I’m Mr Priestley’s doctor, he asked me to call round yesterday afternoon, but I was delayed, heavy traffic on the carriageway due to a traffic accident, it turned out to be a pregnant woman giving birth, blocked both lanes for a while.” 


	“And were you involved,” said the tall one.


	“Yes, the ambulance arrived too late, it was twins, ruined a good suit, but both were well.”


	The tall one said after glancing down, “He’s dead.”


	Adams looked at the corpse, glanced back at the tall one and said, “Oh, really… Well, that’s new.”


	“We suspect foul play.”


	He leaned farther over the body and said, after his examination, “It wasn’t foul play, it was his heart. Look at his pallor, purple-hued skin, which means oxygen deprivation. He had heart problems, he wouldn’t take my advice, in fact he refused stenting point-blank, said it was against nature. Bloody fool.”


	“Time of death, doctor.”


	“Oh, round about ten o’clock yesterday evening. He’s as stiff as a board.”


	The two men left the cottage and walked to their car.


	The tall one said, “So much for murder. I should have known about the pallor, never seen a heart attack victim before today.”


	“So much for our murder in a bathtub, sir,”


	“Bloody cardiac arrest, wasting our time.”


	“Never mind, sir. Better luck next time.”


	 




	 


	 


	 


	Chapter I.


	 


	Cambridgeshire, 2021.


	 


	A Suspicious Death.


	 


	Detective Constable Ethan Clarke and myself, Detective Inspector William Taylor of the RPF, found ourselves facing an old building, something left over from the late nineteenth century, built out of granite with leaded windows, standing on a stretch of ground in the loop of a small river. 


	I could imagine a gathering of red-coated nincompoops mounted on thoroughbreds ready to hunt Ferdinand, milling around, surrounded by a pack of dumb dogs. 


	We were on our way back from a suspected ‘murder by drowning in a bathtub’, as Clarke daftly put it, until the local doctor pointed out it was natural causes, when the Cambridgeshire RPFHQ called over the two-way about a dead body discovered at a children’s home. It was a child who reported it. As we were just minutes away we were asked to go along and contain the scene until the pathologist, who was stuck in a traffic jam on the motorway, arrived.


	We were met by the local plod standing in the main doorway, complete with Electro-bike and bicycle clips round his ankles. We introduced ourselves and listened to his report. 


	“RPC Stanley, sir. I heard the interchange on my two-way as I was passing. I rode up to the doorway and a young girl approached me and said, ‘It’s the professor, in his study, Nurse Watts has unlocked the door for you, first one on your left’. 


	She led me to the room and I saw a body. I donned my overshoes and gloves, entered and checked thoroughly for a pulse but found none and left the scene.”


	I glanced around, we were alone. “Where is she,” I said.


	       “Sorry sir, when I came out of the room she’d gone.”


	“Did you get her name,” said Clarke.


	“Sorry, no.”


	“Who else did you speak to?”


	“Nobody, sir. I haven’t seen another soul since I arrived here, and nobody has entered the room while I’ve been here.


	“Thank you Constable Stanley, you acted correctly,” I said and with Clarke, I entered the building. 


	At the room’s doorway I slipped my overshoes on and told him, “Don’t let anybody in, Clarkey, no matter whom,” and entered the room, pulling on my latex gloves.


	He lay there face down, his hands by his side, eyes staring into nothingness, pupils fully dilated. His mouth was open and he’d dribbled on the carpet, also his lips were slate blue and his skin had a purple hue. I checked his pulse and found none, the body was still warm, but so was the room. 


	I heard someone enter behind me, assuming it was Clarke. The voice though, wasn’t his, it was a girl’s. I turned as she spoke, “He’s dead, isn’t he.” 


	She was about twelve-years-old; she wore a pink, patterned frock beneath a white, woollen cardigan, white socks and matching plimsolls, she stood a few metres inside the doorway, eyes downcast, as if afraid to come nearer, or to gaze upon the fallen man. 


	“I’m Detective Inspector Taylor; and you are,” I said, as pleasant as possible, approaching her slowly, saving my ire for Clarke.


	She looked up at me as I stopped several paces away from her, feeling this was what she expected. “Madigan, sir, Claire Madigan,” she said, as if by way of an apology which she then gave. “I’m sorry for disturbing you, but the others wanted to know.”


	“The others!” I said, glancing behind her.


	“The other children, they said I should ask the detective if Professor Briar was really dead.”


	I came nearer to her and placed my fingertips on her shoulder, she flinched, and her eyes widened and a gasp escaped her lips, then she relaxed and turned around as I passed her and approached the doorway. 


	Clarke was nowhere to be seen, the dark corridors, smelling of Johnson’s wax, were still and bare.


	Claire looked up at me in silence as I turned back to her, but I knew the question written all over her features was still the same. “Yes, I’m afraid Professor Briar has passed on.”


	She nodded. “Thank you, Inspector,” she said and walked off to the stairway and made her way up.


	I inspected the room, neat and tidy desk, no dust. Bookshelves packed with volumes of well-read volumes. I let the conversation with the girl run through my mind. The light was bad at the doorway, and I wasn’t sure about the voice, but the tiny glimpse I caught of her left eye gave lie to the sad tone of her voice. It seemed to indicate satisfaction of the pleasant sort and I -.


	I turned to the noise of running footsteps in the hallway. It was Clarke, who was just past twenty-six, but sometimes acted ten years younger. He clattered to a halt at the doorway. 


	“Where the bloody hell were you,” I said. 


	“Sorry, sir, I was making enquiries and I had to take a leak, I think I have a bladder infection.”


	Bladder infection, a stomach bug, laryngitis, headaches, indigestion, it seemed to me that he was collecting complaints; but he never had a day off sick in the three months out of the six he was allotted to me on probation as a detective. 


	“If you want to be a detective you have to be on call all the time, I couldn’t care less about your pet ailments, just keep them to yourself, understand?”


	“Yes, sir.”


	“So, what have we here, what did you find out about this place.”


	He took out his electric notebook with a flourish, flipping it open as if he was J.T. Kirk on the Enterprise. 


	“It’s known as the Lord Carlton Home for underprivileged children. It’s an orphanage, sir, and a private school, supported by contributions to a private fund, annually by anonymous contributors, funds that are depleting slowly. This place will close eventually.” 


	He added. “Or so it says here, in the, er, newspaper on the internet.”


	“Really, well, tell me, who runs this place,” I said.


	He indicated with his thumb. “I imagine he did, sir, if he’s Professor Briar. He is the director and history teacher.”


	“He was,” I said. “Are they all teachers here, what about the cooks and bottle-washers?”


	He did the notebook flip once more. “There is a teaching staff of six, sorry, five.”


	“Children?”


	       “Thirteen children from the age of eleven to sixteen.”


	“Thirteen! Is that all?”


	“Yes, they’ve stopped taking on new pupils due to shortage of funds.”


	“How long do they stay here?”


	“Until they are eighteen, sir, after which they are sent to an Internat.”


	“Any particular one?”


	“Do you mean Internat, sir?”


	“Yes, I do.”


	“I don’t know, sir, as I haven’t asked,” he paused and said, “I suppose forensic services are on their way, sir, and the local coroner, Dr Morton should be arriving soon.”


	“Yes, so put your cover shoes on,” I said and waited.


	He sniffed the air, as he straightened up, his brow slightly knotted.


	“Johnson’s wax polish,” I said.


	“Pardon, sir,” he said his frown deepening.


	“The smell,” I said.


	He nodded. “What a pong, overwhelming.”


	Now it was my turn to frown. “Overwhelming,” I said, “I wouldn’t say that, Constable.”


	“I have an acute sense of smell sir.”


	“Cripes, Clarke is there anything you don’t have,” I said and walked back into the room.


	“Can’t help it, sir, I was born with it,” he said at my elbow.


	We neared the body lying on the expensive wall-to-wall carpet. “What do you think,” I said, “cause of death, stroke, or heart attack.”


	Clarke sniffed as he bent over the corpse.


	His nose was almost touching the dead man’s cheek. He rose up quickly, “Oh, my God, he’s been poisoned,” he said.


	Now, this sounded good, as I’d never had a murder case all to myself and I’ve only been a fully-fledged Inspector for a little over six months and that at the tender age of thirty. “Poisoned, what gives you that idea?”


	“Either that or he’s been eating almond paste, sir.”


	My balloon burst. “Explain will you!”


	“I can detect the odour of almonds coming from the deceased’s mouth, sir, his lips are blue and his face is flushed.”


	“You mean cyanide,” I said and he nodded.


	“Cyanide,” he said, as I bent over the body. 


	I supported myself on my hands and sniffed around his mouth. I could smell something sweet, maybe almonds. 


	“What the hell are you doing, Inspector Taylor, are you a sniffer-dog, now.”


	Bald-headed, 38-year-old Doctor Jimmy Morton strode into the room followed by his tall, chesty, mortuary assistant, Linda Glover, a 23-year-old E-cup-plus, natural raven-haired Goth. As well as protective shoes over her black ones, she was wearing her usual black outfit, black mini-skirt, black webbed stockings with visible black suspenders, and piercings, and black lipstick and a black, low-cut top as if to remind all the males around that she had huge breasts, and by that I don’t mean football-shaped, but rugby-ball in similarity and twice the size and firm with it. She also had broad shoulders and a muscular neck, for a female with her accessories that is. 


	Doc Morton, in complete contrast, was wearing his usual white protective suit, he reminded me of Lex Luther from the Marvel comics with his shiny, bald head, a pedant if ever there was one.


	“Yes, I was sniffing around, Doctor,” I said with a smile and stood back.


	He examined the body, pressing here and there. “He’s dead,” he said. 


	Clarke clamped his hand over his mouth and Linda raised a critical eyebrow at him, causing his humour to dissipate; she has that effect on men, those eyes of hers, hot n’ cold, fire n’ ice.


	Morton lifted the corpse’s arm, and let it flop down, showing his expertise. “He’s not been dead long,” he added. 


	He looked around the room, eyes pacing as if measuring it, he stared intently at the furniture, the windows, the carpet, even the frigging wallpaper.


	I coughed as he stood by the body once again. “Er, can you smell it, his mouth; we think it could be cyanide.”


	He dropped down as a soldier would after somebody called out ‘sniper’, and he stuck his nose next the dead man’s mouth. 


	He rose up to his knees and held out his hand. “DNA swab, please, Linda.”


	She took a plastic container out of her bag and handed it to him. He took out the swab and rolled it inside the corpse’s mouth. He resealed the container and straightened up.


	“You could be right, Inspector, but whatever it was it’s affected his heart, take a look at the features, deep purple, oxygen deprivation, asphyxiation, but I’m not going to assume it’s cyanide. 


	“Could you smell almonds, Doctor” I said.


	His lips turned down. “There should be a slight odour of bitter almonds if it’s cyanide,” he said, “but I couldn’t detect any, and I don’t see any bottle or phial that could have contained it.”


	Now that was interesting. “You mean this is not the scene of the death, the actual consumption; if it was poisoning, I mean,” I said, glancing at the desk way over in the corner and the plain wooden table in the centre of the room.


	He shrugged; he always did instead of committing himself. “A man could swallow hydrocyanic acid and, in the few seconds before death ensued, toss the bottle out of the window and walk around some before falling down.” 


	He walked over to the only window; I imagine he wished to prove a point, or to show off. 


	He pushed upwards against the frame; he grunted and heaved but the window refused to budge. 


	He turned around to find all three of us gazing in another direction as opposed to his. “I shall know more when I open him up,” he said, ignoring us, examining his rubber gloves for tears. 


	He placed his hands on his hips, eyebrow raised. 


	“Your, er, theory, Inspector,” he said, “about him being poisoned with cyanide, how do you think it was administered,” glancing round at the window as if to remind me.


	“It’s not my theory,” I said, looking at Clarke intently, shifting the blame to where it belonged.


	Clarke realised he was the centre of attention and his eyes flickered away from Linda’s breasts round to us. “Or it was suicide,” he said, trying to dodge the bullet as the yanks say. “He took the poison, replaced the stopper and put it -.”


	I hurried over to the desk. I opened all the drawers, nothing but papers and writing materials and nothing resembling a suicide note or envelope. I came back to him. “There’s nothing there, Clarke,” I said, working off my irritation, “No bottles or anything indicating medicine or….” 


	I let my voice trail off as I eyed Morton standing there, his ear cocked; brow slightly wrinkled. I knew this look of old, the annoying sod.


	“What are you suggesting, Doctor,” I said.


	He was looking at me now as if I should know something, something that every newly-promoted detective Inspector should know. “He’s been murdered, is that what you’re saying,” I said and looked at Clarke as he came into the room, I hadn’t noticed him going, and he had a pen-light in his hand. 


	“Nothing lying in the corridor, sir, or on the stairway,” he said and looked at both of us, the corners of his mouth turned up, “Is this murder, sir,” he said.


	“Do you find that amusing,” said Morton, brow deep.


	“Er, no, sir, it’s, er, my first one,” he said, turning bright red as his grin faded.


	“It’s my first one too, Constable,” I said, “And I’m not fu…sorry, not pleased at all. A man has died and you find it amusing.” I shook my head and Clarke hung his. 


	Even Linda showed reaction, her brow knotted as she stared at Clarke and me.


	Morton said, “It’s your shout, Inspector. How do you want to treat this?” 


	‘He doesn’t know what to put in his report.’


	I thought it over for a couple of seconds and came to a decision. “Okay, Clarke, shake a leg, nobody is to leave the premises, call for support, I’m treating this as a suspicious death to be on the safe side, so off you go, call it in.”


	His eyebrows rose. “Yes, sir,” he said and ran off.


	“And take those overshoes off before cause yourself an injury,” I managed to say as he left the room. 


	We heard him hopping and cursing in the hallway and we three shared a grin. As I spoke into my recorder with the bare facts, Morton carried out his inspection with Linda taking notes as he mumbled into his own voice recorder. 


	“Can we come in now,” said a familiar voice.


	We looked at the doorway, a half-dozen children stood there, fidgeting; the ones at the back peering over the heads of others. 


	“No, you can’t,” said Morton.


	“What happened,” asked a freckle-faced youth, “how did he die?” He could have been asking the time the way he said it.


	Children are curious, some morbidly so. I approached them slowly, a bare smile on my lips. Briar was probably one of those kindly men, a typical grandfather, and these kids were going to miss him. “Have you no lessons to go to,” I said.


	Claire Madigan spoke up, “They’ve been cancelled.”


	“Children!” The voice came from down the hallway.


	“That’s nurse,” said a ginger-haired boy and turned and left with the others.


	I watched them walk off. At least they were obedient.


	“I’ve finished here, the paramedics can have him now,” said Morton.


	He left with Linda following, as she passed me at the doorway she turned and faced me, grinning as she lifted her clinging top, displaying her magnificent bare breasts; she gave them a wiggle and stuck her tongue out. 


	She pouted when I gave her a ‘raised eyebrow’, shaking my head, and she pulled her top down just as Clarke came in. 


	His jaw dropped as he saw the action from behind, and his eyes followed her as she left.


	I walked past him. “We’ve finished here. Next stop autopsy.”


	“D-did she show you her b-boobs.”


	“Don’t be so disgusting, Clarke, of course she did,” I said without turning.


	We met the forensic services team on their way from the car park and I told them of my suspicions and Morton added his tuppence worth.


	*


	We let Morton’s electric Bentley get well in front as the proceedings leading to the actual inspection of the organs; the emptying of the stomach contents and so on were time-consuming, so we stopped off at a café and had an early sandwich lunch.


	*


	I drained my coffee cup. “Did you see any of the staff at the orphanage,” I said, “did you pick anything up.”


	“I had a quick word with the nurse after I called in, Anne Watts, she said she checked the deceased man’s pulse, and realising he was past help she locked the door.”


	“Did she call it in?”


	“No, a child, Claire Madigan, on her own mobile.” 


	That girl again, just as the plod said! 


	“She let her do that?”


	“She did it of her own accord while Watts was inside, checking for signs of life.”


	“Don’t tell me she discovered the body too.”


	He nodded. “Yes, and she went straight upstairs to Nurse Watts.”


	“Anything else?”


	“The gardener, John Newman, he saw the professor enter the room at around nine o’clock.”


	 “What time was the body found?”


	“Nurse Watts said the girl came into her office at around quarter past ten, and she told her the professor had fallen down and he didn’t get up.”


	“Those exact words?” This could mean she saw the actual act, his last moments, maybe he spoke to her, said something before he passed on, a whispered word, that is, if he’d been aware of her presence.


	“That’s what she told me, I was going to suggest we question her, but, er, something distracted me.”


	“Distracted you?”


	“Yes, a young woman was displaying her mamm-.”


	“Yes, okay, you’re forgiven. Let’s go pay our respects.”


	“You mean question the girl?” he said taking out his pad.


	“No, we can do that later, I want to know how the old man died, no point in starting a murder hunt when it was natural causes.”


	“Natural causes, I thought Doctor Morton said he was asphyxiated.”


	“If you’d been listening instead of gawping at his assistant’s boobs you would have heard him say the cause of death was asphyxiation and that caused the skin colouring.”


	“So, it could have been a heart attack.”


	 “Exactly, so let’s see what Jimmy has found.”


	  




	  


	 


	
Chapter Two.



	 


	Post Mortem.


	It didn’t matter how often you were exposed to it, there was no getting used to the odour of death. 


	Even when the room was empty of corpses, the smell of Woodpine air-freshener and disinfectant was never enough to hide the stink of body fluids. 


	Now it was stomach acid, partially digested food, mixed with the cloying odour of blood.


	Briar lay flat on his back, his chest on display, from the inside that is, ribs spread back.


	“He died of a heart attack,” said Morton. “He’d eaten several almond tarts before that, so you can forget cyanide. And another thing, he was a diabetic.” He picked up a scalpel as he lifted the corpse’s head off the block.


	I looked at Clarke who was staring at the floor. “Almond tarts,” I said.


	Morton smirked, clever sod. “Would you like to see the stomach contents,” he said cutting through the scalp with a flourish. 


	Linda walked over to the bench where a large jar stood. She turned and smiled as she held it out to us.


	“No, that won’t be necessary,” I said, squinting at the partly digested contents. “We’ve just eaten,” causing her to grin.


	Morton pushed the scalp forward causing Briar to frown, and took the electric saw from Linda who looked on intently as he cut through the skull. 


	Clarke covered his ears and continued counting floor tiles. 


	“How can you tell he was a diabetic, Doctor?” 


	The screeching stopped. “You haven’t had time to do any tests.” 


	He handed the skull cap to Linda who placed it on the bench, after which she picked up and brought over a plastic bag with a strange object inside.


	“What is that,” I said to her, as Clarke gawped at her as usual, despite my warning stares.


	Linda smiled, she always smiled, she knew the bloody answer, but instead she just smiled. 


	Morton said, “It’s a hypo-spray, Inspector, a prototype by all accounts. It was in his jacket pocket. Briar obviously had an aversion to hypodermics. It injects by using compressed air with such a force that the fluid inside penetrates the skin, just like the old diesel oil jet could. I believe the amount can be adjusted by the duration of the spray, but I’m not sure how it – Inspector Taylor, are you listening.” 


	I was half-listening, I was running my eyes over Linda’s scrubs, she was wearing them like a second skin, and I could see every crease and lump. She might as well have been naked. She’d removed her rubber apron that had hidden everything as soon as we’d entered, and now her breasts were moving about freely inside her top and the nipples had hardened with the friction, not only that she was looking at me in that way of hers. 


	I answered his question, “Yes, a hypo-spray, Jimmy. So, what caused the heart attack? Was he poisoned?” 


	“No, his diabetes, basically,” he said, blowing me away, my murder case dissolving rapidly before my eyes.


	 “So his diabetes caused the heart attack,” I said, “Is that normal?” 


	Linda had moved behind him and was standing with her hands behind her back, stretching her cotton top over her breasts, her eyes neutral, concentrated on Morton. 


	“In his case, yes, he was an ex-smoker, according to his lungs, as black as hell. He had heart problems, six stent implants, and high blood pressure.”


	 “As you can see he was overweight, so suffering from diabetes wouldn’t help. I’ll be able to tell more after I’ve finished slicing the organs and when the test results come back from the laboratory.”


	“Any marks on his body.”


	“Only from where he lay,” he said.


	“No contusions, no blow to the head or throat, no defence bruising on the forearms.” 


	“There is a slight discolouration on the right cheek and brow where he hit the floor; apparently, he fell to his knees first,” he pointed to the discoloration on Briar’s knees. “After which he toppled forward, like a felled tree.”


	Linda was at it once more, she had folded her arms, quite a feat with her breasts, accentuating them on purpose. 


	Clarke, standing next to me, was trying unsuccessfully not to stare and Morton said, “Is something the matter, Detective Constable, you seem rather, er, hot.” 


	Linda dropped her arms and raised her right eyebrow, staring in Clarke’s direction just as Morton cast a glance her way. 


	He came towards me and said, “Bill, isn’t it? Can we drop the ‘Doctor’ bit, my names James or Jimmy, does that suit you?” 


	He held out his hand, I took and said., “Jimmy it is.”


	He looked at Clarke and shook his head. “Well, Bill, are there any more questions, as this is not what I consider a suspicious death?”


	“No, Jimmy, just send us a report when you’ve finished your tests.”


	On the way back to the office, waiting at the traffic lights, I couldn’t help seeing Claire Madigan’s face once more as she said ‘Thank you, Inspector’, I swear I saw the hint of a smile there in her young eyes. Not only that, the way she flinched when I touched her lightly on the shoulder with my fingertips; the gasp was involuntary and it started me thinking. I’d have a chat with Claire Madigan the first thing tomorrow morning and meet Clarke at the school.


	  




 


	 


	Chapter Three.


	 


	The Interviews.


	When I got home, Linda was there waiting for me. Our relationship, an intimate and erotic one was a well-kept secret. 


	She would have seen me approaching along the street, as the house I’d inherited was at the end of a cul-de-sac. I was the only surviving relative, and not the favourite nephew of my mother’s brother whom I’d only met once.


	I let myself in and entered the lounge. I called out, as she told me she hated surprises, “It’s me darling,” but I wasn’t surprised when I walked over to the bathroom door and opened it, and found her standing there naked, leaning against the wash basin, supporting herself partly on her hands, grinning. 
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