
  
  
      
        
          Blurred Lines

          A supernatural crime thriller where justice isn’t blind—it’s broken

		      
          Jemma Weir

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Jemma Weir 
Cover design by www.trifbookdesign.com
All rights are reserved to the author. No part of this ebook may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.
Published by Jemma Weir
This is a work of fiction. Names, character, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.
https://jemmaweir.com/






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Foreword
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eighteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nineteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Thank You for Reading
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prequel Freebie
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Highland Rift Pack Series
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The Life and Chaos of a Retired Old God
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Author 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Also By


DEATH AND VISIONS 
Prequel – Blindsided
Book 1 – Blurred Lines

HIGHLAND RIFT PACK
Book 1 – Buried by Earth
Book 2 – Bitten by Frost
Book 3 – Battered by Storms

STANDALONE
The Life and Chaos of a Retired Old God—Short Story Collection









  
  Foreword


Before you dive headfirst into the magic, mayhem, and mildly questionable life choices contained in these pages, a small word of warning—or perhaps a polite nudge. 
This story is written in British English. That means you’ll encounter colour with a “u,” realise with an “s,” and the occasional phrase that might sound like I’ve made it up after one too many cups of tea. I promise I haven’t. Well… not all of them.
If you’re used to American spelling, don’t panic. Nothing here is broken, enchanted, or suffering from a rogue spellchecker. It’s simply the way we do things on this side of the pond—a little older, a little stranger, and occasionally fond of adding extra vowels for dramatic flair.
Think of it as part of the worldbuilding. The magic system has rules, the characters have secrets, and the language has its own flavour — like crisps that insist on being called crisps, not chips.
So settle in. Embrace the quirks. Enjoy the odd turn of phrase. And if you stumble across a word you’ve never seen before, just assume it’s either British slang or something supernatural. In this book, it’s probably both.
Now then. Onwards.






  
  Chapter One


‘Detective Logan Fraser,’ I said, raising my voice to be heard. ‘I’ve been asked to assist the Justice Department with the case.’ 
I’d slipped through the people gathered around the crime scene tape without anyone noticing me. They clustered together, a mix of reporters and the public trying to discover what had happened. The buzz of their conversation hummed in my ears. Most of it was rumour, so far from the truth that it was an effort not to roll my eyes.
Of course, it wasn’t hard to understand why there was so much interest. A murder itself might not have been news in Edinburgh, but this body had been found in an old Gothic church that had been converted into a theatre. The news was going to eat it up.
The building was large, with pointed arches that framed multi-coloured stained-glass windows. Tall spires rose from the roof, years of water pouring down, turning the aged stone varying shades of brown, making it look like the walls were weeping. The front doors were massive, painted a bright scarlet.
The atmosphere was only partially ruined by the cheap marketing posters for upcoming plays, mostly tragedies. It looked like Calamity Theatre was playing to the strengths of the building’s ambience. With an actual murder on site, it wouldn’t surprise me if that only added to their marketing campaign.
Beyond the crowd, a few police uniforms were scattered about, sweating in their gear due to the mild February weather. For once, my old knee-length leather jacket fit the temperature. Normally it was too cold or too damned hot. But it was a gift from my daughter, and that balanced out the rest.
As I’d pushed through the last of the group, a few reporters had finally noticed me and called for a comment. I ignored them, showing my ID to one of the police uniforms.
The man raised his eyebrow at me but lifted the tape to let me through. ‘Isn’t it a bit early for Justice to need someone to play fetch?’ he said.
‘Just doing what I’ve been told,’ I said, shrugging, irritation rising. But it wasn’t the officer’s fault, and he wasn’t wrong. Justice didn’t share jurisdiction well and treated the police like their personal errand boys. Fetch was a nicer term than most would have used. ‘How long has the scene been set up?’
I quickly scanned the area as I waited for him to answer. There was still a lot of activity. At least one Seer walked with her assistant around the outside of the building, one hand close to the wall as she Delved for visions of the past.
Early in my career, I’d once heard Delving compared to catching spiderwebs with your bare hands. Each vision was a tiny wisp of silk that stuck to their fingers; if you weren’t careful, it would break apart before you could catch all the image. It took patience and skill, and some threads were easier to catch than others.
‘The Seers arrived maybe three or four hours ago,’ the man said, glancing behind him at the old church. ‘You draw the short straw or something?’
I shook my head, unease sliding down my neck. No wonder they were still here. A building the size of Calamity Theatre would take hours for the Seers to Delve. But why the hell would Justice have invited a police detective into a murder scene before all the evidence had been collected? There was too much risk of contaminating the Seers’ visions.
‘Maybe they already have the killer?’ the man said, shrugging again, attention shifting back to the crowd as they tried to inch closer. ‘Who knows with Justice? The Seers never tell us anything.’
‘Maybe,’ I said, but I doubted it. They wouldn’t have needed me if they had the killer already. Not that it mattered either way. I was going to have to report in, regardless.
‘Go on in, and good luck,’ the man said, giving me a tight smile. ‘It’s Galloway in charge.’
Sophie Galloway. Just what I needed. I forced my shoulders down and back straight. The Head of Edinburgh Justice was an icy woman with no patience. The one time I’d met her, it had left me feeling like I was back to the first day on the job. Nearly fifteen years of experience meant nothing under her scrutiny.
The man stepped back to stop a reporter as she tried to slip under the tape. I hesitated before continuing. The cop hadn’t even looked at my ID. At least that meant I didn’t have to explain the London credentials again. I’d been stationed with the Edinburgh Police for a month, but the transfer had been anything but smooth or organised.
I shook my head and headed towards the church. A man in a suit was stationed in front of the large wooden doors. He stood at an angle to avoid the glare from the blue lights reflecting in the old stained-glass windows. He looked more like a bouncer than a crime scene assistant with his wide shoulders and a thick tree-trunk neck.
Not seeing any other obvious entry points, I headed in his direction. As I got closer, there was no doubt he worked for Justice. One side of his suit jacket showed the bulge of a hidden gun, and his stance was just a little too tense and watchful. A crime scene warden, most likely. A combination of police, bodyguard and general dogsbody, except unlike the police, they got to carry guns. They worked directly for Justice, providing security for the Seers, giving them a different set of rules than police like me.
It made me miss my time in America and really hate the stupid UK laws about guns. It was a fight that had long since been lost by people far more articulate than me, but it didn’t make me like it any better.
‘We already have enough uniforms doing perimeter security,’ the crime scene warden said as I climbed the steps and drew level. He didn’t even wait for me to tell him who I was as he rubbed the stubble on his chin. A lanyard hung around his neck, Justice Department printed in large letters, and just one name was written underneath. Grady.
I might have made it past the police tape, but despite being invited, I doubted getting past this guy would be as easy. But again, if they weren’t ready to hand over the scene, why waste my time and invite me here?
‘I’m not here to provide crime scene security,’ I said, giving the man a tight-lipped smile. There was no way he’d missed my lack of uniform, even if he was pretending not to pay attention. ‘I’ve been told to report to the Seer in charge of the scene.’
‘This is a Justice Department case—a murder,’ Grady said, the emphasis on the last word so heavy he might as well be saying I was an idiot. I wasn’t. I knew where the jurisdiction of murder fell. ‘If Justice’s Seers need your assistance, I’m sure they’ll send you the details of where to go.’
‘They have,’ I said, waiting a heartbeat for the man to look up and make eye contact. His gaze was hard and unwavering. I should probably try to be polite since he looks more than happy to shoot me. Hell, he might just enjoy the opportunity. ‘My boss said to report here. My name is Detective Logan Fraser.’
The man’s lip twitched like he wanted to tell me to shove it. The Justice Department didn’t like working with the police at the best of times, but that twitch gave him away—he already knew to expect me, regardless of what he said. Looks like someone wasn’t interested in playing nice today. Or someone had told him not to. Politics was another reason I hated working with Justice.
‘The Seers are still working. Until they’ve finished, I’m not supposed to allow anyone not authorised inside,’ Grady said, smiling with his teeth. ‘You understand, I’m sure.’
Which took me back to my first question. If they were still investigating, why had I been invited?
I gave him a tight smile, fighting to hold on to a semi-polite tone, but I didn’t get the chance to speak. The door opened, revealing a familiar face: Sophie’s assistant. I’d worked with Charlotte once before, and that was enough. She was a large woman with dark auburn hair and a round face. Today, it was screwed up in a disapproving scowl.
‘You’re late,’ she said, shaking her head. ‘You should’ve been here half an hour ago. I’ll be having a word with your DCI about your punctuality.’
I ground my teeth together like I could crush the response I wanted to give. She wouldn’t care that I’d got lost on unfamiliar streets or stuck in traffic. I was pretty sure I could’ve been half an hour early, and it still wouldn’t have been enough.
Grady lifted his chin. ‘He hasn—’
‘I don’t have time for this. Miss Galloway has asked for DS Fraser,’ Charlotte said, giving Grady a nudge with the door so she could open it the rest of the way. ‘If you’ve got an issue with that, then please feel free to raise it with her. Later.’
The man hesitated, but he just couldn’t seem to let it go. ‘I’m under orders to not allow anyone in.’
‘How else do you think we’re going to hand this shitshow over to the police?’ Charlotte said, giving the man a disdainful look. His eyes widened in surprise. I didn’t doubt mine mirrored his. That trickle of unease became a river.
‘This isn’t a murder?’ Grady said cautiously, giving me another look like I was the one who’d done something wrong.
‘Of course it’s murder. Do you really think we’d have wasted this much time having Seers Delve the building if it hadn’t been? Now, enough questions. Miss Galloway doesn’t have all day,’ Charlotte said, turning back to me. ‘DS Fraser, follow me.’
I kept my mouth shut as I slipped past Grady, mostly because I wasn’t sure what to say. Justice rarely passed murder investigations on. Unless there were no visions. But that wasn’t what Charlotte had said. What the hell was going on, and why had I been the one picked to deal with it?

      [image: ]Calamity Theatre’s lobby was a large, two-storey high room that had held onto its original architecture and then spoiled it with modern displays of sweets and merchandise stalls. More advertisement posters covered the walls, along with signs directing people to the different seats. The sickly sweet smell of popcorn filled the room. 
Crime scene assistants clustered in the lobby, stacking boxes of evidence into a growing pile. A Seer with emerald-green eyes paced the room, guided by another assistant with a notebook in her free hand.
For a case the Justice Department was supposedly handing over, there was a surprising amount of activity.
A large bucket of used blue crime scene gloves was overflowing by the door. The gloves didn’t entirely stop the bleed-through of psychic energy into a crime scene, but they helped reduce passive contact. The sheer number of used gloves wasn’t a good sign. A single murder victim, even in a high-profile place like a theatre, shouldn’t require this many people. I pulled a new set of gloves from the box and shoved them into one of my pockets.
‘Have they found anything yet?’ I asked Charlotte as she picked up a clipboard by the door and wrote my name and the time in clear, flowing handwriting.
‘Lots,’ Charlotte said, putting the clipboard back as she turned to watch the Seer.
The Seer’s green eyes were focused on a point near the floor as she ran her hand over the wall. There was a certainty in her step that spoke of years of being blind. But that was true for almost all crime scene Delvers. It took a long time for them to train to work in the field. By then, they’d learned how to deal with the blindness that always came with the Seer abilities. One sight in exchange for another. Blind to the world around them, and eyes that turned green. Be it Truth Seeking, Delving, or Foresight, it was always an exchange. One that could come at any point in their lives.
‘The Scene Delvers are doing the best they can,’ Charlotte added with a sigh. ‘But it’s giving us nothing relevant to the murder. I hate crime scenes like this; too public. Too much information.’
Delving would let a Seer view the recent history of what they were touching, letting them watch fragments of the past. It was the primary source of evidence used by the government to convict killers. Since a conviction would mean execution, they would never rely on any other evidence, especially not anything scientific. Even if America had been doing just fine with fingerprints and DNA for years.
Of course, even science would still have struggled with a crime scene like a theatre. There were too many fingerprints and similar evidence that could have been left at any point over the last few weeks.
‘A murder should still stand out among the rest of the visions,’ I said, not mentioning science. I’d been back from America for almost ten years, and I’d long since learned a suggestion like that would do little to help anyone. Justice was happy with how things worked, and they’d no desire to change anything.
‘And yet it hasn’t,’ Charlotte said, frustration evident in her voice as well as her motions. ‘But enough dawdling, let’s—’
‘This is my crime scene, Louise, and I’ve already made my decision.’ Sophie’s voice was as sharp as a whip as it slashed through the room. I wasn’t the only one who turned to stare at her.
She stood at the far end of the lobby. Her hair was chopped short in a pixie cut, grey throughout, and her eyes a deep forest green. She shouldn’t have been imposing at her sixty-plus years and five-foot height, but the way she held herself, stiff and unbending, made everyone stop and pay attention. The one case I’d worked with her so far wouldn’t be one I’d forget soon, if only partly because it was my first case when I’d arrived in Edinburgh.
She was facing a bronze-skinned woman, Louise, I presumed from the snip of conversation. With her dark brown eyes, she wasn’t a Seer.
Charlotte marched towards the pair as if sensing the frustration and settled next to Sophie after saying a quiet word.
Going by the way Louise tugged at her short frizzy black hair, she wasn’t any happier than Sophie.
‘The Head of Scottish Justice has asked—’
‘Then she should’ve raised her concern before I initiated the transfer,’ Sophie said, interrupting Louise. ‘It has already been completed.’
Louise’s skin flushed darker as she was interrupted. ‘She wasn’t aware of the circumstances we discussed before. She wishes me to ensure that the case is resolved promptly.’
Whatever was going on, it was obvious they weren’t about to include me, despite the fact I’d been summoned. I resisted the urge to insert myself into the conversation. I’d been dressed down by Sophie in the month since I’d arrived here already. No need to give her more ammunition against me.
‘Then, I’m sure you’ll be able to assist DS Fraser in his investigation,’ Sophie said, turning in my direction. Though I knew she couldn’t see me, there was a sense of being watched and judged. For a woman who barely reached my shoulder, she somehow managed to make me feel small.
Louise choked, struggling to get words out.
‘Unless you think that’s beyond your abilities?’ Sophie added. ‘I can assign another to the case.’
‘That will not be necessary,’ Louise said, turning to me for the first time. ‘Providing he can keep up.’
I gave her a smile, but I don’t think it helped as Louise narrowed her eyes and turned away.
‘Excuse me. I need to make a phone call. I’m sure DS Fraser could do with a moment to become familiar with the case,’ Louise said, already pulling out her phone and turning away.
Sophie waited until Louise had stalked out of range before she spoke. ‘DS Fraser, please don’t antagonise one of our Senior Justice Assistants. You may have got away with this in London or America, but I expect a higher level of professionalism here.’
I smiled again instead of rolling my eyes at her warning. Sophie might be blind, but she saw a lot more than she should. Charlotte had a lot to do with that.
‘And yet you asked for me personally,’ I said, then wished I could take it back as Charlotte glared at me.
‘Yes, well, our choices were limited,’ Sophie said, mouth twisting like she wanted to spit out a sour taste. ‘We needed an investigator, and you fit the bill.’
An investigator. The word was heavy with emphasis. She could have said detective, but she hadn’t. I suspected the choice of word was deliberate here. But why? Maybe it had something to do with what Charlotte had said about the Seers not finding anything on the murderer?
‘Were the Delvers or Corpse Whisperers not able to see what killed the victim?’ I asked, feeling five steps behind. Usually, a Corpse Whisperer could see the victim’s last moments. It was the most common way to find a murderer.
‘No, there are visions of what happened,’ Sophie said, letting out a small sigh. ‘Multiple of them.’
I exhaled sharply. Why was I here if they knew what had happened? ‘So, what was the cause of death?’
They spoke at the same time.
‘Stabbed,’ Charlotte said.
‘Shot,’ Sophie said.
‘Which one?’ I asked, looking between them. I was beginning to feel like I was the butt of a joke I wasn’t following.
‘Both,’ Sophie said.
‘I’m sorry?’ I asked. They stared at me with straight faces, with no sign of humour or mocking.
‘The Corpse Whisperer saw him stabbed and shot,’ Sophie said, shaking her head. ‘The victim was the lead in multiple plays, it would seem. He’s died on stage so many times that none of my people have been able to confirm the true cause of death for certain.’
Watching the crime scene Delvers moving carefully through the room, I finally saw the real issue. Justice’s usual methods were failing because the emotions from the play were leaving impressions just as strong—or stronger—than the murder itself.
I’d lost count of how many times someone from Justice had told me, with absolute certainty, that nothing could surpass a Seer’s vision. But this case proved otherwise. Here, emotion was clouding the truth—and the Seers couldn’t see past it. I wisely kept my mouth shut.
‘You’ll provide us with answers, Detective, quickly. I won’t have this dragged out,’ Sophie said, her lips pressed into a thin line, warning me to be careful with my words.
‘You think it’s going to be that simple?’ I asked. Seers’ visions replaced the need for science. But without one or the other, finding evidence wasn’t going to be easy.
‘You’re an investigator, are you not?’ Sophie said, stepping closer with a confidence that made me forget she couldn’t see me. ‘Investigate.’
I exhaled slowly. Sophie was angry. I could see it there under the surface. Whether it was at me or the fact her people couldn’t solve this on their own, I wasn’t sure. But either way, I’d have to be careful. This woman could make life very difficult for me.
‘I understand,’ I said at last, forcing my jaw to unclench. There really wasn’t any other answer I could give, even if I wanted to.
‘Good. You’ll have Louise as your link to my people. If you need something, ask her, and she will organise it,’ Sophie said, turning away, then she stopped and added, ‘You’re in charge, Logan. For now, at least. Don’t make me regret it.’
Charlotte led Sophie away towards the front door without another word. I turned, finding Louise behind me. There was no doubt she’d heard Sophie’s last words because Louise looked like she’d bitten into a lemon. The police did what the Justice Department asked, not the other way around. Any hope I might’ve had of a good working relationship with Louise evaporated. Sophie had just found an excellent reason for Louise to hate me. Not that she seemed to need any.
‘I want to see the body,’ I said, deciding the best bet was to start at the beginning. Treat it like any other investigation.
‘Follow me,’ she said, spinning on her heel and heading towards an open door. She didn’t wait to see if I was following. I sighed and hurried after her. This wasn’t going to end well. 






  
  Chapter Two


Louise guided me silently, her footsteps muffled by the faded red carpet that ran through the winding staff corridors. The air was thick with mustiness, and the off-white walls, scarred by years of wear, spoke of long neglect. All of it looked like old damage; there was nothing to point towards the reason I was here. 
We didn’t stop until we reached a door propped open beneath a bold sign that read Backstage. Inside, the room overflowed with stage props—intricately painted backdrops of gleaming cityscapes and crumbling marble ruins, flanked by faux pillars, ornate doorways, stacked crates, and other theatrical relics.
It was an odd variety of style, yet it somehow matched the Shakespeare marketing theme from out front. The theatre might not have been as large as the mainstream productions in London, but despite what was likely a much smaller budget and tighter space, the quality was excellent.
Louise looked back at me briefly before she walked through a heavy curtain that probably led to the main stage. I followed the click of her heels as the floor changed to a worn wood.
The stage was larger than I’d expected, with a thick curtain fully closed, hiding where the audience would sit. Overhead, the rows of lights were all on, making it so bright there was barely a shadow on the stage. There was little of the original architecture here, and if I hadn’t seen the outside, it would have been hard to believe this had once been a church.
We were alone, but that wasn’t unexpected as the Delvers would have started here, then worked their way outwards, searching for more evidence. Though it was interesting that we hadn’t run into anyone on the way.
In the centre of the stage was a large fake marble slab. A man in a suit—once pristine white, now stained with blood and rumpled—lay on his back on top of it. He was built like a runner, with short dark hair, high cheekbones and an angular face. Vacant blue eyes stared upward, his skin too pale to be anything other than dead. If the colour wasn’t enough of a giveaway that this was my victim, the plain metal-handled knife sticking out of his chest would have given it away.
I’d no doubt by the positioning that the aim was for him to be the first thing someone saw when they stepped on the stage. The killer was proud of what they’d done. I suppressed a shiver. It was hard to imagine someone had gone to this effort and left no record of the event. The staging itself would have generated emotion, excitement, fear—something.
‘Who’s the victim?’ I asked.
Louise’s lips thinned into a white line. Whether she’d expected Sophie and Charlotte to update me on the basics or she just didn’t want to help, I couldn’t tell. ‘His name is Shane Moore.’
Stepping closer, I could see that blood had spilled over the edge onto the ground, spreading into a semicircle on the far side. The rest of the floor was clean, with no signs of splatter or footsteps.
Something about the blood looked wrong, though I couldn’t exactly place why. Too red? Maybe too fresh as well?
I let the thought go for now, trying not to make any judgments as I turned to Louise. She hadn’t followed, I realised, standing back halfway between me and the curtain, eyes focused on the wood of the stage.
‘Did he work here?’ I asked, looking at the clothes again. White shirt, white suit. Hell, he even had white leather shoes. It was a wedding or a showman’s look, something you’d see on a stage.
‘Yes. He was the lead actor in the current play,’ Louise said, biting out the words.
So, the lead actor had been laid out on centre stage for all to see. I thought about asking what play was running but decided not to bother. I could find that detail on my own.
‘Any signs of blood or visions anywhere else in the building?’ I asked, looking at the worn wooden floor again—it wasn’t exactly clean, so any attempt to remove blood would have been obvious. He had to have been brought in from somewhere else.
But if he’d been moved, then surely the crime scene Delvers would have picked a vision of him being brought in as they did a sweep of the building? Not to mention eyewitnesses. Carrying a corpse into a building like this wouldn’t have been all that easy, both with his size, and the fact the street outside wasn’t exactly private. It would have drawn eyes, even outside a theatre.
‘Nothing from last night.’
I hesitated. I shouldn’t be surprised because if they had something they wouldn’t be asking for help, but it felt wrong. All of this did.
For a vision to form, an event had to involve intense emotions. Murder by its nature always involved intense emotions. As would moving a body. Of course a vision could be overwritten or fade. But you’d need something with stronger emotion for the first and not enough of that had passed for the second.
There shouldn’t be nothing.
‘Are there photos of the scene from before CSI started collecting evidence?’ I asked. Not that I imagined there was much that could’ve been removed that would help explain what had happened.
‘There would’ve been photos taken,’ Louise snapped at me.
I glanced at her again. Her eyes had narrowed, her face pale. The photos being taken, rather than my question, seemed to annoy her this time, but that didn’t explain the paleness. Most thought photos weren’t necessary; a group of three Seers always judged a conviction case, and photos wouldn’t help them.
That had changed after crucial evidence went missing during my first case in Edinburgh. Its loss had only been discovered due to photos I’d taken out of habit. Justice had been forced to update its procedure.
‘Can you send me copies?’ I asked, glancing back at her.
‘Yes,’ she said, ‘but I doubt it will help you. They only removed the gun.’
That was unusual. Normally, at least a few things near the body were collected for Delvers to continue reviewing visions back at headquarters. If there really wasn’t anything, this killer had been very specific about what they wanted on display.
I had to wonder if American science could uncover what the visions here couldn’t. Technology had come a long way in the years I’d been gone. Even ten years ago, their CSIs could extract a surprising amount from fibres or trace residue at a scene. Who knew what they were capable of now?
Keeping up with the ever-evolving tech was nearly impossible under the Coalition’s internet restrictions. They blocked most content that came from outside the UK.
But wondering wouldn’t help me solve this case.
I crouched beside the slab. Wheels were fixed to the fake marble, so it would’ve been possible for the killer to have used it to get Shane onto the stage. But if they had, why was there no blood trail?
‘What was in the visions exactly?’ I asked. ‘I know he was stabbed and shot. But is there anything about the location?’
‘The stage was in the vision,’ Louise said, then paused, like she was deciding how much she wanted to tell me. ‘But there are so many versions of the victim being murdered, no one is sure which one is the real one.’
‘I’d have expected the emotions involved in an actual murder to shine past the rest?’
‘This is a theatre,’ Louise said, shoes clicking as she moved behind me. Not closer, but further away. ‘There’s so much emotion, so many people here regularly. That number of people is bound to have an impact on the scene.’
Except if that were true, every murderer would try to use a high-profile site. But I didn’t argue with her, going back to focusing on the scene.
The blood looked wrong—too bright. It had dried and flaked in places, pooled in others, but something about it felt off. Decay followed a pattern, a rhythm, and this scene didn’t match it.
If Justice had arrived on the scene three or four hours ago, the actual murder would’ve happened well before that. It took time for people to respond, to act.
‘How long has the body been here?’ I asked.
‘One of the staff found him when they came in to set up for the afternoon show. They called us immediately,’ Louise said. ‘Unfortunately, the Corpse Whisperer couldn’t narrow down the time of death. We’re waiting for the postmortem for that.’
Which didn’t really help with the blood. I pulled on the gloves I’d picked up earlier and leaned a little closer, taking a slow inhale. Surprisingly, the smell wasn’t bad. Blood held its own unique scent, like iron and rust. But here, all I could smell was something sweet. Unfamiliar.
‘Is this really necessary? The Seers have already reviewed this room and the body. What could you possibly find that they didn’t?’ Louise snapped.
‘I’m trying to figure out how it’s possible for a fully grown man to end up murdered with no signs of a fight, or signs of him being brought in and set up on display,’ I said, not looking at her. ‘You’ve already told me the Seers don’t have those answers.’
‘We should be talking to the staff, not prodding at the body; that’s the pathologist’s job,’ Louise said, voice tight.
‘There’s a lot that can be learned by looking at the details,’ I said, working to keep my tone even. I hadn’t expected her to give up control despite Sophie’s orders, but I also wouldn’t do half a job because she was impatient. ‘I’m investigating. If you dislike it, you can ask Sophie to assign someone else to me.’
‘You’re neither a Seer, nor a pathologist,’ Louise said, her voice quivering. ‘Being here is useless.’
I turned to her. Her bronze skin had taken on a sickly colour as sweat beaded on her forehead, and her throat convulsed. As cases went, this one was tame. The body, for all the bright red slash of blood, was in one piece and showed none of the violence that the victim must have suffered, a knife sticking out his chest aside. If not for the blood, the man could’ve been a corpse in a coffin ready for a funeral.
But she was really struggling in the way that those new to the job did. Struggling with the reality of a real death for the first time. Why had the Justice Department assigned someone new? I suspected it had something to do with the earlier exchange between Louise and Sophie.
I tried to be polite. ‘The scene will tell us a lot about what happened—’
‘The staff are together, ready for us to interview.’ Louise cut me off, more like she hadn’t been listening to me than intending to be rude. ‘You’d do well to remember you’re here at our invitation. Something that can be taken away.’
I shook my head. Threats and evasion. Did Louise really have that power? I wasn’t sure, but if she could find a good enough reason, she’d have me off the case—maybe not even a good one.
I decided it might be best to ignore her as I focused on the blood. Something was definitely wrong with it. I pressed a gloved finger into a patch at the edge that should’ve dried but hadn’t. It felt thick, almost sticky.
Louise made a gagging sound. Her heels clicked as she almost ran from the stage. I sighed, glancing after her. Something else for her to blame me for.
This was going to be a long case.

      [image: ]I tried to put Louise out of my mind as I turned back to the body. This time, I focused on it rather than the blood. 
The victim was my age, somewhere in his mid-thirties. Smile lines were faintly visible around the edges of his mouth—he was someone who’d clearly loved life. I shook the thought away as my chest grew tight.
It was too easy to get attached to a victim. To wonder who this man had been. I needed to keep him separate in my head. This was a case just like all the others.
But whether it was the stage or the way the body was displayed, it seemed to be almost impossible to keep the distance. He was too real. Or maybe it had just been too long since I’d dealt with murder. Major crimes focused on things like kidnappings, missing persons, fraud and theft. Things that had no bodies or were of high value.
Louise’s reaction resonated in my head as I took in all those details. I’d been unfair, I realised. Regardless of whether she was new or not, if murder wasn’t her normal remit, this would be jarring. Not everyone could do it. Had she looked and seen a man? Seen death come too soon? I sighed, looking in the direction she’d gone. I didn’t want to apologise to the woman, but I suspected she was more than due one.
Later. Right now, I had to focus on what was in front of me.
The knife pierced the left side of his body, pinning his suit jacket closed. The victim’s arms were tucked against his sides, but his white suit was bunched in odd places. There was a small hole on the other side of the jacket, a dark singed ring around the edges. It looked like a bullet hole. Blood had soaked in around it, but not as much as the knife wound.
Interesting. There weren’t only visions of both causes of death; there were physical signs as well. The pathologist would need to determine the order, but the blood around the bullet wound made it seem like the knife was likely first.
I leaned forward, picking up the victim’s hand, looking for any sign of defensive wounds. It was clean, his nails well-manicured, with no signs of bruising, nothing to indicate he’d fought back. The movement shifted the jacket’s chest piece, showing a flash of something shiny.
After putting the hand back carefully, I lifted the edge of the blood-soaked jacket. The sound of plastic crinkling was loud in the silence. A large clear bag was tucked between the suit and the shirt, stained red on the inside, knife piercing it. That explained the odd blood. It was fake, probably used as part of the stage performances.
Another prop for the killer, just like the marble slab and the suit. But why go to the effort?
I let the jacket fall back into place, but it didn’t quite settle the way it had been. I tried to smooth it down, but short of him getting up and dressing himself, I could do little to fix it. Not that it should matter. It was a foolish instinct to try to make him presentable, considering the man wasn’t exactly in a position to care.
This was a job, I reminded myself. I had to keep a distance. Which was so much easier said than done.
Shaking my head, I checked the parts of the suit where there was no blood. Only a small mark on the inside of the shirt collar, a slightly brownish discolouration. It definitely wasn’t blood; it hadn’t soaked that far up the suit. The stain seemed to go all the way around the collar.
I ran a clean, gloved finger over the mark on the material. It didn’t change, but my knuckle caught the skin of his throat, smearing oily make-up that no longer matched the pale, deathly colour of Shane’s skin. I let go of the collar and rubbed his neck, trying to stop my brain from lingering on the action as I revealed a dark bruise.
‘Unless you’re starting a new career as a pathologist, can you please step away from my body?’ I jumped at the voice, turning to stare at the man who had spoken. He raised an eyebrow, waiting for an answer.
I didn’t recognise him, and with his rake-thin body and a height that easily hit six and a half feet, he’d have stood out in my memory. He had a lanyard around his neck and medical bags in each hand, so it wasn’t hard to guess who he was despite his casual dark T-shirt, jeans and stubble on his narrow chin.
I pulled back from the body as I nodded to him. His tone wasn’t exactly hostile, but something in the look told me he was more than used to dealing with difficult people—a good trait for someone who had to work with Justice.
‘Detective Logan Fraser. I’m here assisting with the case.’ I waved my dirty gloves so he knew I couldn’t reach for my ID.
‘Thomas, forensic pathologist,’ the man said as he put down a large bag in a clear area on the floor and twisted his badge around for me to see. The city’s medical examiner identification was easily recognisable, even at this distance. ‘I thought they were joking when they said the police were assisting.’
I shrugged, raising my eyebrow at him. He almost seemed pleased, which wasn’t the reaction I’d have expected. ‘You’re not the only one.’
He gave me another once-over, then turned to the victim, growing serious. ‘What a waste,’ he said, moving closer as he looked at Shane. ‘I saw him a few times on stage. He was good, if a bit high-strung, but then, what actors aren’t?’
‘Enough that someone would want to murder him?’ I asked, watching as Thomas retraced my steps, putting on gloves before lifting the jacket.
Thomas shrugged, continuing to move around the body, forcing me back a step so he could work. ‘Sorry, I’m not that close to the theatre scene. It looks like someone didn’t like him, though.’
‘Why do you say that?’ I said, curious to see what he thought. It wasn’t very often that I got to meet the pathologists in the UK. I didn’t imagine they got a much better end of the stick with Justice than I got.
‘This seems like a lot of work for someone killed in passing. Murdered, then staged here with this knife sticking out like a cheap prop and all this fake blood. Why not leave him dead in an alley, never to be found?’ Thomas pretty much confirmed everything I’d suspected in that one breath. He was quick. I liked him already.
While he wasn’t wrong, the victim staging was important. More than just hate could drive people to do this. Passion came in many forms. Love could do as many crazy things to people. I’d seen that firsthand.
‘Did the Corpse Whisperer give you a briefing?’ Thomas asked, touching the knife, then the bullet hole, a frown creasing his face.
I debated what to tell him. If I gave him the two options I’d been given, that would be what he looked at. But were either of them true? What this case really needed was a blank slate—someone who considered every possibility, especially with those bruises around the neck. Justice hadn’t even mentioned them.
‘No,’ I said, which wasn’t technically a lie. The woman had gone before I’d arrived. ‘They don’t have a clear handle on what happened.’
‘Really?’ he said, glancing at the knife and hole again. ‘Usually, they at least like to throw in their best guess.’
I grunted noncommittally. ‘What can you tell from looking at him?’
‘That today is going to be a long day.’
His words made me smile. ‘Aren’t they always?’
He snorted and shook his head. ‘I doubt either of the wounds is the cause of death. Though they could’ve stabbed and shot him again after they dressed him, I suppose. The blood is fake, so he was probably dead already when this was staged, or there would be a lot more real blood,’ Thomas said, then paused and gave me a slight smile. ‘Going by your expression, I suspect this isn’t anything you didn’t already know?’
I gave him a small nod. ‘Any ideas about the time of death?’
‘He’s been dead less than a day. But again, I’ll know more after the exam,’ Thomas said.
‘You can tell that by looking?’ I asked. It usually took longer than that to get an answer.
Thomas grinned. ‘He was on stage last night. I had a friend who was raving about the show. But don’t worry, my final answer will have all the traditional backing of a full postmortem.’
I smiled again. It gave me a starting point, at least. I just had to figure out how the killer staged him here without leaving any trace. The victim wasn’t massively heavy, but it’d take a certain amount of strength to move a grown man. Plastic could’ve kept any blood contained, and the killer could have cleaned and dressed him after he got him to the theatre. But why go to all the effort, and why weren’t the Seers finding a vision of that happening somewhere?
Louise chose that moment to reappear from the side of the stage. She still looked pale, but stood rigid in her suit, expression hard as she took in Thomas. ‘Finally, the pathologist is here. We should leave him to do his job. The staff are getting tired of waiting.’
I could see the tightness in Thomas’s jaw as he turned back to the body. Recognition, and clearly not in a good way. But I wouldn’t get the chance to ask now, so I filed it away for later. Maybe he could help answer who she was, really.
‘Thanks, Thomas. Please keep me updated with anything you find?’ I stripped off the gloves so I could fish one of my cards out of my pocket and place it on his bag.
Thomas nodded, ignoring Louise. ‘Of course.’
‘Shall we?’ I said, indicating ahead of me to Louise.
She narrowed her eyes but turned and set a fast pace out the opposite side of the stage from where we’d entered.






  
  Chapter Three


‘How many staff do they have here?’ I asked as we rounded a corner, the narrow space widening as we approached a fire exit. The smell of damp rose around us from the well-trodden mat by the door. 
It might have been marked as a fire door, but going by the shine on the metal, it was obviously used far more frequently than that. A Delver was methodically passing her hand over the scarred wood. Her assistant at her side.
‘There are about a dozen on site. We had them moved to the canteen, but we have a spare office close by to do the interviews,’ Louise said.
‘Are they being prevented from talking to each other?’ I asked. While there probably weren’t many places to separate everyone, keeping witnesses together always left an opportunity for people to forget which things they’d seen themselves versus what others had told them.
‘My people can follow the standard process, Logan,’ Louise said. Her condescending tone made my earlier decision to apologise fade. Besides, an apology now wouldn’t help me find answers.
The Seer tilted her head towards us in a small nod, but she never stopped moving her hand. Her assistant muttered a hello, avoiding our eyes. I glanced at her notebook. The page was blank.
‘Have you found anything at all?’ I asked before I could help myself. The assistant jumped as she realised I was talking directly to her.
‘Logan, please, let the others do their job and focus on your own,’ Louise snapped.
‘My job is to investigate,’ I said, eyes only half on Louise. ‘I need to learn everything I can about the evidence and the case. What the Delver is seeing might be important.’
Louise’s expression hardened further at my words. ‘If there’s anything significant in the visions, you’ll be sent the information in due course.’ The dismissal was clear in her tone.
I was getting tired of Louise’s attitude, so I changed the conversation. ‘Do you know the quickest and most effective way to interrogate someone?’
Louise blinked at me, mouth moving as she fought to keep up with the new direction.
‘Information,’ I continued, not giving her any space to reply. ‘I can ask all the questions in the world, but if they’re not the right questions, I won’t get answers that mean anything. My questions show the suspects what we know and what we don’t.’
There was silence in the corridor as I waited for Louise to reply. The assistant and Seer barely seemed to take a breath. Louise shouldn’t make people this afraid, even if she was a senior assistant to someone like Sophie. I wished I had a minute alone to ask them who Louise really was.
‘That’s what the Truth Seekers are for,’ she said, her lips circling in a savage smile. ‘They’ll tell us if the person is lying.’
I echoed her smile. ‘Tell me, do you know how the victim got onto the stage? Was he alive? Was he moved? If he was moved, was it on the fake marble slab? Or was he carried? Did he lie down and let someone stab him?’
‘How would we know that? There are no visions.’ Louise’s voice was sharp. ‘That’s why we’re interviewing the staff, to see if they know anything.’
‘What happens when I ask our suspect if they moved the dead body, but the victim was placed on stage alive?’ It was too easy a trap, but it worked to throw her off balance. She spluttered, unable to answer. ‘He’d be telling the truth if he said he didn’t know because that isn’t what happened.’
‘I—’
‘There are a lot of questions that need answering. Where did the killer get in? When did Shane die?’ I said, not letting up. ‘What was the murder weapon?’
She took a step back, though I don’t think she realised she’d done it. ‘You cannot answer those questions,’ Louise said, but her voice was hesitant.
‘Not all of them, no. But I can try to gather as much information as possible. Yes, a Truth Seeker can see a lie, and the emotion involved. But the victim was likely a friend, someone they may have cared about. They’re going to be angry, upset, emotional. The Truth Seeker will be useless if you ask the wrong questions.’
I let Louise have a moment so my words would sink past her stubborn exterior. It had nothing to do with the calming breath I had to take for myself as I turned away to look at the CSIs. The hairs on my neck stood at attention under what was almost certainly Louise’s glare.
‘The killer was smart enough to place the victim on that stage where it would confuse the visions and make it hard to find the cause of death. They were skilled enough to leave no trace so far,’ I said, softening my tone as I turned back to Louise. ‘I need every edge I can get to do these interviews. I want to know what the CSIs have found.’
‘You don’t need to ask them,’ Louise said, shaking her head as she turned to the CSIs. The assistant jumped into motion, reached out and touched the Seer’s arm. They both turned back to the door, pretending to be working.
My anger flared at her arrogant tone. Had the woman even been listening? I opened my mouth but didn’t get the chance to speak as she continued, chin lifted again.
‘I already know that no one has found anything. No trace of anyone or anything suspicious. No blood, no sign of a break-in. No visions of anything remotely related to the murder,’ Louise said, raising her phone. ‘There’s nothing here except for the show, and the excitement of the audience who watched it.’
Whether that meant the killer might have felt little to nothing, or the combined crowd just left a larger impression, I wasn’t sure. Delving didn’t come with a measure. Emotions were deeply personal. No two people experienced it the same way, which was exactly why access to crime scenes was so tightly controlled.
But it lined up with what Sophie and Charlotte had said, though I had been hoping for some sign of something. Some direction to head in. Something new.
‘That tells us something, at least,’ I said, giving Louise a tight smile. ‘The killer is familiar with this theatre and how it works.’
Louise narrowed her eyes, anger resurfacing like a little furnace that flared colour into her face. ‘How exactly did you come to that conclusion?’
‘Experience and attention to detail,’ I said, unable to help myself. I regretted the words almost immediately, but it wasn’t like I was ever going to win the woman over.
Louise curled her lip, then turned and started walking away. ‘We’ve wasted enough time today. Why don’t we do some actual work?’
I shook my head and let her lead the way, ignoring the shocked stare of the assistant behind me.

      [image: ]I had every intention of letting the silence hold until we made it to the interviews—talking to Louise was an exercise in futility. But we had barely made it another two dozen steps when I heard shouting. 
‘You killed him. Admit it!’ Roger shouted. Even muffled and distant, he had the sort of whine that was impossible to miss. Roger was a detective constable for the police, though I didn’t understand how he still had a job. His idea of solving a crime was to throw himself at it like a hammer. No technique, no skill, just smashing away until he got what he wanted.
The voice had come from behind us, from a turning we had just passed. I missed the response, if there was one, from Roger’s target. Who the hell was he interviewing? If that was what the yelling was supposed to be. More importantly, how was he even here when I’d barely made it inside?
‘Who’s being interviewed?’ I asked, anger rising again. That hadn’t been the direction we’d been headed.
Louise didn’t look surprised, only annoyed as she turned around, heading down the corridor that was labelled Office. I followed close behind her.
A handful of closed doors lined either side. Much like the rest of the building, this section was worn and outdated. Someone had taped the carpet down in places.
At the far end of the corridor was Grady. He was leaning against the doorway but straightened when he saw Louise. Something unspoken must have passed between them, because he moved aside before she reached him.
Louise ripped open the door, cutting off Roger mid-sentence. I tried to follow a step behind, but I wasn’t able to pass by quite as easily.
Grady shifted to block the doorway, taking great pleasure in it going by his smile. ‘Authorised personnel only,’ he said, voice loud, hiding what was being said inside.
‘Yet a DC police officer not involved in the case is allowed inside?’ I asked, giving him a disdainful look.
‘Did you really think that the rest of the world would wait while you got your rocks off looking at dead bodies?’ Grady asked, giving me another slow smile.
Louise reappeared before I could answer. I backed up a few steps to give her room. Roger followed behind her, his jaw muscle twitching. He missed a step when he saw me, face flushing red. And there was a lot of face to flush. A short man, in his late forties, his stomach protruded far enough that he could use it as a shelf for his coffee.
‘What the hell are you doing here, Logan?’ Roger said. That attitude was pretty normal for him. He’d been actively against my appointment to detective sergeant. Of course, I hadn’t expected a warm welcome when I’d arrived a few months ago, especially not when the role of DS in Major Crimes was a rare job at the best of times. I’d got the job that everyone had wanted, including Roger.
Louise gave him a dangerous look, but I wasn’t sure he even registered it. Roger had always been an arrogant arsehole, but I would’ve expected him to show at least a flicker of respect to the woman in charge. Instead, he leaned back, smug and unbothered.
Though if he knew her, he hadn’t been paying attention. I doubted she’d take the lack of respect well.
Roger’s partner, Ty, came up behind him, nudging everyone forward enough that he could shut the door. He was a foot taller than Roger and maybe a quarter of the width. Unlike Roger, Ty leaned more towards staying out of sight, happy to be in Roger’s shadow. Watching them work together was a comedy sketch in action. Of course, using the word work wasn’t exactly accurate. Normally, the pair did as they were told, and nothing more.
Which begged the question of why they were here, interviewing a suspect. Louise’s lack of surprise leaned towards her knowing about them, but what did she gain by having someone else interview this guy? Not that I expected her to answer if I asked.
‘Grady, why don’t you show these gentlemen out?’ Louise said, somehow making the word gentlemen sound like an insult. ‘They’re not required.’
‘I’m only doing my job,’ Roger said, turning to Louise. He puffed out his chest again, shirt dangerously close to bursting as it strained against the pressure. Again, he seemed to be a little too confident in his presence here.
‘That would be a first,’ I said, the words slipping free before I could catch them.
Roger took a step towards me, but Ty grabbed his arm, whispering something in his ear. Louise sent me a sharp look of disapproval. I ignored her.
‘I was interviewing the owner,’ Roger said, shaking off Ty’s arm. The man stepped back, irritation flashing. Maybe he was tired of stopping his partner from doing something stupid. In the short time I’d known them, it was obvious Ty was the smarter of the two. ‘He was almost ready to confess.’
‘Were you?’ Louise said, voice cold as ice. ‘Because that would mean that you’ve been approved to do interviews.’
It was a nice change to watch her rip into Roger rather than me, though I still wasn’t buying the convenience of his presence. Regardless, whatever her goal had been, she’d decided these two weren’t useful to her anymore.
Roger flushed. ‘It’s my job—’
‘The answer is no,’ Louise said, talking over him. ‘DS Logan Fraser has been assigned to work this case by the Head of Justice. Did he approve your interview?’
Roger’s anger flared as his eyes went to mine. He’d never have asked, even if he’d known.
‘I—’
‘And I’m the senior crime scene investigation assistant on this case. That means that everyone here reports to me. Did I approve your interview with this man?’ Louise said, cutting straight through Roger’s words again.
Ty touched Roger’s shoulder, clearly trying to stop the man from speaking. Another warning. This time, Roger stayed quiet.
‘The answer to
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