
  
  
      
        
          A Deadly Truth

          Secrets and lies make a fatal formula

		      
          LM Milford

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Text © 2020 LM Milford 
The right of LM Milford to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or transmitted into any retrieval system, in any form, or by any means (electronic , mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise) without the prior written permission of the publisher. Any person who does any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
ISBN ebook 978-1-913778-05-7






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
    	
      
        
          . Chapter 
        
      
    

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prologue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        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
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter thirty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter thirty-one
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter thirty-two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter thirty-three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter thirty-four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter thirty-five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter thirty-six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter thirty-seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter thirty-eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter thirty-nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter forty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter forty-one
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter forty-two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter forty-three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter forty-four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter forty-five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter forty-six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter forty-seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter forty-eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter forty-nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter fifty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter fifty-one
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter fifty-two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter fifty-three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter fifty-four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter fifty-five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter fifty-six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter fifty-seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter fifty-eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter fifty-nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter sixty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter sixty-one
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter sixty-two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter sixty-three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter sixty-four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter sixty-five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter sixty-six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter sixty-seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter sixty-eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter sixty-nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter seventy
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter seventy-one
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter seventy-two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter seventy-three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter seventy-four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter seventy-five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter seventy-six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter seventy-seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter seventy-eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter seventy-nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter eighty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter eighty-one
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter eighty-two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter eighty-three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A note from me...
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgements 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  
For my Mam, the best that a girl could ask for

1947-2020

RIP










  
  Prologue


George Peters’ face was white as his fingers gripped the narrow windowsill in the viewing room, desperately trying not to utter a sound. He knew the people in the stark white room on the other side of the one-way glass couldn’t possibly see him, but they would probably hear him if he made a noise. And no one must know he’d witnessed what was happening. 
An Asian man was shackled to a dentist’s chair in the middle of the room, one shirt sleeve rolled up to expose the smooth skin of his arm, which was fastened tightly to the armrest. He pressed his scrawny body back into the chair in a vain attempt to evade the questions of the three men who stood in a close semicircle around him. The prisoner’s head twisted from side to side, eyes tightly shut as he tried to avoid looking at any of them. His body heaved against the shackles that bound him to the chair, but escape was impossible. Again and again they demanded information, which George was sure the man did not have. They never did. But this would be part of the test.
Suddenly the shouting stopped and the room seemed to ring for a moment. The prisoner’s body relaxed and he looked around with a mixture of relief and fear. George held his breath too, but then one of the men turned to a small table on which there was a tray. It held a syringe and a small medicine bottle. George felt his chest contract. He knew exactly what that was and what would happen next. The prisoner screamed and fought harder against the tape that bound his arm to the chair, but he couldn’t move. The syringe was filled, inserted and emptied into his arm. George stared in horror. It wasn’t ready yet, they knew that. It wouldn’t do what they wanted it to do. 
The men stood back, arms folded, and waited. After a minute had elapsed, the questions began again. But rather than responding to them, the prisoner’s eyes rolled back in his head. His body went rigid and he began to convulse. The men moved forward to release him from the chair but their movements weren’t those of people dealing with an emergency. They knew there was nothing they could do now. George rubbed a hand across his eyes. The man’s face was red and swollen and he was struggling for air. This was the reaction George knew would happen but it was shocking to witness it. 
As he watched, a door opened and a grey-haired man entered the white room. He took in the scene in front of him and raised an eyebrow.
‘It didn’t work,’ said one of the men unnecessarily.
‘So I see.’ The grey-haired man frowned. Then he looked up at the one-way glass, straight at George even though he couldn’t possibly see him. But it was enough of a risk.
George turned and charged out into the corridor. The observation room door slammed shut behind him. His shoes squeaked on the floor as he ran and he heard a door open and close behind him. Running footsteps were already following him and he knew they were quicker. He yanked open the door to the stairwell and almost threw himself down the stairs. His pursuers were gaining on him. He ran across the lobby of the building, stabbed at the security lock and rushed out into the car park.
As he ran, he felt in his pocket for his car keys but the footsteps were gaining on him and an engine was starting up. If only he could get to his car, but he’d foolishly left it at the far end of the car park. On the opposite side of the road a man was jogging. He was staring at George. For a moment, George considered shouting to him but hands were already seizing him. A van screeched to a halt behind him. The side door slid open and he was thrown inside. The last thing he saw before the door slammed was the jogger stopping and tapping at the screen of his smartphone.
*
From the pavement across the road, Dan Sullivan stared at the van as it turned sharply out of the car park, leaving a good deal of its tyre rubber on the road surface. He’d seen any amount of abductions in films, but never one in real life. He quickly swiped the screen of his phone and dialled three nines. 






  
  Chapter one


Two days later, in the newsroom, Dan’s routine call to the police press office was still frustrating him. He was standing in while the usual crime reporter Emma Fletcher, his girlfriend, was on holiday, and had spent a lot of time in recent days calling the emergency services to keep tabs on what stories they might have for him. This time the story was personal and, having been the person who reported the crime, he really wanted to know how far the police had got. 
‘What do you mean there’s no evidence of an abduction? I’m telling you I saw it. I reported it,’ he told Suzy, the police press officer. ‘What more do you want?’ 
‘Our officers looked around at the scene,’ Suzy told him. ‘You saw them yourself. There was no evidence of an abduction.’
‘What about the tyre marks on the road?’ Dan demanded.
‘Dan, they could have happened any time.’
‘What about CCTV? Allensbury Science Park is almost brand-new. They must have state-of-the-art cameras there. They’ll tell you which building he came from as well.’
Suzy sighed. ‘We’re speaking to the management and requesting the CCTV from that night, but there’s nothing else to say at present. And Dan, I’m telling you this off-the-record, because you were the person who reported it. None of this can go in the paper.’
‘You’re not even doing an appeal for information?’
‘We need a bit more to go on before we do that,’ Suzy said, sounding irritated. ‘You couldn’t give a good description of the vehicle, or the registration plate, or more than a vague idea of where it went. When we ask the public for help we’re usually looking to fill in the gaps. Right now, we’ve got nothing to go on. We’ll know more once we’ve got hold of CCTV, if there is any. Until then, it’s strictly between you and me and no further.’
Dan took a breath and puffed out his cheeks. ‘OK. Well, you call me the minute you hear anything.’
Suzy snorted. ‘You’re not Emma, you know. You don’t get any special treatment. When’s she back, by the way?’
Dan laughed. ‘Not till next weekend. You mean my crime reporter skills aren’t up to her standard?’
‘No,’ came the short reply, but he could hear the smile in Suzy’s voice. 
Dan said goodbye and hung up the phone. He’d barely put the receiver down when his mobile began to ring.
‘Hi Em,’ he said, pleased to hear his girlfriend’s voice. She’d already been away for a week, and while he was loving taking over the crime beat in her absence, he was really missing her.
‘Hi yourself. How’s it going?’ Dan brought her up to speed on the incident he’d witnessed. Emma was silent for a moment. ‘Abducted?’ she said. ‘Are you sure?’
‘He was running away across the car park and there were some men chasing him. A van pulled up behind him, he was dragged inside and then it drove away. What else would you call it?’
‘Typical,’ she said. ‘I turn my back for five minutes and it all kicks off.’
‘You believe me, then?’ Dan felt relieved.
‘Why wouldn’t I?’
Dan sighed. ‘The police don’t.’
‘Why not?’ Emma asked.
‘No evidence as yet.’
‘No evidence? Nothing?’ Emma sounded surprised.
Dan shook his head even though Emma couldn’t see him. ‘No other witnesses,’ he said. ‘They’ve requested CCTV footage, so hopefully there will be something on that.’ 
‘Give them time. I’m sure they’ll dig something up.’
Dan scowled. ‘It’s frustrating, y’know. I saw it happen with my own eyes but I couldn’t give them anything useful. It all happened so fast. I’m a crap witness.’ 
‘Don’t beat yourself up,’ Emma said. ‘It’s much harder than it looks to remember everything in the heat of the moment. I’m sure there’ll be something on CCTV.’
Dan sighed. ‘You’re probably right. Anyway, how’re things with you?’
‘Yeah, good actually. No family fights as yet. It got a bit close over the Monopoly board last night, but the crisis was averted.’ 
Dan grinned. He’d been present when Emma’s younger sister lost at Scrabble and flipped the board over onto the floor. At twenty-five, he thought, she should have learned to be a better loser. But he couldn’t keep his mind from straying back to Allensbury Science Park. There were ten office blocks there but surely by eight o’clock in the evening, the buildings should be locked up. Why had the man been there so late? Where had he come from and, more importantly, where was he now?






  
  Chapter two


Once Dan had finished his crime reporter duties and filed some stories on a spate of break-ins in the east end of Allensbury, he was back to his usual day-to-day workload for the next couple of hours. This meant mucking in with the team and heading out to interview a University of Allensbury professor about his new book. Having arrived early, he was killing some time reading the posters on the noticeboard in the university library’s foyer. The campus was a familiar place for him, having studied there for three years as an undergraduate. As he turned from the board, he saw a familiar figure striding towards him. He stepped forward and called, ‘Harry?’ 
Dr Harry Evans looked up from his smartphone and a smile broke out across his face.
‘Dan,’ he said, shoving his phone into his trouser pocket as he approached. He switched the hard-backed A4 notebook he was carrying to his other hand so he could shake Dan’s. ‘How are you? Long time no see.’
‘Yes, we’ve not needed any political expert quotes for a while,’ Dan said with a grin. Dr Harry Evans was a specialist in Cold War and Middle-Eastern politics, and recent political events had suggested a potential return to a Cold War situation. Harry’s expertise had made him popular with the media, and not just the Allensbury Post. He’d appeared on the local TV news and also in at least one national newspaper that Dan was aware of. 
‘How’s things?’ Harry asked.
Dan grinned. ‘Good, thanks. Working hard.’
Harry smiled back and nodded. ‘Yes, I saw your exploits in the paper last year. You’re not on the trail of another hot story, are you?’ The previous year Dan had broken the story of fraud in the local council planning department, which had seen two councillors jailed for their part.
Dan grinned. ‘Sadly no; I’m here to interview one of the history professors about a book he’s written and I was early so I thought I’d kill some time.’
Harry raised an eyebrow. ‘I wouldn’t have thought the library was the obvious place for you to loiter.’
Dan moved to one side to allow a group of students to pass and laughed. ‘Hey, that’s not fair. I did spend some time in here during my degree.’
‘Probably not as much as you should have.’ Harry wagged a mock-scolding finger.
‘I passed, though, that was the main thing.’
Harry frowned. ‘A 2:2 is a decent grade to get, but you could have done better if you’d put more effort in,’ he said.
Dan shrugged. ‘Possibly, but it was what I needed for journalism college, so that was good enough for me.’
‘And how is life as a journalist?’ Harry asked.
‘Yeah, it’s good.’ Dan glanced at his watch. ‘Sorry, I’m going to have to go. There’s a history professor waiting for me.’
Harry shifted his notebook to the other hand. ‘Hmm, good luck,’ He indicated the wide spiral staircase that wound upwards through the middle of the library building. ‘I’m off upstairs to find some peace and quiet to work.’ 
Dan smiled. ‘Good luck to you too.’ He’d seen several students staring at Harry as they passed. Harry was a good-looking man and tended to attract a lot of female student attention. Some men too, if Dan’s memory served correctly. ‘Catch up properly another time?’ he asked.
‘Yeah, give me a call and we can set something up,’ Harry said, turning away with a wave.
Dan waved back and began to walk towards the library’s automatic doors. His mobile phone rang and he pulled it out of his pocket. The word ‘News desk’ appeared on the screen. He answered.
‘Dan, change of plan on your interview.’ It was Daisy King, the news editor.
‘What? Why?’
‘We’ve just had a call to say the police have found a body in a house in Castle Street. I need you to get over there.’
‘OK. What about the history book?’
‘One of the juniors is already on the way to take over. I thought you’d prefer this one.’
Dan grinned. ‘Thanks. I’m on my way.’
Dan parallel parked the Peugeot pool car, which he’d been assigned that morning, as best he could into a space he knew was probably way too small; he’d work out how to get it back out again later. He climbed out of the car and walked down the street to where the fluttering blue and white police tape was strung across the pavement between a gatepost and nearby tree. He joined three gossiping women, who eyed him suspiciously.
‘Did you see what happened?’ he asked.
One woman looked him up and down. ‘Who are you?’ she asked.
‘Why do you want to know?’ asked another.
Dan explained and the women inched away from him. ‘Did you see what happened?’ he asked again.
‘Guy in number twelve,’ the woman said, nodding towards the house. ‘Gone and died, hasn’t he?’
‘How did he die?’
The woman frowned. ‘How should I know? You’ll have to talk to her. Miserable cow.’ She indicated a woman in a suit standing in the doorway of the house talking urgently into her mobile. ‘Told us to get back indoors and stop snooping.’
Dan looked up and grinned. It was highly likely that Detective Inspector Jude Burton would have been so abrupt. It was her default setting. Burton looked up and Dan waved at her. She ended her call, flipped her long blonde pony-tail over her shoulder and walked down the garden path towards him, scowling slightly.
‘I might have known you’d turn up.’ Burton’s tone had a touch of resignation as if a visit from the Allensbury Post was an inevitable irritation. ‘Anonymous tip-off to the newsroom again?’
‘It always is,’ Dan replied with a grin.
Burton snorted. ‘Well, there’s nothing to tell you.’ She glared at the three women who were whispering among themselves. ‘You can go back indoors, ladies, there’s nothing to see,’ she called to them. They stared at her reproachfully, before walking away, arms folded tightly across their chests and looking mutinous. ‘God save us from neighbours who didn’t see anything and don’t know anything but just want to stick their noses in,’ Burton said.
Dan grinned. ‘What can you tell me?’
Burton frowned. ‘At the moment, nothing,’ she said.
‘You’ve found a body though, haven’t you?’
Burton sighed. ‘Off the record–’ she raised a hand like a traffic warden to stop Dan’s protests ‘–off the record, yes, we have found a body. That’s all I’ve got and I don’t want to see it reported. I’ll update the press office when I’ve got something, so keep in touch with them.’
She turned and went back into the house, leaving Dan standing alone. He heard mocking laughter and saw the three women watching him from a short distance. He waved to them and headed back to his car. But when he looked at the house opposite, he saw a pair of bright eyes peering out at him from behind net curtains. Abandoning his plans to leave, he crossed the road and walked up the front path of the house. The door opened as he got to it.
‘You’d better come in,’ said the elderly woman inside.






  
  Chapter three


Daisy King rolled her eyes. 
‘Dan, are you sure this is right?’
‘Yes, she’s for real.’ Dan’s stomach was flickering, a sure sign he was onto something. ‘She said he was a nice guy, always said hello. She usually saw him once in the morning and once in the evening, to and from work, she reckoned. Although she said he seemed to be coming home much later now than before.’
‘My neighbours could say the same thing about me,’ Daisy replied, tapping her pen against her hand.
Dan ignored her. ‘But she said two days ago he had some friends over.’
Daisy raised an eyebrow. ‘Him having friends over was that unusual?’ 
‘So the nosy neighbour said. She said there were three or four of them. They might have had keys because they didn’t wait on the doorstep or anything. They seemed to go straight in,’ Dan told her.
‘She didn’t see them come back out?’
Dan shook his head. ‘No, but she was watching TV. She said she only noticed those guys because the headlights of their van lit up her windows when they were parking up.’
‘And you deduce what from him having friends over?’
Dan shrugged. ‘Nothing from that, per se. But, she also said he was a scientist.’
‘Meaning?’
‘That guy I saw being abducted, he was at Allensbury Science Park.’
‘Oh Dan.’ Daisy threw up her hands. ‘That’s a huge leap even for you.’
‘No, it could be that—’
‘Dan, I can’t let you go off chasing what could be nothing. We’ve got a paper to put together.’ She sighed. ‘Back to your desk, please, and write up what you’ve got on the body in the house and then there’s a lot more to do. I need everything you got today.’
Dan turned away and walked back to his desk. But his stomach was still flickering. He had to know who the scientist was and what had happened to him.






  
  Chapter four


The best bit of being on the crime beat, Dan reckoned, was getting out of meetings in the evening. While Emma was away he was saved from the tedium of town councils, and got to eat proper meals rather than bars of chocolate and crisps grabbed while driving around the countryside to the surrounding villages. 
He and his flatmate Ed Walker had just finished dinner when the crime phone burst into life, playing an inappropriately bouncy tune. Dan answered.
‘Hi Dan. It’s Suzy, from the police press office,’ came the cheery voice on the other end.
‘Hi. How’re you?’
Suzy sighed. ‘Very glad to be going home soon. This is my last act of the day and I’m only doing it as a favour to Burton.’
Dan raised an eyebrow. ‘Must be important.’
Suzy laughed. ‘She asked if I could let you know that they’ve identified the body they found in Castle Street earlier. They’re still not treating it as suspicious because it looks like a heart attack. Anyway, I’ve just emailed you the details, with a statement from Burton and a photo of the victim. The family has been told and they’ve asked for privacy.’
‘Hang on, let me check the email’s arrived.’ Dan clicked Suzy onto the crime phone’s speaker and grabbed his personal phone, flicking through to his work email account. ‘Yup, it’s here.’ He opened the email, clicked on the picture of the victim and gave a sharp intake of breath.
‘What is it?’ Suzy’s tinny voice asked through the phone’s speaker.
‘I know him.’
Dan looked up to see Ed standing in the kitchen doorway, dirty plates in hand, eyes widening. As the newspaper’s court reporter, Ed understood the disturbance of calls in the evening, but Dan’s tone had grabbed his attention.
Ten minutes later, Burton called. 
‘Suzy says you know the victim,’ she said without preamble.
‘Not know him as such, but I’ve seen him recently,’ Dan said.
‘Where?’
‘You know I reported that abduction earlier this week?’
There was a short silence. ‘Yes,’ Burton said, slightly cautiously.
‘That’s the guy I saw, the one that got grabbed,’ Dan said.
The next morning Dan found himself in a police interview room, facing Burton and Detective Sergeant Mark Shepherd across a table. The room was painted a bland cream and, seeing Dan pull at the collar of his shirt, Burton apologised for the stuffiness.
‘The air con is broken,’ she explained. Then she flipped open the file in front of her. ‘Tell me again about the abduction,’ she said. Shepherd sat poised with a notebook and pen ready to take down Dan’s statement.
‘I was out jogging,’ Dan said and Shepherd began to scribble. ‘I was passing Allensbury Science Park. I was looking around and saw this guy–’ he tapped on the photograph which lay in the folder ‘–running across the car park. Two men came running after him and a van drove up behind him. The side door opened and he was dragged inside. The two men jumped in and the van roared away.’
‘Did you notice anything about the van?’
‘Only that it was black or very dark blue. It was a bit dirty too.’
‘Get a registration number?’ Burton asked. ‘Direction of travel?’
Dan paused to allow Shepherd to catch up. When he came to the end of a line, Shepherd looked up expectantly.
‘No, it was too far away and going too fast. The number plate was dirty so I couldn’t see it properly,’ Dan said, frowning as he tried to remember the details. ‘Heading towards the bypass I think.’ 
‘You didn’t see which building he came from?’ Burton asked.
‘No, he was halfway across the car park when I saw him. He didn’t look like he was used to running though.’
Burton frowned and Shepherd finished writing. Dan looked from one to the other. 
‘Which building did he come from?’ he asked.
Burton paused. ‘He worked at GITech Pharmaceuticals,’ she said. ‘As we put in the press release, he was a chemist.’
Dan nodded. ‘And now do you believe me when I say that I saw him abducted? That I didn’t make it up?’
‘I never thought you’d made it up,’ Burton said patiently. ‘You had no reason to do that.’ She leaned forward and rested her forearms on the table. ‘We just didn’t find any evidence.’
‘None? No CCTV or anything?’ Dan sat back in surprise as Burton nodded.
‘The cameras were out of action and the maintenance crew only noticed the next morning,’ she said, pulling a disbelieving face.
Dan puffed out his cheeks. ‘That can’t be a coincidence, can it? For someone to be abducted on the one day the cameras weren’t working?’
Burton was silent, staring into space. 
‘And there’s nothing else you remember or need to tell us?’ Shepherd asked.
Dan shook his head and Shepherd made a note to show the end of the statement.
‘I’ll get this typed up and then you’ll need to come back in and sign it,’ he said. Dan nodded and they both stood up. Burton looked startled for a moment and then got up too.
‘Thanks for coming in,’ she said as they showed Dan out into the reception area.
As he walked away Dan’s stomach was flickering on overtime. Never mind what Daisy had said, he was definitely onto something now.






  
  Chapter five


As the students began to trickle back onto campus after the Easter break, Harry Evans was keen to finish the article he was working on. He needed it to be good, to get into a journal at long last. He loved teaching, but the article had to come first. He was in his office tapping rapidly at his laptop, stopping every now and then to check his notes. There was a knock at the door and Harry sighed. The last thing he’d needed was a break in concentration but now he’d have to deal with whatever this was. 
‘Come in,’ he called, saving the document he was working on and closing the lid of his laptop.
The door opened and Olly Murton’s greasy-haired head appeared around the door. His method of sliding gradually into a room, like the appearing Cheshire cat but without the grin, irritated Harry and he waved for the student to hurry up.
‘I’m glad you’ve popped in,’ Harry said. ‘Shut the door.’ He gestured for Olly to sit down. The student folded his lanky frame into the chair opposite Harry’s desk and put his backpack carefully onto the floor. He smiled a little nervously.
Harry looked at him for a moment and then reached into his desk drawer for a folder. 
‘I’ve some feedback on your latest dissertation chapter, and quite frankly I’m impressed. It’s very good, Olly.’ Olly smiled a little smugly but Harry knew he was about to wipe that look off his face. ‘So much better than usual that I have to ask why,’ he continued. 
Olly stopped smiling. ‘I’m finally getting hold of the topic, I think,’ he said quickly. 
‘Yes, but there’s a difference between getting under the skin of the topic and the dramatic improvement in your work, so dramatic that I have to ask whether you did it yourself,’ Harry said, flipping open the file and looking down at the first page.
Olly sat forward in his chair. ‘Are you accusing me of cheating? Saying that I copied it?’
Harry shook his head. ‘No, I checked it against the sources you’ve used and it’s not copied. It’s the fluidity and the interpretation that I’m wondering about. You work hard, Olly, and that’s why I’m going to give you the benefit of the doubt.’
Olly stared at him, eyes wide. ‘What do you mean?’
‘I’m not going to report you for cheating this time,’ Harry said, holding up the document. ‘But I want you to go away and rewrite this yourself. Remember that I’ll know if you have had help. If it happens again then I’ll have to tell someone.’
Olly leapt to his feet and snatched the printed pages from Harry’s hand. Without another word the student swung his backpack onto his bony shoulder and marched out, allowing the door to slam behind him.
Harry sighed. He felt sorry for Olly but the student had to learn the dangers of being caught cheating. He’d learned that lesson the hard way.






  
  Chapter six


The White Lion was an old-man’s pub in the traditional style. The lounge was dimly lit and that meant that Professor Keith Williams hadn’t seen Olly Murton until the student pulled up a stool and sat across from him at the low wooden table. 
‘You said he wouldn’t know,’ Olly almost snarled, leaning forward and waving some printed pages in Williams’ face. 
Williams took a sip of the single malt and water in front of him. ‘How did you find me?’ He’d hoped for some quiet time to think away from campus.
Olly shrugged. ‘You weren’t in your office or the coffee bar so I thought of here next.’
Williams smiled, but it wasn’t a very nice smile. ‘You must have wanted to see me quite urgently to go to all that trouble?’ His tone was lazy and Olly glared at him.
‘You said that he’d never know,’ he repeated. 
‘Who? Know what?’ Williams took another sip of his whisky.
‘Harry. He knew I’d had help with the dissertation chapter. Said it was too fluid to be mine.’
Williams laughed. ‘I should think so too. After all, you had help from the best.’ He laid a hand on his chest, fingers splayed. ‘There’s an irony in him pulling someone else up for cheating though,’ Williams continued, ‘considering his history.’
Olly rolled his eyes. ‘The old plagiarism allegation? Come on, Keith. No one really believed that.’
‘But it was fun to watch him squirm through an investigation.’ Williams paused and gestured towards Olly with his glass. ‘Not drinking?’
‘I’m not in the mood,’ Olly muttered, eyes cast down at the table surface. 
Williams sighed and sipped. ‘Is he going to report you for it?’
Olly shook his head. ‘He said he wouldn’t if I go and rewrite the chapter myself.’
‘So, what’s the problem?’ Williams sipped his drink again.
Olly picked at a beer mat on the table. ‘It won’t be as good.’ He shook his head. ‘I’m going to fail.’ He looked up in an accusing manner. ‘If I wasn’t doing as much stuff for you—’
Williams raised his eyebrows. ‘Doing what for me?’ he asked.
‘Finding that guy, getting him on the hook, keeping him supplied.’ Olly counted off the points on his fingers, but suddenly he didn’t like the way Williams was looking at him.
The older man snorted. ‘You did nothing I couldn’t have done myself.’
‘Oh really? Then why didn’t you do it?’
Williams shrugged. ‘You don’t buy a dog and then bark yourself, do you?’
‘Is that what you think of me? That I’m your dog?’ Olly’s expression was one of both sadness and anger, a difficult mix to create, Williams thought. He gave Olly a dismissive smile. 
‘You couldn’t have done the stuff that I did. You barely know how to use a computer,’ Olly said, managing a scornful tone.
‘I use it fine for my work, thank you.’ Williams was starting to get annoyed now too. 
‘That’s just opening documents and a bit of Internet research when you know exactly where to look. That’s nothing compared to what I’ve done for you. You’d never have found that forum unless I’d gone looking for it. You’d never have been able to contact him without me.’ He looked sly for a moment. ‘He’s going to publish it himself if you don’t hurry up.’
Williams slammed down his glass. ‘What do you mean?’
Olly gave a smug smile. ‘He’s got a blog post all ready to go if you don’t deliver. He only needs to press publish and it’s all out there.’
Williams’ face flushed. ‘No he hasn’t. I’m paying him for his information. And he needs that money, believe me.’
‘Is it enough though?’ Olly asked, shrugging. ‘Enough to keep him on the leash?’
Williams glared at Olly. ‘He was the one that started this, who wanted to blow the whistle so it had better be enough.’
‘I want my credit though.’ Olly was speaking quietly and picking at the beer mat again.
‘What credit?’ 
‘On the research project. Like you said.’
Williams downed the rest of his drink and stood up. ‘I said what?’
‘That I could have credit on this project,’ Olly said, looking at Williams and there was a worried edge to his voice. ‘For the work I’ve done.’
‘I don’t remember saying that,’ Williams said looking down at Olly with an unpleasant smile on his face. ‘And I think you’ll find that you have no proof of it either.’
‘What do you mean?’
‘There’s nothing in writing so you can’t prove I said anything.’
‘But you did. You said—’ Olly was glaring at Williams.
‘I don’t need you anymore. I’ve got him, I’ve got everything I need.’ 
Olly leapt to his feet, knocking the table and sending Williams’ empty glass skidding across the wooden surface. Williams laughed, grabbing the glass before it fell to the floor. ‘What are you going to do about it?’ he asked.
When Olly said nothing, Williams turned on his heel and strode out of the pub. 
Olly flopped down onto the seat that the lecturer had just vacated. In the space of a morning he’d been caught cheating and lost his chance at a research credit that could be vital to his future career. Well, he thought, at least one of those he could do something about.
As he headed back to his office to collect what he needed, Keith Williams saw that Harry Evans’ door wasn’t quite closed. He stopped beside it, his ear close to the crack in the door. He could hear two voices but one had a tinny sound to it. Clearly Evans wasn’t expecting anyone else to be around and the caller was on speakerphone.
The voice on the phone was saying, ‘It was great that you could attend the interview earlier this week.’
‘Thanks, Kim,’ came Harry Evans’ voice. ‘It was good to meet you. As I said, I’ve been a fan of your work for a long time.’
Williams leaned closer to the door. He recognised the voice of Kim Trevelyan, head of the politics department at Trenton University. He frowned. What was Evans up to?
‘I can’t understand why you want to leave Allensbury,’ Kim was saying. ‘But I’m glad you’re thinking of us.’
Evans was trying to leave Allensbury?
‘It’s time for a change of scene,’ Evans was saying. ‘I’ve been here a while and I feel like I’ve achieved all I can.’
‘Great news. Like I said, we’ve got some final deliberations, but you’re first on my list,’ Kim Trevelyan said. ‘I should hopefully have an answer for you in the next week or so.’
‘Thanks, Kim. Speak soon.’
Williams heard a beep as Evans hung up the speakerphone. He shoved open the door.
‘Job interview?’ he asked, enjoying the fact that Evans jumped and looked guilty.
‘Were you listening at the door?’ Evans asked, a look of dislike on his face.
Williams nodded. ‘Don’t they usually say that eavesdroppers never hear anything to their advantage? Not true today.’
Evans sighed and dropped into his chair. ‘Go away, Keith. I’m not in the mood for your shit-stirring today.’
‘Oh really?’ Williams smirked and leaned against the door frame. ‘I have no idea what you mean. By the way, does Desmond know what you’re up to?’
Evans glared. ‘No he doesn’t. Nor does he need to know.’
Williams rubbed his chin, his stubble making a rasping noise. ‘You’re under pressure to publish more, aren’t you? Is that why you’re running away?’
‘I am not running away.’ Evans leapt to his feet. ‘My publication rate is fine.’
‘That’s not what I heard. You’ve been struggling for the last year at least. You’ve not published anything since your wife had that miscarriage.’ Evans flinched as if Williams had slapped him in the face.
‘Desmond understands that.’
Williams sniggered. ‘He might but I doubt the University Council will.’
‘Shut up, Keith.’ Evans leaned forward on his desk, his hands supporting his weight. ‘I’m not going to play this game with you. Besides, your publication rate is lower than mine.’
‘But my job isn’t at risk. I have friends in high places.’ Williams paused for a moment. ‘I know Kim Trevelyan. I met her at a conference a few years ago.’
Evans snorted. ‘You reckon you’re so respected and well known that she’ll remember you years later, after meeting you once at a conference? You should be so lucky.’
Williams glared at him. ‘Maybe I should remind her, give her a call and tell her what a great addition you’d make to her team.’ Then he smiled nastily. ‘Or maybe I should tell her that you have a track record for stealing other people’s work.’
Harry closed his eyes, sighed heavily and hung his head for a moment. ‘For God’s sake, Keith, that wasn’t true; you know it wasn’t. It was disproved by the university board. Why can’t you just let it go?’
‘There’s no smoke without fire,’ Williams said, grinning smugly, ‘and I’m sure a nice little rumour will block that job offer.’
He was just in time to dodge the magazine that Evans had picked up and hurled across the room at him. It crashed against the wall and fell to the ground with a rustle of pages. Williams looked at Evans who was red in the face and breathing hard.
‘Tut-tut, Harry. You don’t want to be known as the man who throws things at colleagues when he doesn’t get his own way.’
As Evans charged out from behind his desk, Williams stepped smartly out of the door and away towards his office. Evans burst into the corridor behind him.
‘Keith, I swear to God that if you don’t leave me alone, I’ll make you pay.’
Evans stormed back into his office and slammed the door so hard a poster on a nearby noticeboard was dislodged and fluttered to the ground. Neither man had noticed Olly Murton standing around the corner, watching.






  
  Chapter seven


Two hours later Keith Williams sat in the driver’s seat of his Vauxhall Mokka, looking around the car park. He checked the dashboard clock. The man was ten minutes late and Keith didn’t like being kept waiting. But this would be worth it. 
When he was still waiting another ten minutes later, he was beginning to lose patience. He checked his smartphone. There were no missed calls or messages. So where was he? Keith tapped at his phone’s screen and brought up the man’s number. He dialled and listened while the automated voice asked him to please leave a message after the beep.
‘It’s me. Where the hell are you? We were supposed to meet nearly half an hour ago. I’m not waiting any longer. If you don’t call me back then I’m going ahead without you. You were the one who started this, but I’m more than willing to finish it myself.’
He hung up the phone and dumped it on the passenger seat. He fired up the engine and drove out of the car park. He wasn’t going to waste any more time. This was the big thing he’d been waiting for. 






  
  Chapter eight


The following day Harry was standing in the corridor of the politics department. The student whose tutorial was due to start five minutes ago still hadn’t arrived. Then a voice called his name. He turned to see Dan Sullivan walking down the corridor towards him. 
Harry was surprised. ‘What brings you out this way?’ He looked at the folded-up copy of the Allensbury Post tucked under Dan’s arm. ‘Have they got you on delivery now as well as writing?’
Dan laughed. ‘No, that history academic we interviewed about his book asked for a copy of the story. I was passing so I said I’d drop it in for him.’ He held up the newspaper to display the front page. ‘This is my handiwork.’
Harry started to read the story. ‘“A body found in Castle Street.” I thought you were supposed to be interviewing that academic,’ he said with a smile.
‘Nah, I got pulled off that job and sent to this one. This scientist guy, George Peters, died at home. The police say it was a heart attack but—’
Suddenly Keith Williams elbowed between them and snatched the newspaper from Harry’s hands. Harry turned on him, but was shocked by the look of fear on Keith’s podgy face. His usually rosy cheeks had paled. Without a word he turned and almost ran from the building, crumpling the newspaper in his hand.
‘I think I’m going to have to get another copy,’ Dan said as they stared after him.






  
  Chapter nine


Harry was in his office finishing the latest draft of his article when his mobile phone rang. 
‘Hi Harry. It’s Kim Trevelyan from Trenton University.’
Harry raised his eyebrows. ‘Hi Kim, I wasn’t expecting to hear from you so soon.’
There was a pause.
‘Is something wrong?’ Harry asked, with a sense of foreboding.
‘Look, Harry, there’s no easy way to say this but we have a very big question mark over you at the moment.’
Harry felt a trickle of disappointment run into his stomach.
‘Really?’ He tried to sound casual. ‘What’s the problem?’
‘We’ve been seeking background info on each of the candidates and one of the interview panel knows your colleague Keith Williams.’ Harry’s heart sank. ‘He spoke to Keith, and I understand there’s been some allegations of plagiarism in the past.’
‘They were investigated and the inquiry found that I was innocent,’ Harry said, his pulse racing.
‘I’ve seen the inquiry notes,’ Kim Trevelyan said, ‘and it said that the enquiry was wound up because there was insufficient evidence, rather than there being no case to answer. That’s by no means conclusive.’
‘What are you saying?’
‘It’s not a definite no to the job at present, but we’ll need to look into this more closely. I’m sorry, Harry, but I’m sure you understand why. We have to make sure our reputation remains at the standard to which we’ve built it up.’ She sighed. ‘I’ll get back to you in a few days but I just wanted to let you know where we’re at.’
Harry returned her goodbye and put down the receiver, his face flushing angrily. Keith had gone too far this time. He enjoyed bullying Harry, but why not just let him leave?
He leapt to his feet, grabbing his keys and wallet. He’d find Keith and demand an explanation. His office door slammed loudly as he charged out into the corridor.
He marched to Keith’s office and hammered on the door. Keith’s neighbour, a European government expert, poked her head into the corridor.
‘He’s not in,’ she said. Then she peered at Harry. ‘Are you OK? You look a bit flustered.’
‘Do you know where he is?’
The woman looked surprised at Harry’s tone. ‘I saw him leaving about twenty minutes ago, muttering something about the library. He seemed a bit flustered as well.’
Harry nodded his thanks and marched away down the corridor. Keith was not going to get away with this.






  
  Chapter ten


Dan was at his desk in the office, rubbing his eyes with his knuckles. The screen of his computer was beginning to blur in front of him. He typed the last line of his story and pressed send. He shouted to the deputy news editor to say it was there and was met with a grumpy ‘finally’. Clearly she was as keen to get home as he was. 
He peered out of the window at the darkening sky and then checked his watch. Just enough time to get home and have some dinner before the football started. As he got to his feet, his desk phone began to ring. He knew it was risky to answer the newsroom phone at this time of night as it might mean more work but he answered it anyway, praying for a call for advertising or circulation so he could palm it off on someone else. But what he heard had him grabbing a notebook and pen. He finished scribbling, slammed down the phone a little harder than he intended to and began pulling on his jacket. As he passed the news desk, he said, ‘I’m off to the university. They found a body in the library.’
The deputy news editor frowned at him. ‘If this is one of your jokes, Dan—’
‘I’m not joking,’ Dan said, pointing back towards his phone. ‘That’s what the call was about.’ 
The deputy news editor yawned widely. ‘OK, send over anything you can get tonight on this body and someone will pick it up in the morning.’ 
As Dan pushed open the doors from the newsroom any tiredness had gone and his stomach was flickering again.
When he arrived at the university, Dan parked as close to the library as possible, which wasn’t in the end very close. The library’s own car park was blocked by police cars and an ambulance, their lights flashing. A police officer directed him to wait at the front of the library with all other interested bystanders.
‘What’s happened?’ Dan asked one of the people standing in the crowd.
‘Someone’s died,’ the woman replied. ‘We haven’t been told anything else.’ She sounded disappointed. Dan looked up towards the top of the front steps of the library and saw Harry Evans talking to a police officer in uniform. Dan stared.
‘What’s Harry Evans doing there?’ he asked the man standing on his other side.
‘He found the body,’ was the reply.
Dan turned to ask another question but instead stared at the man. He looked very familiar. Then Dan remembered.
‘It’s Olly, isn’t it? Olly Murton.’
The man looked at him. ‘Yes. Why?’
‘You studied here at the same time I did, about ten years ago?’ Dan asked. ‘You did politics too, didn’t you?’
Olly nodded, looking puzzled. Then recognition stole over his face. ‘You’re Dan Sullivan. What are you doing now?’
‘I work for the Allensbury Post.’ Dan looked back towards the library frontage. ‘Harry found the body? Any idea who it is?’
Olly paused and then shook his head. ‘I was here to pick up some books when we were told to leave because there was an emergency.’ He shook his head. ‘I only heard what had happened after I got outside.’
‘I see. How well do you know Harry?’
‘He’s my supervisor for my dissertation. Did he teach you as well?’
‘Yeah, I did a couple of his courses,’ Dan said. ‘He helped me a lot. Good bloke.’
Olly grunted. Dan raised an eyebrow. ‘You don’t agree?’
‘He’s usually alright but recently he’s been different, really aggressive, y’know?’ Olly said.
Dan was surprised as he looked towards the man standing meekly talking to the police officer who was scribbling in a notebook. He’d never found Harry to be aggressive. Challenging, yes, but not aggressive. As he watched, Burton approached Harry. She spoke briefly to him, shook hands and then went back into the library. Dan watched as Harry was led away to a police car and helped into the back.
‘Are they arresting him?’ Olly asked, following Dan’s line of sight.
‘I don’t know, but I’m going to find out.’
Dan gave Olly a quick wave and began to thread his way through the crowd. When he reached the police cordon, an officer moved to push him back but Dan waved at Shepherd, who stood in the library doorway. Shepherd walked over to him.
‘Another tip-off?’ he asked, raising an eyebrow.
Dan grinned. ‘Always,’ he said. ‘Anything to tell me?’
Shepherd frowned. ‘This is strictly off the record at the moment because we’ve not told the family yet but we believe the victim is Professor Keith Williams.’






  
  Chapter eleven


Dan stared at him. ‘Professor Keith Williams?’ he asked. ‘He’s the victim?’ 
Shepherd raised an eyebrow. ‘You know him?’ he asked.
‘Yes, I did a course of his when I studied here.’
‘What was he like?’ Shepherd asked.
Dan wrinkled his nose. ‘Let’s just say he wasn’t popular. He was really arrogant and rather unpleasant. What happened to him?’ Dan’s pen was poised.
Shepherd put a finger on the notebook page before Dan could put his pen to it. ‘The ID is strictly unofficial because the family hasn’t been informed. All you can say is that a police spokesperson said that a man was found dead in the university library at about quarter to six this evening crushed beneath a bookcase,’ Shepherd said. ‘You can also say that police are in the process of contacting the next of kin but there’s nothing else we can say at the moment.’
‘Are you treating it as suspicious?’ Dan asked.
‘It’s always suspicious until we prove otherwise,’ Shepherd replied. 
Dan’s stomach was flickering. Two potentially suspicious deaths in almost as many days.
‘Why are you talking to Harry Evans?’ Dan asked when he’d finished scribbling down what he could of Shepherd’s words.
‘Did he teach you as well?’ Shepherd asked, head tilted to one side.
Dan nodded. ‘He taught a few of my courses.’
‘What do you know about him?’ Shepherd asked.
‘He’s a good bloke. Actually I only saw him again





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
SECRETS AND LIES MAKE A FATAL FORMULA

“Intriguing and pacy
... another page turner.”

ALLENSBURY MYSTERIES BOOK 2







