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When Detective Adeline Ford had first seen the body of the young woman she had been summoned to investigate, to say she was shocked had been a serious understatement. The entire hotel dressing room where all the models for some so-called up-and-coming fashion show was exactly what it was meant to be.

Adeline was so, so glad she had given up fashion shows when she was young because she hated the clinically white walls of the dressing room that reflected the bright white lights so perfectly that it highlighted every single flaw of a model’s skin, face and dress. There were mirrors everywhere and even now as she stood on the awfully soft white carpet, she still felt so damn self-conscious.

She had almost developed an eating disorder back in her model days and it was next to impossible to avoid the mirrors regardless of how fat or skinny you were. Adeline had always considered herself a fit woman and her boyfriend loved her, but just looking at the mirrors reminded her how she could trim a thin layer of fat here and there and be the so-called perfect model.

Adeline shook the silly ideas away because that was just stupid model thinking and all models thought in dangerous ways that weren’t healthy at all. She had loved her therapist for helping her have a healthy relationship with food again after her modelling career, and she only hoped that all these other models here were that lucky.

Sadly Adeline knew a good chunk of these wouldn’t be and that was why she hated the fashion and modelling industry. Damn them all.

The dead woman on the ground was fairly fresh according to Ben Ford, her father and medical examiner for Kent, England. He had already completed his checks and he just wanted her okay to remove the body. Yet Adeline wanted a private look around first of all.

The dressing room smelt of lemon, chocolates and sweet caramel leaving a great taste of valentine’s day on Adeline’s tongue. It was a wonderful taste but in the modelling world it wasn’t exactly danger-free.

Adeline hated her own stalkers from her modelling days and she really hoped that the young woman didn’t have any.

The woman was clearly stabbed in the chest and even though the blood spray looked like it was meant to cover her face. Someone had wiped away the blood so the woman’s young, beautiful face wasn’t harmed by the murder.

And it was strange how the young woman was wearing a freshly made long white dress with brand-new holo-implants that made her look like she had wings, a halo and white feathers covering her skin whenever they were activated.

At least that was what the promotion material had said in the hotel lobby.

It was beyond monstrous that someone would kill such a beautiful and innocent young woman. Adeline had to find out who the hell would do this but she knew all too well that modelling was a deadly game.

The young woman was called Penelope Ace and there didn’t seem to be a reason to kill her at all. She was brand-new to the circuit so she wasn’t a threat to any of the other models. According to her “friends” (no one had friends in the modelling world) she couldn’t model so she would be sacked in two months, and she refused to do pills, had sex with the bosses and do extreme exercise.

Adeline really did love the sound of Penelope. It was exactly people like her that they needed in the modelling industry. It was just annoying she would have been sacked in two months (but that was being generous). 

Adeline partly wished she was like Penelope at her age.

“Can I remove the body sweetheart?” Ben asked behind her.

Adeline nodded and watched as the techs walked in wearing their strange white canvas suits that were going to be replaced in the next day or two with a new electronic shield thing that still stopped the techs from contaminating the crime scene but didn’t require them to wear the strange white suits anymore.

Adeline had no idea how she felt about that modern change, let alone her father.

“Dad,” Adeline said, “when can I expect the autopsy please?”

Ben smiled a little. “It will be done when it’s done Detective, but I can give you a preliminary analysis in five hours if you want,”

Adeline nodded her thanks and just looked at the mirrors of the dressing room as she couldn’t help but feel like she was entering something far darker than she had wanted to admit.
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The first thing that stuck Adeline as flat out weird about the dressing room and the day was that there were only three people in the entire modelling area of the hotel. There was Penelope of course, the fashion show’s director called Molly and a rather hot young man called Arthur.

Adeline had wanted to interview them separately but apparently according to her boss that couldn’t happen, because the hotel owner had already called the Police Commissioner who had called Adeline’s boss. The top-brass wanted the case solved yesterday.

As much as Adeline hated the endless power plays in the modelling world and how that interacted with the police (something that never should have happened), she had caved and gathered the two remaining suspects in a stunning conference room.

The glass domed walls of the conference room were so much better than the horrible mirrors of the dressing room. The room smelt normal of sweat, orange-scented cleaning chemicals and a subtle undertone of honey for some reason. Adeline really did appreciate the normal aroma after the strange loved-up smells of the dressing room.

There was a large conference table in the middle made from wood that Adeline wasn’t a big fan of it, but it would do the trick perfectly.

“What’s the meaning of this?” Arthur asked.

Adeline just looked at the hot young man who was sitting perfectly straight on a small chair that made him seem taller than he actually was. 

As a fashion worker or maybe designer (Adeline hardly cared enough to check her notes) she expected him to wear top-designer clothes or something so weird it would scream fashion designer. But he looked normal in a white t-shirt and jeans.

It was shocking to see someone normal in the modelling world to say the least.

“This is a murder investigation,” Adeline said, “and I want to ask you two some questions. I’ve checked security cameras and you know you two were the only people in the area today. One of you two is the killer,”

Both Molly and Arthur looked at each other in horror right on cue.

Adeline had to admit Molly with her massive floppy holographic hat, immense eyelashes and ugly dress, fit what Adeline imagined of the fashion industry a lot more.

Adeline remembered Molly from her own modelling days and Molly had been a good model so the magazines had said, but clearly all the plastic surgeries, drugs and dieting had taken their toll on her. Molly never would have been looked at as a model these days.

She might have looked a normal healthy weight by today’s standards but as a model she was easily four stone too heavy.

“I remember you,” Molly said frowning. “I read a gossip piece about you twenty years ago about you exposing your promoter for pumping pills to you all,”

Adeline didn’t actually think anyone had read that article.

“You ruined a lot of good lives you did,” Molly said. “I was meant to appear in one of Benson’s shows two months later. I could have still been a model today if you hadn’t had grown a spine,”

Adeline smiled. She hadn’t remembered her old promoter’s name for the past twenty years and she really didn’t have the heart to tell Molly there was no chance she would have been a model today.

“Why did one of your kill Penelope?” Adeline asked.

There was no forensic evidence and until the autopsy came back she didn’t have much to go on.

“We didn’t,” they both said a little too quickly for her liking.

Adeline stared at Molly. “Penelope was well-known for being against pills, extreme dieting and exercise. I know you are a strong supporter of that lifestyle. What if I told you Penelope was writing an article to expose you?”

It was a lie but Adeline wanted to watch her reaction.

“Then the joke would be on her detective,” Molly said. “I may be a pill-pusher and I may heavily support my models going to the gym for two hours a day no matter what, but I was paying Penelope a thousand pound sterling a week so she was quiet,”

Adeline nodded.

Arthur leant forward. “Exactly and she told me she was donating it every week to eating disorder charities,” 

Adeline was amazed at this young woman, she really was incredible. If Adeline had had an extra £1,000 a week at her age she certainly wouldn’t be donating it to charity. 

“Stupid woman. There’s no such thing as eating disorders. There’s only thinness,” Molly said.

Adeline was so going to get a search warrant later on to search Molly’s hotel room and home for drugs. Molly was a danger to the life of her models.

Then Adeline looked at Arthur. “Why would she tell you what she was donating her money to? It makes no sense unless you were closer than you learnt my patrol cops to believe,” 

Arthur looked at the ground. “I didn’t kill her okay,”

Adeline went over to him. “You’re going to have to do better than that,”

Then Adeline moved herself so she could also see Molly’s reaction to whatever Arthur was about to reveal.

“Six months ago we were doing a show in New York to launch our new holo-range of clothing. Penelope was attacked by a group of men and they wanted to have fun with her so I saved her. We talked, had fun and we had sex that night,”

Adeline nodded. She could see where this was going.

“You’re fired,” Molly said. “You cannot be sleeping with my models you little creep,” 

Adeline shot her
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