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The new Jaguar S-Type sat at the curb, a sleek and shining tribute to the blending of art and machine. 

“Do you like it?” asked Phillip Bethancourt excitedly, pushing his glasses back up on his nose.

Detective Inspector Jack Gibbons felt a wave of envy wash over him as his eye took in the rounded nose with the silver Jaguar leaping from the incline. 

“It’s beautiful,” he said. “I didn’t know you were getting a new car.” 

“It was about time,” said Bethancourt, standing back to admire his new acquisition. “The XJ was five years old.” He cocked his head. “What do you think of the colour? I decided on a change from the old grey.” 

Gibbons considered the gleaming silver-green body. “I like it very much.” 

Bethancourt peered at the interior. “It’s supposed to have an ivory interior,” he said, “but what with Cerberus and all, I decided I’d better have taupe. I still think it looks all right.” 

Gibbons glanced at the large Borzoi hound, who was sniffing with interest at the boot. “Much more practical,” he agreed. “The back seat would soon be taupe anyway if you’d got the lighter colour.” 

“True.” Bethancourt jingled the keys in his hand and grinned. “Let’s see how she goes, shall we?” he asked. “I got the V-8 engine, of course, and the sports package.” 

Gibbons agreed enthusiastically and moved round to the passenger door. Bethancourt opened the rear door and called to his dog. But Cerberus ignored him and continued his inspection of the boot area. 

Bethancourt raised an eyebrow. “Into the car, Cerberus,” he said more firmly. 

This time the dog looked back at his master, but he still made no move toward the open door. Instead he sat down, his entire stance that of a dog who does not intend to be moved. 

Gibbons paused, caught by this uncharacteristic disobedience. “Maybe he doesn’t like the new car smell,” he suggested. 

Bethancourt was frowning down at his pet. “That doesn’t make any sense,” he said. “Cerberus, come.” 

The Borzoi whined and looked back at the boot but did not move. 

“Have you got a box of dog biscuits in there?” asked Gibbons. 

“There’s nothing in the boot,” answered Bethancourt. “I haven’t even opened it yet. But there’s something wrong.” 

He moved toward the rear of the car, and immediately Cerberus rose, his feathered tail waving encouragement. Gibbons joined his friend as he opened the lock and let the lid of the boot spring open. 

“Bloody hell!” gasped Bethancourt, jumping back. 

Gibbons had jumped as well, but almost at once he leaned forward again to look down at the young woman curled into a fetal position in the boot. Her long dark hair hid her face, but the skin of her arm was the bluish-white of a corpse. Gibbons caught hold of the wrist, but it was cool against his fingers and there was no pulse. Moreover, the arm did not move at his touch; rigor mortis had set in. 

Bethancourt, who was still standing some feet back, asked anxiously, “Is she dead?” 

“Very.” Gibbons continued to inspect the body. She was wearing jeans and a white silk shirt, both marked with long streaks of dirt. He slid his hands along the back pockets of the jeans, but they were empty. The front pockets were inaccessible, owing to her curled-up position. He peered around the corpse, but the rest of the boot seemed to be empty. He brought out his handkerchief and used it to protect his fingers while he closed the boot. “You say you hadn’t opened the boot,” he said to his friend. “Had you been in the rest of the car? Opened the bonnet or got into the driver’s seat?” 

Bethancourt, looking rather pale, shook his head. “I was waiting for you,” he replied. 

Gibbons bent to examine the lock. “This doesn’t look tampered with,” he said. He glanced up and down the street. “How long has the car been out here?” 

“Half an hour or so,” answered Bethancourt. He took out a cigarette case and lit a cigarette with trembling fingers. “Robert Creamer brought it round this morning and took the XJ away. I had a look and then went to ring you.” 

Gibbons frowned and ran a hand over his short, reddish-brown hair. “It rather looks as if she was in the boot when the car was delivered, then,” he said. “Where did it come from?” 

“Creamer’s got a dealership in Kensington,” said Bethancourt. ‘He knows me—I always had the XJ serviced there.” 

Gibbons nodded and fished his mobile phone out of his pocket. “I’ll call it in,” he said. 

Bethancourt lunged and grabbed his arm as he raised the phone to his ear. “Wait! Don’t!” 

Gibbons turned to his friend, surprised. “Don’t? Why not?” 

Bethancourt dropped his hand from his friend’s arm and looked rather shamefaced. “It’s just—” he began, and then broke off. 

“What?” demanded Gibbons. 

“Because they’ll cover it with fingerprint powder,” burst out Bethancourt. 

“Well—yes,” admitted Gibbons. “There’s a body in it, after all.” 

“They could impound it,” wailed Bethancourt. “And I haven’t even had a chance to drive it yet! Not even once round the block.” 

“Well, you can’t drive it now,” said Gibbons practically. He took pity on his friend. “I’ll have them clean it up nicely when they’re done,” he said. 

“It’s not the same,” muttered Bethancourt, turning away. 

“I can’t help that,” said Gibbons, dialing. 

While he spoke, Bethancourt huddled back against the wall of his building and stared at the S-Type mournfully. 

“They’re sending the SOCO’s— the scene of crime officers—over now,” said Gibbons, ringing off. “I’m rather afraid we will want to impound it because it looks as if she might have been run over. I can’t be sure, of course.”   

“You mean it’s a murderer?”

“It?” asked Gibbons.

“The car! My beautiful new car. You mean it’s killed someone?” 

“Well, it’s only one possibility,” said Gibbons soothingly. “Look here, would you rather wait inside? I’ve got to stay here, but there’s no reason you should.” 

"No, I’ll wait with you.” Bethancourt lit another cigarette, and a grim look came into his hazel eyes. I'm going to have words with Creamer,” he said. “I’d like to know what he means by giving me a car with a body in the boot. If he’s taken to driving about London running people over, the least he can do is keep it to himself And,” he added, “use his own car, not one I’ve just paid him fifty thousand pounds for.” 

“We’ll be speaking with Creamer shortly,” said Gibbons reassuringly. “His place will be my first call once we’re done here.” 
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Mr. Creamer was considerably surprised to see Bethancourt, the more so as he came without the S-Type. He hurried over as they entered the showroom. 

“Mr. Bethancourt!” he exclaimed. “I hope there’s nothing wrong with the car?” 

“It could hardly be worse,” said Bethancourt severely. 

“But it was running beautifully when I drove it over this morning!” 

“It may be running beautifully now,” said Bethancourt morosely. “God knows I haven’t had a chance to judge.” 

Creamer could make nothing of this, and looked inquiringly at Gibbons. 

“I’m Detective Inspector Gibbons,” said Gibbons, and Creamer started. “Have you an office we might talk in?” 

“Yes, certainly,” said Creamer in a very uncertain tone. “This way, please. You know, of course, Mr. Bethancourt,” he added in an injured voice, “if there’s anything the matter with the car, I would naturally order another for you.” 

“It’s not that kind of problem,” said Gibbons as Creamer ushered them into his office. “We found a body in the boot.” 

Creamer looked uncomprehending. “A body?” he repeated. “What sort of body?” 

“A dead one,” answered Bethancourt. 

Creamer was horrified. He turned to Gibbons for confirmation. 

“It was the body of a young woman,” said the detective. “We have not yet identified her. She had straight dark hair, a little longer than shoulder length, and was very trim. About eight stone, five feet five or six. Does that sound like anyone you know, Mr. Creamer?” 

Creamer had sunk into a chair and was shaking his head. “No,” he muttered. “At least... well, that’s not unlike Laurie Pells, but it can’t be her. She’s here now and quite alive.” 

“Did you check the boot this morning before you drove it over?” 

“No, no. Why should I?” Creamer straightened, regaining his grasp of the essentials, and turned to Bethancourt. “I will order a new car for you immediately, Mr. Bethancourt,” he said with dignity. “I quite see that you would not wish to keep one that has been used as a—as a coffin.” 

“The important point,” said Gibbons rather impatiently, “is how the body got into the car in the first place. Would anybody have looked in the boot since it arrived here?” 

“Well, presumably the boy who cleans the cars would have checked it—at any rate, he’s supposed to. I can’t think why anyone else would.” 

They were interrupted by a knock on the door. A young woman, her eyes alight with curiosity, put her head in and said, “Excuse me, Mr. Creamer, but there’s a policeman out here to see you.” 

“Another one?’ Creamer turned to Gibbons, who shrugged. 

“Not one of mine,” he said. “Better have him in.” 

The man who entered was a plainclothes detective of about forty who introduced himself as Detective Inspector Parkinson from the Earl’s Court Road station. He was considerably surprised to find Scotland Yard already in charge of his witness. 

“I didn’t realise the Yard was involved, sir,” he said to Gibbons. “Perhaps I should just make a report to you.” 

“Let’s make sure we’re here about the same thing first,” said Gibbons. “As it happens, I’m simply johnny-on-the-spot. My friend here found a body in the boot of his new Jaguar, which was delivered this morning.” 

Parkinson pulled out his notebook. “Was it a custom-made green S-Type?” he asked. 

“Alpine,” muttered Creamer, “not green.” 

“That’s right,” said Gibbons. “The body was that
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