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CHAPTER 1

Week One
Friday 25th July to Thursday 31st July

In the lift, aware of the security camera overhead, the pretender kept his head down and his eyes on the envelope he held in his right hand. In his left hand was a laptop case, but there was no computer inside. What it did contain would come as a surprise to the man he was about to call on. The lift finally arrived at the top floor and the doors slid silently open to allow him to step into a marble-panelled vestibule with ornately gilded mirrors on the walls to his left and right. He didn’t bother looking at his reflection; he knew what he looked like and so, too, would the police by this time tomorrow. Much good that would do them.

Opposite the lift was a single door. Privileged entrance to the only apartment on the penthouse floor. He briefly wondered what it must feel like to be rich, but shrugged off the thought. He wasn’t interested in money. All he wanted was to achieve his goal. And today he’d take the first step.

He walked across vestibule and pressed the buzzer.

The door opened and the woman whose movements he’d been watching and timing for the past month stood on the threshold.

“Professor Edwards is expecting me,” he said, handing over a visiting card.

The woman glanced at it and then gave it back. “Yes, Mr Buchanan. The professor is waiting for you in his study. I’ll show you the way.”

He slipped the card into his jacket pocket, inwardly smiling at how easy it was to fool someone with no more than a rectangle of cardboard he’d had made up in a quick print store. Concentrate, he told himself, this is no time to lose focus. He followed her along the hallway. Tastefully decorated, he thought, looking around at the bronze sculptures, watercolours and oil paintings adorning the walls. But then Professor Edwards was a very wealthy man, so he shouldn’t have expected anything less. They passed closed doors on the left and right, but no windows. He wondered where the light was coming from and looked up. A massive skylight filled most of the space above his head. He wondered if you’d ever get tired of looking up and seeing the blue sky above instead of having your view limited by a ceiling, like most of the world. Was Professor Edwards immune to the view from his wonderful home? It didn’t matter, one way or the other. The professor didn’t have much time left to enjoy being rich enough to afford a penthouse apartment in the most prestigious apartment complex in Bradchester.

They reached a door at the far end of the hall and the woman knocked before opening it and going in.

“Mr Seth Buchanan from the New York Times is here to see you, Professor.”

“Show him in, Mary, and then bring us some coffee before you go home. I won’t need you until tomorrow.”

“Yes, Professor,” she said.

“Come in. Don’t stand in the doorway. You’ll have to excuse me not getting up to greet you. Gout keeps me trapped in this chair most of the day. Take a seat.”

The pretender forced himself to walk across and shake the hand the professor held out to him, before sinking down in the comfortable armchair his host had pointed out.

“You remind me of someone, but I can’t think who.” Anger surged through the pretender. He swallowed.

“I think I have one of those generic faces.”

“Must be, because we haven’t met before, have we? This is a turn up for the books. Fancy the New York Times realising my importance to the field of psychiatry and deciding to feature me in their series on great men. I won’t say I’m not flattered, because I am. It’s a pity our own press haven’t seen fit to recognise me in the same way.”

And so you should be flattered, you arrogant prick. Anger surged through the pretender, but that was good. He’d need the rage to carry him through to the end.

“Have you been following the series?”

Professor Edwards laughed. “To be honest with you, it’s not a paper I generally get, but when I received your call, I sent Mary out to get me a copy with the latest interview in it. You’re going to put me in some very illustrious company.”

The professor was interrupted by the arrival of his housekeeper with the coffee tray.

“Put it down there, Mary, and then you get off home. See you tomorrow and don’t be late. I like my breakfast on time, not half an hour after it should have arrived.”

The woman looked as if she wanted to say something, but bit her lip before speaking.

“I’ll be away in a few minutes. Can you see yourself out, Mr Buchanan?”

He smiled. Exactly as planned. “Of course,” he said. “I would imagine I’ll be here for about an hour or so.”

The door closed behind the housekeeper and the professor pointed at the tray. “How do you like your coffee? I see Mary has put out some cream. Don’t take the stuff, myself, but I know you Yanks like it. Not that you sound American. Not at all.”

Shaking his head at the offer of cream, the pretender stood up. “I’m not American,” he said. “I’m British through and through, but with the ease of internet communications, you don’t have to live in a country to work for a publication based there. I travel all over the world conducting interviews. Do you mind if I look at your books. I find I get a sense of the man from the books he keeps closest to him.”

He crossed the room to stand next to the bookshelves lining one complete wall of the study.

“Interesting collection you have here. Are they all first editions?”

“Not all,” the Professor answered, looking uncomfortable as he twisted around in his seat and peered over the back of the chair. “But many of them are. As you can see, I have a passion for history.”

“What is your favourite period?”

“The Tudors, without a doubt. From a psychiatric perspective they make a fascinating study.”

Keeping his eyes on the titles on display, the pretender edged his way along the bookshelves, moving out of the old man’s line of sight. He stopped when he was sure the professor could no longer see him and waited. Then he heard the noise he’d been listening out for -the front door closing behind the housekeeper.

The professor was droning on about the connection between megalomania and syphilis. The pretender gave the occasional word of encouragement to keep the man speaking, although he probably didn’t need to, as the professor clearly loved the sound of his own voice.

He reached into the inside pocket of his jacket and pulled out a face mask and a plastic bag. Placing the mask over his mouth and nose, he opened the bag and took out a piece of material. From another pocket he took a small plastic screw top bottle. Working quickly, he undid the top and soaked the material with the liquid. Replacing the cap, he dropped the bottle into the plastic bag and slipped it back into his pocket.

He strode back to the professor’s chair. The old man had briefly stopped talking and was in the act of drinking his coffee. He waited until the professor replaced his cup in the saucer and then put his arm around the chair and held the cloth firmly over the professor’s nose and mouth. The old man kicked out and clawed, trying to drag the cloth from his face, but he gradually stopped struggling. The pretender held the cloth in place for a few seconds longer and only removed it when he was sure the professor was completely immobilised.

Fishing the plastic bag out from his pocket, he put the cloth into it. He removed the mask and walked over to his seat. As he sat down, he was annoyed to feel his body trembling. This was going exactly as planned. Now wasn’t the time to get squeamish. He reached down for the laptop case and laid it across his lap. Unzipping it, he fished in his pocket for the plastic bag and mask and threw both inside. Taking a deep breath and telling himself he had right on his side, he took a syringe and a vial of liquid from inside the case.

He filled the syringe and made sure there was no air at the top. That made him smile. Considering what he was about to do, worrying about putting air into the professor’s body seemed a bit redundant.

Okay, it was time. Standing up, he walked across to the old man, immobile in his drugged sleep. His hands shook. Get a grip, he told himself. You’ve waited bloody years for this; don’t stuff it up now. 

He managed to get his tremors under control by deep breathing and repeating the mantra he’d been living by for the last year. Time for justice!

Stabbing the syringe into the old man’s leg, he depressed the plunger, shooting the deadly liquid into the professor’s blood stream.

Not as steady on his feet as he would have liked, the pretender staggered backwards and sat down again, waiting for the insulin to take effect.

As the old man’s body went into shock, trembling and twitching like a leaf in a gale, he wished he’d been able to leave the professor conscious, so that he was aware of his suffering. Maybe for the next one, that’s what he’d do.

“Sorry to disappoint you,” he said, “but the New York Times doesn’t even know you exist and my name isn’t Buchannan. You ruined my life. You destroyed me and felt nothing as you did it.”

The professor’s body jerked and shuddered, his feet kicking over the small table and sending the coffee cups and pot flying. Finally, he lay still as a pool of urine darkened the material of his trousers.

You didn’t even recognise me properly, you bastard,the pretender thought, tears streaming down his cheeks. If I’d used my real name you probably still wouldn’t have realised who I was. 

The pretender took once last look around the room. There was only one thing he had still to do before he left. He placed the envelope in the middle of the floor, propped against the fallen coffee pot. He knew he’d left fingerprints behind which would enable the police to catch him one day, but not before he was ready for them to take him in.



CHAPTER 2

Paolo added his rucksack to the pile of suitcases already stacked by the front door. He turned to Lydia, who was leaning against the stairs, and grinned at her.

She shrugged in response. “We can’t say we didn’t give it a fair trial this time,” she said, smiling.

Paolo could hear the relief in her voice matching the way he felt. “Six months, almost to the day,” he said. “Well done, us, for lasting that long. But at least we’re friends now. The first time I left you swore you never wanted to see me again.”

Lydia laughed. “What makes you think this time is different?”

“Because I’m a great bloke you once loved and now really, really, really like, even if you don’t want to be married to me,” he said.

He stepped up to her and opened his arms. She didn’t hesitate, moving into his embrace.

“You’re right. I much prefer you as a friend to a husband,” she murmured against his neck.

Paolo hugged her. “You know, I swear there’s a compliment in there somewhere,” he said. He let her go and turned to Katy coming down from her bedroom to join them.

Even after living back at home for six months, he still couldn’t believe how well Katy had recovered from last year’s trauma. To look at her, it was impossible to credit the nightmare she’d been through. As a family, they owed everything to Jessica Carter, Katy’s psychiatrist.

“You off now, Dad? Want a hand with the cases?”

“No, you stay inside. It’s chucking it down out there and there’s no point in both of us getting wet. I should have left yesterday; it was blue sky and sunshine all day.”

“Ah, but yesterday you were working at chasing bad guys,” Lydia said. “That’s a sunshine job. Leaving home is definitely something that should be done in the pouring rain.”

“You reckon?” Paolo asked. “I think I’d rather chase the bad guys in the rain than shift this lot outside in a monsoon.”

He opened the door, grabbed a couple of cases and made a dash for the car, only realising when he got there that he didn’t have a hand free to press the remote unlocking device. Why didn’t Britain have normal summers, like other countries? he wondered, shuddering as rain ran in rivers down the back of his neck.

By the time he had all his bags packed in the boot, he was soaked through to the skin. He just hoped his new landlord had switched on the water heater as he’d asked. A hot shower and he’d be ready to put his feet up and relax for the rest of the day. Katy was coming over the next day to wield a paintbrush with him, but he intended to do nothing other than loaf around today.

He splashed back to the house and couldn’t help returning the grins of his ex-wife and daughter as he stood on the doorstep, water cascading from his face and hair. “You look like you need a snorkel,” Lydia said.

“Thank you, your sympathy is much appreciated.”

“I offered to help,” Katy said. “You decided you wanted to be all he-man macho.”

Paolo grinned and took a step towards her. “A hug for your dad?”

She laughed and jumped back. “No way. What time shall I come over tomorrow?”

“At about ten? I’ll treat you to lunch. Restaurant of your choice as long as it doesn’t have a Mc in its name.” He waved goodbye and squelched back to his car, slipping behind the wheel. Dripping water everywhere, he wondered if the seat would ever dry out. Oh well, that was a problem for another day. He started the engine and headed off to his new home.

Two hours later he’d showered, unpacked his clothes, switched on the television and stretched out on the couch. It was strange to be on his own again, but this time it felt right. He and Lydia were at peace with one another, Katy was okay with him moving out and he felt ready to move on.

Ah, bliss, the rest of the day to himself, he thought, just as his mobile rang. The tune told him it was Dave Johnson and he was almost tempted to ignore it. But he couldn’t. Dave would only call on a Saturday if it was serious.

He picked up the phone and slid the bar to answer.

“Paolo here,” he said. “What’s up?”

“Looks like we’ve got a murder on our hands, sir. It’s a Professor Edwards’s, apparently an eminent psychiatrist. His housekeeper called emergency services, but it seems the professor was dead long before she dialled 999.”

“What makes you think it’s murder?”

“The killer left a piece of paper in an envelope on the coffee table. The computer printed message says: ‘one down -five to go.’”

“Shit! I don’t like the sound of that. Where are you now?”

“On my way to the professor’s apartment,” Dave said.

“Give me the address. I’ll meet you there as soon as I can.”

By the time Paolo arrived at the professor’s penthouse, the forensic team were already in place.

“Who’s in there?” Paolo asked Dave, slipping on white overshoes so that he could enter.

“Barbara Royston and she’s not in a good mood.”

Paolo took his eyes off the shoes and looked up, almost losing his balance in the process.

“Maybe she was having a nice relaxing weekend like me and resented being called out,” Paolo said.

Dave shrugged. “Could be. I’m just saying, be careful. She bit my head off just for asking a question.”

Paolo grinned. “That’s normal behaviour for Barbara. Come on, let’s go in and see what we can find out.”

He saw the forensic pathologist leaning over a figure sprawled in a deep armchair and headed towards her.

“I hope you’ve covered up,” Barbara said, without even looking round. “I’ve got enough to do without worrying about contamination.”

“Hello, Barbara. Happy Saturday to you, too.”

She glanced back at him and gave a half smile. “Sorry, Paolo, this call came in at a particularly bad time.” She shrugged. “Sometimes I wonder why I do this job.”

“Because you’re good at it,” Paolo said. “What can you tell me?”

She glared at him. “If that half-hearted compliment was meant to soften me up so that I’d answer questions before I’ve had time to make a proper examination, you’ve wasted your breath.”

Paolo took a step back. “Whoa, calm down. I don’t know what’s eating you, but whatever it is, I’m not the cause.”

Barbara shook her head as if trying to rid her mind of an unpleasant image. “No, I know you’re not.” She nodded towards the body. “He’s been injected with something. I won’t know what until I can do a proper tox screening, but there’s a faint smell on his face, which makes me think he was given something to render him unconscious before the injection was administered. There’s very little sign of struggle other than the table being knocked over. I think someone came at him from behind.”

“Thanks, Barbara. When will you do the autopsy?”

“I’m not going to be able to get to it until Wednesday morning. I’ll let you know what time.”

Paolo nodded his thanks. “I need to speak to the housekeeper. I’ll come back and fill you in if she comes up with anything that might help you.”

Barbara smiled and Paolo was horrified to see tears forming in her eyes. He stepped in closer so that nobody would be able to overhear.

“What is it, Barbara? Can I help?”

She shook her head. “No, it’s something I need to work out for myself.”

“Okay, but you know where to find me if you change your mind.”

She nodded and Paolo turned away to leave the study, stopping when Barbara called out to him. He turned back, eyebrows raised in question.

“Thanks,” she said.

“Any time.”

Paolo caught up with Dave, who’d been chatting to one of the forensics team in the hallway.

“Nothing to help us so far, sir,” he said. “There are plenty of prints, though, so we might get lucky when they are tested against the database. Did Dr Royston have anything to say?”

“Not much. You know what she’s like about giving information before she’s had chance to test every aspect of the body. He might have been knocked out before receiving the killer injection. That may or may not be useful. We’ll have to see what else comes up. I’m looking for the housekeeper. Do you know where she is?”

“In the kitchen, sir. She’s with a WPC.”

“Right, let’s go.”

As they approached the kitchen, sounds of giggles drifted along the hallway. Paolo had expected the housekeeper to be distraught, but she seemed to be in the middle of telling a joke when he and Dave walked in.

“... and the man dropped his trousers,” she said, followed by gales of laughter, hers and the WPC’s.

“Thank you, Constable. Detective Sergeant Johnson and I will take over now.”

The WPC stopped laughing mid-chuckle and straightened up.

“Yes, sir. This is Mary Prentice, Professor Edwards’s housekeeper,” she said.

Paolo nodded and waited for her to leave the room before addressing the woman who was still wiping away tears of laughter.

“Please, take a seat, Mary,” he said, pointing to a chair at the head of the kitchen table. He pulled out one of the chairs and sat down. Dave sat opposite and took out his notebook, ready to record the interview.

“You don’t seem very upset at the loss of Professor Edwards.”

Mary stopped laughing. “I’m not particularly sad, to be honest. He wasn’t exactly the most likeable of people. I’m more upset about losing my job than anything else.”

“He wasn’t a good employer?” Paolo asked.

“The pay was good, better than good, but he was an arrogant pig who’d throw something at you as soon as look at you. I’ll be glad to move on.”

“Could you tell me the exact sequence of events, starting from the last time you saw the professor alive to the moment you called in 999?”

For the first time, Mary looked serious. “Am I in trouble?”

“No, why would you think you were?”

“Well, I let the reporter in. I didn’t know he was going to kill the professor though, did I?”

“Reporter?”

“From the New York Times. He’d only phoned to set up the meeting a few hours earlier. The professor was beside himself with pride. Thought he was the bees’ knees, he did.”

Paolo exchanged a glance with Dave. This was getting interesting.

“Okay,” Paolo said, “let’s start at the very beginning. When did the man phone and what did he say?”

“The phone call came in the morning and the man asked to speak to Professor Edwards. I asked him who he was and what it was about. I have to, you see. The professor won’t... wouldn’t speak to just anyone. He felt he was far too important for that. Anyway, the man said. hang on, I have it written down on the pad over there.”

She stood up and walked over to the kitchen phone, picking up a notebook before returning to sit down again. She opened the pad and showed it to Paolo.

“See, here it is. Mr Seth Buchanan from the New York Times.”

“Do you know why he wanted to interview the professor?”

“Do I know? If the professor been able to find a town crier the whole of Bradchester would have known! The paper is running a series on important men of the world, or some such, and they decided Professor Edwards should be included. If they’d been looking for selfish, nasty, bigoted egotists, I’d have put his name forward myself, but that man was only important in his own eyes.”

“You really didn’t like him, did you?”

She shook her head. “No, but then you find me one person who did. The man hardly ever went out, but he still managed to upset nearly all the other residents in this apartment block. If he wasn’t complaining about the neighbours’ pets, it was their children. He didn’t think the doorman did a good enough job, the cleaners weren’t up to his standards, the lift didn’t run as smoothly as he thought it should. You name it, he found fault with it.”

“Would you be able to give me a list of people who bore him a grudge?”

Mary laughed. “I’d need a few notebooks to put down all the names. It’d be quicker to say who didn’t bear him a grudge. That would be anyone who hadn’t met him. He collected grudges like no other man I’ve ever known.” Paolo smiled. “Still, it would help if you could write down all those you can think of who bore particular animosity towards him. Now, to get back to the reporter.

You took the call and passed it along to the professor. Then what?”

“Professor Edwards called me back into his study, told me he was going to be in the New York Times and sent me out to get a copy of the latest edition.”

“And the journalist seemed on the level?”

“I don’t know. The professor didn’t discuss it with me, except to gloat about how all his colleagues would be green with envy.”

Paolo glanced over at Dave scribbling furiously in his notebook. Dave looked up and nodded. He was keeping up.

“Let’s move on to the journalist arriving. Could you describe him for us?”

“Oh, that’s easy. He had on those wire-rimmed glasses, you know like the ones John Lennon made famous? Um, let’s see. Light brown hair, but now I think about it, it could have been a wig. It’s amazing the number of men who worry about being bald.”

“What makes you think that? Did it not fit properly?” Mary put her head on one side. “No, it wasn’t that. It was his eyebrows,” she said after thinking for a while. “His eyebrows were too dark for his hair. Although I suppose some people do have dark eyebrows and light hair. Just look at that politician, the one who reminds me of a panda with his white hair and black eyebrows.”

Paolo hid a smile at the thought of one of the previous government ministers being thought of as a panda. “Anything else? How tall was he?”

“I’m not good with heights,” Mary said, “but he was much taller than me.”

Paolo had mentally assessed Mary’s height at about five feet, so most men would be taller than her. Not much help there. He stood up.

“My height, would you say? Or taller?”

Mary stood next to him. “Yes, about the same as you, give or take an inch.”

Paolo sat down again and waited for Mary to do the same. “Eye colour?”

She shook her head. “Sorry, I didn’t notice.”

“Was there anything else the reporter said that you can remember? It doesn’t matter how trivial it might seem.”

She glanced up at the ceiling, as if seeking inspiration. “Not really,” she said. “Oh, hang on. What about this? The professor asked me if I’d been on the phone all week. When I said no, he didn’t seem to believe me. Apparently, when he asked the reporter why the interview was being set up at such short notice Mr Buchannan told him he’d tried to call several times during the week, but couldn’t get through. He was in the UK for a fortnight to interview several people for the series and our phone had been engaged each time he’d dialled, but I think that’s a lie. We hardly ever get calls here. As I said, the professor wasn’t exactly in demand socially.”

“But the professor accepted what the reporter had said?” Paolo asked.

“Yes, because he believed all the flattery the man gave him over the phone about being so relieved he’d finally been able to get through. Besides, the professor would never miss out on a chance to get his name in the paper.”

“Would you be prepared to come to the station on Monday to describe the journalist in detail? We might be able to put out a sketch from your observations.”

“Oooh, I’ve seen that done on the television. Yes, I’d be happy to give it ago.”

Paolo stood up and handed Mary his card. “Give me a call Monday morning and I’ll let you know what time to come over. It will probably be in the afternoon. In the meantime, if you remember anything else, anything at all, feel free to call me.”

“I will, but I don’t suppose I’ll have reason to call. I’ve told you everything I know.”

Paolo waited until Dave had finished his final note taking and the two of them headed back into the hall.

“Blimey, she really didn’t like her boss,” Dave whispered as they reached the front door. “Just goes to show. Maybe you’re not so bad after all.”

Paolo returned the grin that accompanied Dave’s comment. “Any more from you and your career prospects are going to go into a deep decline. Come on, let’s get to the station. It’s at times like these I wish George was still with us. No one could beat that man at digging up facts.” Dave shrugged. “Sorry, sir, I know he was useful, but I don’t miss him about the place. I can never forgive the fact that he took money and sold us out to the press.” Rummaging for his phone, Paolo ran through a mental list of people he could call in on a Saturday to run some background checks. There were a few uniformed officers who showed promise and were looking to move over into CID. When he got to the station he’d see who was up for some overtime. In the meantime, he wanted his best people on duty and that meant getting Cathy Connors to come in.

“I’m going to get CC to meet us at the station, Dave,” he said. “If the professor is the first of six, we need to work fast to find out who might be next on the killer’s list.”



CHAPTER 3

Paolo replaced the receiver on his phone. He hadn’t been surprised to learn that the real Seth Buchanan had never left New York and that Professor Edwards wouldn’t have been considered for the series he was writing in any event. The professor hadn’t done anything outstanding and the series was based on men of merit. He stood up and wandered to his office door. Leaning back against the frame, he looked out over a largely deserted office. Apart from three uniformed officers, there was only Dave and CC at work. Dave was hunched over at his desk, phone in hand. From the way he was furiously scribbling, it seemed he was getting plenty of information. CC had been similarly engaged, but she replaced her receiver and looked up at Paolo.

“It’s weird, sir. All the people he mentored, right up to the point he retired, were male with one exception. You’d expect there to be a more even split considering psychiatry is one of the professions where there are a large number of female practitioners. Anyway, you’ll never guess which name has just come up as his only female specialist registrar while he was the consultant at

Bradchester General,” she said. “Our friend from the child prostitution case, Jessica Carter! She trained under Professor Edwards, but they had a falling out some years back. Mind you, from what I’ve been hearing, so did just about everyone he came into contact with.”

Dave put his phone down. “I’ve been getting the same message. If we’re going to interview everyone who had it in for this guy, we’ll need to draft in half the forces in the country. Disliked doesn’t even come close. The man was loathed wholesale.”

Paolo sighed. The housekeeper hadn’t been overreacting.

“Okay, sadly, we don’t have enough manpower to call on everyone straight off. We need to concentrate on the most likely candidates at this stage. What’ve you got, Dave?”

“I’ve got plenty of neighbours he upset, but it’s not likely to be one of them because surely a neighbour would have been recognised by Mary Prentice, if not the professor himself. Other than that, everywhere he practised, all the institutions and hospitals, seem to be full of former colleagues who would struggle to find a good word to say about him. But then again, if it was someone the professor knew from the past, surely he’d have recognised the man as an imposter.”

Paolo shook his head. “Not if the man was heavily disguised.”

He looked over at CC.

“Same here, sir. So many people disliked him; it’s going to be hard to narrow it down.”

“Do your best,” Paolo said. “Have you got a list of those Jessica Carter might know? Pass it here and I’ll give her a ring to see if she can come up with anyone with a greater than usual reason to hate him.”

Paolo went back into his office and shut the door. He tried to tell himself he was only interested in calling her to find out about her connection to the professor, but he knew he was lying. Before Lydia had asked him to move back into the family home, Paolo had been close to asking Jessica out. He knew she liked him as much as he liked her. It could have grown into something, but he’d chosen to give his marriage another try. He hadn’t spoken to Jessica for six months.

Should he mention he was now free again or just keep things on a professional footing? Jessica most probably had someone in her life by now. Of course she would. A lovely woman like that wasn’t going to be single for long.

He’d say hello, but keep the conversation to questions about the professor. If she was still interested in him, she’d let him know. It would better that way. He didn’t want to put her in an awkward position.

He glanced down as he dialled her number and was amused and exasperated to see his hands trembling. Like a teenager, he thought. Let’s hope I don’t end up tongue-tied like one when she answers.

The ringing stopped abruptly as she answered. “Paolo? It is you, isn’t it?”

“Yes, how did you know?”

Jessica laughed. “The magic of modern technology. I’ve never taken your details out of my contact list, so your name came on the display.”

There was a brief moment of silence as Paolo thought about the fact that she hadn’t erased his name, but he tried not to read too much into it. After all, he had names in his phone that were no longer needed. It might not mean anything.

“How are you?” she asked. “And Katy, how is she doing?”

“Fine, thank you. We’re both fine. Um, this isn’t a social call exactly.”

“Oh.”

Paolo heard ice forming on the single syllable.

“That is, it’s not just a social call. I... you know I... how are you?”

He heard her laugh and wondered if he sounded as stupid as he felt.

“Before you get any more tongue-tied, what can I do for you, Paolo?”

Relieved to be able to get back on track, Paolo got to the reason for his call. “The news hasn’t been released yet, but your former mentor, Professor Edwards, has been murdered. We’re compiling a list of possible suspects.”

“And I’m on it?”

“No, not at all, but your name came up and it seemed to me you might be able to fill in some background detail on people who were close to the professor or working with him at the same time as you.”

He heard her sigh. “Close to him? I doubt anyone could be described as close to him, but read out the names and I’ll see if I can help.”

“Before I go through the list, CC pointed out that you were his only female specialist registrar, was that deliberate on his part?”

“You mean not having females working under him? Yes, it was. He didn’t agree with women in the professions -any of the professions. He was very much of the school of keeping females at home and out of the world of men.”

Paolo reflected that the more he heard about Professor Edwards, the more he could understand someone wanting to do away with him. But there were five others on the killer’s list, so the motive might not even be connected to personality type.

“So how did you come to be on his team?”

Jessica laughed. “I was foisted on to him by the hospital and he never let me forget it. He made my life pretty miserable, which was why I left Bradchester for a few years. I took a position in a London teaching hospital to get away from his sphere of influence.”

“He sounds like a charming man. Anyway, let’s see who you can remember from that time.” Paolo looked down at the piece of paper CC had given him and started at the top. “Andrew Manning?”

“I only knew Andrew for a couple of months. Level headed, good sense of humour, fell in love with an Australian nurse working over here. They married and settled in Australia. I still get cards from them at Christmas.”

“Michael Sergeant?”

“Hmm, fiery personality. Often clashed with the professor, but on a superficial level. He went up north somewhere to open a private practice. I can’t see him coming back to commit murder.”

“Do you know where up north?”

“Newcastle, I think, but I’m not one hundred per cent on that. These are names from over ten years ago.”

Paolo scribbled Australia next to the first name and Newcastle with a question mark next to the second.

“Only a couple more to go. Patrick Kirkbride?”

“Patrick? Patrick? I don’t remember a Patrick. Oh, hold on, yes I do. We only overlapped by a few weeks. I’m sorry, I don’t recall too much about him. Can’t help you on that one.”

“Right, last name. Conrad Stormont?”

“Wow, now there’s a name from the past. Poor Conrad. I haven’t thought about him in a long time.”

Paolo picked up on the sadness in her voice. “Sounds like there’s a story attached to him.”

Jessica sighed. “There is. It’s a long one. Again, this was shortly before I transferred to London. Professor Edwards went on vacation and his outpatient cases were split between me and Conrad. A young man, I can’t remember his name, Jon somebody, came in for a routine check and renewal of prescription. According to Conrad, the professor left him instructions on how to deal with the patient, including a change of medication.”

“According to Conrad?”

“Yes, the professor claimed otherwise in court, of course. The patient, I wish I could remember his name, anyway, the patient had a psychotic episode due to taking the wrong medication. He was driving at the time and caused an accident that resulted in the death of a woman. His younger brother, who’d been in the passenger seat, was paralysed from the waist down in the crash. The young patient was arrested and tried, but found not guilty of dangerous driving or driving under the influence. I’m surprised you don’t remember it. It was quite a big thing in the press for several weeks. A true cause celebre. “ 

“Why?”

“Because the professor wanted to make sure he couldn’t be held accountable for Conrad’s actions. He spoke to every journalist within a country mile.”

“So the patient was acquitted, but had to live with knowing he’d killed someone and caused the paralysis of his brother?”

“That’s right.”

“Poor man,” Paolo said. “What was he suffering from?”

There was silence for a few moments; then Jessica spoke.

“Normally I wouldn’t tell you, but you could find it in the trial transcript if you searched for it. The professor was treating him for dissociative identity disorder.”

“What is that in language I could understand?”

“In lay terms it would be better understood as having a split personality.”

“So being prescribed the wrong drug would have had serious consequences?”

“Yes, absolutely. Basically, the medication he was given did the complete opposite of what he needed. He literally wasn’t himself while behind the wheel of the car. He wouldn’t have been able to tell you what happened or why. After the accident he would have had no conscious memory of his actions.”

“Okay, can you remember what happened to Conrad Stormont?”

“He was struck off. Professor Edwards stuck to it that Conrad had made an error and hadn’t followed his written instructions.”

“Your voice tells me you didn’t agree.”

Jessica sighed again. “Conrad insisted he’d followed the professor’s notes to the letter. I hate to say this, but I always wondered if Professor Edwards doctored his notes when he realised what had happened. Conrad was conscientious and not at all the type to go off and do his own thing. He used to drive me to distraction because he would check and double check instructions before doing anything. It just wasn’t credible to me that he would have made a mistake like that. But the Medical Council believed Professor Edwards.”

“Did Conrad accept their findings? Did he have no right of appeal?”

“He seemed to lose heart afterwards. When he lost his licence to practice he tried to commit suicide -slashed his wrists. If it hadn’t been for his wife coming home early from a girl’s night out, he would have bled to death.

Fortunately she knew what to do to staunch the bleeding and got Conrad to the hospital in time to save him.” She sighed. “As I say, I haven’t thought about Conrad for years. The last I heard he had a bad drinking problem. When the door slams on the only thing you want to do in your life, some people find it hard to move on to other jobs. Conrad took it really badly and fell to pieces, but I’ve always thought the blame lay at Professor Edward’s door.”

“Do you know if Conrad Stormont is still in Bradchester?”

“As I said, I haven’t thought about him in years. I have no idea where he is now. I’m sorry, Paolo, I’m not being much help.”

“There’s nothing for you to apologise for. You’re wrong, though, you’ve been really helpful. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Regardless of what I thought of Professor Edwards on a personal level, I hope you catch his killer.”

“I intend to,” Paolo said.

“Okay, bye then,” Jessica said.

It’s now or never, Paolo’s mind yelled at him. “No, wait!”

“Sorry, I thought we’d gone through all the names.”

“We have, but... would you like to have dinner with me?”

She kept quiet for such a long time Paolo feared she’d ended the call.

“Aren’t you back with Lydia?” she asked after a lifetime of silence.

“I was, but not anymore. It didn’t work out. Don’t worry; we’ve parted as friends this time. I moved out this morning into a place of my own.”

“And Katy? How did she take it?”

“She’s fine about it. Lydia and I gave it our best shot, but even Katy could see it wasn’t right for either of us.” Jessica went quiet again. Paolo felt as if his future hinged on the next few seconds and could almost hear each one ticking away. Face it, he thought, you had your chance just before Christmas and you blew it. You need to accept that she’s no longer interested.

“Jessica, I -”

“Yes, I’d love to have dinner with you,” she said.



CHAPTER 4

Jon opened his flat door and listened. He began counting silently. One, two, three, four, five, six ...

“Jon? That you? Where’ve you been? You’re late.” Jon’s fists clenched and he forced himself to wait before answering. Just once, he thought, just once I’d like to get to ten before Andy started his whining. He shrugged off his jacket and hung it on the hook by the door. Taking a deep breath, he held back until he was sure he could speak without letting his anger come through.

“Yeah, it’s me.” He just stopped short of asking who the hell else it would be. “I’ll be through in a minute. I’m just putting my bag and stuff away.”

He slung his work bag in the hall cupboard and walked through to the lounge. Andy was sprawled out on the couch, beer cans scattered around the section of floor in front of him. His thumb on the remote control was flicking through the channels so fast, it was impossible to work out what the programmes might be. Jon sighed and moved forward to pick up the cans.

“You’re in my way. I can’t see the television.”

Jon clenched his lips. He wasn’t going to rise to it again. Andy was bored and wanted an argument. That’s all there was to it. He straightened up, arms full of empties.

“You want a cup of tea before we eat?”

“I’d rather have another beer.”

Jon looked at the cans in his arms and then down at his brother. “Don’t you think you’ve had enough for today?”

“What else have I got to do?” Andy snarled. “I’m stuck here in this dump while you’re out all day. If I don’t drink I’ve got fuck all else in my life.”

Jon walked through to the kitchen without answering. He dumped the cans in the bin and flicked the switch on the kettle before going back to Andy.

“You could go out if you wanted to, but you choose to stay inside.”

Andy glared at his wheelchair. “Yeah, outside in that thing. You’ve no idea what it’s like for me. You don’t care.”

“Oh, please, Andy, not this again. How many times do I have to hear it?”

“Yes, this again. You fucked up my life, Jon, so why shouldn’t you have to listen to me?”

“Because it was years ago, Andy. Years and years ago. And it wasn’t even my fault. Fuck it; you know that as well as I do.”

“It wasn’t my fault,” Andy whined. “That’s all I ever get from you. It wasn’t my fault. But what about me, hey? I’m the one stuck in a wheelchair. I’m the one who has no bloody life. What have you ever done to try to make it up to me?”

“You mean apart from spending every













































OPS/images/cover.jpg
LORRAINE

& When revenge
; R ats left

The D.I. Sterling Series

INJECTIONS
FINSANITY





