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  1


Cecilia Jenkins, known to her fans only as W. I. Sandstorm, hoisted the cardboard box onto her right hip and trudged up the stairs to 2B, the office she’d leased for six months. 
At the top of the landing she paused, listening for sounds of activity in the neighbouring offices. There would be no one in 2A for a while because the building owner used that space herself and she wouldn’t be back until February, still a couple of weeks away. And it was the occupants of 2C that held Cecilia’s interest, anyway. She’d met them last month, and as soon as she’d learned they ran an investigations agency she’d blurted out that she might need some help. This was rather out of character for her, blurting wasn’t really her style, but it had been only a few hours earlier that she’d first discovered her rather baffling problem.
But in the following weeks she’d got caught up with getting the short story collection ready for the holiday rush. And then of course the mayhem of Christmas itself. Now, with some space to think, her mind had returned to her mysterious conundrum. She angled her head in the direction of their office and listened more intently. Nothing. No matter, she had to finish unpacking anyway. She’d follow up with them tomorrow or the next day.
She carried on to 2B and adjusted the box on her hip as she retrieved the keys from her pocket. The lighting in this building wasn’t particularly good, she thought as the door swung open. But that was one of the reasons she’d leased this space. She had a perfectly good writing room at home, but the novel she’d just started working on was a Noir thriller, written from the point of view of a hot mess of a female detective, and she wanted to be ensconced in an environment that set the right mental scene. She’d done this before, travelling to different locations to be closer to her book’s setting—she’d even gone as far as Copenhagen for one of them—but being here was nice because she was still relatively close to her home in Orakei and she didn’t have to upend her and her husband’s lives in the process. Martin, able to do his “work” from anywhere, would often join Cecilia on her writing trips. She assumed he was okay with this—he certainly hadn’t said otherwise.
She stepped a little farther inside her new office and was greeted with an unpleasant, almost rancid smell. Had that been here last month? Surely not. She went over and opened the window that backed out onto the alley running parallel to Symonds Street. From below, several other aromas immediately wafted up. While some of them weren’t entirely palatable, they at least had the effect of diluting the existing smell.
She set the box down on the desk and looked around the space. There was one desk, two chairs and a bookcase—these had come with the lease—as well as the leather armchair from her own collection of furniture. The chair had been extracted from her living room and awkwardly carried up the stairs, and it now sat in the far corner, waiting to be her thinking, editing, and staring-into-space place. She cast her eyes around again. A plant or two, perhaps. She didn’t need to succumb entirely to a grimy, gritty existence in order to get into the mind of her troubled detective. Maybe hang a few pictures, she continued to muse. She wrinkled her nose. But first, she had to do something about whatever was happily rotting away in here.
She walked into the second, smaller office, which she didn’t think she’d end up using. It was here she found the offending item. A half-eaten sandwich sat on the windowsill. Was she herself responsible for it? No one else had keys so she must be. Yes, Cecilia nodded, she could vaguely remember buying it from a place down the road when she was here last month. It was not like her to leave half-eaten sandwiches lying around. A further testament to how distracted she’d been at the time. She was still rather stunned by the whole situation and was hoping that it would turn out to be some sort of silly mistake. But even as she clutched at this optimistic straw, Cecilia couldn’t help but be aware that she wasn’t the type to make mistakes. Silly or otherwise. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Paige and Sophie were huddled behind the door to S & S Investigations, listening.
“Do we go say something?” Paige whispered.
“I don’t know,” Sophie whispered back.
When they’d heard the downstairs door bang open and the subsequent footsteps pause at the top of the stairs, they’d both immediately stopped what they were doing. Had Hazel returned early from her cruise? Was it a potential new client? Or was it someone who’d wandered upstairs looking for “Keith, the guy who does face tattoos?” as had happened a couple of weeks ago.
When the footsteps had carried on to 2B, they’d realised it must be their new neighbour and quickly assembled into their current position—crouched down and peeking through the lower part of the window in the door.
“She’s obviously still settling in,” Sophie continued. “She said she’d be in touch, remember?”
“But that was ages ago.” Paige straightened abruptly and reached for the doorknob.
Sophie quickly put out a hand to stop her. “We don’t want to rush her. She’ll think we’re hassling her.”
Paige made a face. “Hardly.”
Sophie tried another approach. “What if she thinks we’re desperate?”
Paige nodded thoughtfully. “Right, yeah, we should give the impression we’re busy with other cases and we’ll squeeze her in if she’s lucky.”
“Let’s give her another day then go over with a welcome gift. A plant or something.”
“Okay, fine.”
In matters of human behaviour, Paige often submitted to Sophie’s wisdom, because she was the expert. Literally. Her PhD had been in behaviour analysis. Paige had spent most of her PhD looking at digital images of the brain and interpreting the various metrics scientists and researchers used to quantify brain function. Brains were attached to humans, sure, but interpreting the output of neural activity—behaviour—was a different matter.
Instead of returning to her desk, Paige moved through to the second conference room. Intended to be used for client meetings, it was mostly where they ate, chatted, talked about whatever TV show they were currently watching, and—at least in Paige’s case—gazed dreamily at the whiteboard. She’d only just wiped off the notes from their two most recent cases: The Murder at The Reunion and The Hidden Inheritance. Paige was now itching for a new client so she could use the whiteboard again.
And to help pay the rent and their wages, of course.
“More coffee?” Paige called from beside their beloved coffee machine.
“Thanks,” Sophie replied, taking a seat at her desk. It faced the door to S & S investigations, effectively making her the receptionist—something she only agreed to because the trade-off was Paige having the landline on her desk.
Sophie opened her S & S investigations email address and sighed. The three new messages were all spam. They’d solved six mysteries, and, thanks to their most recent two, actually had some money in their bank account. But once again they were in the position of having only the barest whiff of a potential new client.
“What’s on the docket for today,” Paige said merrily, returning to the office with two cups of coffee.
“Nothing.” Sophie took the mug from Paige. “Should we do the scouring-the-news-for-possible cases thing?”
“You mean should we Dixon it?” Paige grinned. Their very first case—the Disappearance of Polly Dixon—had been found in such a way.
“Heard from Polly?” Paige added.
Sophie shook her head. “I don’t expect to until she starts back at uni.”
Sophie and Paige had not only found Polly, but they’d also unmasked her abductor, and Polly had been so impressed by Sophie that she’d asked her to be her mentor. For Sophie this had come just at the right moment—she’d needed an ego boost—and she’d agreed. She’d yet to do any actual mentoring, though.
“Hey what’s our new neighbour’s name?” Paige asked.
“Cecilia.”
“Right. I’ll put a follow up note in the diary. And yeah, we should look online for cases. Hey, have you been tweeting?”
“Uh.” Sophie’s cheeks coloured. It was her job to tweet from the S & S Agency twitter handle, but every time she tried, she felt ridiculous. 
“I’ll take that as a no,” Paige said. “Soph, we’ve got to keep our online profile up. It’s potentially a way to get more business.”
“Okay,” Sophie said, opening Twitter. “Hey, have you spoken to Leo today?” she added. “We talked about getting dinner last night or even breakfast this morning, but he hasn’t returned my call.”
“Without me?” Paige said arching her eyebrow.
“You had dinner with Tim and his parents.”
“So?”
Sophie spread her hands. “Leo and I are both single, Paige, we don’t get to have cosy meals with our partners.” She chewed her lip. “I think something’s up with Leo. He’s been so secretive recently.” She glanced at Paige, uncertain about whether to offer her theory. The topic of Leo, their 25-year-old friend and sometimes colleague, could be a little thorny because Leo had recently and rather unexpectedly become romantically entwined with Paige’s mother, Alice Garnet.
Paige had been horrified.
But she’d only had to endure the situation for a few weeks until Alice learned of Leo’s role in the kidnapping of her cat, TomTom. And so, the relationship had ended in heartbreak—for Leo at least; Sophie was not sure how Mrs. Garnet landed in the fallout. Leo had moped around for a while before suddenly becoming rather busy doing something he didn’t appear to want either Sophie or Paige to know about. He denied it, but Sophie was starting to wonder whether he had managed to convince Alice to take him back and they were seeing each other in secret.
Paige narrowed her eyes. “What?” she said. “Why have you gone all quiet?”
“Nothing,” Sophie said quickly. “Let’s look at the news.”
She would find out what was happening with Leo later.

      [image: image-placeholder]Leo couldn’t help but stare.
The woman’s dark hair was messy—matted even, at least on one side—and she had a couple of leaves stuck to the strands at the back. She looked, to Leo at least, as if she was in her twenties. She was wearing a light coat even though it was a hot day, and there appeared to be a dark stain on the top she had on underneath. Was she okay? Was this just a normal day for her or was she in trouble? Even with her state of dishevelment she didn’t look homeless. It was quite possible she needed help. Leo continued to watch as she stood on Mt Albert Road, gazing around at her surroundings as if they weren’t quite what she was expecting.
There was something captivating about her, Leo thought. Was it the wistful-slash-vulnerable look on her face? Or was it that she’d just emerged from behind a bush?
“Hello? Are you… hey, are you alright?’ Leo broke into a jog as the woman suddenly staggered forward. He reached out and she grabbed at his hand to steady herself.
She looked at him gratefully. “Thank you.”
“Are you okay?” Leo repeated.
The woman frowned. “Where am I?”
Leo now saw that the matted hair on one side was appeared to be congealed blood and she had a cut on her temple. Underneath was a lump that didn’t look as if it was done swelling.
“Mt Albert.”
Leo had been on his way to do his weekly shop at the Mt Albert Pak N Save and had only stopped to pick up a coffee. 
“Hey, um, I think you maybe need to go to the hospital.”
She looked around again. “I don’t…” She blinked, seeming to lose focus. She frowned and touched her hand to her head then winced as her fingers made contact with the bruise. “I can’t remember,” she said, looking up and fixing her eyes on Leo’s. “I think… I-I have this horrible feeling...” She swayed, unsteady on her feet, and Leo lurched forward once again to grab her elbow. She had an angry red scar on the inside of her arm.
“City hospital isn’t far, and my car is just there. I really think I should drive you there. I’m Leo, by the way. What’s your name?”
She clutched at him, her stricken expression suddenly turning into one of full-blown fear. “Oh my god.” Her face went white. “I can’t remember anything. I can’t even remember my name… my… nothing. What happened to me?”
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Paige strained across her desk to hear the murmurings coming from beyond the office.  
Sophie was out there talking on the phone but speaking so quietly that Paige couldn’t hear the conversation. It was all rather mysterious. Was it about her, Paige wondered? But what on earth could she be talking about? Or maybe she was talking to that guy Wade she’d just started seeing. Paige hadn’t met him yet, but the way Sophie described him, he might, finally, be someone capable of getting her head and heart away from Detective Roman Leconte.
A brisk knock on the door interrupted her thoughts. A young man in a courier outfit popped his head into the office. He looked around the room once then retracted his head. Paige heard him say, “In there?” to Sophie, and rolled her eyes. That she seemed to be able to blend into her surroundings could be incredibly useful for their investigative work, but also a little annoying in day-to-day life. Still, it was part of what made her and Sophie—Squirrel and Swan as they were called during their doctoral studies—a good detective duo: Sophie’s attention-grabbing looks and Paige’s cloak of invisibility. Until she wanted to be seen, that is. Paige was certainly capable of making her presence known when the situation required it.
The courier reappeared.
“Hi,” Paige said loudly.
He startled, finally noticing Paige, sitting at her desk against the far wall.
She waved sarcastically. “Yes. I am here.”
“Dr Paige Garnet?” he asked.
“That’s me.”
He handed her a package. “Thanks.” She signed for it and then retrieved the scissors from the desk drawer. “Oooh,” she breathed once she’d wrestled it open.
Just as she was lifting out her exciting new detective toy to inspect more closely, there was noise out on the landing. Paige quickly stuffed the package in the drawer. She waited, watching the door, but Sophie didn’t come through. She let out a sigh of relief. Now that it had arrived, she wasn’t sure Sophie would approve of this rather expensive purchase. But once Paige had a chance to show Sophie the equipment in action, she wouldn’t be angry. She was almost sure of it.
The landline rang. Paige eyed it warily. It was probably her mother calling. She let it ring again. But what if it wasn’t? What if it was a new case? Paige sighed. How did people used to live like this? Blindly picking up calls with no clue who was on the other end. How could one screen calls from their mother?
She scooped up the receiver. “S and S Investigations.”
“Goodness, Paige, what took so long? What if potential clients get tired of waiting for someone to answer the phone? It doesn’t look very good,” Paige’s mother said.
“Maybe it does look good. Maybe it makes it seem as if we’re too busy to answer the phone.”
“Well, perhaps, but—”
“Mum. Why’d you call?”
“Wasn’t your last case involving Scott Radsworth?”
Paige frowned. “Yes, it was. Why?”
“Well, it’s rather peculiar. I’m reading an article in the Herald about the case, but they don’t mention you at all.”
“What do you mean?”
Alice Garnet sighed. “I’m not sure how clearer I could be, dear, the murder of Scott Radsworth, there’s a write-up in the paper and you’re not mentioned.”
The line between Paige’s brows deepened. Cradling the receiver between her shoulder and her ear, she opened the online version of NZ’s only national newspaper. A minute later, with her mother still listening on the other end of the phone, Paige let out a string of curse words that would have made a sailor blush.
“Goodness, Paige, where did you learn language like that? Not from me.”
“I’ve got to go, Mum. Bye.” Paige dropped the phone with a clatter. “Sophie!” she roared. “You’ll never believe what’s happened.”

      [image: image-placeholder]They’d each read the article three times now and neither of them could fathom what had gone wrong. “That’s it,” Paige declared. “We have to set everyone right.”
Sophie shared Paige’s outrage, albeit not quite as loudly or with as many profanities, but still felt shocked at Roman’s involvement in the fiasco.
DS Roman Leconte of the Auckland Central Police Department had been interviewed about the Radsworth murder. Both she and Paige considered him to be an ally of S & S Investigations, but according to this article, not only was he the one who said it was SOS Agency, a new Auckland-based private investigations agency who played a crucial role in the arrest, but there was a reference to both investigators being male.
“But Roman couldn’t have got this wrong,” Sophie said. “He wouldn’t have.”
“It’s right there in black and white,” Paige said. “’The lads from SOS Agency’. Do you want to call Roman or the reporter?” Paige already had her phone in her hand.
Sophie’s head jerked up, looking stricken. “Neither.”
Paige rolled her eyes. “This is not the time to indulge in your phone anxiety, Sophie. This is an emergency.”
“Fine,” Sophie mumbled. The prospect of calling Roman made her nervous for a completely different reason than calling the reporter. Roman had been a fixture in Sophie’s heart from perhaps the first moment she’d met him nearly six months ago, and she’d only very recently made the brave decision to cut him from her life so she wouldn’t waste any more time or emotional energy on him.
Because Roman was married.
Nothing had ever happened between the two of them. But a connection between them existed—even Paige could see it. And the problem of Roman’s wife was one that did not appear to be going away.
“I’ll take the reporter,” Sophie said miserably. “What’s the number?”
Paige recited it then scrolled through her contacts to call Roman.
Both of their calls went unanswered.
They each left a message asking Roman and Andrew Finch, respectively, to call them back. But Sophie’s request for a return call ASAP was much less convincing than Paige’s.
Once Sophie had disconnected Paige gave her a disapproving look. “You didn’t exactly hammer the message home,” she said.
“I asked him to call us back.”
“But there was no urgency. If I got that message, I wouldn’t bother returning the call.” Paige shook her head and picked up the landline. She dialled the reporter’s contact number and waited, her eyes narrowing with each unanswered ring.
“Yes, hello, Andrew,” she said, her voice scathing. “What kind of reporter gets key details about a murder case wrong, huh? You bungled the facts about the Radsworth murder, and you need to make it right. Call me back. Doctor Garnet of S and S Investigations. Yes, the agency that actually revealed the murderer.” She recited off the landline number as well as her mobile number and then slammed down the receiver.
Sophie suspected that Paige had used the landline to make this call not because it was cheaper—that wouldn’t occur to her—but because you could end the call in such a way.
“There. He’d better get back to me or we are going down there to bawl him out in front of his colleagues.”
“It’s obviously a mistake.”
“Yes. Obviously. But how did it get made?”
“I guess we’ll have to wait for one of them to ring us back to find out,” Sophie said. “Hey, what did that courier deliver to you?”
Paige’s eyes slid away. “Oh… hey, did Leo get back to you?”

      [image: image-placeholder]Leo, at that moment, was in the waiting room of Auckland City Hospital’s emergency room.
He looked up at the doors through which his mysterious new friend had been escorted by a nurse some time ago and wondered what he was doing there at all. She was a complete stranger. But how could he leave her? She had no wallet, bag or phone, and more importantly, no memory. She’d clearly been in a traumatic accident of some kind, and she very obviously needed help.
Just as Leo was considering making a trip to the vending machine, the doors opened and the woman he’d rescued from the perils of Mt Albert Road walked through. When her face lit up with a mixture of pleasure and relief at the sight of Leo, he knew that the person to figure out who she was and what happened to her most certainly would be him.
Leo stood up as she approached but suddenly felt rather awkward, as if they’d been out all night on a romantic tryst and were at the stage of the evening in which they were to part ways. Which was ridiculous. Leo couldn’t think of a less romantic place than an emergency room.
“Are you okay?” he asked.
She looked uncertain for a moment, touched her hand to her head, then nodded. “I seem to be. I mean, apart from the obvious injuries. I have to go back in a couple of days for follow-up tests to make sure, but I don’t seem to have a serious concussion, which is good.” Her brow creased as she studied Leo’s face. “I can’t believe you stayed for me.”
He smiled. “I couldn’t leave you.”
“It’s so strange, I feel as if I can trust you. I’m not sure why. It’s like a gut thing. Are you sure we don’t know each other?”
“Completely sure,” Leo said. “But people always say I have a trustworthy face so that’s probably it.” He used to lament that his friendly face got him shunted into the ‘harmless’ category by women, which wasn’t quite where he wanted to be.
Right now, however, he was rather happy about it.
They moved toward the exit and went through the doors. Leo kept going in the direction of his car, hoping she wouldn’t stop and say goodbye.
“I have cuts on my arms and legs,” she said suddenly. “But they’re from weeks ago,” she added. She lifted her sleeve to show him the same scar he’d noticed earlier. This time he saw there was not one but three red lines. “I got them in a separate accident to whatever caused the bump and gash on my head.” She bit her lip. “What do you think that means?”
“Uh… I’m not sure.” Leo was at a loss as how to comfort her. What could you say to someone with mysterious injuries? “What’s the deal with your memory?”
She shook her head. “They were vague. They don’t know exactly but it’s probably some sort of traumatic amnesia.” She cleared her throat and wrapped her hands around her body. “Most likely my memory will come back in a few days. I shouldn’t worry.”
Leo nodded. “That’s good.”
“I was wondering… where did you find me? Can we… can we go back and see if anything jogs my memory? Or maybe there’s something to tell me what happened?”
“Of course. It’s not far from here.”
“Are you sure you’re not busy? Don’t you have to work?”
Leo waved his hand. “Flexible hours, it’s fine.”
He found a park on one of the side streets a couple of blocks away from the intersection of Mt Albert and New North Road and they walked slowly up, scanning the street.
“It was about here,” Leo said, coming to a stop. To their left was a street on the corner of which was a kindergarten. Beyond that was an apartment block, and then the main intersection with a variety of shops. Across the road was the train station and farther down were residential houses.
“Maybe you got here by train?” Leo said.
She nodded, looking around her. “Maybe,” she said, then suddenly threw her hands up in the air. “But nothing is familiar. I can’t remember anything at all.”
“Hey.” Leo stepped closer and tentatively took one of her hands in his. “We’ll figure this out. I promise.”
She sniffed back a tear and looked down.
“I was wondering, what should I call you, until we…”
She looked up again, her large green eyes searching his. “I guess Jane, as in Jane Doe.”
“Jane? Are you sure? This is your chance to have the name you always wanted.” He gave her a small smile, which she returned.
“I actually quite like Jane. She sounds like someone who knows what she wants. Someone who is sure about things.” She smiled again. “The irony.”
“Jane it is.” Leo nodded. “Hey, look.” He pointed at a sign across the road. “That’s a motel.”
She turned to him. “Maybe I was staying there?”
“I mean, it’s possible you live in the apartments over there or any one of these houses or even in an entirely different place, but you do have an accent.”
“I do?” Jane raised her hand to her mouth.
“Yeah. Australian. I mean, you could have moved here ages ago, but maybe not? Maybe you’re here on holiday?”
She nodded. “Maybe.”
“Shall we go over and ask? It’s a start… or at least, it’s worth a shot.”
A pleasant-seeming woman was standing behind the front desk when they walked into the motel’s reception. “Welcome to the motor lodge,” she said. “Lovely single and family units, nice and quiet, and we have a pool!”
Leo pulled at his t-shirt, suddenly aware of the clammy heat of his skin. A dip in a pool right now sounded amazing. The January sun had been unrelenting this week and the downside of living in Mt Eden was that all of Auckland’s beaches required driving to. That was, of course, doable, but also meant you had to find a parking spot. On the crowded suburban streets of Auckland, this could easily turn into a whole big thing. To have a pool right at your fingertips...
“This is a weird question,” Jane said to the woman. “Do I look familiar to you? Was I a guest here?”
She widened her eyes. “Don’t you know?”
Jane shook her head, tears springing into her eyes once more. “I was in an accident and have amnesia. Temporary, I hope.”
“How awful.” The woman came around the counter to peer into Jane’s eyes. “No, love. I haven’t seen you before. When do you think it happened?”
“Yesterday, perhaps? Or maybe before that?”
“I was here yesterday and I didn’t see you,” she said. “If you give me your name, I could check a few days back but…” She broke off when she saw Jane’s face. “Sorry I can’t help.”
“Thanks anyway.”
They turned and exited the office but paused near the entrance, both hovering uncertainly.
“I don’t know what to do,” Jane said.
“We should probably go to the police.”
As Leo spoke, he wondered why hospital staff hadn’t insisted on the same. Wouldn’t that be the normal course of events for someone in her situation? But they’d just released her into the lobby; into the arms—so to speak—of a stranger.
“Jane? The police?”
She shook her head suddenly and violently. “I can’t.”
Leo frowned but said gently, “Why not?”
“I don’t know… I just… I just know that I can’t. I shouldn’t.” She cast anguished eyes to Leo. “Please don’t make me.”
“Of course not. I wouldn’t make you do anything.”
They fell silent for a moment. Leo watched her twist her hands, her expression troubled.
“You need to stay somewhere and even though you do trust me, you probably don’t trust me enough to accept my offer to stay at my place. Plus,” Leo added, going a little pink, “it’s just a studio unit. It’s too small. But why don’t you get a room here for a couple of days. Maybe something will come back to you.”
“But I don’t have—”
“I can lend you some money. I’ll pay the bill and you can pay me back when you figure out who you are.”
Jane pressed her lips together and nodded.
“We’ll get you set up now and I could come by later?”
“That would be… thank you. Thank you so much, Leo. You are, literally, a life-saver.”
Once they’d gotten her checked-in—Leo dismissed a surge of uncertainty as he handed over his credit card information—they located her room at the top of the stairs. “You’ll be okay on your own for a while?” Leo asked.
“A long hot shower and then sleep is all I want.” She opened the door. “The doctor said I needed to rest, which is good because I feel as if I could sleep for days.”
“Okay. I’ll come back tomorrow then? I’ll give you my number in case you need me. You can use the phone in here to make a call.” Leo walked inside the room to scribble his number down on the notepad next to the phone.
“Thanks again, Leo,” Jane said as he shut the door behind him.
As Leo exited the motel he glanced back at the deliciously cool-looking pool. His first thought was to bring his togs when he came back tomorrow, but his second was: Why didn’t Jane want to go to the police?
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Zelda Ko scratched her hair and scrunched her nose as she leaned closer to her laptop screen. Without looking, she reached out and pulled a Wet Wipe from the packet on her desk and absent-mindedly wiped her hands. She discarded the tissue, finished reading the article, then sat back to think for a moment. Eventually she nodded to herself, opened up a new MS Word document and copied both the link and all the text in the article, then pasted it into the document. She saved it as  Zelda Home>True Crimes>New Zealand>TBD>Radsworth.
She was not yet sure whether this case was worthy of her attention, but in order to make that decision she needed to follow her process: write out a summary, let the details of the case percolate for a while, then wait for her subconscious to provide her with the answer. She also needed to do a bit of due diligence—to check whether the information Myra had given her was bona fide.
More of a university acquaintance than a friend, Myra Chadha had told her about a conversation she’d overheard regarding the well-publicised Scott Radsworth murder. Not the murder itself, so much—that was pretty cut-and-dried—but a nugget that hadn’t made the papers and indicated the possibility of an old crime: a cold case. Maybe even an unsolved murder, which was exactly the kind Zelda liked to get her teeth stuck into. Especially during summer break when she had no classes to attend.
She probably wouldn’t have paid much attention to Myra except for one thing: Her flatmate was Dr Sophie Swanephol, and Sophie was interesting for two reasons. One, she had a PhD in behavioural analysis, which was on Zelda’s list of possible future study and career options. Two, she was the co-founder of an investigations agency with Dr Paige Garnet, whose PhD was in cognitive neuroscience. Zelda wasn’t sure where her conjoint law and psychology degree would take her but Paige and Sophie’s relative expertise, as well as their world of criminal investigation, was of definite interest.
At the top of the document she typed RADSWORTH—she would change the name when she knew more—and started typing a summary of the case as it had been presented in the news article. For the next three hours, only stopping once to visit the bathroom, she expanded her online search. She noted those involved, the possible terrible secret she hoped to uncover, and made sure all the available information about the case was included in the document.
Finally, she sat back. There could be something here worth pursuing. Whether or not it would make it onto her True Crime podcast was another story; but for now, at least, this was an investigation she wanted to pursue.

      [image: image-placeholder]Paige stood up. “Let’s go over to Cecilia’s office. Her time’s up.”
“Her time’s up?”
“You know what I mean.” Paige paused at Sophie’s
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