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 Chapter 1. 
 
    Dr. Milly McTaggart never knew her identical twin sister, Siobhan Russell. Both, however, belonged to an exclusive club. They shared a genetic trait that manifested itself in just four extended families worldwide: a condition called adermatoglyphia, characterized in part by no fingerprints. Apart from their identical genetic makeup, they had nothing in common, their destinies determined in a decision made by their mother, Mia McTaggart, before they were born. 
 
    Siobhan was adopted out at birth from a Scottish hospital in Aberdeen. Mia fretted on finding she was pregnant and was inconsolable when an ultrasound revealed she was carrying twins. The girls’ father was a philanderer and an alcoholic, destined in Mia’s mind to an early grave. Doctors John and Ella Russell adopted Siobhan, or Sibby as she was affectionately known and raised her in Dundee, Scotland. There, Sibby lived an idyllic childhood, privileged by her parents’ medical standing in the community and their money, eventually entering the Dundee University where she, too, studied medicine. 
 
    Milly and her mother emigrated from Aberdeen in Scotland to Perth in Western Australia when Milly was five. Helped by Mia’s wealthy sister, Christy Anderson, and her husband James, they settled in Perth where Milly was raised, eventually attending Murdoch University and gaining a Psy.D. in Psychology. Milly, though, was never safe — not in her own company anyway. She was sexually promiscuous from an early age and nourished her sexuality and hedonistic behavior with illegal drugs and a perilous bravado that could only lead to her annihilation. 
 
    In December 2015, she traveled from Perth to the U.K. to work, despite having a charge of possession of just under two grams of cocaine hanging over her in Australia. She dismissed the charge as a misdemeanor, as irrelevant. It wasn’t the charge itself, but the potential for it to be upgraded — back to the more serious charge of possession of four grams of cocaine — a traffickable offense under Western Australian law. The more serious offense carried with it the chance of a five-year jail sentence, something that would finish her career literally as it was beginning. Her Australian lawyer had negotiated a deal with the Western Australian Director of Public Prosecutions to drop the more serious charge to the lesser charge of possessing just under two grams of cocaine. The deal was contingent upon her appearing as a prosecution witness in a criminal court trial against Matthew Boyd, Sr. — a court case she would need to return to Australia for. 
 
    Milly was employed in the U.K. as Managing Counseling Psychologist at Watford Therapy where she quickly becomes friends with Rosie Grainer, Watford Therapy’s human resources and business manager. Rosie noticed her dance to an early grave and, with tolerance and patience, drew her back from what Milly once described to Rosie in her office in Watford as her apparent destiny — to be dead by thirty. 
 
    Her job description ratified a position of seventy-five percent work time spent in counseling clients, and the remaining twenty-five percent spent managing other counselors. That wasn’t her reality now, but she was determined to bide her time, to take stock and wait until she returned home to fulfill her legal obligation. She hoped her possession charge would be dismissed but thought it unlikely; the best outcome would be a small fine, with no conviction recorded. 
 
    There was no intensity in her job now, no excitement, but it offered her security if she could just keep her mouth shut and not quarrel with Dr. Theo Maddix, the principal of Watford Therapy. In a sense, her career was pupating. Milly, too, was pupating. She was transforming inside her protective cocoon — her job at Watford Therapy. Soon, she would metamorphose into a beautiful butterfly and fly away to another job, or whatever else took her fancy; she had pushed the pause button. 
 
    Theo knew he had a hold over Milly. The murder of her twin sister, the trial and conviction of Sibby’s former boyfriend, Cailin Stewart, and Milly’s pending call back as a prosecution witness in a criminal trial in Australia all meant that she needed him as much as he needed her, or so he thought. In a way, he was right. In moving to other employment now, she would need to start from scratch — her pupation would finish — beginning her adult life cycle again. There would be a new job with new explanations and more half-truths and lies around her pending trial and past life. Everyone working and associated with Watford Therapy, her friends in the U.K., even casual acquaintances all knew of her recent distress and her past. They accepted her and, indeed, some loved her for it. Then there was the small matter of time off for the trial and the fact that she had little money saved. No, she would do better to hold on and hide in her safe cocoon at Watford Therapy. 
 
    Theo had been openly disparaging of Milly ever since the trial of Sibby’s killer. He had returned to work when Milly asked for time off to travel to Scotland for Sibby’s funeral. Milly had berated him in an outburst in his car the day before Christmas Eve 2015, informing him that she might be a lot of things but dumb wasn’t one of them. Theo had seen the rebuke as abuse, although it was delivered, in Milly’s words, respectfully. Rosie had also threatened to leave over the incident. Milly had knocked Theo down a few rungs on the lofty ladder to legend status, and he didn’t like it. How dare she speak to me like that, he fumed privately; but he had acquiesced — he needed Milly, and he needed Rosie too. 
 
    So Theo took on the role as martyr to Milly’s cause when she wanted time off, and knew she would want more time off soon to head back to Australia. This would give him leverage. Slowly Milly’s position as a counselor gave way to managing other counselors and helping Rosie in her business management role. Theo’s notion that Milly’s position as managing counselor took precedence over her job description as a counselor in a counseling role was now back in play. That, apart from his ill-mannered treatment of her the week before Christmas 2015, had been the catalyst for their initial spat. He was taking liberties, and they both knew it. She noted the change and guessed at his motive — his martyrdom, the chance to turn events in his favor — and so a grudge began and festered. Theo was breaking the agreement ratified in Milly’s work contract with Watford Therapy at his peril. 
 
    There was no energy in her life force now, no impetus, just stagnation. The air was thick with expectation, the calm before the storm. This calm was when Milly was at her most dangerous. She needed momentum; otherwise, as night followed day, trouble would follow Milly. Her sexuality gnawed at her. It caused an itch, but she couldn’t scratch it because she knew where it would lead — a precursor to more drug use. Milly resolved to rid herself of the itch, so she made an appointment with her GP and friend, Dr. Tess Miller. 
 
    ‘How are you getting along now, Milly?’ asked Tess as Milly sat opposite her in her consulting room at Handbury Medical Centre in Watford. 
 
    ‘Okay for the moment, Tess, but I have a bit of a problem … you know, the old problem that comes back and plays havoc with my life. I hate discussing it because it’s embarrassing, but I need to get it sorted.’ 
 
    ‘What’s to be embarrassed about, Milly?’ asked Tess. 
 
    ‘Well, it is embarrassing. How would you like to sit in front of your friend and tell her about your sexual yearnings, your sexual problems?’ 
 
    ‘Let’s get one thing straight, Milly; it’s not embarrassing for me. Let’s not talk about this thing in our discussion as sexual yearning or a sexual problem either. We’ll address it as your libido. We’ll take the words sex and problem out of it. So, you have a high libido … that is not unhealthy … the problem with you Milly is that your libido leads to risky behavior.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve tried to change my behavior, Tess, but it doesn’t work. The problem doesn’t go away, it just sizzles away, knocking at the door, poking and prodding me, until I bow to it again, until I let it have its way.’ 
 
    ‘Alright, Milly it’s obvious that left to your own devices you will have difficulty making behavioral changes; that’s why we are having this discussion. As you know, sex addiction isn’t a diagnosable condition … not yet anyway. It’s not like schizophrenia or attention deficit disorder. But research is telling us that some adverse sexual behavior is similar in its manifestation to a chemical addiction. Now, leaving the debate on high levels of sex hormones aside … which we will test for … there are different therapies available including group therapy and cognitive behavioral therapy.’ 
 
    ‘Forget it. I’m not interested in any group therapy. There’s no way I’ll be sitting in front of a group of people telling them what pushes my buttons.’ 
 
    ‘I anticipated your answer, Milly. So, what I’d like to do is treat you with antidepressants, specifically a group of antidepressants called SSRIs or Selective Serotonin Re-Uptake Inhibitors …’ 
 
    ‘I know about SSRIs,’ interrupted Milly. 
 
    ‘Back to the debate on hormone levels then. I can prescribe an anti-androgenic medication, which could be prescribed if your sex hormone levels are very high. Then there is the option of trying Naltrexone, which can treat chemical addiction and has been shown to decrease sexually compulsive behavior. Naltrexone, though, is prescribed more for drug and alcohol addiction, so I would discount its use in your case at this stage. Now, the other drugs that specifically target hormone levels can have some serious side effects, so I think SSRIs are more appropriate, at least for the time being. I don’t believe you have a drug and sex addiction; I think I can put a lot of your behavior down to depression. The SSRIs may be all that is needed because they mitigate the brain’s response to rewarding behaviors. It will help with your depression, Milly, but it will require a big effort from you.’ 
 
    ‘I do understand the pathways in the brain and how they work, Tess, but I was probably thinking more along the lines of an antiandrogenic medication. Anyway, where did this diagnosis of depression come from suddenly?’ 
 
    ‘First, we can’t just prescribe an anti-androgenic medication; we don’t even know what your sex hormone levels are. As for the depression, Milly, I know you well enough now, and I see it in your mood swings. You are either on top of the world or totally down in the dumps. Rosie picked it too, in a discussion we had. I didn’t discuss my clinical opinion with her, but I took on board what she had to say. She is very perceptive, our Rosie.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose so,’ answered Milly rather despondently, thinking that it was all getting rather complicated. 
 
    ‘Currently, I am more comfortable with the SSRIs, especially for the treatment of depression. It depends on how they affect you; but, hopefully, you will still have a reasonable libido, which is important at your age in forming relationships with other people. The other medications can be more severe in their side-effects, and without a blood test, we don’t even know if their use will apply in your case; we are making some assumptions here, Milly. Anyway, if it comes down to it, and we can’t really decide the best course of treatment, I will refer you to a psychiatrist … a specialist in the field.’ 
 
    ‘No, no,’ replied Milly, irritably. ‘I’m happy to go with the antidepressants for the moment.’ 
 
    ‘Okay then, the SSRIs it is. I still want to do a blood test before prescribing the medication.’ 
 
    Milly left the surgery with mixed feelings. It was in her nature to take the direct approach to a problem rather than chip away at it by trying different things one at a time. Take the sex hormones out of my system and fix the problem once and for all, she thought. She knew that a referral to a psychiatrist could take weeks and she might be no better off, so she resolved to go with Tess and the antidepressants, at least for the moment. She would wait and see the results of the blood tests when they came back. 
 
    Milly followed up with another appointment at the end of the week, and the blood tests confirmed a higher than average level of sex hormones for her sex and age, but nothing needing treatment with anti-androgenic medication. Tess wondered then about Milly’s illicit drug use and if she had more of an addiction problem. She had tested for drugs in this recent blood sample, and the sample was clear. I’ll stick with the SSRIs, thought Tess, for the time being, and keep an eye on her. 
 
    The following Monday at work, Milly received an email to both her work and private addresses from the Western Australian Director of Public Prosecutions. The email from Paul Long’s office summoned Dr. Milly Cavendish McTaggart as a witness in the criminal case against Matthew Jordan Boyd, a trial beginning on Monday, May 1, in approximately six weeks’ time. She was also served with a summons at work delivered by two members of the local Hertfordshire Constabulary. That was followed up by a phone call from Detective Inspector Sean Poke confirming the date. He also confirmed the booking of her flight from London on Wednesday, April 26. 
 
    Good. Some resolution at last, thought Milly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2. 
 
    Milly began taking the medication prescribed to her by Tess Miller. From what she knew, and with some research, it was apparent the anti-depressant effect of the medication probably wouldn’t kick in for six to eight weeks; it could take up to six months. She didn’t feel it; she wasn’t depressed. She was bored. Tess and Rosie claimed to recognize depression-like symptoms manifesting themselves in her personality, in her mood swings — from high to low, but low, now — mostly. 
 
    She needed something, anything, to excite her, to occupy the blank space in her head, a space usually occupied by some other — a drug — followed by the prospect of some deviant sexual behavior and more drugs. 
 
    The weeks passed slowly, and the boredom grew. She found herself thinking more and more about Theo’s treatment of her. It was filling her mind. It wasn’t overt, but it was insidious, as it established itself in that blank space, filling and occupying it. She had problems in her past relationships, sometimes in her interpretation of them, in her perceptions. Often, she reacted not from what was said but from what she thought was inferred. Now she believed there were problems in Theo’s attitude to her — in his silence. 
 
    To Theo’s ‘credit’, he was true to himself, to his personality. He was a pig of a man. Not everyone interpreted his silences as rudeness; they considered him shy. But others saw him for what he was — sneaky, stubborn and a know-it-all. He looked for weaknesses in other people. He homed in on them and pointed them out, if only to himself. This helped reinforce his dour opinion of people, his sour treatment of them. He didn’t laugh much and when he did it was usually at someone else’s expense. He saw their good points too, but they were irrelevant except when they made him money. Theo knew Milly brought business to Watford Therapy. Clients openly discussed that tall, beautiful redhead with the Aussie accent. She was good at her job — good at counseling — but he needed her to help in a management role, to take the pressure off him. Milly had many foibles, some out in the public arena. This helped reinforce Theo’s mindset — his opinion and his treatment of Milly. In any work situation, they could never be a good mix. 
 
    She considered having it out with him and knew she would soon — I’ll do it before I leave for Australia, she thought. She had started to share that blank space in her head, though, with other thoughts, taking some pressure from contemplating Theo’s treatment of her. Milly still had contact with Detective Sergeant Greg Stopford and Detective Chief Inspector Rob Windsor, the two officers from the Metropolitan Police Murder Investigation Team 26 or MIT. 26. They had headed up the investigation into Sibby’s murder. Whilst considering her position at Watford Therapy, she had considered a career change from child adolescent and family psychology to criminal psychology. She understood aspects of human behavior; she had a doctorate in it. She was a specialist in her field of psychology, but she didn’t want to complete more years of formal study, just to work in another. 
 
    So she resolved to consider it further, to take stock, to do some research. She needed her job, but she wanted to sort Theo out too. She needed time — to slow down and not act impulsively — to change. 
 
    The weeks passed, and she was feeling more patient now, in herself and with others. She wasn’t in a hurry and even imagined she saw Theo smile at her one afternoon at work. No, she thought, Theo doesn’t smile; it must be the medication working, she decided. The following day, just before lunch, her phone rang. 
 
    ‘Hi, Milly, it’s Rob Windsor. I’m heading through Watford with D.S. Stopford, and I was wondering if we could catch up for coffee? We’re only twenty minutes away. I’m sorry for the short notice but I’ve ended up with more time today and, besides, I’ve got some news for you.’ 
 
    ‘Sure, Rob,’ replied Milly, ‘I’ll meet you at McDonald’s on High and King Streets. I’ll be around thirty minutes if that suits?’ 
 
    When they were seated, with their coffees, Windsor began. 
 
    ‘Do you remember there were three suspects in the murder of your sister Sibby?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Milly replied. ‘There was Cailin Stewart, Sim Charles, and the third suspect was unknown. His was the semen found on Sibby’s body, but he had nothing to do with her murder.’ 
 
    ‘Correct. Do you also recall P.C. Elizabeth Stone?’ asked Windsor. 
 
    ‘Of course, I do,’ replied Milly. ‘We’ve met a few times. Beth’s quite lovely.’ 
 
    ‘She’s very intuitive too,’ added Windsor. ‘Around ten nights ago, she was helping out at a random drink and drugs checkpoint in Croydon when a particular driver came to her attention. After breath testing him, she swabbed him for a drug test. She tested that and, after making sure it was clear, she asked him for another swab because, she told him, the result of the first swab was unclear. Anyway, after checking his license and noting his details, including his address, she let him go because his first test came back negative.’ 
 
    ‘Right,’ answered Milly, wondering where this was going. 
 
    ‘Then she took the second swab, bagged it up and, after presenting it to Greg, we had a D.N.A. test done. When the test came back, it confirmed P.C. Stone’s suspicions. The semen found on Sibby’s body belonged to him, a Mr. Donald Kerford, a happily married computer consultant, originally from Scotland and father of two young children.’ 
 
    ‘That’s unbelievable,’ replied Milly. ‘She’s obviously matched Donald Kerford at the driver checkpoint with the photo-fit from the D.N.A. phenotyping that came back from the States.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that’s right. She remembered the photo-fit,’ answered Stopford as he reached into the document bag he was carrying and removed that same photo-fit and a photo of Kerford and copy of his D.N.A profile. He put the profile back. 
 
    Milly offered a quiet whistle as she compared the photo-fit with Kerford’s photograph. The likeness was uncanny, though not exact. The photo-fit depicted an unsmiling blond, fair-skinned Caucasian man, with blue eyes, around forty years of age. The subject photo, similar to a mugshot showed a smiling Kerford with blond hair and blue eyes, who was thirty-six years old. Then Stopford produced another photo-fit in which the unsmiling subject in the photo was depicted, mouth still closed, with a broad smile. The set of the eyes on the computer-enhanced subject now turned up at the bottom, pushed up by skin moving over high cheekbones. 
 
    ‘Beth has been very astute in picking this up,’ commented Milly as she stared at the two photos, comparing them. 
 
    ‘We’ve been lucky in this case,’ continued Windsor. ‘Often the profiling won’t give us a result like this. In other cases, there wouldn’t be a likeness, like this one, only similar physical features such as hair, eye, and skin color. If Mr. Kerford had long hair or a crew cut, for instance, Beth might never have picked the similarities, so even the hairstyle as depicted in the photo-fit has been helpful in gaining a match. Anyway, we contacted him, and he was happy to cooperate if we kept his details private, considering his marital and family status. He confirmed he visited the South Croydon Inn, and had used an escort service, and he was happy for us to take his photo.’ 
 
    ‘Lucky you kept the D.N.A. profile then, even though he had nothing to do with the crime. Will you keep his details on the D.N.A. database?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘No, I don’t think so,’ answered Windsor. ‘It is illegal under the Police and Criminal Evidence Act. They can keep evidence where crimes are unsolved, and they don’t know who the D.N.A. belongs to, but they will have to delete the evidence if someone is identified once this crime is finalized. His D.N.A will be deleted from the system when the case against Cailin Stewart and his sentencing and all legal procedure has finished. I think they would wait to make sure Stewart doesn’t appeal his sentence; I don’t know, though, I’m not a lawyer. Kerford hasn’t done anything wrong, not as far as the law is concerned, and he’s got no prior criminal convictions, so there’s no need to keep his profile in the database. It’s not up to us, though.’ 
 
    ‘What’s going on with you, regarding a promotion, then Greg?’ asked Milly changing the subject and switching her focus from Windsor to Stopford. ‘I noticed D.C.I. Windsor here got a pay rise,’ she commented, referring to his recent promotion as she stared at Stopford directly. Milly knew that Windsor had been commended highly and promoted for his work in solving Sibby’s murder and assumed, as a team, Stopford would have received a similar commendation — a promotion too, perhaps. 
 
    ‘Nothing,’ snapped Stopford. 
 
    ‘Don’t look at me,’ shot back Windsor suddenly, looking somewhat despondent. ’That’s not up to us either, Milly. Greg has been recommended for promotion, and there is a position that needs filling fast. There’s nothing more I can do!’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I’m sorry, I can see it is a bit of a sore point.’ 
 
    ‘No, that’s alright. I didn’t mean to jump down your throat, Milly. I know Rob has done all he can, so it’s out of his hands now. I’ll probably move on to a private investigator’s role, working for someone for a while and then perhaps start my own business; I’ve been offered a position. I’ve been thinking about it for some time, and it’s nothing to do with the promotion, or not … well, not really. I’d just like to get involved in some cold cases. There are big rewards out there, you know, and I’m familiar with how police systems work and where to get information.’ 
 
    ‘You might also need a criminal psychologist on board to help too,’ added Milly, who liked what she was hearing. 
 
    ‘And a partner if I go into business myself,’ added Stopford as he glanced over at Windsor. 
 
    ‘So where did this come from all of a sudden?’ asked Windsor, glaring back at Stopford, obviously uncomfortable. 
 
    ‘Just thinking out loud,’ he replied. 
 
    ‘Mate, with all this D.N.A. profiling and now the D.N.A. phenotyping, some of these cold cases would be a cinch to solve,’ added Milly, throwing fuel on the fire as she stared back at Windsor. 
 
    ‘We’ll see,’ said Windsor as he stood up, looking at his watch. ‘Greg and I need to get going, Milly. Thanks for taking the time to meet with us. We’ll be in touch and let you know if any more information becomes available.’ As Windsor turned to walk to the door, Milly glanced at Stopford and winked. 
 
    ‘Yes, I’ll talk to you two shortly. Thanks for the update.’ 
 
    She waited until they left, as she speculated on their conversation — probably a heated one, as Windsor and Stopford drove back to London. Windsor had no idea what was on Stopford’s mind. He’d made that obvious by the abrupt change in his manner and tone and sudden urgency to leave. 
 
    Milly’s mind raced as she walked to the car park. She wondered about cold cases and if she could make a living solving them. She wouldn’t have to put up with a miserable Theo Maddix anymore. She let her mind wander and dared think of a new career as she drove back to Watford Therapy. It was after all the D.N.A. phenotyping that had incited interest in a career change in the first place. She’d discussed it with Dr. Judas James, the forensic pathologist who had had been first on the murder scene, after Windsor and Stopford, at the Croydon Inn. He had directed the forensic team and conducted the autopsy on Sibby’s body. She believed she understood how the D.N.A. phenotyping worked. She was fascinated by it. 
 
    She considered calling Stopford and continuing the conversation that night. He had given Milly his business card at celebrations on the night Cailin Stewart was sentenced for Sibby’s murder. It was the same night he had tried to hit on her, when some of the constabulary attending the celebrations bundled him into a taxi, sending him home early; though not before Milly had reciprocated by giving Stopford one of her cards. She wondered if he had been too drunk to remember the exchange. 
 
    She didn’t call him, not until a week before she flew back to Australia. She had wanted things to settle between him and Windsor. She called him on Friday morning, five days before she was due to leave. 
 
    ‘Detective Inspector Greg Stopford,’ answered Stopford to Milly’s call. His tone was upbeat, and it oozed fervor and passion. She hit the red hang-up button on her phone, immediately deciding she didn’t wish to speak to the newly promoted D.I. Greg Stopford. The best-laid plans of mice and men — and women — oft go astray, thought Milly. 
 
    ‘I wonder what Milly wanted?’ D.I. Stopford asked himself out loud. I’ll call her back later, he decided. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3. 
 
    On Tuesday, the day before she was due to fly to Australia, Milly and Rosie had scheduled a meeting for 10:00 in the morning with Theo in Rosie’s office. Discussion of a meeting had begun the fortnight before, but Theo had procrastinated, only agreeing to meet at the last minute at Milly’s insistence. He arrived late at the meeting with a colleague, a small, demure Scottish woman with a mouse-like squeak for a voice and a totally disarming manner. Theo introduced her as Annis. I bet you had some fun with that name at school, thought Milly, smiling to herself, as she shook Annis’ small hand. Annis was privately employed in her own business and an expert in U.K. employment law. As it turned out, she was also a good negotiator. 
 
    Theo’s motive in employing Annis was totally transparent. If Milly was the bomb, then Annis was the bomb squad. Her mission was to diffuse Milly should the meeting become heated, before she exploded and blurted out something she couldn’t retract. Theo wanted Milly to continue working at Watford Therapy, but he wanted total control. Cunning bugger, thought Milly, as his motive became clear. At a meeting in that same office fifteen months before, he had complied totally with all Milly and Rosie’s demands. It wasn’t in his nature to comply with others — he was the leader, and others followed him. His recent treatment of Milly and changes in her role from seventy-five percent counseling to managing other counselors had broken that agreement and was in breach of her employment contract and job description. 
 
    In employing Annis, Theo considered he had moved straight onto the front foot. He was taking control and, with her help, would shoot Milly — and Rosie if need be — down in flames. He hadn’t spoken to Annis to explain his or Milly’s position. She had read the employment contract briefly but hadn’t had time to take it all in. She was working on one day’s notice of a meeting, with no information at all from Theo until that morning. She asked questions to fill in the gaps, to clarify areas of dispute — even to find out what the meeting was for. True to form, though, Theo avoided her questions; he was totally arrogant in his manner. 
 
    ‘I need clarification on some issues concerning the employment contract between Dr. McTaggart and Watford Therapy, Theo.’ 
 
    ‘Not now, we haven’t got time,’ answered Theo, dismissing Annis with a wave of his hand. 
 
    He discounted, too, the lesson taken from Milly that day she had berated him in his car, dismissing her forthrightness, her stubbornness. Milly won’t put it over me this time, thought Theo. Annis had raised the prospect of postponing the meeting so she could do some research, to make Theo’s position clearer too — well, to Theo at least. She had an idea where this was headed, having dealt with the likes of Theo Maddix before. But Milly was leaving for Australia tomorrow, so Theo was further dismissive of Annis and her concerns; they simply didn’t have time. He knew best, and he was in control. He was also in for a rude shock. 
 
    The meeting began cordially enough. Annis was an unknown quantity, even to Theo, so initially, both parties trod their paths carefully. 
 
    The formalities out of the way, the meeting began. 
 
    ‘I’ve called this meeting to discuss my role here, especially over the past few months, with particular reference to my job description. As you know, Theo, but for Annis’ benefit,’ said Milly turning her gaze to Annis, ‘the employment contract between Watford Therapy … well, between Theo and me, was ratified and signed as a legal document dated January 5, last year. In it, at my insistence, and with your agreement,’ continued Milly turning back to Theo, ‘there was an addendum added to your original document, stipulating that my job comprised eighty percent counseling. In negotiation, you adjusted it down to seventy percent, and I adjusted it back up to seventy-five percent, and we both agreed and signed it as a bona fide work contract between Dr. Milly McTaggart and Watford Therapy.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly, I agree,’ replied Theo. 
 
    ‘Well then, by my calculation I have been engaged in counseling clients for just thirty-three percent of my work time here in direct breach of my employment contract and job description.’ 
 
    ‘You have documented proof?’ asked Theo, sounding confident in his tone and manner. 
 
    ‘Of course I do,’ replied Milly. She reached in under Rosie’s desk and pulled out a briefcase, opening it to reveal myriad time sheets that documented counseling sessions with their dates and times. ‘Now these documents probably don’t mean a lot presented as a lump of paperwork, so for the sake of this meeting I’ve collated all the information and applied it to a spreadsheet. Your copy,’ she said as she handed one of three copies to Theo. The other two were for herself and Rosie. ‘You’ll have to work from Theo’s copy,’ explained Milly. ‘I’m sorry, but he didn’t tell me you would be attending the meeting Annis.’ 
 
    ‘That’s fine,’ replied Annis, looking quickly at the documentation in Milly’s briefcase, before turning her attention to the spreadsheet in Theo’s hand. 
 
    ‘If you look at the spreadsheet, I’ve added the time taken counseling and applied it to the sum of eight-hour days … in hours. Then I have worked the calculation back in days, 2.64 hours per session to arrive at the figure of thirty-three percent counseling over my period of employment or eight-hour day. The calculations cover the entire period of my employment here, from December 2015.’ 
 
    ‘But you usually work longer than eight-hour days,’ interrupted Theo, trying to confuse the issue, to muddy the waters. 
 
    ‘Well, that’s a stupid comment to make,’ answered Milly, smiling as she looked at Theo. ‘You know we don’t counsel clients out of hours, so that would make the percentage of time I counsel as a percentage of hours worked even less. I spend most of my time, when I’m not counseling, doing invoices and directing other counselors.’ 
 
    ‘What about all the time you had off for your sister’s court case and funeral? What about the time you are taking off to travel to Australia tomorrow for a court hearing?’ asked Theo, realizing he was losing momentum and being pushed onto the back foot. 
 
    ‘I’m very sorry, Theo,’ replied Milly. ‘If I were clairvoyant and I’d had Cailin Stewart’s phone number, I would have called him and asked if he wouldn’t mind putting Siobhan’s murder off for a bit. You know, ring, ring, Hi, Cailin, it’s Milly McTaggart calling, I’m Sibby Russell’s twin sister. The reason for my call is to ask if you wouldn’t mind giving me another twelve months before stabbing my twin sister in the heart three times, driving a knife up through her throat into her brain and dropping some other man’s semen all over her dead body. You wouldn’t believe it, but currently, I haven’t got enough holidays owing to take time off for her funeral … just another twelve months, please mate; that would be good. Thanks for your cooperation in this matter. Cheers Cailin, you’re a fucking great bloke; we must catch up for a coffee some time.’ 
 
    Rosie was about to burst out laughing as she watched Theo squirm. She suppressed the urge with a concerned smile. 
 
    Annis looked shocked and put her hand out steadying herself as she stood and began her role as mediator. ‘Alright, Milly, I have come rather unprepared for this meeting, at Dr. Maddix’s insistence. I believe he wishes to sort this out in good faith and, in his words, it has been boiling away for the past two months at least, and you are flying back to Australia tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘Longer!’ bit back Milly, looking at the copy of the spreadsheet Annis now held in her hand. ‘You can see looking at the counseling schedules and dates that it has been going on since before we both signed the employment contract. In the initial job advert for the position, Watford Therapy sought a full-time counselor, and that is what I’m paid for. In relation to the conditions ratified in my job description, my position in the past three months has deteriorated markedly.’ 
 
    ‘As for time off,’ butted in Rosie, ‘Milly has been employed at Watford Therapy for approximately fifteen months. You can see in her contract she is entitled to five weeks each year in holiday leave as well as ten days’ bereavement leave, so considering a situation where she had taken no time off until today, she would be entitled to over six weeks’ holiday leave, plus two weeks’ bereavement leave.’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t claimed any bereavement leave. I was happy to take time off for my sister’s funeral as holidays,’ said Milly. 
 
    ‘Well, you should have taken it as bereavement leave,’ answered Annis. ’It’s in your contract; it’s part of your entitlement.’ 
 
    Good to see you’re both on my side, thought Theo, looking over at Annis and then back at Rosie. 
 
    ‘Milly has taken a total of four and a half weeks’ holiday,’ continued Rosie. ‘In my position, as human resources manager and paymaster, I will restore two of those weeks back onto the payroll system as bereavement leave. To date then, she is owed one and a half weeks in holiday leave.’ 
 
    ‘Look, can I have a moment alone with Dr. Maddix, please?’ asked Annis. 
 
    Milly and Rosie left the room. 
 
    ‘I’m not quite sure what your intentions were in calling this meeting with me, so perhaps you can clarify them?’ asked Annis. ‘But consider first that you have given me no history, no background and as far as I can see Dr. McTaggart has been totally honorable even to the point of taking holidays instead of bereavement leave … that’s annual leave she is entitled to.’ 
 
    ‘I am worried about the time she is taking off to travel back to Australia for that bloody court case,’ replied Theo, totally frustrated. 
 
    ‘It doesn’t matter where she travels to, or why she is going. It’s none of your business and has nothing to do with anything here. Now, as of today, she is entitled to approximately three and a half weeks’ holiday leave after Rosie restores two of the weeks she has taken as holidays back to bereavement leave.’ 
 
    ‘So, what happens if she takes longer in Australia than three and a half weeks?’ 
 
    ‘Nothing happens. You have stated in your work contract with her that you both must be in agreeance with the dates and times of her proposed leave. You don’t want her taking all her leave in one lot, as you have stated in the agreement. Also, you have agreed to Milly traveling to Australia because you are giving her time off work to go. That part of your employment contract works both ways, you know, especially if she is required by law to attend court, even if it is in another country. So, what was your intention in having me attend this meeting? Do you want Milly to resign? Is that where this is heading?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know,’ answered Theo. ‘I don’t want Milly to leave.’ 
 
    Taking the initiative, Annis called Milly and Rosie back into Rosie’s office. 
 
    ‘Right then …’ began Annis. 
 
    ‘Sorry to interrupt you, Annis, but first I have something I want to say. It will save some time.’ 
 
    ‘Alright, Dr. McTaggart.’ 
 
    ‘Rightio, Theo,’ said Milly glaring at him. ‘I’ve considered your treatment of me, especially since my sister’s funeral and the court case. You have barely spoken a dozen words to me since February, and I believe you have treated me with total contempt. And then there’s today … you and your bully-boy tactics.’ 
 
    ‘What are you talking about, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘Just shut up and listen for once in your life, Theo, will you? I’ve decided that if you want me to remain as an employee of Watford Therapy, you will increase my annual salary by £20,000. You will also need to date the increase in my pay from last Thursday, and the pay increase will include any time I take to fulfill my legal obligation back in Australia. Also, I will retain the company car and all other work entitlements I currently enjoy. Now I don’t expect you will agree to this, Theo, and I don’t care. I have given you one hundred percent since working here, and mostly you have treated me like a piece of dog shit you’ve picked up on your shoe. If you do agree to it, though, you will have a legal contract for me to sign before I leave for Australia tomorrow. The only concession I will make is to reduce my required time spent counseling back from seventy-five to fifty percent work time. Rosie and I are leaving for Heathrow tomorrow morning at 7:00 and I am booked on a Qantas flight leaving tomorrow afternoon at 1:30 for Australia. If you don’t agree to my conditions, Theo, then to clarify my position using some Australian vernacular, you can shove your job up your arse.’ 
 
    With that, Milly shook hands with Annis, said goodbye to Rosie and, ignoring Theo, walked out the front door. 
 
    ‘What about the rest of today’s appointments?’ asked Theo, looking shell-shocked. 
 
    ‘You’re a psychologist; there are only 2.64 hours to fill in. You fix it,’ answered Rosie who followed behind Milly, catching up with her as she was about to get into her car. 
 
    ‘That was brilliant, Milly. Serve him right!’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry about swearing at him, Rosie. I promised I wouldn’t, but I just couldn’t help it. I felt sorry for him at first; he looks terrible today … quite sick.’ 
 
    ‘I agree, he doesn’t look well. Your going away tomorrow may be playing on him.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been good and really curbed my language … like I promised I would, it’s just, sometimes …’ She looked at the ground, then looked up with more fire in her eyes. ‘How did he ever get a doctorate in psychology? It makes a mockery of our profession. He’s just plain dumb if he thinks he can get away with rubbish like that.’ 
 
    Rosie agreed. ‘It’s like you’ve said before with Theo; it’s his narcissistic personality … he can’t help himself. Anyway, regardless of what happens, I’m on your side.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Rosie,’ replied Milly as she closed the driver’s door of her car and stood to lean against it with her arms folded. 
 
    ‘There’s something else I need to tell you, Milly. I got a phone call from your Aunt Christy … Anderson, I think? Anyway, she called around a fortnight ago. She asked how you were and I told her you were quite stressed after all that had happened with Sibby. She asked to speak with you, but I put her off because you told me what she’s like over the phone … she certainly can talk! I told her you were busy with appointments all day. She told me that your Uncle James, her husband, had passed away from complications of prostate cancer.’ 
 
    ‘Oh dear,’ said Milly, ‘you should have told me.’ 
 
    ‘She asked me not to when she realized she wasn’t going to speak to you straightaway. I told her you would be home by the end of April, early May, so she was happy to bide her time until then. She didn’t want me to say anything because she thought it might put pressure on you to return home early, for the funeral. She asked me to let you know a day or so before you flew home. So … ’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Rosie, it’s probably for the best. I know he’s been quite ill lately. He was very good to me, considering I was only a prick relation.’ 
 
    ‘A prick relation?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. We weren’t related by blood; he was married to my mother’s sister, to Aunt Christy … only related through his … oh, you know, a prick relation,’ said Milly smiling. 
 
    ‘I get it,’ answered Rosie laughing. ‘More Australian vernacular?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t forget you have to get me to the airport tomorrow, regardless of what happens here today.’ 
 
    ‘I know, Milly. I’ll call you when I have some news.’ 
 
    Rosie returned to her office where Theo and Annis were busily working away. She felt like giving Theo a piece of her mind but thought better of it while Annis was there. Milly had put him back in his place. 
 
    As she sat on one of the visitor chairs in her office, Theo handed her a three-page document headed Addendum and asked if, after she read it, she could add anything relevant to the changes in Milly’s new employment contract. 
 
    Rosie smiled to herself. She called Milly later, but she didn’t answer. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4. 
 
    It was early in the morning Perth time, so when she arrived back at her unit at Saint Albans Road, after their meeting, Milly sent an email off to Aunt Christy and her mother telling them she had just received the news from Rosie and how upset and sad she was to hear of Uncle James’ passing. She mentioned, literally as a footnote, as a ‘P.S.’ at the bottom of her email, that she was flying to Australia the next day and they would catch up shortly. The email finished with Looking forward to catching up with you, love you both heaps! XXX — Milly. 
 
    Milly felt remorseful on news of her uncle’s death. Her mood was tinged with pangs of guilt. He had contributed tens, if not hundreds of thousands of dollars, to her education and her upbringing, paying her Hecs debt and paying her rent. Who knows what else he had paid for? He never mentioned his benevolence and Mia never discussed it. It was a given, taken for granted that her uncle would help. It wasn’t just him, it was Aunt Christy too, but she’d never worked, so Milly considered her uncle had contributed the lion’s share. She had fobbed Aunt Christy off during her time in the U.K., not keeping in touch or contacting her by phone because she waffled on so much. Indeed, she hadn’t spoken to her uncle for several years. Her feeling of guilt soared when she considered that both Aunt Christy and her mother had only discovered she would be flying home shortly in a conversation with Rosie, a work colleague — hence the postscript in the email. It helped trivialize her feeling of guilt. 
 
    Rosie arrived to collect Milly just prior to 7:00 the next morning, and they drove onto the M25 for the twenty-five-minute drive south to Heathrow. Rosie was quiet; she sensed Milly’s mood. She had come to love Milly dearly and even considered the chance she might not see her good friend again; she had a lot of luggage for someone traveling away for just a few weeks. 
 
    Milly didn’t question her about the previous day’s meeting after she’d left. She didn’t ask if Theo had said anything or whether he’d agreed to the contract changes. Has she decided to leave, wondered Rosie. Was she returning to Australia permanently? She took another approach. 
 
    ‘Your Aunt Christy sounds like a beautiful, caring person … and your uncle too. When she called, I didn’t say a lot; I had trouble getting a word in … but I did tell her how you talked endlessly about them … how they had virtually paid for your education, that you would be no-one without their help. Then she told me about James, and I remarked how sad it was because you were so looking forward to seeing them again, to thank them, now that your career had taken off.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ said Milly as she turned to Rosie. ‘You have no idea how much that helps.’ She thought then of Dr. Tess’ remark that Rosie was very perceptive. 
 
    Milly’s mood lightened, and the conversation continued until they reached Heathrow. Rosie offered to park her car and come in with Milly and sit for a while, to shout her a coffee. Milly considered the cost of parking and knew Theo would need Rosie back at Watford Therapy, so she dismissed her offer and thanked her. 
 
    ‘I’ll talk to you soon,’ said Milly as she kissed Rosie goodbye and walked with her bags on a trolley into Terminal 3. 
 
    It was 12.45 Wednesday afternoon as Milly sat in business class on the Qantas Airbus A380 while passengers embarked preparing for clearance to take off for Dubai. She had originally been booked on a £990 flex fare but had converted it to business class on discovering there were two seats still available. She briefly looked at her copy of the new employment contract in which Theo had agreed to everything she asked for the previous day. Rosie had turned deathly white and feigned a heart attack grabbing at her chest when Milly told her she was leaving Watford Therapy as she dropped her at Heathrow. Then smiling, calling Rosie ‘silly,’ she explained that she would do her best never to leave her with Theo on her own again, except for holidays of course. Milly signed the new contract. 
 
    She considered then the extra £1400 she paid for her business class seat. It was a treat for being drug-free for over six months now. She had checked her bank account that morning and along with the £5,500 already there, was four weeks’ pay from Watford Therapy — another £3,350 after taxes. Theo assumed she would sign the contract. Milly had converted £1000 at Heathrow, a conversion to around $1550 AUD, so she had money when she arrived at Perth airport. 
 
    She was just about to turn her phone off when it pinged as a jumble of delayed emails arrived including Apple Music, Google Alert, Twitter via her new Twitter account, and one from Aunt Christy. She told Milly how pleased she was to have her coming home, what a lovely girl that Rosie is and that she needed to meet with her because she had something important to give her. There goes a week of my holidays was Milly’s initial reaction, and she immediately felt guilty again. That was her last thought as she drifted off for a twenty-minute catnap. When she woke, they were lining up for takeoff. 
 
    Some people hated flying and airports; Milly loved them. She started thinking, as QF2 roared in a westerly direction down runway 09R, for takeoff to Dubai, where she would board an Emirates Boeing 777-300ER to fly on to Perth. The aircraft flew out over Berkshire, Surrey; then it banked to the right and tracked southeast for the Middle East, with the 5,500 km flight distance scheduled to take just over seven hours. 
 
    She thought of Windsor and Stopford. She knew little of Windsor except that he was married with two young girls and lived in Twickenham west of London. She knew even less of Stopford, except for reports that he was hyperactive, over-confident and over-sexed, at least according to P.C. Stone. She laughed when she considered her best friend Dannii King’s take on men like Stopford. He’d fuck anything with hair on it, including the barber’s floor. 
 
    The ‘remain seated’ indicator had been switched off, and passengers were free to move about the cabin. ‘Would you like to order a drink, Dr. McTaggart?’ the flight attendant asked Milly, wrenching her from her thoughts. 
 
    She didn’t really feel like drinking and had only indulged once since being on the drug-and-sex wagon over the past six months. She felt she needed to get some value for money, though, to treat herself, so she ordered a Bacardi and Coke. ‘Keep ’em coming,’ she requested, ‘and by the way, my name is Milly.’ 
 
    Her thoughts returned to the two detectives. Apart from sex and the basic need to survive, most humans craved money and power. Money often led to power, but neither Windsor nor Stopford had money, not in a real sense anyway. They could derive a sense of power, though, from their position, their rank. Milly guessed what had happened when their meeting finished at McDonalds in Watford. Windsor was happy for Stopford to retain his lower rank as Detective Sergeant, regardless of anything he said to the contrary. However, Stopford’s threat to leave the MIT invalidated some of Windsor’s need for total power over him. He was, after all, still ranked higher, so Stopford would be given the promotion at Windsor’s renewed urging. He didn’t want Stopford to leave; he was showing potential. He just needed managing. His promotion would pacify him for a while, but Stopford was a climber; he loved power. Milly was counting on it. 
 
    ‘Here you go, Milly, another Bacardi and Coke.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you, Nelson,’ said Milly looking at his name on the Qantas uniform lapel badge. ‘You’re very kind.’ 
 
    The thought of Stopford and his carnal urges drew her thoughts back to her own sexual problems. She believed the anti-depressants that Tess had prescribed were working; she was on the right track. She had struggled with her abstinence from sex prior to her appointment with Tess. It was only by determination and the promise she made to her dead sister in the Croydon Morgue that she had remained celibate over the past six months. It had been a battle she had been close to losing when she looked for Rowan’s phone number, her last candy-man, and part-time lover. Fortunately, she had deleted the number; otherwise, who knows, she might have returned to her old ways. 
 
    Milly used an analogy to explain her sexual malaise. Two women shared a flat, and they both had a key to the front door. When one arrived home and checked the door, it was locked. She knocked, then knocked louder; she wanted to get in. Totally exasperated, she searched around in her bag in the dark for her key, finally opening the door. Then the friends had a row, so the one who had been knocking left and handed her key over. But still she returned sometimes, knocking on the door, she was persistent and loud, but eventually left; she had no way of getting in — she didn’t have a key. 
 
    Milly’s problem was that friend knocking, persistently, louder and louder. She had tried to ignore it but couldn’t. She knew the friend would get in any way; she had a key. So, she gave into it; she answered the door this time, and every other time she knocked and then went and got into trouble. Tess had given her another option with the anti-depressants. They would take that other person’s key away. She still knocked, but not quite as often and not quite as loud. She had become accustomed to not being let in. Milly was winning the battle, but she needed to be vigilant, to keep that person and the key to the front door away from each other. She needed to keep taking the anti-depressants. 
 
    ‘Would you like something to eat, Milly?’ asked Nelson, offering her a plate and a choice of oysters, mussels, some light savory toast and what looked to be a basil pesto and a selection of dry biscuits. 
 
    ‘No thank you, Nelson,’ replied Milly, draining her glass. ‘I’ll have another Bacardi and Coke, though.’ 
 
    Milly turned her thoughts off as she directed her attention back to her employment contract. It had Annis’ mark all over it. It was professional and, that’s right, there it was, her company logo, U.K. Employment Services, Annis Baird, Managing Director. Milly took the time to read through the contract and as far as she could see it was foolproof. Poor little Annis, Milly thought, smiling, I wonder what she thought of Theo Wanker? She was starting to feel a bit tipsy now as Nelson handed her another Bacardi and Coke. She giggled quietly to herself. Theo Wanker had a ring to it. 
 
    Dr. Judas James, the forensic pathologist, was the next person that popped into her head. People seemed to pop in and out when she’d had a few drinks. They had become quite friendly, with each referring to the other as ‘doctor’. She had asked him to call her Milly, although she didn’t really want to call him Judas. He declined, so Milly played along with him — with Dr. James. He had called over a month ago to give her the results of some final toxicology tests. Sibby had taken a cocktail of drugs including heroin, but it pained Milly to think of her sister. The alcohol made her sad, as she started to well up, and become emotional. So, blowing her nose, she turned her thoughts to the other part of their conversation, the D.N.A. phenotyping. 
 
    Jude knew of Beth’s success in identifying the owner of the semen found on her sister. He concluded it was quite feasible that someone could make the connection since both Beth and Kerford lived in Croydon. Statistically, if Kerford drove a vehicle and Beth worked on breath-and-drug-testing units, sooner or later they would meet. The odds might have been in the millions to one, but so was winning the U.K. National Lotto and someone won that, usually twice every week. More unusual was the match between the photo-fit and the photo of Kerford; everything had gone right to make that connection. 
 
    ‘Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain, Gavin Lang, speaking. We are currently flying at 39,000 feet. We …’ 
 
    Her thoughts interrupted, Milly finished her drink and went to the toilet; she was bursting. She returned to her seat and, losing track of her thoughts completely, closed her eyes. She dreamed of home, of seeing her friend Dannii again, of the important thing Aunt Christy had to give her ... and then there was total silence and peace. When she woke, they were on their final approach into Dubai. 
 
    I’ve really got to go to the toilet, thought Milly. 
 
    She asked Nelson for time to inject some insulin for her diabetes and was the last passenger to leave business class on the A380 flight from London. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5. 
 
    The Emirates flight from Dubai to Perth was scheduled to depart at 2.45 Thursday morning Dubai time, but was running twenty-five minutes late. After a comfortable wait in the Emirates first class lounge, Milly found herself seated in business class on the Emirates 777-300ER. Prior to takeoff, the pilot assured passengers they would make up the lost time on the scheduled ten-hours and fifty -minute flight due to favorable flying conditions. The crew planned to see them disembark right on schedule. 
 
    As the aircraft flew to Perth, Milly pulled out her document folder to look at some other paperwork, placing her new employment contract at the bottom of her small paper pile. Since that last meeting with Theo, she hankered even more now for a career change. She decided she was bored with Watford and sick of Theo. She had done some research, tinkering around the edges of an investigative role, looking at options. Cold cases held her interest and Stopford had kindled that interest by revealing his own desire for a career change. She could leave Watford Therapy tomorrow; she wasn’t beholden to Theo. But she felt duty-bound to Rosie. Her new contract established her job description, clarifying her role under U.K. employment law. There was no other legal contract, nothing enforceable at law, nothing binding her to Watford Therapy. She believed she might see out another twelve months in her current role, unless Theo pushed her into leaving earlier by his treatment of her. 
 
    She began reading printed information she had downloaded from Wikipedia – an article entitled ‘The Doe Network.’ As described by Wikipedia: ‘The Doe Network is a non-profit organization of volunteers who work with law enforcement to connect missing person cases with Jane/John Doe cases. The network is based in Tennessee, but there are volunteers who work for the organization across the world.’ 
 
    ‘Excuse me, Dr. McTaggart, would you like something to drink?’ interrupted Amirah, her new flight attendant. Milly looked at the flight attendant in her Emirates uniform, with its iconic light mushroom coloring dotted with red. Outwardly, she was classic Middle Eastern female fare — beautiful, with her caramel colored skin and her meek and mild manner not wishing to disturb or intrude. Her job belied her modest nature; she needed to intrude, to be of service. 
 
    ‘Yes, I’d like a strong black coffee, with no sugar, thank you, Amirah.’ Normally, she took sugar in her coffee, but she denied herself this small pleasure now, considering the sugar her body had railed against during the previous flight’s Bacardi and Coke bender. Managing diabetes required discipline as life required small pleasures, both sometimes manipulated with insulin and abstinence. 
 
    She read on. The Doe Network was founded by Jennifer Marra in 1998 and comprised Internet sleuths chatting online, mainly about cold cases. Their website portrayed actual photos of missing persons or artistic renderings, some taken from facial reconstructions of human remains. The profiles on the Doe website provided as much information as possible on the body or remains including discovery details, a physical description, and identifiers including dental, D.N.A., and fingerprint information. Other information included clothing and personal details, and legal entities such as local police and other investigating agencies and their contact email address and phone number. 
 
    Milly had printed off the case of a Sean Lewis Cutler from Wayne, New Jersey in the U.S.A. A paralegal by the name of Carol Cielecki had pieced together information she had read on the Internet including details of a dog wandering home, bringing with it a human skull and returning later with a lower jaw bone and femur. Forensic pathologists examining the remains established the owner of the thigh bone to be handicapped. A man by the name of Patrick Harkness, who had posted the original details of a missing Sean Cutler online had left a contact email address. Harkness happened to be Cutler’s first cousin. 
 
    Carol Cielecki married up these details from a listing of unidentified skeletal remains with a link to the Vermont Police where a skull, jawbone, and femur from a person believed to be handicapped had been found. Put simply, she brought together two sets of information sitting on a website to solve the case of a missing John Doe. She contacted Harkness, and they took their information to investigators. There were two sides to the case. First, there were the unidentified remains and second the manner of Cutler’s fate, which is still a mystery. The Doe Network had done its part, though, not least for the Cutler family, thought Milly. 
 
    Milly had downloaded and printed out information on cold cases and rewards offered in the U.K. There was the case of a coronary care nurse, who was stabbed and murdered at her flat in Middleton. A £50,000 reward for information leading to the arrest and conviction of her killer was on offer. God knows how her family coped, thought Milly, but somehow, somewhere, there would be someone who knew something. There would be a clue, just one clue that could solve the crime, like two bits of seemingly unrelated information sitting on a website somewhere that needed discovery — to be married up, as in the case of Sean Cutler. 
 
    Computers in personal carry-on baggage can be rather inconvenient, especially when changing planes with connecting flights. The U.S. had recently changed their regulations governing computers and other electronic devices in hand luggage flying into the States. Although she wasn’t flying to the U.S., the U.K. was getting in on the act too. Milly had decided to leave her computer in Watford. She could check her email on another computer if Rosie or Theo needed her for work. She had also decided to print copies of articles she might like to read on her flight home, rather than read them on her computer, so she could make written notes. She had included her Kindle in her personal onboard luggage, hoping it wouldn’t draw much attention, and began reading a copy of The Skeleton Crew, by Deborah Halber; her own notes could wait. She got to Chapter 3, ‘It’s the Ethernet, my dear Watson’, when, just as she was feeling drowsy, she stumbled across Halber’s take on the Sean Cutler case. 
 
    It was a fascinating read. She read on, her sleepiness waning. In her research on the Doe Network, Carol Cielecki had originally set out to solve the mystery of her missing ex-husband, Todd Smith. Helping solve the Sean Cutler case had been a by-product of that research. Smith was an adventurous type who was probably never suited to married life or the responsibilities of fatherhood. The marriage ended soon after their daughter was born, but a friendly relationship ensued. The last time Cielecki saw Smith was in 1989. His then-girlfriend had called her telling her she hadn’t seen him for a few days. Cielecki told her not to worry, that eventually, he would turn up; he often went missing for days at a time. 
 
    Smith never returned. Cielecki had searched the Doe Network looking for a match for him; she assumed he was dead and wanted closure for their daughter. In her search, there were unidentified remains and other information, but nothing seemed to line up. There were too many discrepancies — discrepancies in information, with some matches in height and age, eye color, and other physical features. In 2008, nineteen years after Smith had gone missing, a forensic technician in Volusia County, Florida, was working her way through the Doe Network’s listing of missing men when she spotted information describing a man who stood over six feet tall with curly hair. Checking photos and by a series of events, including a fingerprint taken from Smith’s car that only confused things, police would later match dental records with the body they had, and identify it as Todd Smith. Milly marveled at the solving of these two cases. Each was remarkable in its simplicity. A simple quirk picked up by someone, a clue that others had missed, an unremarkable find that would change the lives of other people, helping them find their loved ones at last. 
 
    She looked at her watch; it was 2:45 a.m. back in Watford. She turned her Kindle down and drifted off to sleep. When she woke, it was 5:30 a.m. — still U.K. time. She was starving. 
 
    After eating, and drinking another strong coffee, Milly turned back to her notes. Currently, there was no licensing requirement in the U.K. for a private investigator or a private detective. Legally, anyone in the U.K. could set up an agency and begin working immediately. There were plans afoot by the government to license investigators and hand over regulation of the industry to the Security Industry Authority. Parliament needed to legislate, to enact laws first, but lawmakers never moved quickly. Milly had seen advertisements on the Internet where students could undertake a training course for around £150. She wondered then if Stopford’s training in the U.K. police force would automatically qualify him as a licensed P.I. when laws were enacted. 
 
    Milly’s attention turned then to her own qualifications. She was a member of the B.P.S. or British Psychological Society, so could enroll in any course that took her fancy. She was interested in criminal profiling; however, she knew that forensic psychology and criminal profiling were two distinct training and career paths. Her background was in mental health and mental health training. While most criminal profilers had qualifications in psychology, they also had a formal background in criminal justice and law enforcement. She had no intention of further extensive study. She wondered if she could undertake some light training in criminal justice or law enforcement like an Australian T.A.F.E. course or an equivalent N.V.Q. course in the U.K.? Then she dismissed the thought of further training as she shifted uncomfortably in her seat, thinking it would be a cold day in hell when she returned to further study. 
 
    She closed the document folder, only having read half of the printed information. She thought again of Stopford; they would be a good fit together at work. He was like a mongrel dog, a veritable Jack Russell full of energy and bluster, nipping at ankles, pulling trouser legs until he got his way. In a sense a P.I. needed some of that in their personality. They didn’t have a badge to stand behind — they needed bluff, to conjure up, to trick information out of others. Windsor saw that in his personality —prone to brilliance but full of human frailty and weakness. He was too easily distracted, too willing to chase a bit of skirt or, as P.C. Stone put it, never get between Stopford and a big set of tits. Milly was more circumspect, more risk averse. Theirs would be a unity of opposites if they could agree to work together. She giggled to herself when she imagined flashing her own 38DDs at Stopford, asking him to sit like a good dog if he wanted another peek. There’s a good boy, she thought, as she patted him on the head. 
 
    Her thoughts continued. There was information available in infinite magnitude on the Internet with sites such as the Doe Network and missing persons’ information just seconds away with a Google search. There were the twenty-four-hour news cycles and the educated assumptions that could be made using criminal profiling. One of the most important assets would be that small, unremarkable thing, that little quirk that everyone missed — that clue — those two seemingly unrelated statements or pieces of information. One just had to look in the right place, like Carol Cielecki did in the case of Sean Cutler. 
 
    After reading more on her Kindle and falling in and out of light sleep, Milly looked at her watch; it was 11.30 a.m. UK time in Watford. She looked at her monitor; it was 6:30 p.m. A.W.S.T. or Perth time. She put her watch forward seven hours, realizing they were only an hour and five minutes from landing in Perth. 
 
    She thought of the events of the past sixteen months since she’d left Australia, especially of finding her identical twin sister, albeit dead. She cringed when she thought of her own near life-ending catastrophes with her drug binges and sexual escapades, followed by her new regime of abstinence and celibacy. There were her fights with Theo and new friendships with Rosie and Tess. Then the dissatisfaction with her job — or was that just Theo getting to her, she wondered. She thought of small things like the difference in the exchange rate when she arrived in the U.K. to now, due to Brexit. She thought, too, of the potential for a five-year jail sentence at home in Australia for dealing and trafficking in cocaine if things went badly wrong. She quickly dismissed that thought. 
 
    The Emirates plane landed from the northeast and taxied into Terminal 1. The time was 19:50, just fifteen minutes later than their scheduled arrival. Milly said goodbye and thanked Amirah, not wanting to point her out or make a fuss. Amirah stood resolute, but modest, not wishing to intrude or impose, in her Emirates uniform, with her red hat, white scarf and signature red lipstick enhancing her dark skin and dark brown eyes. She nodded politely to Milly, wishing her a pleasant evening. As Milly disembarked, stepping onto Australian soil for the first time in sixteen months, she could not know that when next she boarded a plane, the whole future course of her life would have changed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6. 
 
    As she walked from her Emirates flight, Milly thought of something her mother had said long ago: it doesn’t matter where you go, it’s always good to come home. Mia made the comment on returning from her one and only trip back to Scotland to visit family after she and Milly had emigrated to Australia. Milly was young; she had stayed with Aunt Christy, so she didn’t miss school. She had been confused by the comment — was Mom referring to Scotland or Australia, she wondered. She felt good now, though, having returned home. Mom must have meant Australia, she decided. 
 
    She walked through the Australian Border Force customs point, through the Arrivals SmartGate where she could self-process using her ePassport, which matched with a face recognition chip in her passport. She was glad of the technology; it didn’t require any match-up with fingerprints or explanation of her adermatoglyphia. It also avoided the long process of being manually checked through the Customs’ lane. She had read once where a woman of Swiss descent had trouble entering the U.S. because regulations governing the entry of all non-residents required they be fingerprinted and she didn’t have any fingerprints. Mia also had adermatoglyphia so she would use an ePassport when traveling overseas, but Aunt Christy wasn’t similarly afflicted so was content to wander through for manual checking when she traveled to another country. It gave her a chance to chat, to unintentionally extend the line and prolong the wait for other passengers, all of them in a hurry after their long flight. It would also increase the demand for ePassports for those waiting in line behind her when next they traveled overseas, thought Milly, smiling. 
 
    Heading on through customs, through the ‘Nothing to Declare’ aisle and after having her bags checked, she looked at her beeping phone. ‘Where are you?’ glared up at her from D.K. on her message bank. It was Dannii King, her best friend, or as Dannii described Milly — her ‘besty’. 
 
    ‘I’ll meet you out front in the Pedestrian Plaza in five,’ replied Milly, pushing send on her iPhone, the response confirming her arrival in Perth. As she looked up, Milly thought she spotted someone; she stopped dead in her tracks. She slipped her phone back into her bag, using that fleeting moment between subconscious and conscious recognition. ‘It can’t be,’ she whispered silently to herself, as she stared at Sim Charles and a beautiful blonde girl as they sauntered along in her general direction, laughing and giggling with one another. Her phone dropped to the floor, missing her bag completely. They looked happy together when something distracted Sim, and he turned his gaze slightly, staring straight at Milly. As she bent down to rescue her phone, placing it back in her bag, Sim gave her a wave in recognition, dragging along with him the beautiful female form of what’s her name, thought Milly — that’s right, Naomi, she remembered. 
 
    ‘Hello, Milly, what are you doing here?’ asked Sim in his slight but distinguishable Scottish accent. ‘This is my partner, Naomi Harris.’ 
 
    ‘Hi, Sim and nice to meet you, Naomi. Well, in answer to your question, I live here, Sim … at least when I’m not working away in the U.K. I’m visiting, taking some time off … on holidays, mate,’ she replied. She emphasized the last bit of the sentence in her Australian drawl, establishing that she was on home soil, that she held the upper hand over these two itinerant tourists who would undoubtedly be up to no good if she knew Sim Charles well enough. She smiled, getting over her initial shock in meeting them, taking control of her emotions — well, most of them. 
 
    ‘Aye, I see,’ replied Sim in a sullen murmur, like he’d just been scolded and put back in his place. He looked down at Milly from his 1.95-meter frame, as Naomi clasped her hands around the left elbow of his folded arms, giving Milly that ‘he’s mine and you can’t have him’ look. 
 
    Milly could feel the knocking, the ‘don’t forget me’ inquiry from down below as her little friend knocked on the door. She looked at Naomi in that fleeting nanosecond as her desires carried her away. She couldn’t quite decide which of the two she would take to bed if she were pressed for a decision — to make a choice. Both of them demanded her friend, as the knocking grew louder, nagging Milly for attention. She shifted on her feet; she was feeling uncomfortable. 
 
    ‘What are you doing in Australia?’ asked Milly, her voice quavering slightly; she was less in control now. 
 
    ‘We’re on holiday but heading back to the U.K. tonight. We must catch up for a meal when you get back,’ replied Sim. Naomi nodded her head in agreement. She held onto Sim tighter now, as if she could feel the threat emanating from Milly’s pulsating sex as it woke from its slumber, attempting to escape its self-imposed exile, having no regard for common decency and good manners. 
 
    As if on cue, her phone rang, dissolving the awkward moment. Milly fumbled about for it in her bag. ‘Look, I must keep going, it’s my ride home, but I’d love to catch up when I get back to the U.K. I’ve got your number, Sim, from Sibby’s funeral. I’ll call you,’ said Milly as she answered Dannii’s call. 
 
    ‘Right, we’ll talk soon,’ answered Sim, as Naomi, looking relieved, relaxed her grip slightly and they headed off in the opposite direction towards International Departures. 
 
    Milly answered the call, which stopped as she pressed the green ‘accept’ icon and pretended to talk with someone until Sim and Naomi were out of earshot. My God, she thought to herself, I didn’t handle that too well. Just then her phone rang again, and this time she answered without noting the caller. She assumed it would be Dannii again. 
 
    ‘Hi, Milly, it’s Christy.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, hi, Aunt Christy, I’m just going through Customs getting my bags checked. I’m catching up with Dannii tonight, so I’ll see you and Mom in the morning. I’m sorry I can’t talk right now.’ She hung up before her aunt could protest and start talking. I did handle that well, though, Milly decided. Her phone rang again. This time she noted the caller before answering, in case it was Aunt Christy calling back. ‘Hi, Dannii, I’ll be there in five.’ 
 
    Dannii was excited to see Milly, as she walked towards her with her bags piled up on a small trolley. Dannii jumped around, clapping her hands, deliberately drawing attention. 
 
    ‘My God, Milly, you’ve changed … you’ve put weight on, you’re …’ 
 
    ‘Don’t you dare say fat,’ warned Milly, pointing and smiling. 
 
    ‘You’re, well, you’re … you’re positively voluptuous,’ countered Dannii, ‘All tits and ass, but definitely not fat!’ She laughed with glee, and they fell into each other’s arms, hugging and kissing. They had been lovers in the past, experimenting when they were young, exploring their sexuality. Theirs was a relationship that had endured over time, with trust and respect, except for the one occasion when Milly had treated Dannii badly before she left for the U.K. That would never happen again. Milly had apologized profusely. 
 
    ‘You’ve cut off your dreadlocks. You look stunning!’ Milly stared at her best friend. She had missed her — her companionship and the quirky things she said as she summed up people and situations. She looked the same, but she had changed somehow. Milly put it down to the new hairstyle — short with a long fringe — it made her look older, more responsible; she looked more mature. 
 
    ‘Come on, mate, let’s get out of here,’ said Dannii as she grabbed half the push rail of Milly’s trolley, and they walked side by side to the car park. ‘I’ve got a surprise for you, and I want you to be nice. I don’t want any nastiness, no smart-arse comments.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I’ll try my best,’ answered Milly. She hated surprises, especially Dannii King surprises. 
 
    They walked toward the car park. Milly could see Dannii’s car, the old B.M.W. she’d driven for years. It was reverse parked so anyone sitting in it would get a full view of them approaching. There was enough artificial light in the car park for Milly to see the outline of a figure silhouetted on the front passenger seat, in the darkness, behind the light — the surprise, Milly presumed. As they drew nearer, the passenger side front door opened, and the figure stepped out. Milly knew who it was. It was the way she carried herself, the way she stepped away from the car in the darkness. It was Simone Kelly. 
 
    Simone wavered, then moved assertively towards the luggage trolley as both girls pushed it towards her. She was unsure how Milly would react. She had been there with Dannii and Milly that night at the bawdy sex and drug romp at the Boyd house in Cottesloe. Like Dannii, she had avoided the trouble that followed Milly after the police raid, and the subsequent drugs charge. Now Milly had returned to Australia, the severity of the charge mitigated, downgraded from trafficking to a possession misdemeanor, with a summons to appear as a witness in court on Monday. She had continued a sexual relationship with Milly for a short time after the drug bust, but her circumstances changed, so she ended it. 
 
    Milly kissed her briefly, giving her a light embrace, like the one you see a French dignitary give another in the movies — that two-sided cheek rub, and sometimes a kiss. The nature of their greeting belied their past relationship; Milly would only spare one cheek. She had laughed when Simone had unceremoniously dumped her over the phone. She pretended that she didn’t care, that she was glad it had ended. Deep down, though, it had hurt. Milly wasn’t sure if there was someone else in Simone’s life then — she wasn’t the jealous type or was it simply that Simone didn’t want her anymore. If it wasn’t jealousy, it must have been rejection. She still had feelings for Simone as the itch below tingled away, aroused by the encounter with Sim and Naomi. Simone looked stunning. 
 
    The formalities over, and luggage in the trunk, Simone headed for the front seat and Milly for the back while Dannii drove. ‘You two can both sit in the back if you like,’ said Dannii. Milly smelt a rat. Dannii was matchmaking again. 
 
    ‘No, I’m sure we’re fine just where we are,’ replied Milly as she sat in the back alone. 
 
    ‘We’ll stop in Cottesloe tonight at Mom and Dad’s. They flew to the U.K. last Sunday for a couple of weeks, Milly. They were going to catch up with you in Watford until they heard you were returning home. They hope to see you before you go back if they don’t fly off somewhere else.’ The conversation continued. Despite Milly’s happy mood, it was disconcerting and slightly uncomfortable with Simone there. The tone of the conversation was subdued now; there was an awkward familiarity, like a couple had just decided to divorce — delicate, but not nasty. 
 
    ‘Mom’s happy for you to use her car while you’re here, Milly,’ said Dannii as the conversation paled. Then Simone, sensing things needed kicking along, asked Milly about her flight home. 
 
    ‘The flight itself was quite uneventful, but I got a shock when I saw a guy and his girlfriend from the U.K. heading home … just before I met you, Dannii. The guy, Sim Charles, is the brother of my dead twin sister’s fiancée, Joe Charles, who is languishing at Her Majesty’s pleasure in Barlinnie Prison in Glasgow for at least the next two and a half years. He was caught carrying nearly four kilos of cocaine in his car. I suppose you’ve heard about Sibby, Simone?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I have, Milly. Dannii filled me in. I’m sorry, I really am.’ 
 
    ‘Sim Charles is from Scotland then?’ interrupted Dannii, sensing another awkward moment. 
 
    ‘Sure is. He supplied his brother Joe with the drugs he was caught with, in his car. For a while, he was also a suspect in the murder of my sister. He’s allegedly been dealing in Class A and any other drugs you can think of for years, but the Old Bill have never been able to pin anything on him.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds like a piece of work,’ commented Simone. 
 
    ‘Do you remember part of our conversation over twelve months ago when I told you that the Boyds were looking at buying a business in Scotland?’ Dannii asked Milly. 
 
    Milly remembered as Dannii watched her dark outline in the rear vision mirror, her head nodding, agreeing. 
 
    ‘Apparently, they’re looking hard at businesses, doing their due diligence. The word is they want access to the biggest per-capita cocaine market in the world.’ 
 
    Suddenly it clicked. ‘And who better than Sim Charles to do business with, in Scotland, especially if it’s drugs?’ continued Milly. ‘Those cunning bastards. I bet Sim was over here talking with Matt Boyd Sr. before they find him guilty and chuck him in the slammer.’ 
 
    ‘Perhaps that’s why this Sim bloke is flying back home tonight. He’s hardly going to turn up to court on Monday, especially if he’s got criminal connections,’ suggested Simone. She was feeling more confident now as the conversation started to flow. 
 
    ‘Of course,’ answered Milly. They’d hit on something. She had her P.I. hat on. It all made sense. 
 
    Simone changed the subject. ‘How did you end up in the U.K. then, Milly?’ 
 
    Milly took her P.I. hat off. 
 
    ‘Well, all my personal relationships went downhill, including you two and my mother, so I couldn’t see much point in hanging around. I applied for a couple of jobs and ended up with the job in Watford. The W.A. Director of Public Prosecutions agreed to let me go, but they left this charge hanging over me. It meant I had to return to testify against Matt Boyd Sr. So here I am.’ 
 
    ‘Do you like living in the U.K.?’ 
 
    ‘I do mostly. It has its moments though. I played on the wild side for a bit, but the death of my twin sister jerked me back into gear. I’ve made some good friends over there, and one of them is my G.P.’ 
 
    Just at that moment, they reached Cottesloe. They drove past the Boyd residence, where the party had been, where the police raid had taken place. 
 
    ‘My God, that brings back memories,’ said Milly staring out the window as they drove past. 
 
    ‘Talking about the party, remember Regis and Laticia?’ asked Dannii cheekily. 
 
    ‘How could I forget? I still have nightmares about it. Regis was huge.’ Simone burst out laughing as Milly cringed. ‘Anyway, as I was saying,’ continued Milly, ‘my G.P. decided I was depressed, so she put me on some anti-depressant medication. It’s taken some motivation away from me. I think it helps keep my self-destructive side in check, but I can’t get bloody motivated to do any exercise. That, as well as giving up smoking … that’s why I’ve put weight on.’ 
 
    ‘You look gorgeous,’ replied Dannii. 
 
    ‘Very sexy,’ agreed Simone. 
 
    ‘All tits and ass,’ contributed Milly sarcastically. 
 
    ‘Something to hang onto when the sex gets rough,’ agreed Dannii as she swung on the steering wheel, driving into her parent’s palatial residence in Cottesloe, parking beside Simone’s car. 
 
    ‘To protect against the English winter,’ added Simone. 
 
    ‘I’ll probably trade my old Beamer in and buy a van with a bed in the back to pick you up at the airport next year if you put more weight …’ 
 
    ‘Oh, shut up, you two,’ said Milly laughing. 
 
    ‘I might get going home,’ said Simone opening the front passenger side door. ‘We can talk more tomorrow, Dannii.’ 
 
    ‘No, you don’t; you stay the night,’ insisted Dannii. 
 
    ‘Yes, please stay,’ added Milly smiling. 
 
    Their moods lightened, the front gates clicked, locked behind them as all three walked, with Milly’s luggage, into the house together. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7. 
 
    After Milly had showered, they sat around the huge breakfast bar as Dannii and Simone briefly threw light on their lives since she had been in the U.K. Milly had picked up small morsels or tidbits of information in emails and conversation from Dannii while she was away, but it was mostly boring and mundane. Dannii would rather talk about the tit-bits of Milly’s life as she called them, her sexual exploits and escapades — they were much more interesting. 
 
    Dannii was still working towards a private veterinary practice. She had taken a year off to study a Masters in Business Administration. The M.B.A. added to the Bachelor of Veterinary Science she already had and would see her in good stead if she were to take over responsibility of the family shares in the public company her father had started. The company was listed on the Australian Stock Exchange as Pet Doo’s Ltd. Andrew King was Chief Executive Officer, and his position kept him busy traveling for much of the year. Dannii was an only child and her mother, Yves, wasn’t interested in the company; there were no succession plans. Both father and daughter decided that Dannii held some responsibility for the business, not least in their personal financial affairs as the biggest single private equity holder. After all, as Andrew King pointed out to Dannii, the money would eventually flow to her, as either shares or cash, in her inheritance. 
 
    ‘I don’t know if I will ever start that bloody private vet practice, though,’ remarked Dannii philosophically. 
 
    ‘Oh well, it could be worse, at least you don’t have to work for a living like everyone else does.’ Milly knew Dannii was sensitive about her family’s reputed seventy-odd million-dollar wealth. She also knew Dannii couldn’t care less about money; she was just getting back at her for some of the fat jibes. They turned their attention to Simone. 
 
    ‘I’m still with my partner, Cameron Chadwick. We have a good relationship, but I miss some parts of my previous life,’ said Simone wistfully, staring at Milly. 
 
    ‘Are you still working for the West Australian?’ asked Milly, quickly changing the subject. Presently, her itch had subsided, the knocking had stopped; she had seen to that in the shower. She was frightened she might succumb to Simone’s advances. It was obvious that Dannii had planned a re-match — to rekindle their old relationship. 
 
    ‘But that’s not why I’m here tonight, is it, Dannii?’ Milly looked at Dannii too. 
 
    ‘I’m here as a friend, Milly, but also as a journalist,’ said Simone continuing, turning to look at Milly. ‘Do you know what you’re in for over the next few weeks?’ 
 
    ‘No, why … well, not really. I really haven’t given it much thought.’ 
 
    ‘Oh dear,’ answered Simone. 
 
    ‘What am I in for?’ asked Milly, suddenly feeling vulnerable, even naïve for not considering things more carefully. ‘It sounds serious.’ 
 
    ‘In my opinion, it is serious,’ said Simone. ‘This court case will be big – bigger than Texas, bigger than the Fourth of July, bigger than …’ 
 
    ‘Bigger than Regis’s cock,’ interrupted Danni, smirking. They all howled with laughter as Dannii handed a full bottle of Voyager Estate Cabernet Sauvignon to Milly. 
 
    ‘I’m serious, Milly,’ Simone said, bringing the laughter to an end. ‘Something like this would make great copy in any newspaper, anywhere in the world. There’s high society, money, murder, a love story, a drug bust. Then there’s the adermatoglyphia, the D.N.A. phenotyping …’ 
 
    ‘How did you know about the D.N.A. phenotyping?’ asked Milly. ‘I didn’t even tell Dannii about that.’ 
 
    ‘I’m an investigative journalist at a local newspaper currently starved for good news drama, Milly; that’s why I’m here. I know a lot about the murder from other journalists, who, by the way, are working on this as we speak. Currently, it’s got huge momentum. I also must declare my position and state that I have taken no part … I repeat … no part at all in anything to do with any media investigation or subsequent reporting.’ 
 
    Milly stared at Simone, thinking what a strange thing to say. She knows all about it but has taken no part in it, when the company she works for is contemplating a media splash with the story. 
 
    ‘Are you trying to tell me something, Simone?’ 
 
    ‘No, just warning you Milly.’ 
 
    ‘That’s terrific, just what I need, a newspaper story.’ A short silence ensued before Milly added: ‘There was bugger-all in the newspapers in the U.K. about it. Just another psychopath with an ax to grind.’ 
 
    ‘It won’t just be the newspapers,’ said Dannii. 
 
    ‘That makes sense, Milly. When you left Australia, the case was at the committal stage. The media wasn’t allowed to report any detail of witness evidence or some of the charge details; they would have been held on contempt of court charges. There was nothing then, nothing juicy — not like now. Now we have the patriarch of a local family, a family worth north of 120 million dollars being charged with drug charges. The story has strong links with you, an important witness, to murder in a foreign country, a rare condition that helped identify a body, a set of twins who never knew each other, another man’s semen, a sex orgy, a …’ 
 
    ‘I think you're being slightly melodramatic, Simone. Matthew Boyd is hardly a patriarch,’ interrupted Milly. ‘He’s just a common criminal. Their family fortune is built on drugs and treachery … and the U.K isn’t really a foreign country …’ 
 
    ‘There are the sex romps between you and the two married Boyds and your sexual relationship with their son, Matthew Boyd Jr.,’ carried on Simone unperturbed. 
 
    ‘Yeah, I take your point, Simone,’ said Milly. 
 
    ‘There’ll be rights to a movie,’ added Danni. 
 
    ‘I’m starting to get annoyed with all this, you two.’ 
 
    ‘I’m trying to make a point, Milly. Remember, Dannii, and I are both involved in this too. There’s that photo of her and me coming out after the party, after the drugs raid, splashed across the Saturday morning papers nearly two years ago. 
 
    ‘So, what do you suggest we do, Simone?’ asked Dannii. 
 
    ‘There’s nothing we can do. They won’t bring any evidence out in the papers or news … not the damning stuff anyway, not until after there’s a conviction; until the jury has come down with its decision. I suggest, Milly, that you get some sleep. Take pride in how you look, dress well and look smart. Buy a pinstripe suit. You are beautiful. Put your long hair up and wear high heels, so you look taller than you already are. Let them remark on your beauty, your appeal, on your presence and poise.’ 
 
    ‘What difference will that make?’ 
 
    ‘If you dress poorly and look tired they will comment on it. They’ll say you look disheveled, strained. If you appear overweight, they’ll accuse you of being slovenly. If you look too skinny, they’ll say you’re a drug addict, that you’re sick. Any of that will help them re-enforce any negative press they give you as true in the eye of the reader.’ 
 
    ‘Looks like slovenly it is then,’ quipped Dannii. 
 
    ‘Either way, I don’t think I can win,’ Milly added ruefully, poking her tongue out and screwing her face up at Dannii. 
 
    ‘We’re in damage control mode now,’ Simone said solemnly. 
 
    ‘Can’t the judge make an order stopping the reporting? Can’t he make everything just go away?’ 
 
    ‘No, not really, we live in a democracy, Milly. You have some time, though. There won’t be too much of a fuss initially, not on Monday at least when the trial starts. They need to be careful what they report, not to prejudice the trial, not to break any contempt laws. The media will be there, though, taking photos, saving it up for when the trial finishes, just reporting on the boring stuff … the legal stuff. The real dishy stuff will be at the end. That’s when everything will fly … when the story is told, when newspapers will sell.’ 
 
    There was another short silence as Milly pondered Simone’s words. 
 
    ‘You’ve got to remember,’ added Dannii, ‘the police and lawmakers want to send a message to the community. It doesn’t matter how much money you have; if you break the law, you will be caught, prosecuted and punished.’ 
 
    ‘So, what’s the upshot of this conversation then?‘ 
 
    ‘The upshot is, to get your evidence done, fulfill your court obligation and fly straight back to the U.K. You need to warn your mother and your aunt what to expect too,’ replied Simone. 
 
    They continued talking through Thursday night into Friday morning. Milly told them what she knew of her sister Sibby, her burgeoning career and her fiancé Joe and her murder and the discovery of her body at the South Croydon Inn. She related more details of Joe’s brother Sim. She showed them the photo Ella Russell had given her of Sibby and Joe taken at Dunnottar Castle in Stonehaven, Scotland, in 2015. Initially, Dannii and Simone thought they were looking at Milly in the photo. 
 
    She could tell that Dannii was tempted to make a ribald remark about Joe’s looks and ‘bedability’ but refrained. She really has matured, thought Milly. 
 
    Then she began to relate her discomfort with the way the MIT had dealt with the last ten months of Sibby’s life. There were too many unanswered questions. Questions on motive, the rationale behind the manner in which Sibby conducted herself, her descent into oblivion even though she had her whole life in front of her and a loving and supportive family behind her. 
 
    ‘What do you think happened?’ asked Dannii. 
 
    ‘I don’t know. It’s just that the investigation virtually stopped at Sibby’s murder. The authorities put together a sketchy account of Sibby’s life from the day Joe was caught with the drugs in his car. There was only ever one financial transaction in one of her two bank accounts when she purchased a train ticket from Scotland to London. They don’t know where she went or with whom she met. She didn’t take any cash from her accounts in ten months, so where did she get her money? They made all these assumptions. That Sim Charles gave her money. That she was drug-addled for ten months. None of it makes sense.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been hanging it on you a bit tonight, Milly, all in jest. I’d like to make a serious comment now, though, and I’m not being disrespectful.’ 
 
    ‘I know, and I agree with you, Dannii. I know exactly what you are going to say.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ asked Simone. 
 
    ‘Birds of a feather …’ 
 
    ‘I’m not with you,’ interrupted Simone, taking another sip of her Merlot. 
 
    ‘… flock together,’ ended Milly. 
 
    ‘Sibby is the same as her sister … Milly.’ 
 
    Simone still looked confused. 
 
    ‘I’ll put it another way. Milly told you about her father being a drunk, an alcoholic, virtually drinking himself to death.’ 
 
    ‘Yes?’ 
 
    ‘Well, in this case, the apple didn’t fall far from the tree, only Sibby’s choice of poison was different … and to clarify, I make that comment in relation to Milly’s behavior too.’ 
 
    ‘I see,’ answered Simone, ‘I get it now.’ 
 
    ‘It was rather different with me, though,’ added Milly. ‘When I acted out, I did it in front of an audience, virtually in public, in full view. Everyone knew. The difference with Sibby was her withdrawal, her hermit-like life over her last ten months. Was she that distraught over losing Joe? Why couldn’t she wait for him to get out of jail if she loved him so much? Was it the drugs? … I guess we’ll never know.’ 
 
    ‘They talked on for a while longer, then went to bed. There were no drugs, no lines of coke, just a few bottles of wine. Dannii also had given up smoking. They slept separately — Milly had been wrong on that one too. Dannii certainly had matured. She had a meeting with D.I. Sean Poke at 9:30 the next morning, then it would be off to see her mother and Aunt Christy. 
 
    Friday morning saw a pensive Milly arrive at police headquarters on Hay Street off Adelaide Terrace. The meeting with D.I. Poke was brief. He basically confirmed Simone’s tale of woe on where she believed media reporting of the case was headed. Then the conversation turned to the pending court case. Milly would be questioned by Counsel for the State and interrogated by Counsel for the Accused. Therefore, her attendance would depend on the order of questioning — or interrogation — by both sides. D.I. Poke believed Milly would need to attend most, if not all, hearing days when the State presented its case but would know more on Monday. Counsel for the State would comprise lawyers headed by the D.P.P. Paul Long, with Counsel for the Accused led by Ian Mason Q.C. 
 
    Simone had seen Mason in action in her first job as a court reporter. He was a small man, very decisive, very precise, but often rude and uncompromising. He was also held in high esteem within the legal fraternity. That, according to Dannii, meant he was a pompous little ponce with a little dick and a penchant for expensive cars and Cuban cigars. 
 
    ‘What about my charges?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘Your lawyer, Jane Dobson, will need to deal with that. It will be dealt with in the Magistrates Court before you fly back to the U.K. after you have testified.’ 
 
    ‘Actually, through Jane, I have made a written application to the Magistrates Court, pleading not guilty,’ replied Milly. 
 
    ‘Good luck with that then. I believe this court case should be over and done within two — at the outside — two and a half weeks, Milly.’ That was D.I. Pokes’ last comment and the only really good bit of news for the morning so far. 
 
    So now for the bad news, thought Milly. I better go and front Mom and Aunt Christy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8. 
 
    Milly drove Yves King’s S 65 AMG Mercedes-Benz convertible to her mother’s place in Mount Hawthorn, around five kilometers north of Perth central. Unlike Dannii, her parents weren’t shy when it came to flaunting their wealth. Andrew King had purchased two of the identical luxury cars, each with personalized number plates — HIS and HERS — designating the nominated driver. Dannii had warned Milly of the car’s potential. ‘It can be dangerous in the wrong hands with its V12 motor, and its Formula 1 racing genes, so ease into it,’ Dannii warned. 
 
    ‘Why don’t you drive your mom’s car, Dannii, and I’ll take yours?’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t be seen dead in that car with those fucking number plates,’ was Dannii’s blunt reply. 
 
    Milly drove the fifteen-minute drive from the police station in Adelaide Terrace to Mount Hawthorn not daring to test the car’s pedigree. She parked outside her mother’s house. It confirmed to nosy neighbors the wealthy stock of their unassuming middle-aged neighbor who lived alone in that equally unassuming orange brick house with its red-tiled roof in Ellesmere Street, off Scarborough Beach Road. 
 
    ‘Isn’t she the sister of that woman married to the wealthy banker who died recently?’ one neighbor asked another, peeking through her kitchen blinds as Milly drove up, enhancing the conversation at their morning coffee ritual. 
 
    ‘Yes, the woman married to the banker is the older one, the one you often see hanging around. She stays there a lot. She’s staying there now … she arrived yesterday.’ Milly stepped from the car. ‘They must all be related, though, even this one in the HERS car. She’s got that red hair like the other two.’ 
 
    Milly knocked on the front door; the neighbors looked on. Mia answered the door, and they watched as the two figures hugged each other. Then the middle-aged neighbor of wealthy stock shut the front door, locking the nosy neighbors out. 
 
    They walked into the kitchen where Aunt Christy stood, leaning against the sink. 
 
    ‘My God, Milly, you’ve … grown,’ commented Christy. Milly was getting sick of all the comments on her appearance. She resolved then to do something about it. 
 
    She stared at her two closest known blood kin, now both middle-aged widows. As they aged, they grew more alike. They had always acted similarly with the same quirks and eccentricities, some obvious, like the way they walked and carried themselves. There were other things — the way her aunt stood, leaning back on the sink, with her hands resting on the back of her hips, each hand folded into a fist. They sounded the same, with their pale skin, similarly wrinkled, similarly dimpled with their frowns and furrows in the same places, all thrown together and accentuated by their red hair. 
 
    ‘I’ve really missed both of you,’ said Milly as she started crying. 
 
    ‘We’ve missed you, too,’ answered Aunt Christy as the three of them met in a huddle in the middle of the kitchen, in a group hug. ‘I didn’t mean anything with that comment; you are more beautiful now than I can ever remember, Milly. Dannii called this morning laughing and joking, telling us how lovely it was to have you home … telling us what to expect … well, her opinion anyway.’ 
 
    ‘That’s alright, we all know what Dannii’s like.’ Just you wait, Dannii, thought Milly. 
 
    They sat at the kitchen table for hours, well into the afternoon sharing coffee and stories with a short break for lunch. Mia made some sandwiches, but Milly declined, ‘I’m not hungry, Mom.’ She told them of Sibby — what they didn’t know at least, and her relationship with Sibby’s adoptive parents, John and Ella Russell, of Donald Kerford and the D.N.A. phenotyping and other things. They discussed Uncle James, his fight to hang on, the acceptance of his fate as his body gave in to cancer and his huge funeral. She showed them the photo of Sibby and Joe at Dunnottar Castle in Stonehaven and both Mia and Christy started to cry. 
 
    When she thought it appropriate — when is it appropriate, wondered Milly — she broached the subject of media coverage of the pending trial. She remembered the heated conversation nearly two years earlier at her rented duplex in Ferndale when Mia disowned her as a daughter. She recalled her mother referring to her as a slut and Simone, in the photo with Dannii on the front page of Saturday’s paper, as that tart. 
 
    ‘I have a friend, Mom and Aunt Christy, who works at the West Australian newspaper, and she thinks that reporting of the coming trial will be heated and there will be a lot of accusations flying about — a lot of personal stuff. There will be lies, and half-truths all drummed up by innuendo and big words just to sell newspapers and feed the 24-hour news cycle. Most of it won’t happen until the end of the trial, but there will be some nasty accusations in there about me.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly?’ prompted Mia. 
 
    Well, I’m just asking if you can do me a favor. Please don’t read the papers or watch the news for a few days towards the end of the trial, and immediately after it finishes. If you do, you won’t be happy. Whatever happens, though, I take full responsibility, and I have changed my ways.’ 
 
    ‘I think we can accommodate you there, Milly,’ answered Mia. ‘Your aunt and I are heading away in a fortnight before the trial is due to finish, so we’ll miss it anyway.’ 
 
    ‘We’re not interested in the trial,’ insisted Christy. 
 
    ‘We hope you don’t mind, Milly,’ continued Mia, ‘we’re going to fly down to Tasmania. Christy owns a cottage down there on the beautiful northwest coast, so we thought we might visit. You can come if you like.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks for the offer, but I’m working on a rather tight schedule,’ replied Milly relieved. ‘My absence has caused some problems with the business principal of Watford Therapy, Theo Maddix. He’s still banging on about the time I took off for Sibby’s funeral.’ 
 
    The conversation continued for another half hour, when Milly, suffering jet lag, declared she would retire for an afternoon nap. 
 
    Simone’s words rang eerily in her ears, her insistence that she get enough sleep, that she appear in court smart, crisp, in control — not looking stranded and out of her depth. Her mind must be sharp, and she would need a steely, indeed, a bellicose resolve to fight the fire-breathing ponce, Ian Mason Q.C. Now, the issue with the media seemingly resolved, Milly felt emboldened, ready to slay — to pounce on the ponce — and stick it to him with some Milly McTaggart wit. She sat deep in thought, even smiling to herself as her thoughts were consumed with a satisfactory outcome, as the saga of the Boyds and that night in Cottesloe finally drew to its inevitable close. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry to interrupt your thought processes, Milly. You look very tired. James asked me to give you this.’ Christy handed Milly a letter marked FOR MILLY. Milly retired to her room to get some sleep. 
 
    She slept well — a thirty-minute nap. When she woke, she opened the letter. 
 
    My dearest Milly, 
 
    I’m sorry I’ve missed you. I’ve hung on for as long as possible, but the benefit in going has outweighed my need to stay. Cancer has spread from my prostate gland to my lymph nodes and bones and the pain at times is unbearable. I have something I need to tell you, but first things first. 
 
    I have always loved your way, your wildness, your contempt for society’s norms. Sometimes I have thought you too wild, too irreverent, but never boring. I knew all those years ago of your sister Siobhan and hoped beyond hope there would be some family reconciliation — some redemption. I believe that circumstances including the adoptive parents’ attitude have prevented that, with your sister only contacting Mia in recent years. I pushed Mia to tell you of her past circumstance before Siobhan died, but she and Christine stared me down. Apparently, some things are not meant to be. 
 
    I’m unsure if you know of our considerable fortune. We’ve tried not to flash it about or to be too ostentatious in our tastes. With money, however, comes responsibility. I am now only too aware of my responsibilities as my life draws to a close. I have donated some money to causes I have a passion for like the R.S.L. and money to cancer research including prostate cancer. I have also donated money to research in finding a cure for the Tasmanian devil in its battle with facial tumor disease. Researchers are very close to producing a vaccine to stop the devil going extinct. I love that little marsupial with its tenacious attitude and its will to live; they remind me of you, Milly. I have also donated money to help find a treatment for sarcoptic mange in wombats, also in Tasmania; your aunt will enlighten you. I’d love you to become involved in these causes. 
 
    I have also decided to ‘donate’ some money to you, Milly. I have battled with my decision, not least the amount I would like to leave you because large sums of money, left to others, often has a detrimental effect on their lives. I have weighed up the pros and cons, your intelligence, your Tasmanian-devil-like qualities, your tenacity. Accordingly, in planning my estate on learning of my cancer, I set aside $10 million for you. I invested the money, originally purchasing U.S. dollars with it when the Aussie dollar was up. Inevitably, my view that the dollar would depreciate against the greenback as the mining boom subsided has come to fruition and the amount of your original investment has grown. I suggest you seek financial advice. Christine can help you there with my contacts. 
 
    Spend it well, Milly. Look after your mother and aunt. Christine still has a considerable fortune to her name, which she will bequeath to whomever she sees fit at the end of her life. Your mother has also been well taken care of. Remember, life is short, Milly. Live every day as if it were your last and, above all, know that when you get to the end of your life, good memories are more important than money. 
 
    Love always 
 
    James Anderson. 
 
    Milly lay in her bed stunned. She let it sink in and then started crying. This would change her whole life. The crying turned to sobbing; she couldn’t believe it and read the letter again. Her mind struggled with the sheer size of the inheritance. She walked out to the kitchen, to her mother and Aunt Christy. 
 
    ‘What’s wrong, Milly?’ asked Aunt Christy, smiling. She could see the letter in Milly’s hand and that she’d been crying. 
 
    ‘Oh nothing,’ replied Milly as she wrapped her arms around her aunt and started crying again. 
 
    ‘So, you’ve read the letter then?’ 
 
    ‘You know I have,’ replied Milly, laughing and drying her eyes — for the third time today, she thought. 
 
    ‘I don’t understand it, Aunt Christy. I never knew you were so wealthy.’ 
 
    ‘You know your uncle worked at the Macquarie Bank in the days it was known as the “millionaires’ factory.” He was on a huge salary for many years and made himself and the bank a lot of money. Among other things, he was an expert in foreign exchange trading; the letter explains some of that. He purchased the greenback when the AUD got to $1:10 U.S. guessing it would surely fall when the mining boom came off. He invested a lot of money there and in other areas. He started, financed and sold computer tech companies, a computer dating service, as well as a nickel mine in Tasmania, which they sold when nickel reached over $50,000 per ton. Then there was a gas company in Queensland and a lot of property too.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I knew you both did very well; you helped Mom and me out no end. I told Rosie back in the U.K. how much you helped me and paid for things without ever putting a figure on it.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I had a lovely conversation with Rosie, and she said you often mentioned your uncle’s benevolence.’ 
 
    ‘And yours too, Aunt Christy.’ Milly felt a pang of guilt remembering her thoughts about whom she considered donated the lion’s share of the money. 
 
    ‘You know now we have a cottage in Tasmania on the northwest coast, and we also own and run cattle on a station … around two hundred thousand acres on the Roper River up in the Northern Territory. I want you to treat both as if you own them and visit or live at either if you wish. Your mother and I would love you to return home from the U.K., Milly, and live back here with us in Australia.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry,’ replied Milly, ‘I fully intend to return to Australia. Mom is only fifty-seven years old, and you’re just sixty-four. We all have plenty of time left, and I have some unfinished business back in the U.K.’ 
 
    ‘Unfinished business?’ asked Mia. 
 
    ‘Yes, I’ll probably go back for two or so years. I’ve made a commitment to Theo Maddix who has just given me a substantial pay rise, but God knows, I don’t need the money now. Then there’s my sister – your daughter, Mom, and your niece, Aunt Christy. I feel there’s some unfinished business there. I want to go and visit John and Ella Russell in Scotland after this bloody trial, before the end of the year …’ 
 
    ‘Unfinished business with your sister?’ interrupted Mia. 
 
    ‘Yes, Mom. I want to look at the last ten months of her life from the time Joe Charles was found with the drugs in his car to when Sibby was murdered. The police have given me some detail, but not enough to satisfy me. Please understand, you two, I probably won’t take two years, and you can both visit anytime you like. It’s not like we don’t have any money,’ commented Milly, laughing. 
 
    She turned in early that evening. She wondered at her newfound concern for the last ten months of Sibby’s life. She hadn’t consciously given it a thought until bringing it up at Dannii’s place the previous evening. Had she used it as conversation filler and an excuse to Aunt Christy and Mia to stay longer in the U.K., she wondered. Anyway, she would consider it later, when she had less on her mind. 
 
    She decided she wasn’t going to tell anyone of her sudden wealth, but she might tease Dannii. 
 
    She sent Dannii a text. ‘You wouldn’t believe what happened to me today. I still can’t believe it … astonishing! Xxx.’ Milly knew Dannii loved gossip more than anything else. 
 
    ‘Why, what’s happened?’ Dannii’s text came back immediately. 
 
    ‘I’ll let you know soon. I’m still getting over the shock.’ 
 
    ‘WHAT??? XXX!!!’ 
 
    ‘If I told you, you wouldn’t believe me.’ 
 
    ‘TELL ME!!!!!!!’ Two minutes passed, then: ‘WHAT? Don’t be a cow, Milly,’ pleaded Dannii. 
 
    ‘Do you mean a fat cow, Dannii? XXX.’ 
 
    Milly turned her phone off when Dannii tried to call her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9. 
 
    It had been a while since Milly slept so fitfully. She tossed and turned all night, at one stage turning the light on to look at her uncle’s letter again to make sure she hadn’t dreamt the whole thing up. The letter was a type of legal document, written by the late James Anderson of sound mind in his final days, she consoled herself. She placed it back under her pillow for safekeeping. 
 
    For breakfast, Milly ate two boiled eggs and some dry toast, followed by a strong coffee with no sugar. She had hardly eaten the day before and checked in on the scales in the bathroom; her weight had dropped 1.5 kilos to 82 kilograms — still, 8 kilos to go she decided. Aunt Christy was back to her talkative self and asked Milly about the D.N.A. phenotyping she had mentioned the previous day when discussing Sibby’s murder. 
 
    ‘It is new technology, Aunt Christy.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Milly, just drop the aunt bit, will you? Call me Christine or Christy. You’re making me feel very old!’ 
 
    ‘Okay, it’s new technology … Christy. It’s technology that’s come out of the U.S., and the scientific explanation is that it uses computer algorithms to reverse engineer the human genome to work out spots on another genome that correspond to different traits such as eye color, skin color, and hair color. These traits are based on the model performance of thousands of samples they have in their computer database.’ 
 
    ‘Oh right,’ said Christy, considering what Milly had just said. She was never any good at understanding scientific concepts — or financial ones for that matter. 
 
    ‘Simply, when a sample of D.N.A. is sent to the laboratory in Virginia, after it is analyzed, it is compared with other like traits from other genomes to establish that the person who owns the profile, for example, has blue eyes, fair skin, and blond hair. Then they send a report back with a confidence statement for each trait. The report will say that the D.N.A. is from a male person with an eighty percent probability of having blue eyes. It will also say with one hundred percent certainty, they don’t have brown eyes. If you consider the fact that fifty- five percent of the world’s population has brown eyes, that’s a lot of people eliminated from the people pool if you’re trying to help establish someone’s identity from the phenotyping.’ 
 
    ‘What about green eyes?’ asked Christy seeing a flicker of light, a sense of understanding. 
 
    ‘Well, that’s why there is only an eighty percent surety, indicated in the confidence statement, that they have blue eyes …’ 
 
    ‘Because there is a twenty percent chance they may have green eyes,’ interrupted Mia, looking very pleased with herself. 
 
    ‘Exactly, you’re brilliant, Mom! So basically, it’s a process of elimination. As they go through the profile, they build up a photo-fit of what the genome or profile suggests the person owning it looks like. This process is helped along by the elimination of some human traits, confirming to a greater degree … sometimes … what that person doesn’t look like. 
 
    ‘In this case, that they don’t have brown eyes.’ 
 
    ‘Correct again, Mom. As the technology progresses and they get more information from other genomes on their databases, they will establish other traits like space between the eyes, the size of the nose, if the ears protrude from the head, and so on. The technology is fascinating; it’s limitless in its potential … I love it.’ 
 
    ‘If that’s the scientific explanation then, what’s another explanation?’ asked Christy who was having trouble grasping the concept with all the scientific jargon — may as well explain it in Mandarin, she thought, as that light flickered out. 
 
    ‘In layman’s terms, D.N.A. phenotyping is simply the prediction of someone’s physical appearance from their D.N.A.’ 
 
    ‘What’s D.N.A. then? 
 
    ‘Deoxyribonucleic acid,’ answered Milly. 
 
    ‘The building blocks of your cells. It’s unique to an individual, it makes up their chromosomes, determining their genetic makeup,’ clarified Mia. 
 
    ‘So, to continue,’ said Milly before her aunt could ask for an explanation of chromosomes, ‘they use the makeup of the D.N.A. in the profile they are working on, to help gain a photo-fit. To do that, they need to get similar characteristics on a database to compare the D.N.A. to … that’s D.N.A. phenotyping.’ 
 
    ‘So, would they have a photo of someone who looked like him … this Kerford fellow, on their computer?’ asked Christy. 
 
    ‘I don’t think they have photos of anyone.’ 
 
    ‘But you said they send a photo back.’ 
 
    ‘A photo-fit from the computer, Christy, after they’ve done the genome matching,’ said Mia, sensing Milly’s frustration. 
 
    Milly changed tack slightly. ‘I don’t know how they do it exactly au … ah, Christy. I don’t know how they feed the profile they are trying to identify into the computer. Theoretically, there could have been someone very similar in their genome to Kerford on file … perhaps a photo … or they have taken their results from numerous genomes. They say everyone has a double somewhere in the world. They were just lucky that P.C. Stone was so astute, not that it makes a difference to Sibby’s case now, though.’ 
 
    Christy sighed, feeling slightly placated. There was a short silence as she contemplated her next question — to clear things up more — to keep talking. 
 
    She could see Christy was about to ask another question. It’s just as well Uncle James oversaw the currency exchange and not Christy, thought Milly, rather unkindly, otherwise there’d be no inheritance. She quickly suggested they get going into the city to shop for a pinstripe suit as Simone had suggested or something similar before the shops shut. The exclusive boutiques tend to close at lunchtime on Saturdays, and the way they were going, they could be sitting in the kitchen until next Saturday explaining phenotyping to Aunt Christy. 
 
    The three were like any young girls going shopping — happy, in a playful mood with money to spend. The only difference with these girls was that they were older and could afford to buy the business, the premises, and the clothing chain if they wished. 
 
    They discussed James’ love of Australia’s marsupials on their drive into the city. As well as the Tasmanian devil, he had donated money to research into a cure for the deadly sarcoptic mange, a blight affecting wombats in Tasmania. It was a cruel and insidious affliction with burrowing mites rendering the animal unable to eat, and it eventually died of starvation. 
 
    ‘The wombat held a special fascination for your uncle, Milly. Being a marsupial, it has a pouch for its young and being a digger, you would think it would fill its pouch with dirt every time it dug its burrow, killing its young ones. To get around that, they have backward-facing pouches, like the devil, which also burrows for its den.’ 
 
    ‘They certainly are an amazing creature,’ answered Milly. She briefly considered the formation of the wombat’s pouch and the wonderful evolutionary path that established its backward-facing position but considered something else. Bugger it; I’ll just ask her, she decided. ‘If it’s not a rude question, Christy, how much were you and James or … your estate now … um, how much is it worth?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘No, that’s not a rude question, though it needs to be kept between us. It’s somewhere between 180 and 190 million dollars depending on property and other asset valuations.’ 
 
    ‘That’s unbelievable.’ 
 
    ‘Personally, I think the money is like the wombat mange. It’s always there crying out for someone to do something about it as it piles up clogging up everything, biting away like those disgusting little mites. You can only spend so much money. I don’t know how poor old Bill Gates gets on,’ and they all laughed. 
 
    ‘A shocking problem to have to deal with,’ agreed Milly. 
 
    They drove to a clothing store in Hay Street where Milly knew they catered for taller women with her five feet ten height and, her now, all tits and arse frame, according to Dannii. She came away with a jacquard fringe coat with two sets of pants and low-cut stripy shirts. She also bought a suit skirt and matching suit top and shoes to go with each outfit. The weather would be mild while the trial was on as winter was another month away. The fringe coat was advertised as a trans-seasonal garment, so would cater for cooler weather should winter arrive early. The clothes in their own way would hide the bits Milly wanted to hide, but she could still give the ponce a flash of her Brad Pitts if she wanted to, distracting him, as she bent over the dock to answer some of his impertinent questions. She decided she didn’t need to be too frugal anymore, but just the same would read the letter from Uncle James again when she got home — just in case. 
 
    Shopping finished, they visited one of the coffee shops on Hay Street for some lunch and coffee. Milly switched her phone on. There were four missed calls from Dannii and an email from Theo asking some questions on a client they were counseling. Milly ordered chamomile tea. She was starving, but she didn’t order any food. There was also a message from Dannii, proclaiming her innocence, establishing her description of Milly’s figure as voluptuous, not fat. Another text followed: ‘So what’s this bloody news then? X’ 
 
    Milly smiled and sent her a text back: ‘I’m busy. I’ll call you later this arvo or tonight, XXX.’ 
 
    When they finished lunch, Milly drove Yves King’s Mercedes-Benz and her two happy and carefree passengers back the fifteen-minute trip to Mia’s place in Mount Hawthorn. Christy was happier now than Milly had seen her in a long time. She put it down to her relief at the end of James’ pain and suffering. If the worst she needed to endure was an ever-expanding bank account, then that would be a cross she’d have to bear. 
 
    On reaching the unassuming house in Ellesmere Street, Milly asked her mother if she could use her computer. She took it to her bedroom, sitting at her old study desk next to her old bed and entered gmail.com into the web browser and downloaded the security settings for her personal and work email addresses. She sorted Theo out first. Then she sent Rosie a brief email describing the state of play and asked her opinion on whether she thought Theo would agree to more time off, so she could fly from Australia to Scotland and visit with the Russells. She pointed out that over the three and a half weeks she would accumulate another three days’ holidays so would have four weeks’ holiday owing. She signed off — ‘I’ll leave that one with you, Rosie — let me know what he says.’ 
 
    Next, she pulled Stopford’s business card from her purse and sent him an email. She asked if there was any chance she could get access to his paperwork on Donald Kerford, including the photo-fit and photograph he had produced at McDonald’s in Watford when they met back in late March, early April; she didn’t recall the exact date. It would be great to show the Russells a photo or photo-fit of the owner of the semen found at the crime scene. 
 
    She giggled to herself as she considered sending Stopford a selfie with her Brad Pitts out as inducement. She decided she would leave that ammunition in the armory, all holstered up in her 38DD bra in case she needed them later. She laughed as she pressed the backspace button to change the end of the email from ‘There’s a good boy,’ to ‘Much appreciated, Kind regards, Milly.’ 
 
    She considered then sending Ella Russell an email asking if they would be at home in Dundee but thought she was being too hasty. She didn’t know when the trial would finish or even that she could get time off and they hadn’t booked her flight back home yet. 
 
    As Milly pressed ‘send,’ catapulting her email to Stopford into cyber-space with a whoosh, her phone rang. 
 
    ‘Hi, Dannii.’ 
 
    ‘Gee, you’re nasty to me sometimes, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve got no idea what you’re talking about, mate.’ 
 
    ‘You know exactly what I’m talking about.’ 
 
    ‘What?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘That thing you were going to tell me last night. I’ve hardly had any sleep.’ 
 
    ‘Oh that. That’s nothing; I was only making it up to get back at you for being so nasty to me with all your fat remarks.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, come on, Milly, you can do better than that. I know you’ve got something to tell me.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, well I can’t ’til I see you in person. There are too many people about,’ explained Milly, dropping her voice to a whisper. 
 
    ‘Just a hint?’ 
 
    ‘No, Dannii. By the way, I’ll see if I can get the all-clear here to stay at your place tomorrow night and through part or all of next week while the trial’s on,’ answered Milly, raising her voice slightly. 
 
    ‘I’ll be there for you, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Dannii.’ 
 
    ‘A small hint?’ 
 
    ‘No, Dannii, I’ll talk to you tomorrow.’ Milly pressed the red hang-up icon on her phone and reached under her pillow for her letter — her legal document — from Uncle James. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10. 
 
    Sunday morning rolled around, and it was quiet and peaceful. Traditionally, it was a day of rest and worship on the Christian weekly calendar. As Milly lay in bed, she wondered if this was the calm before the storm; the trial would begin tomorrow. 
 
    Mia and Christy had left for the 10:00 a.m. service at the St. Mary Star of the Sea Church in Cottesloe. It was still Christy’s choice of parish for her weekly Sunday worship. Although Christy and James had sold their Cottesloe mansion, downsizing and shifting to Dalkeith in February 2016, she had chosen to continue worshipping in Cottesloe. 
 
    Milly had questioned her mother’s Christian credentials the previous evening, asking if Mia considered herself a practicing Catholic or still an atheist, now that she was attending church again regularly. 
 
    ‘I think I would best be described as a lapsed Catholic with agnostic tendencies,’ was Mia’s rather meek reply. 
 
    ‘You mean you’re a garden-variety atheist who is chauffeuring her wealthy sister around who doesn’t drive.’ 
 
    ‘I would probably rate my religious conviction somewhere between my opinion and your rather unkind observation,’ replied Mia, smirking and winking at Milly. ‘Don’t tell your aunt, though, will you?’ she added. 
 
    She sat up in bed, with her mother’s computer, searching her inbox for replies to the previous day’s emails. 
 
    Theo had replied: ‘Thanks.’ Rosie had replied too. She explained that Theo’s ego had willingly offered her another week off although he looked unwell, but they were coping just fine. Milly smiled to herself. 
 
    Stopford’s reply was more detailed, the opposite of a Dear Jane letter. He told her what he wanted and what he expected in return. There was a lot at stake if he complied with Milly’s request for Kerford’s details. Providing the information would break the rules, even risk his career. His email began: 
 
    I am sad for you, Milly, with the loss of your sister. I don’t know how you will cope with the stress of an ill-timed court case in Australia after what you’ve been through. I will gladly provide you with those documents you have requested, the same documents I carried into our meeting at McDonald’s in Watford at 12:30 p.m., Friday, March 31. It will be our little secret though – no one must know. I am placing my career in jeopardy for you, Milly … 
 
    He continued, asking if they could meet when she got back to the U.K. He offered to pick her up from Heathrow when she flew in from Australia. Milly had a sudden urge to rub the bottom of her legs under the bed-sheets, to shoo away the metaphorical Jack Russell Terrier as it nipped at her ankles. She would be indebted to Stopford but could repay that debt with a ride in his car — a chance to get to know each other better. 
 
    None of it bothered her, though. She thought he’d probably retrieved the folder from the rubbish bin after it had lain idle on his desk for the past month. It was interesting that he’d mentioned the meeting date — the time even — down to 30 minutes. Most would have been happy with a time of early that Friday afternoon in any correspondence. He was obviously a man for detail, she decided, an endearing quality for anyone tasked with an investigatory job in a P.I. role. 
 
    She took the business card of Dr. Ella Russell G.P. from her purse and emailed Ella, asking if they would be in Dundee, mid-May to mid-June. She assumed they would know of P.C. Stone’s excellent detective work and added both that she had more news and would be interested in visiting Joe Charles in Barlinnie Prison if John wanted to take the drive to Glasgow. She asked that they reply a.s.a.p., as she needed to book a flight to Scotland. 
 
    Mia returned from her Sunday worship just after lunch, having dropped Christy off at her home in Dalkeith. She looked tired. 
 
    ‘I don’t know how she’ll cope without James, I’m afraid. He did everything for her, down to driving the car. I suppose I’ll have to fill that role now,’ said Mia. 
 
    ‘She’s hard work sometimes,’ agreed Milly. ‘Okay Mom, sit down. I want to know what’s going on, now that Christy’s not here. What are you doing with your life, what are your plans, where’s your money coming from?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, Milly, as far as money is concerned I’ve been well looked after. James left me half a million dollars in cash and another 120K per year after tax, fully indexed, for the rest of my life. I will continue to work at the hospital two days a week, just to keep my midwifery qualifications current. Then I guess your aunt and I will spend a lot of time together and do some traveling. She still owns a lot of property, and I’m looking forward to the travel. It’s just as well she’s very wealthy, she’s hopeless with money.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, calling it a scourge, comparing it to wombat mange. She doesn’t have any respect for money, that’s why she doesn’t care for it … and I’m wondering … what’s this thing with Tasmania and marsupials?’ 
 
    ’Your uncle loved Tassie and would have lived there if the winters were milder. As for marsupials, he had always loved our native wildlife … the wombat, the kangaroo, and the bilby, among others, but, especially the Tasmanian devil. It would be a great legacy to leave, to help fund a cure for that wretched facial tumor disease that’s wiped out over ninety percent of the devil population there. He was hoping researchers would use some of his half-million-dollar gift completing their research for a vaccine. Apparently, they are very close.’ 
 
    ‘I agree, Mom; it is an honorable cause. Christy has looked happy the past couple of days. Why don’t you encourage her to get her license, to step out of her comfort zone? I’m worried about her, she’ll get bored, and you know what they say about idle hands.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, James confided in me privately that he was extremely concerned for Christy’s welfare. I believe in leaving money to you and me, he considered we would help watch over her. He wanted you living back in Australia, Milly, and he so wanted to see you before he died. He knew you were smart and would help me with Christy. Luckily, everything will be tightly controlled as far as the money is concerned with a management board of professionals made up of his old mates and work colleagues. If Christy plays along with it, she won’t have much say in anything, although it is her money.’ A short silence followed. ‘So that’s me done, Milly, what about you?’ 
 
    Milly was still worried about the media coverage of the trial, even though Mia and Christy had declared they weren’t interested in it. She had decided to come clean, to tell Mia everything — well, some of it, with light coverage of her sexual exploits. She wouldn’t go into specifics or the sordid detail. A general confession would be shocking enough. 
 
    ‘I hope I don’t offend you, Mom. Please try not to be too judgmental.’ 
 
    ‘Go on, Milly.’ 
 
    She began with her sexual liaisons with Matthew Boyd Sr. and his wife, Melody Boyd. Then she mentioned but glossed over the fact that she had also slept with their son Matthew Boyd Jr. She had considered these two relationships alone would make great promotional fodder in any media story; they were sure to come out. She discussed the sex party at the Boyd house in Cottesloe, avoiding the word orgy — she hated that word. Matt Boyd Jr. had thrown the party, she explained. ‘Put simply, if I had left my bag in Dannii’s car containing the cocaine that night, this whole sorry tale could have been avoided.’ 
 
    They discussed her drug problem, her libido and her diagnosis of depression. She related how the medication had helped and that she’d been both drug and sex free for over six months. She stressed that she wasn’t avoiding a sexual relationship, she just wanted something — someone — more permanent, more wholesome. ‘I did play up for a bit in the U.K., Mom, but I had come clean with Rosie before Sibby’s death and have remained so up to now. I have also given the cigarettes away.’ 
 
    ‘I noticed that, Milly. Look, we all have things in our life we would rather forget. If I had listened to James years ago, I would have told you about Sibby. I have no doubt you two would have found each other and things might have been different.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, we’d probably both be dead.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s forget about the past and concentrate on the future. I haven’t had as much fun as our shopping yesterday in a long time. I suppose every parent can look at their child and pick faults and see things they don’t like. Like it or not, parents are responsible for the good and the bad in our children, not least, in this case, your father,’ added Mia smiling, mitigating much of the responsibility for Milly’s bad behavior, at least in her eyes. 
 
    ‘Thanks, Mom.’ 
 
    ‘And for God’s sake, no mention of this conversation to Christy. She still believes in Adam and Eve and that bloody apple tree. Don’t worry; I’ll keep her away from the media.’ 
 
    Milly left Ellesmere Street at 4:30 in the afternoon. She called Christy and thanked her, and Uncle James, for everything. She was going to stay at Dannii’s, and they would catch up during the week. 
 
    When Milly arrived at Dannii’s, Simone had just left. 
 
    ‘Good,’ replied Milly when Dannii told her. 
 
    ‘Why, what’s wrong, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t trust her, Dannii.’ 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    Milly thought she was a good judge of character. She repeated her previous statement: ‘I don’t trust her. Some things she said the other night didn’t ring true. She’s holding something back in my opinion.’ 
 
    ‘Like what, Milly? You can’t say you don’t trust someone for no reason … just because you think something. Anyway, as soon as you tell me your little secret, we can start driving the knives into Simone’s back properly. We need to prioritize things … first things first.’ 
 
    ‘She’s opportunistic, Danni,’ answered Milly, ignoring Dannii’s comments. ‘My relationship with her finished when Cameron Chadwick appeared on the scene. She knows Matt Boyd Jr. intimately … she was with him, and us, in his bedroom that night of the party.’ 
 
    ‘C’mon, Milly, that’s rubbish, and you know it. We were both with Regis, as you put it, that night of the party, and we haven’t seen or heard from him since … and never will. As for Simone and Cameron Chadwick, well … so what? That only means the grass was greener. Anyway, you were shockingly behaved after the party, a real bitch, so self-righteous, blaming everyone else,’ replied Dannii, who sensed she wasn’t going to divert Milly from the path of righteousness. 
 
    ‘You know where Cameron Chadwick works don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Simone went to the trouble of letting us know she, as a journalist, held no interest at all in investigating or reporting on this court case. I won’t go on any more about that one; just remember her boyfriend is a journalist.’ 
 
    ‘It’s like Simone said, Milly, she and I are involved in this with our photo on the front page of the Saturday paper after you were arrested,’ replied Dannii ignoring Milly’s comments on Chadwick. 
 
    ‘I hardly think that will come up either. You have no other connection to the case, except your folks, and neither does Simone. I don’t think the journalist profession in general, or more particularly the West Australian newspaper will dump on one of their own. It’s like Simone said, there’s too much other juicy stuff to report.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know where this is going, Milly, but please … what’s that little secret you need to tell me …?’ Milly interrupted. 
 
    ‘Then, did you notice that I wrote down my new mobile phone number on the back of one of Rosie Grainer’s business cards?’ 
 
    ‘I did,’ replied Dannii. ‘You didn’t bring any of your own business cards with you.’ 
 
    ‘I did bring my business cards with me, Dannii. Anyway, when you went to the toilet, I confided in Simone that I had another drug charge of possessing cocaine hanging over me back in the U.K. I asked her not to say anything to you; that I wanted to tell you myself. Has she mentioned it?’ 
 
    ‘No, definitely not … you’re not on another charge, are you?’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m not on another charge. I’m trying to catch her out. The first thing she asked when I gave her my phone number on Rosie’s card, was if they knew about the charge at Watford Therapy. I told her I wasn’t sure, but I think so.’ 
 
    ‘I am so not with you, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Right then, think about it; use that brain of yours. Supposedly, the only two people who know I have a charge in the U.K., in Australia at least, are Simone and me. The only way that Boyd’s legal team can know about a charge … because there isn’t one, is if Simone tells them.’ 
 
    ‘What have Boyd’s legal team got to do with it?’ 
 
    ‘Honestly, Dannii … sometimes. If the Boyd legal team find out about a second charge, they’ll use it against me in court when they question me. As it is, they’ll make me out to be a less than credible witness now with one drug charge plus all the sexual misconduct with the Boyds, senior and junior. A second charge, after the event, will make me an even less credible witness in front of a jury.’ 
 
    ‘I see,’ said Dannii unconvinced. 
 
    ‘Obviously, they won’t find anything, not on any law list or in old newspaper articles because, again, there’s no charge … I’ve made it up. The only way they can find out about a charge … and they’d have to be desperate … is to call Rosie. Then if they accuse me of facing another charge back in the U.K. in court, I’ll turn it around on them, and make them look desperate.’ 
 
    ‘Well, they are desperate, Milly. So, what if they call Rosie?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t you get it, Dannii? They’ll only call Rosie on Simone’s say so.’ 
 
    Dannii looked at Milly like something had just dawned on her. Milly made the ka-ching sound of a cash register and poked her tongue out like a cash-register draw springing open. ‘Got it, have you?’ 
 
    ‘I think so, Milly. What if they call Rosie, though?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry about Rosie; I’ve worded her up. I apologized to Simone for Rosie’s card, then mentioned in passing that Rosie is a bitch, a typical HR manager, that we hate each other, that we hardly ever speak.’ 
 
    ‘So, the minute they call Rosie and Rosie tells you, we’ll know Simone is a snitch.’ 
 
    ‘You’re brilliant, Dannii. I don’t know … with that brain of yours an’ all, you could have been a vet, even studied for an M.B.A.’ 
 
    ‘So, what about the little secret then, Milly?’ 
 
    Milly wasn’t surprised by Dannii’s reply. Her love of gossip transcended her need for Simone’s loyalty — or was it that Simone didn’t mean much to Dannii, she wondered. Milly told Dannii of her inheritance, but that’s all she told her. She didn’t discuss Christy’s wealth. Christy had asked her not to, and she still wasn’t quite sure if she trusted Dannii yet. 
 
    Dannii was very animated, very — well, very Dannii — on hearing Milly’s news. She cackled and whistled and jumped around, hooting and laughing, punching the air, doing star jumps; much the same reaction as when she saw Milly appear at the airport pushing her luggage trolley along, only a lot more raucous. She called her Milly Gates and hugged and kissed her. 
 
    In all the excitement, it hadn’t occurred to Dannii that Milly might have laid a trap for her too. Milly was thinking, though, thinking ahead to events in the future. She was convinced now that Sim Charles had visited Australia to meet with the Boyds before Matt Sr. landed in jail. If Simone was a snitch, as Dannii put it, she could use it to her advantage. She swore Dannii to secrecy, asking her not to mention any of their conversation to Simone. 
 
    After the excitement had faded, she logged onto Dannii’s computer. She checked her emails. The Russells would be at home until September when they intended going on holiday, so Milly was very welcome there. 
 
    There was no reply from Rosie. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11. 
 
    Milly rose early Monday morning. She checked her emails on Dannii’s computer — there was nothing in her inbox. Next, she looked on the eCourts Portal of W.A. and then to ‘Search for Court Listings’. She entered the details of the case, and the information appeared: 
 
    Before the Hon. Justice Purdon Court No.2 10:00 
 
    The State of Western Australia v. Matthew Jordan Boyd 
 
    Trial by Jury 
 
    She googled Perth weather. The forecast was for a high of 26 degrees. 
 
    They ate breakfast: two boiled eggs, dry toast, and coffee for Milly. Milly had lost more weight over the past two days, and the strain on her 38DD holsters had lessened slightly; she was down to 80 kilograms. But she continued to abstain from lunch and only ate light evening meals, with water and the odd coffee through the day. 
 
    After breakfast, both girls started work on Milly’s appearance. Dannii assumed the role of makeup lady and lady’s maid to her now wealthy best friend. They both agreed she should wear the new green suit she’d bought on Hay Street. They settled on a white lapel business shirt, one she’d brought from the U.K. She considered not wearing stockings with her ‘Marie Black Smooth’ high heels from ‘I Love Billy,’ but, as Dannii pointed out, ‘You’re going to court, darling, not an interview for a job at Club 318.’ 
 
    ‘What’s Club 318?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘A North Perth massage parlor.’ 
 
    ‘Excuse me!’ 
 
    ‘You’re very well endowed,’ continued Dannii, who hadn’t been as lucky in that department. ‘You’d be a dead cert to get the job, darling.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Dannii … I have been rather fortunate with my Brad Pitts; there’s no doubt about that. There’s not a lot I can thank my mother for.’ Milly thought then of the conversation she’d had with Mia the previous day in which her mother had put all Milly’s bad behavior down to her father. 
 
    They settled on light and cool stay-up stockings with stretch lace top. The packaging advertised ‘Climate Control Cool Touch’ and ‘Better than Bare.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t think they’re a bit too cheeky, do you, Dannii?’ 
 
    ‘No, darling, they are absolutely perfect. If things go well in court after the ponce interrogates you, why don’t you step ’round to the front of the witness stand, lift up your skirt and invite him to kiss your ass? Can you imagine the photo on the front page of the paper … with those lace stockings and your ample backside? All class, darling, all class.’ 
 
    ‘And if things go badly?’ asked Milly, grinning. 
 
    Then we’ll just drive north to Club 318 for that interview,’ replied Dannii, smiling, and they burst out laughing. 
 
    ‘Should I wear knickers, do you think?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, darling, sheer and skimpy.’ 
 
    ‘Will you stop calling me darling,’ and they laughed again. Milly tried on her new high heels with their three-inch heel lift; she stood well over 6 feet tall. 
 
    They turned their attention to makeup and Milly’s hair. She was never one for using a lot of war paint, as Dannii called it. She had beautiful pale skin that was totally unblemished, not a crease not a wrinkle, but Dannii was an expert and knew just what Milly needed. She applied a Sweet Tea, tinted liquid foundation to Milly’s face and a dark cat eyeliner around her eyes. Then she enhanced the eyes more with some natural eye shadow — ‘To give your peepers a pop,’ explained Dannii, smiling. Next, some ruby red lipstick and finally some pink blush to intensify the natural glow of Milly’s cheeks. 
 
    Her hair posed a slight problem. Dannii liked working with long hair; it gave her more options. Milly had cut her hair from long to ‘medium long’ before visiting Joe Charles in prison. She had worried her near exact resemblance to Sibby might upset him. It was still long enough for a decent ponytail, which Dannii tied in place with a beautiful brown ribbon with yellow dots splashed haphazardly around its edges and through the middle. Dannii asked Milly to do a fashion walk through the lounge room: ‘Stick your bum out and smile,’ she ordered, whistling and laughing as Milly strutted the lounge catwalk, spinning a tea towel in her hand as if she were in a strip show. 
 
    ‘You look stunning, Dr. McTaggart,’ declared Danni, standing back and admiring her handiwork. ‘Having some weight on makes you more curvaceous … in a very sexy kind of way.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, I really appreciate it.’ 
 
    As they prepared to leave, Milly eyed Dannii, who now looked equally elegant and made-up, and asked, ‘You don’t think we’ve overdone it?’ 
 
    ‘No, not at all. This will be one of the only times I’m happy to drive up in Mom’s car with those number plates, Milly. It’s half a million dollars’ worth of car, so we should dress to impress … a certain “je ne sais quoi” is required in our manner and appearance. When we step from the car, we don’t want to look like a couple of old tarts jumping out of an expensive wedding cake. We need to give ’em something to report, something to write about. We’ll even drive into court with the roof down. The car’s a convertible, you know.’ 
 
    ‘No, no, Dannii, I draw the line there! We’ll keep the roof up, please. I don’t want to upset Mom and Christy. We’ll try and keep it just a little low key.’ 
 
    ‘Alright, Milly, I won’t argue with you. This is your day, and I’m here to support you.’ 
 
    They drove to the Supreme Court at 28 Barrack Street, leaving Cottesloe at 9:00 a.m. Milly’s thoughts were interrupted as Dannii swung the HERS car into Barrack Street where they decided to park and walk to the court through Stirling Gardens. Dannii would return to the car and shift to a more permanent parking spot later. 
 
    It was surprisingly quiet. There was no carnival atmosphere or fanfare, just the normal Monday morning hustle and bustle, until they reached the Supreme Court precinct. As they walked to the entrance of the court building they could see it, the media, as they chased Matt Boyd Sr. and his entourage into the building. 
 
    ‘We timed that well,’ remarked Dannii. 
 
    ‘Yes, we could have driven in with the roof down,’ replied Milly. 
 
    ‘Look out, here they come.’ One out of the media throng had turned and noticed Milly and Dannii hustling to the court entrance. 
 
    ‘Have you any comment, Ms. McTaggart, Ms. King?’ 
 
    That’s strange, wondered Milly, how would they know Dannii’s name? 
 
    They ignored the clicking and flashlights of the cameras as a microphone swung on its extension pole into range to pick up any comments. 
 
    ‘When are you returning to the U.K., Ms. McTaggart? Are you living there permanently …?’ They continued walking, ignoring any questions. There’s a rat in our midst, thought Milly again. 
 
    The procedure for the day was normal by any standard, according to the D.P.P. Paul Long. The accused, Matthew Jordan Boyd, stood in the dock as an indictment was handed to the judge’s associate and read to Boyd detailing the charge of: ‘Possession of a prohibited drug with intent to sell or supply.’ The arraignment complete, the accused pleaded not guilty. 
 
    The twelve jurors were seated as Counsel for the State outlined the State’s case against the accused. Long said the State would produce indisputable evidence of Boyd’s guilt. There was the drug find at a property in Bassendean owned by the Boyds. There was the $20,000 in cash. There was drug paraphernalia, including weighing scales and smoking devices. There were the fingerprints, witnesses, drugs in cars, sexual relationships — and on he went until warning the jury near the end that the accused’s extreme wealth had no bearing on his guilt or innocence, clearly anticipating what the defense would argue. 
 
    Next, Counsel for the Accused addressed the jury. Simone had been correct in her description of the ponce, Mason Q.C. He looks and acts like a pretentious little twat, thought Milly, and spoke like one too. 
 
    ‘Talks like he’s got a broom handle stuck up his ass,’ whispered Dannii. 
 
    ‘More like Boyd’s checkbook,’ replied Milly. 
 
    Justice Paul Purdon sat staring at Mason from the bench over his bulbous nose and half glasses that sat precariously on the fat red proboscis full of pits and crevices where the alcohol caused blood vessels to expand and rupture. Poor buggers got a bad case of rosacea, thought Danni, giving him the benefit of the doubt. Bloody old soak was Milly’s take on Purdon. 
 
    Her mood hardened as the ponce began his address to the jury. Mason sang Boyd’s praises, as his client silently shed a tear in the dock. He proclaimed his innocence, praised his benevolence with his charitable work and donations and was scathing of charges leveled against him, claiming ‘my client, does not need money from the sale of drugs.’ Then he established the Boyd family wealth at somewhere over 200 million dollars. This drew gasps from the jurors; some raised their hands to cover their mouth in reaction to the claim. Others looked to the dock, staring at Boyd, and Milly knew immediately they agreed with the ponce — why would Boyd sell drugs when he had that kind of money? Mason had drawn the battle lines. This case would be about money. 
 
    When both sides had finished addressing the jury, court proceedings were adjourned for ten minutes as the prosecution began calling witnesses. At this stage, Milly wouldn’t be called until Tuesday afternoon, when she was questioned for nearly two hours on her involvement with the Boyds. There were their personal relationships, her friendship with Matthew Boyd Jr. and her sexual relationships with all three of them. As Milly was questioned from the witness stand, she had a full view of the court audience. Matt Boyd Jr. and his mother Melody sat together, showing no reaction as Milly detailed aspects of their sexual relationships. It was old news now; everyone knew about it. Jim Quill, Counsel for the State, asked Milly why she hadn’t come clean, why she initially kept evidence concerning Melody Boyd from detectives investigating the case. 
 
    ‘Because I felt an allegiance to them like I owed them something. The whole family was very good to me, giving me money and then, of course, the other … the cocaine and sometimes speed.’ 
 
    ‘Who supplied you with the drugs?’ asked Quill. 
 
    ‘Matthew Boyd Sr.,’ answered Milly. 
 
    ‘Never Melody Boyd or Matthew Boyd Jr., their son?’ asked Quill. 
 
    ‘Never,’ replied Milly. 
 
    She stepped down and returned to her seat after Counsel for the Accused declined the offer to cross-examine her. Other witnesses were questioned, as Counsel for the State slowly built its case against Boyd. The evidence was damning, given the drugs were found at Boyd’s personal property. 
 
    The rest of the week was remarkably dull. There were more witnesses giving the expected evidence for the state, a lot of court procedural protocol, and some tedious legal argument. 
 
    The predicted news from Rosie landed in the form of an email in Milly’s inbox 11:30 Tuesday night, Perth time. Milly didn’t read it until early Wednesday morning. Rosie confirmed she had received a phone call earlier that day from a journalist at the West Australian newspaper by the name of Dan Atherton. He explained he was ringing on the off-chance she might know of a drugs charge against her work colleague, Milly McTaggart. At first, Rosie questioned the authenticity of the phone call. Then she replied: ‘It would be totally unprofessional, for me to discuss Milly McTaggart’s U.K. charge of cocaine possession with the Australian media or anyone else for that matter. It is a matter you will need to discuss with her; only she can provide details of the charge.’ Atherton thanked Rosie and apologized for wasting her time. 
 
    Milly sat on the information for a couple of days. She was tempted to tell Dannii as they went through their morning ritual in preparing for court. She decided she would leave it until later, as the email had served its purpose, confirming the position she had taken with Simone. Milly now believed she could totally trust her best friend, Dannii and as to whether the ponce would use the information, she doubted it, not without any real proof — just on Rosie’s say so. But she would be ready if he did. 
 
    She called her lawyer, Jane Dobson. ‘Hi, Jane, heard from the Magistrates Court yet?’ Through Jane, Milly had completed a handwritten ‘Court Hearing Notice,’ pleading not guilty on the basis that there were others using the locker in the house where her bag (containing the drugs) was found. Someone could have planted the drugs in her bag. Jane had talked Milly into the strategy; she had nothing to lose and, if accepted, it would settle the case quickly. 
 
    ‘I haven’t heard anything back yet, Milly,’ replied Jane. 
 
    Next, Milly, through Christy, organized a meeting to sort out her uncle’s estate, or at least that part of the estate that pertained to her. She was short on time, and the money wasn’t going anywhere; the meeting could wait until next week. 
 
    She emailed Stopford and asked him to post the information she requested on Kerford to the Russell’s address in Newport Dundee, care of Milly McTaggart. Stopford agreed to her request. 
 
    Friday arrived, and Milly had no idea where the case for the State against Matthew Jordan Boyd was headed. She sought Long’s opinion before she and Dannii headed back to Cottesloe late Friday afternoon. Milly told Dannii she would need to spend the weekend with Mia and Christy as they were flying to Tasmania on Tuesday. 
 
    ‘Heard anything from Rosie yet?’ asked Dannii. 
 
    ‘No,’ lied Milly. 
 
    ‘What was Paul Long's position on where he thought the case against Boyd was headed?’ 
 
    ‘He was non-committal at first. He was worried the ponce’s presentation of the family money angle might influence the jury. He noted, as did I, that some members of the jury were impressed by the amounts of money being bandied about … the $200 million.’ 
 
    ‘That’s crap,’ said Dannii. 
 
    ‘Anyway, when I pressed him he referred to the drugs that were found in the desk drawer at the property in Bassendean, how Boyd had the only key, how his name was on the door …’ 
 
    ‘Yes, we heard all that in court this week,’ interrupted Dannii. 
 
    ‘Well, then he made a statement, he concluded …’ Milly paused. 
 
    ‘Come on, Milly, stop playing games.’ 
 
    ‘Do you still think I’m fat, Dannii?’ 
 
    ‘No, Milly, you’re cuddly. Stop mucking around.’ 
 
    ‘Well, he concluded, he said, “Listen, mate,” as he looked at me with those beautiful blood-shot eyes, “despite anything you heard in Mason’s opening address about Boyd not needing the money, he’s still got a problem. His problem isn’t money; it’s where the drugs were found, and the circumstances in which they were found.” He said he believed he had a ninety percent chance of a conviction.’ 
 
    ‘Yes. Yes,’ said Dannii. 
 
    ‘“Because,” he said, “Milly, whatever way you look at it … as the old saying goes …”’ 
 
    ‘C’mon, stop it Milly … tell me!’ 
 
    ‘Then he whispered,’ … “possession is still nine-tenths of the fucking law Milly”.’ 
 
    ‘I agree,’ answered Danni, smiling. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12. 
 
    They weren’t sure if proceedings on Monday morning got off to a shaky start for Long and his team or not. The ponce began, stating that Counsel for the State’s assertion the drugs in question were found at Boyd’s personal property was false. 
 
    ‘The property at Bassendean is owned by a unit trust. Those units, totaling twelve, are held equally by Yves King Pty. Ltd. and Melody Boyd Pty. Ltd. as trustee for each of the Yves King and Melody Boyd discretionary trusts.’ This, the ponce suggested, would draw the Kings into question in ownership of anything at all, legal or not, found at the property. 
 
    ‘Well, he would say that, wouldn’t he?’ whispered Milly to Dannii. 
 
    ‘Just as Matthew Boyd has tenant rights and access to the property in his association with his wife, Melody Boyd, so too does Andrew King in his relationship with his wife, Yves King,’ claimed Mason. Then he stated that, regardless of who owned the property, no one could possibly be stupid enough to hide drugs in an office with their name on the door. 
 
    ‘Except Matthew Boyd,’ whispered Dannii to Milly, giggling. 
 
    The inference was subtle, but it was there, that Andrew King or indeed Yves King could have hidden the cocaine in Matt Boyd Sr.’s office. The fact that neither had a key to the office wasn’t mentioned. 
 
    Mason was articulate and professional in his delivery. He continued to stress Boyd’s family wealth. ‘Are we to assume by these charges that my client sold drugs, so he could donate money to charity? He has no need of the money. Indeed,’ Mason continued, ‘just under half the money gained, had the cocaine been sold, with its street value of approximately $360,000, was donated to one or another charitable cause in both the preceding years and the year since these scandalous charges were laid. That fact alone makes a mockery of these charges.’ 
 
    Then, Counsel for the Accused began calling witnesses. He called two associates of the Boyds, senior and junior; both had previous criminal drug convictions. This, Mason explained, accounted for the drug paraphernalia and drugs residue at their private addresses, notwithstanding those drugs that had been brought into the Cottesloe residence the night of the party in July of 2015. The two men had stayed separately at the Boyd residence in Cottesloe, the holiday house in Geraldton, and the family unit in Applecross where Matt Jr. was a tenant. They also had access to two vehicles driven by the Boyds. Both men, old friends of the family, were still being generously supported and mentored by Matt and Melody Boyd, despite their fall from grace. 
 
    The righteous tone of the defense continued all through Monday. 
 
    ‘You’d think Boyd was in line for Australian of the Year, not a twenty-year jail sentence,’ quipped Milly. 
 
    Milly was informed she would be questioned first up the following morning. 
 
    Milly and Dannii had been meticulously preparing themselves each morning of the trial. They loved the morning ritual; it was great fun and Tuesday morning was no different. They chose the jacquard fringe coat and pants with one of the stripy shirts Milly had purchased. Milly looked radiant, fairly bursting from the new low-cut shirt. Dannii took particular care with her face; she had an idea from the get-go today that the media would be alive and stalking them. The other part of their morning ritual over the past week was parking the car in Barrack Street as they walked to the court through Stirling Gardens. Dannii guessed the media had picked up on it. Would they be waiting for them this morning, she wondered? She didn’t say anything to Milly; she would be nervous enough. Milly’s evidence would finish today. There would be no need for her continued presence in court; her court obligation would be done. As far as the media was concerned, today was the day. 
 
    They drove to a park in Barrack Street. Dannii had shifted the car later each morning to one of the nearby long-term car parks. Sure enough, as they turned into Barrack Street, they could see the media throng waiting. 
 
    ‘Look at ’em!’ exclaimed Milly. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry. Mia and Christy are flying to Tasmania today, so we can play this for all it’s worth. You look stunning, Milly, let’s have some fun.’ 
 
    Dannii parked, and as Milly opened the passenger door, the media hit her like a swarm of bees, stinging with cameras, lights, microphones, and question after question. Even if she wanted to answer questions, it would have been impossible as one reporter after another poked and prodded away, asking excitedly, ‘What do you think will happen today? Do you think Boyd is guilty? Are you nervous?’ When they realized, they weren’t going to get anything from Milly they turned their attention to Dannii. ‘Are your parents still in business with the Boyds? Are they on speaking terms?’ 
 
    Dannii and Milly continued walking toward the Supreme Court. Both wore huge grins; they were enjoying the attention. Milly heard one of the cheeky young male reporters comment to another that she’s either cold or pleased to see me. She did her coat up, covering herself. She looked stunning at over six feet tall, with her unblemished skin, her beautiful red hair, which Dannii had managed to keep in a half-up, half-down style. The media followed them right to the court entrance and then turned, swarming back outside as the Boyd family arrived. 
 
    Milly was called to the witness stand first. Justice Purdon sat on the bench, his red beacon flashing like an ambulance light with no siren. Another good weekend, thought Milly, as she pictured him propped up beside a barbecue on Sunday afternoon drinking his third bottle of red while his poor long-suffering wife who never drank, waited to drive him home. 
 
    ‘Counsel for the Accused calls Millicent Cavendish McTaggart to the stand.’ 
 
    As Milly walked to the stand, she could still hear AC/DC’s Jailbreak pounding in her ears. ‘That’s the only way he’ll avoid a long stint in jail,’ Dannii had commented when she played the number as ‘gee-up’ music on their twenty-five-minute drive into the city from Cottesloe. 
 
    When she was seated comfortably, the ponce approached the witness stand, bid Milly good morning and asked how she wished to be addressed. 
 
    Little turd, thought Milly. ‘Dr. McTaggart, thanks.’ 
 
    Justice Purdon looked down his nose at Milly, through his half glasses. He knew she was a doctor, but there had hardly been any reference to it. He looked then at Mason, all chipper and dapper for a Tuesday morning. He didn’t like him. He didn’t trust a man who doesn’t drink. 
 
    ‘Dr. McTaggart, why are you here?’ 
 
    Milly thought she should give a smart answer — shopping, washing my car, on the pull — but she answered it by not answering. 
 
    ‘Dr. McTaggart?’ 
 
    ‘I’m just not quite sure how to answer a question like that. Talking with you, I guess.’ 
 
    ‘That’s right. You do a lot of talking, don’t you, Dr. McTaggart? You did a lot of talking last week when you talked with Counsel for the State, with my learned colleague Jim Quill. But there is another reason you are here, Dr. McTaggart, isn’t there?’ Again, Milly was silent. 
 
    ‘Well?’ 
 
    ‘Well, what?’ 
 
    ‘Can you answer the question please?’ 
 
    ‘I already have.’ Milly looked into the public gallery. She looked briefly at Dannii and noticed Simone there, at the back and Jane Dobson, her lawyer, was there too. She looked back at the ponce. He was obviously trying to get her offside, so she would fly off the handle. He’d done some research, probably got some information from Simone, thought Milly. 
 
    ‘As I said, I’m here to talk with you, mate, to help you out, to do my duty.’ Dannii could see the signs. The ponce was asking for trouble. 
 
    ‘You’re here to do a deal, aren’t you, Dr. McTaggart?’ 
 
    ‘What sort of deal?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘To get a drugs charge dismissed.’ 
 
    ‘Well, you’d know. You’re doing the same thing, aren’t you? The only difference with me is I’ve admitted it. Not like your cli…?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll ask the questions, thanks,’ interrupted the ponce. Milly was making a good point. 
 
    ‘You can ask the questions but why don’t you ask me straight out what you want to know instead of talking in riddles? You’ve just asked five questions, in a roundabout kind of way, to find out if I’ve done a deal … and the answer is yes, definitely, just like you, mate.’ 
 
    ‘What sort of deal have you done?’ asked the ponce. He detested being called mate. 
 
    ‘Well,’ said Milly leaning forward exposing her ample cleavage … the deal I’ve done is to testify at this trial, so I can have a traffickable offense of cocaine reduced to a possession and use charge … a misdemeanor. That’s cocaine supplied to me by your client who, as everyone knows, I was sleeping with … and his wife … and his son … but not all at the same time.’ 
 
    You could have heard a pin drop inside the courtroom. The ponce looked and felt uncomfortable — a lot less in control. He looked at Milly and back at Justice Purdon. If I keep going, it could be dangerous, he seemed to be thinking. 
 
    ‘No more questions, your Honor.’ 
 
    Milly was stunned. There was total silence in the court. ‘So that’s it?’ asked Milly staring at Justice Purdon. 
 
    ‘That’s it, Dr. McTaggart,’ replied his Honor. ‘If there are no questions from Counsel for the State, you may step down.’ 
 
    Paul Long stood, not bothering to conceal a huge grin. He confirmed he had no questions for Milly. She stepped down and walked out of the court. Dannii followed her, and Simone followed quickly behind. Milly was in shock. 
 
    ‘That was unbelievable,’ said Dannii. 
 
    ‘It sure was,’ replied Milly. ‘I traveled all the way from the U.K. for that?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never seen him do that before,’ said Simone. ‘You frightened him, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Hi, Simone, how are you?’ greeted Milly, as they kissed each other lightly on the cheek. 
 
    ‘Great, Milly, I’m sorry I haven’t seen you over the past week. I’ve been busy with work, and Cameron’s mother has been sick. That’s why you haven’t seen him in court all week.’ 
 
    ‘I hope she’s feeling better.’ 
 
    The trial continued. The media contingent followed Milly and Dannii out of the building to Dannii’s car while Simone returned to court. When they reached the car and were safely on their way home, Dannii asked after Simone. 
 
    ‘So, Simone’s off the hook then?’ 
 
    ‘For the moment.’ 
 
    ‘Is there something you’re not telling me?’ 
 
    Milly had decided not to tell Dannii about the phone call to Rosie in the U.K. 
 
    ‘No, I’m just taking an “I don’t trust you” approach to Simone,’ replied Milly. ‘Promise me one thing, Dannii – anything between you and me, anything at all, stays between you and me? I don’t want to be telling you something and then asking you each time not to tell Simone. If you trust her, then that’s down to you. I get the feeling that you’ve grown close and you are good friends. There’s something … I don’t know … just something about her. I might know more towards the end of the week, but it won’t be relationship shattering, just a need to move forward with caution, with an amber light flashing.’ 
 
    ‘Can you give me a hint, Milly? Tell me what it is … please.’ 
 
    ‘Bloody hell, Dannii, here we go again. No, I can’t give you a hint. Like I said, it may be nothing, and I don’t want to come between you and Simone. You’ll just have to wait until the trial is over.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13. 
 
    That night Milly and Dannii hit the news, big time. Previous news over the week and a half of the trial had reported daily on court proceedings, but the media had been careful what they reported. The public knew of a court case in the Perth Supreme Court involving drugs and a wealthy local family, but there was scant detail given on any news outlet. The media simply reported Matthew Jordan Boyd, a wealthy local businessman, charged with ‘Possession of a prohibited drug with intent to sell or supply.’ Even the weight of the drugs involved wasn’t reported, except to indicate it was substantial. 
 
    The media was saving it up. They would develop a story, embellish fact, add color, exaggerate and adapt a tale full of ‘juicy stuff,’ as Simone called it. Now the tale was starting to unfold, an anecdotal narrative, full of drugs, money, sex, murder in a foreign country, twins and even adermatoglyphia, marveled Milly, as she stared open-mouthed at the television news. 
 
    ‘The story begins tonight,’ the report began, ‘with an expensive Mercedes-Benz with HERS personalized number plates parked outside the Supreme Court in Perth.’ Footage depicted Dannii parking the car as they both left it, walking toward Stirling Gardens. Then it swung back to the ‘ultimate luxury car’ with its personalized number plates, declaring its value at around $750,000 — ‘The audacity, a straight out lie,’ complained Milly to Danni, who wasn’t listening. 
 
    The report continued, showing Milly and Dannii’s walk through Stirling Gardens. Milly’s Bradleys danced a merry jig as Milly grinned, obviously delighted to be on show as she walked on, at least according to the image portrayed in the footage. More footage from a camera down low, made Milly look taller, her breasts bigger, her nipples visible — she oozed privilege, sex, and money. Then something caused Milly to suddenly button up her all-season jacquard fringe coat up, turning the lights off. The cameras shifted to Dannii who smiled too; they continued walking. The media had used a microphone, dangling and moving overhead for distraction, so neither girl noticed the camera below. 
 
    ‘So, on into the Supreme Court she strolled, confident, unfazed, to confront one of Australia’s most eminent barristers, Ian Mason Q.C.,’ the reporter continued. Dannii squealed with delight. Milly cringed and looked away. 
 
    ‘I’m just glad Mom and Christy flew to Tasmania today,’ said Milly as she stared out the lounge-room window down to the road, half expecting to see a media contingent parked out the front. 
 
    The news report continued. It stopped at the court entrance; there was no reporting on events in court — not yet. ‘The beautiful Dr. McTaggart, now working in the U.K. was niece to the recently deceased James Anderson, a wealthy Macquarie Bank executive, and entrepreneur who left a considerable fortune when he passed away.’ Then they reported on the driver, the other person, the person driving the ‘luxury car.’ 
 
    ‘She is Dr. Dannii King, a veterinary surgeon, daughter of the wealthy Dr. Andrew and Yves King.’ 
 
    Milly was about to say something, ‘I don’t …’ 
 
    ‘Shoosh!’ interrupted Dannii. 
 
    ‘Dr. Andrew King is C.E.O. of Pet Doo’s Ltd., a public company listed on the A.S.X. His daughter, Dannii King, lives and is studying for an M.B.A. in Perth and is heir to an Australian company fortune reputed to be worth over $150 million.’ It went on to report the Boyds had supported the Kings in business, making the inevitable connection between Dannii and Milly. ‘They are best friends,’ it concluded. 
 
    Dannii jumped and danced with delight, clapping her hands. ‘What a story, Milly! Mom will love it.’ 
 
    ‘How do they know you’ve just completed an M.B.A.?’ asked Milly. ‘Where did they get the figure of 150 mil from? That’s bullshit!’ 
 
    ‘I’ve got no idea, Milly,’ replied Dannii, who obviously couldn’t care less. 
 
    ‘You do realize, don’t you, they’ve outed your parents, and by extension you, as one of the wealthiest families in Australia … in the top one percent?’ 
 
    ‘Shit, they have, too. What am I thinking? We’re not worth 150 million, not even half that. You’re right, Milly; it is bullshit.’ 
 
    ‘Well, it’s too late now — you’re out, Dannii! It’s a bit like the ponce telling the jurors the Boyds are worth 200 mil. Don’t let the truth get in the way of a good story, they say.’ Ironically, the cure for Milly’s ills now was to take Simone’s advice — get your evidence done, fulfill your court obligation and bugger off back to the U.K. She excused herself telling Dannii she was booking her flights back to London and on to Scotland. 
 
    Milly returned after thirty minutes and found Dannii on the phone talking with Simone. Dannii hung up. 
 
    ‘Do you mind taking me to the airport for a 6:00 a.m. flight Sunday? You’ll need to get me there around 3:00 in the morning. I can get a taxi.’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t hear of it, darling. Of course I’ll take you,’ answered Dannii. 
 
    ‘I heard you talking to Simone. What did she have to say?’ 
 
    ‘She rang me asking if I’d seen the news.’ 
 
    ‘Anything else?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll tell you next week,’ replied Dannii, grinning. 
 
    ‘Can’t you give me a hint?’ asked Milly, smiling back. 
 
    ‘No, Milly, you’ll have to wait,’ replied Dannii. 
 
    ‘Please, just a small hint, how can you expect me to wait until next week?’ begged Milly mimicking Dannii as she walked and jiggled up and down on the spot, with her hands extended down her front like she needed to go to the toilet. 
 
    ‘Bloody hell, Milly, here we go again. No, I can’t give you a hint,’ and they started laughing as Dannii’s phone rang again. She didn’t answer the phone as she was still laughing. Then it stopped. Then it rang again. 
 
    ‘Don’t worry; it’s just all my nosy mates calling to ask if I’ve seen the news. 
 
    ‘Alright, Dannii, I’m going to bed. I’ll see you in the morning and thanks for everything. I love you dearly,’ said Milly as she headed for one of the spare bedrooms. Dannii gave her the thumbs up as she spoke on the phone; she knew Dannii would probably chat with her nosy mates for hours. 
 
    When she got to her room, Milly logged onto news.com.au. to view the news again. She wondered if she should change her flights to Thursday or Friday — it was still only Tuesday night. She decided to leave it until Sunday. The court case wasn’t due to finish until week’s end, and then the jury would probably deliberate for another week. The real juicy bits shouldn’t come out until then. 
 
    What a disappointment today was, she thought, as she lay on her bed under the doona. She was ready to pounce on the ponce, to slay him in battle, to outwit the halfwit; but he had faltered and surrendered. In a sense I did outwit him, she consoled herself. That’s why he stopped speaking with me, why he cut me short. She thought of Boyd’s soulful look, the ponce’s obvious frustration; things weren’t going well for Matthew Boyd Sr., she concluded. That was her last thought as she drifted off into a deep sleep. 
 
    The following morning Milly and Dannii were both up early. Milly checked her weight. Food deprivation was the best diet; she was down to 79 kilograms. She wouldn’t maintain her current regime of culinary abstinence, though; she simply couldn’t. She required regular meals, an exercise program, to return to a routine — she hated being hungry. She took an anti-depressant. Her little friend down there was back under control now. It had been emboldened by holiday exuberance, its maleficent intent seduced by a chance meeting with Sim and Naomi at the airport, and later encouraged by Simone. Now it lay silent, like a comatose patient, sufficiently nourished, content to lie dormant, wanting and waiting to wake — to respond. 
 
    ‘What’s the go today, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘I’m meeting with a financial advisor to try and sort out the money, and I need to catch up with Jane Dobson, my solicitor, sometime today or tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘What time’s your appointment?’ 
 
    ‘10:00 this morning.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, you take Mom’s car, and I’ll try and catch up with you for lunch.’ 
 
    At 10:00 am Milly arrived at the offices of Bain and Hopwood financial advisors. Christy had contacted them, organizing an appointment. On her way to the meeting, she bought a paper. Dr. McTaggart was there and her best friend Dr. King, the paper reported. They rated a page three billing with a quarter page photo next to a quarter page story — half a page in all. The photo depicted Milly half-crouched, half-standing, depending on your take on it, either leaving or entering via an open passenger-side car door. Apparently, she was leaving the HERS car, going on television reporting the previous evening. 
 
    The news photo was taken straight down her cleavage, radiating out from there. The photo was classic still life, like still life flowers, only flowers weren’t the center of attention. Her breasts pouted, nothing else was visible, as her low-cut top fell away clearly outlining or defining her generous shape as she angled up from the car, like a phoenix from the ashes. It was comical. More like a picture from a page three British tabloid, thought Milly, a still-life photo depicting sex and privilege, but not as revealing. It was very clever in its inference, somewhat revealing, with a presumption of more to come later; it was careful not to disclose everything now. 
 
    The paper was a precursor, thought Milly, a bait, a lure, to titillate interest with the expectation of more to come. Probably a news splash over the weekend, she decided, as she knocked on the door of Bain and Hopwood, quickly checking that the top button of her business shirt was done up. 
 
    ‘Come in.’ 
 
    ‘I’m Milly McTaggart.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Dr. McTaggart,’ said the receptionist, ‘I’ve … sorry … we’ve been expecting you this morning.’ 
 
    More like you’ve been reading about me in this morning’s paper, thought Milly. ‘Thank you; I’ll take a seat.’ 
 
    She wasn’t kept waiting long. 
 
    ‘My name is Steve Hopwood.’ 
 
    ‘Pleased to meet you,’ said Milly, shaking Steve’s hand. He wasn’t handsome by any stretch, thought Milly, but seemed very pleasant in an attractive kind of way. 
 
    ‘Come into my office, Dr. McTaggart,’ said Steve beckoning to the open door like a police officer directing traffic at a T-intersection. 
 
    ‘Call me Milly, please, Steve,’ she said as she passed him on her way into his office. She wondered if he had seen the news reports last night or read the paper this morning. She had been referred to in all the reporting as Dr. McTaggart. 
 
    ‘Right, I’ve been talking with Mrs. Anderson, and she has told me of your inheritance. She mentioned your living arrangements, your job in the U.K. so I’ve got a bit of a handle on things. I assume you wish to invest the money, and I’m here to help you. Have you any ideas or thoughts?’ 
 
    ‘My first thought is that I need to get used to the fact that I have a lot of money now,’ answered Milly. ‘You know what they say about it burning a hole in your pocket?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, excellent, I couldn’t agree more.’ 
 
    ‘So, considering that, I’d like to park it somewhere, somewhere safe, so I can earn some interest and continue going about my life without relying on it at all for the moment. I’m not very savvy when it comes to large sums of money because I’ve never had any. What do you suggest?’ 
 
    ‘Okay, Milly …,’ and the meeting began. An hour and two cups of coffee later, she walked from Steve’s office with a good understanding of her fiscal position. In any scenario, her revenue would greatly exceed her expenditure. ‘You do realize, Milly, that depending on how you wish to live, you will never have to work again?’ 
 
    ‘I understand that Steve, but that’s not how I operate. Like I said, I need to get used to the fact that I have the money first. Then I might buy some property as you’ve suggested or do something different with it later. I’m actually a bit of a good-time girl, so I don’t need any encouragement with large sums of money making life too easy.’ As Milly turned away, she thought to herself: hang around, mate, and watch for the news; you’ll find out soon enough what a good-time girl I am. 
 
    She switched her phone on, and there was both a missed call and a message from Jane Dobson. ‘Can I catch you over lunch, Milly?’ 
 
    She had ended with a smiley face, so the news can’t be all bad, she thought, as she walked to her car and dialed Jane’s number. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14. 
 
    Milly called Dannii and told her she was meeting with Jane Dobson at Mamma’s Bistro on Adelaide Terrace. They could walk the short distance to the Supreme Court and check on the progress of the ponce and Boyd if they wished. ‘Word in the legal profession is that staff at Casuarina Prison have already made a bunk up for Boyd … they are expecting him,’ said Jane when Milly phoned her. 
 
    Good, thought Milly as she drove on to Mamma’s Bistro. Casuarina was one mean prison, so serve him right. They should lock him up and throw away the key. She considered their effect on her life. Drugs had killed Sibby, wrecked Joe’s life, and could easily have ruined hers too. She was focused as she drove down Brook Street in East Perth to Adelaide Terrace. That could have been me on a slab in the morgue, not my sister, thought Milly. She eventually parked in the Hay St East Car Park and walked to Mamma’s Bistro where Dannii and Jane sat waiting. She had no idea how long they would be, but she wasn’t drinking until she got Yves King’s car home safe and sound. 
 
    ‘Hi, Jane.’ 
 
    ‘You look really well, Milly. The footage of you walking into court last night on television and the photos in the paper don’t do you justice.’ 
 
    ‘There you go, Jane,’ said Milly taking her suit coat off before she sat down, ‘I told you I’d behave myself when I went to the U.K.’ Dannii gave her that ‘what, really?’ look, tilting her head, with a confused kind of smile on her face. Jane caught the gesture and smiled to herself, thinking I bet you didn’t behave yourself, Dr. McTaggart. Milly noted but didn’t acknowledge Dannii’s inquisitive stare; she was on a hiding to nothing if she got Dannii started. She sat down, and the other two shifted around, adjusting their seating position in the corner booth. 
 
    ‘I’ve got some good news for you, Milly. Oh, I’m sorry, you don’t mind me discussing things in front of Dannii, do you … no offense, Dannii.’ 
 
    ‘None taken.’ 
 
    ‘No problem, Jane.’ 
 
    ‘Your charge has been dismissed.’ 
 
    ‘That’s good news.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t seem so happy, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘I’m happy enough, Jane; I’ve been thinking, though. I don’t know that my whole trip here hasn’t been a waste of time, coming all the way from the U.K. There have been other things, like Dannii and I sorting each other out, and catching up with Mom and my aunt. But as far as the trial is concerned … I don’t know …?’ 
 
    ‘You had to come back, Milly, to settle the drugs charge. Anyway, don’t sell yourself short. From what I saw yesterday, you were the turning point in this whole case against Boyd … especially if he’s found guilty. That comment you made was spot on, just …’ 
 
    ‘What comment?’ 
 
    ‘When he asked you if you’d done a deal and you agreed, saying Mason would know because he was doing a deal too. The only difference was you were admitting to the charge.’ 
 
    ‘Mason looked worried, totally frustrated,’ reinforced Dannii. 
 
    ‘He was lining you up to do a job on you, Milly. He wanted to make you out to be a liar, a common tart, probably a prostitute in taking “payment” for drugs in kind. He would have used anything he could against you. Then you trumped him again when you told him you had slept with all three of the Boyds but not at the same time. That took the wind right out of his sails.’ 
 
    ‘But everyone knew already. I discussed it with Jim Quill when he questioned me.’ 
 
    ‘It was all in the moment and your timing, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Boyd looked worried too,’ added Dannii. 
 
    ‘Well, he’s hardly going to look happy,’ she replied. 
 
    ‘Anyway, you were making his interrogation of you look like amateur hour. He needed to turn things back in his favor, but in doing so was taking a risk. So, he folded his hand, as they say, with his “no more questions, your Honor”.’ 
 
    ‘Just then Dannii started humming The Gambler, by Kenny Rogers. Then she broke out in quiet song: ‘You’ve gotta know when to hold ’em, know when to fold …’ 
 
    ‘Shut up, Dannii,’ said Milly, grinning. Dannii continued humming. 
 
    ‘So, when he summed up the situation, his continuing to talk with you failed the risk test, Milly. You and Dannii left then, but I stayed. It took Mason a long time to get his mojo back. You threw him, and I think he lost credibility with the jury. Up to then, it could have gone either way, in my opinion.’ 
 
    ‘So, Boyd’s in the shit then?’ 
 
    ‘Swimming in it, but funnier things have happened. They’ve made a bunk up for him at Casuarina Prison; they just haven’t tucked the sheets in yet. You know the ol’ song … It Ain’t Over Til It’s Over … but like I said, I’d hate to be in his shoes.’ 
 
    ‘There’s a real musical theme here today,’ noted Dannii and all three laughed. 
 
    A waiter took their order. The fare was Italian, the food magnificent. Milly forgot about her diet and gorged herself. ‘That’s the trouble with Italian food; you don’t realize you’ve had enough until you’ve had too much.’ None drank any alcohol; each had to drive, so they drank water. Jane left after an hour. She was on holiday but had another appointment and was keen to watch the end of the day’s proceedings in Court No. 2. 
 
    ‘I hope to see you before you go, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Jane, for everything; catch you shortly.’ 
 
    Milly and Dannii continued talking. ‘How did you go this morning at the meeting with your financial advisor?’ 
 
    ‘Good. It’s all sorted. The money will be invested in … hang on,’ said Milly as she reached into her bag and started reading from the printout she’d been given, ‘It will be invested in a growth portfolio.’ 
 
    ‘A growth portfolio?’ 
 
    ‘Steve Hopwood, the finance guy, wanted me to split it up and be a little more conservative, but I chose to put it all in a growth portfolio. So, the money will be invested in forty-five percent Aussie shares, thirty-one percent international shares, nine percent Aussie fixed interest …’ 
 
    ‘No worries, I get it, Milly. So, what’s the net result then?’ 
 
    ‘The return after five years, hopefully, will be around net 4.5 percent annually, on average, plus, let’s say at the current rate of inflation of 2.1 percent on the R.B.A. website, a gross return of 6.6 percent. However, Steve insisted that good returns under these plans were more often out to a ten- or even twenty-year investment timeline at a minimum.’ 
 
    ‘You haven’t locked it in for five years, have you?’ asked Dannii sounding slightly alarmed. 
 
    ‘No, Dannii, I can take the money out any time I like.’ 
 
    ‘How much money will you end up investing?’ 
 
    ‘Okay, well, that’s interesting. Uncle James invested a large amount of cash, back in July 2011 when he first knew he had cancer. Apparently, he had decided to leave me the money. He purchased …’ 
 
    ‘Yes?’ interrupted Dannii again. 
 
    ‘Stop interrupting me, will you, Kenny,’ said Milly smiling, adding her contribution to the musical theme. ‘Essentially, he purchased U.S. dollars for himself through his role at the bank when the Aussie was valued at $1:10 U.S. and sold those same U.S dollars when the Aussie dropped to 75 cents U.S. So, focusing on my part of the 10 mil, he increased it by around 45%, and ...’ 
 
    ‘How did you work that out, Milly?’ 
 
    She stared back at the printout where she had written some notes. 
 
    ‘Well, it’s 10 mil x 1.1 equals 11 mil U.S. divided by .75, which equals 14.666 mil AUD, then after …’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry about it, Milly. Just tell me the net figure.’ 
 
    ‘God, you’re impatient, Dannii. Stop talking detail if you don’t want to hear any. Are we right now?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly. I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be rude.’ 
 
    ‘Right, so in the end, I came out with a net sum of approximately 12.2 million dollars Aussie after tax, fees, and charges. Now, when I invest that at, and I stress … at the expected rate of return of 6.6 percent annually, that should return me an income of approximately $805,000 Australian per year.’ 
 
    ‘Unbelievable. How much tax will you have to pay on that?’ 
 
    ‘Nearly half apparently on most of it. Steve advised me to get a good accountant.’ 
 
    ‘Just going on your gross amount before tax then, that’s nearly 15.5K a week, Milly, or just over 3K a day, not including weekends,’ remarked Dannii as she worked the figures on her iPhone calculator. 
 
    ‘Yeah, I know. It’s also three thousand good reasons not to get out of bed each day or three thousand reasons to play up. Ain’t life marvelous. Just when you think you’ve got it all worked out, something like this comes along. Aunt Christy compared the scourge of money to sarcoptic mange in wombats. I’m starting to think she might be right.’ 
 
    ‘Eh? Ah … okay, Milly, got ya; got that one too! Don’t worry. It’s how you manage it. You’ll get used to it.’ 
 
    ‘I know I should, Dannii, but I was completely hopeless without money. This could make things a lot worse.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve been thinking about it a lot, haven’t you?’ 
 
    ‘I have been thinking a lot about the money. Between that and the trial, I’ve thought of little else lately. The issue of the money in my inheritance is settled for the moment but having money spoils things … it takes incentive away. Why work your arse off to earn 100K a year when you can lie in bed, doing nothing, earning eight times that. Then why would I buy a business with all the stress when I don’t need to? As for my job at Watford Therapy, I was happy with my pay rise. I admit I had been thinking about moving on, but I’ve decided to hang in for a bit, depending on Theo and his attitude. Then I come back to Aussie, and I’ve got Mom and Christy on my back to come home permanently.’ 
 
    ‘I’d like you to come home too, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘But I’m not ready yet, Dannii.’ There was a short comfortable silence. ‘Why don’t you come to the U.K. and live with me for a while and start that vet business? You know neither of us has to worry about money … you with your parents and me with this inheritance.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve thought about it.’ 
 
    ‘To be honest, Dannii, I reckon I’ll end up with more bloody money. There’s Christy to consider when she dies, and there’s shit loads more than 10 mil there.’ 
 
    ‘How much money is there?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not saying. I promised Christy I wouldn’t.’ 
 
    ‘I respect that, Milly. You know I despise money too. How does that saying go?’ 
 
    ‘What saying?’ 
 
    ‘About God and money … that’s right ... if you want to know what God thinks about money, look at some of the fuck-wits he gives it too.’ They both giggled, and then Dannii snuffled and accidentally snorted like a car backfiring, which made things worse as she coughed more and Milly thought Dannii might fall out of their booth as she tried to recover. Other customers stared and started laughing too. 
 
    ‘We haven’t had a drink yet,’ Milly assured them. She looked at her friend, sitting up as she slowly recovered, her hand patting her chest. ‘You’re hilarious, Dannii, you idiot.’ When she had finally composed herself, they decided to leave and head back to Cottesloe. Milly went to fix the tab, but Jane had already paid. ‘I’ll see you at home shortly.’ 
 
    They arrived within ten minutes of each other and walked inside. ‘I’ve been thinking.’ 
 
    ‘What about?’ 
 
    ‘You coming back to the U.K. with me. Why don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘What would I do?’ 
 
    ‘Same as what you’re doing here, Dannii … nothing.’ 
 
    ‘I take your point, Milly. I’ve wasted the last two years. I finished my M.B.A., but I’ve virtually done nothing else. I’ve tried to get interested in Dad’s company, but I couldn’t really care less about it. As for starting a vet business, I don’t really know if I could fully commit myself now … every weekday until 6:30 – 7:00 p.m. and weekends too. I guess if I’d really wanted to, it would be up and running by now. I’m not lazy, Milly; I’m just not motivated by money.’ 
 
    ‘We may not be motivated by money, but we’re not the same as the other ninety-nine percent of the population. They’re motivated by a lack of money. They need to earn a quid, to pay the bills. We don’t; the money is sitting there. It’s bloody dangerous, Dannii; I’ve slowly come to realize that.’ 
 
    ‘What do you propose to do then, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll probably stick to what I’m doing for twelve months and see if Theo improves. I can’t stop thinking about my sister, Sibby; then there’s Sim Charles and as for the money … well … like I said that issue’s settled for the minute.’ 
 
    ‘Sim Charles?’ 
 
    ‘It might have been a chance meeting at the airport, but it wasn’t a complete coincidence, in my opinion. I believe we had the timing of the trial in common. Me for my court obligation and he to slip out of Aussie before it started. I’d give odds that there’s something cooking between him and the Boyds. They would have been setting the ground rules, getting their strategy planned as much as they could before Matthew Boyd Sr. goes to prison.’ 
 
    ‘Well, there is something I haven’t told you, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Dannii?’ 
 
    ‘It might be nothing, but I saw Simone speaking with … well … I presume now it was this Sim guy at the airport. He’s about 10-foot-tall, and he had a beautiful blonde girl, who I guess was Naomi, hanging off his arm. He’s gorgeous Milly, and so is she …’ 
 
    ‘Hang on a minute, Dannii, take me through this slowly, please.’ 
 
    ‘Alright then,’ said Danni, realizing her small diversion to take some pressure off her disclosure wasn’t going to work. ‘Simone followed me into the airport to get a coffee to take back to the car. I told her I wanted to meet you on my own because I didn’t know how you’d take to her being there. That’s why she waited in the car park.’ 
 
    ‘So, what happened? Did they speak with each other?’ 
 
    ‘Briefly. She shook hands with both. They only had time for a quick hello and goodbye at best. I was waiting in line to order a coffee when I turned and saw them. It was only a fleeting meet, but they had obviously met each other before.’ 
 
    ‘Why didn’t you say something?’ 
 
    ‘Because I didn’t think anything of it, even when you showed me the photo of Joe and Sibby at that castle thingy in Scotland. Then I looked at it again the next morning when I saw the photo on the breakfast bar; they are alike, but I’m just not that discerning sometimes.’ 
 
    ‘Why didn’t you say something when you saw the photo on Friday morning?’ 
 
    ‘Dunno, Milly. Like I said, I’m just not that discerning; I still wasn’t sure, I guess. I wasn’t feeling suspicious of Simone at all until you started discussing it on Sunday afternoon. I suppose I thought I needed to take it up with her before mentioning it to you. Anyway, as I said, it might be nothing. You know Simone is friendly with Matt Jr., so there might have been a chance meeting somewhere.’ 
 
    Milly’s mind ticked over, picking through the new information. She was correct in her assumption that Sim was in Australia to visit with the Boyds. She knew too that Simone had been deliberately deceitful not mentioning knowing Sim Charles with all the discussion about him and Joe. ‘Alright, Dannii, does Simone know you saw her with Sim and Naomi at the airport?’ 
 
    ‘Not a chance, darling, I didn’t get ’round to mentioning it.’ 
 
    ‘Good. Let’s keep it that way, Dannii, please!’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15. 
 
    British Airways flight BA1460 from Heathrow, London, was running twenty minutes behind schedule when it began its descent into Edinburgh, Scotland. Debarkation was re-scheduled for 23:30; twenty-five minutes from now, thought Milly, as she checked the time. She had turned her watch back seven hours at Heathrow while walking from her A380-800 flight from Dubai before waiting for her British Airways connection to Scotland. 
 
    She stared at today’s edition of the Sunday Times, purchased at Perth Airport. It wasn’t the article. It would be relatively benign in any damages claim if she made one. She would rather her private business was kept private, but as far as this publication was concerned, the story was harmless. She unfolded the paper, not to read it again but to look like she was busy so the old biddy sitting next to her would stop talking. She wondered where the information came from … 
 
    ‘I don’t mean to pry, but is that your photo in the newspaper, dear?’ 
 
    ‘It is,’ replied Milly as she turned to the old lady sitting next to her in 21B. ‘Here you go, you can read it if you like.’ That should keep her quiet until we land, hoped Milly. She returned to her thoughts, picking up an in-flight magazine, so she looked busy again. 
 
    There was information in the public domain, in newspapers from the U.K. reporting on Sibby’s murder and the ensuing court case of Cailin Stewart. There were other sources such as work colleagues and Theo or possibly Stopford or even Windsor, thought Milly. God knows Stopford would sell his soul for some pouting lips with a honey-sweet smile and a big set of tits; Simone would have been perfect, she decided. As for Theo, she doubted it; it could harm his business, and then there was Windsor, but he was far too discreet to divulge sensitive crime information to some grubby reporter trying to write a story in an Australian newspaper; even if the crime had been solved. A likely source could be information shared between journalists working for other papers. She shuddered when she thought of an English tabloid working with the Sunday Times in Western Australia. What if they print the story in the U.K.? 
 
    The Sunday Times was owned by Seven West Media, which also owned the West Australian or The West as it was affectionately known in Perth. Cameron Chadwick and Simone worked for The West, which was the only locally edited daily newspaper published in Perth, W.A. Milly had ignored reporting of the court case for the three days Thursday through Saturday, content to let the bombs fly over as she lay holed up in her imaginary Cottesloe bunker waiting for her flight back to the U.K. She knew her reaction to media reports was overdone when Dannii claimed there was no reporting in any way slighting Milly’s character, but decided she didn’t feel like socializing after persistent urging from Dannii. By Friday afternoon she wondered why she hadn’t flown down to Tasmania for a couple of days to be with her mother and Christy. 
 
    The headline jumped out from the front page: ‘GIRL WITH NO FINGERPRINTS RETURNS TO THE U.K.’ That would get them reading, thought Milly, what a great way to start an article. She stared across at the old lady who hadn’t turned to page three yet. She was taken by the headline. 
 
    ‘Can you fold your table up, please madam, in preparation for landing?’ asked the flight attendant as she checked their seat belts. Milly put the table up for her. She grabbed the paper, in the slight confusion, quickly turning it to page three, folding it in half to make it easier to read before the old lady started talking again. 
 
    The article continued. It hung like a picture in Milly’s mind. She had studied it for hours on her flight to London — ‘The jury is currently sitting to consider its verdict in the case of a wealthy Western Australian businessman, charged with drug offenses.’ It went on, jumping to page three where it explored Milly’s condition, her adermatoglyphia, making no further mention of Matthew Boyd. It related her family background, her Scottish origin and migration with her mother to Perth, W.A. It recounted the ‘sad’ circumstances of her birth and that of her twin sister Dr. Siobhan Russell, whom Dr. McTaggart had never met, except to view the body on a gurney in a morgue in Croydon, south of London. That was very personal, thought Milly; where did they get that information? 
 
    The scoop continued. It confirmed Dr. Siobhan Russell suffered the same genetic affliction, the very condition that enabled authorities to track Dr. McTaggart down in the U.K. It didn’t discuss investigators’ use of their D.N.A. or Mia’s D.N.A. profile in eventually confirming Sibby’s identity. 
 
    The article ran the whole of page three. It alternated tastefully between pictorial and written narrative, switching to first-name terms after their formal introduction on page one. It talked of Milly’s Psy.D. in Clinical Psychology and Sibby’s medical degree and adopted parents in Scotland. It also described Milly’s relationship by marriage to the late James Anderson, a wealthy bank executive who had left a fortune believed to run into the hundreds of millions of dollars. It was the first time any media outlet had quantified the Anderson fortune with a number. It didn’t relate this to Milly, but Milly knew they weren’t finished with it — why else would they report it? They would look for the money; they wanted her to be a recipient, a beneficiary of James Anderson’s Last Will and Testament. It would enhance their story. 
 
    The Sunday Times took a laissez-faire attitude to the tale now. It didn’t follow the style of article in the West Australian the previous Wednesday. That was gossip and tittle-tattle with events blown up in a London tabloid-style depiction of Milly and Dannii, with a sex, money and privilege theme. It was the opening salvo, to garner interest in what would be a media trilogy, thought Milly, with at least one story to come after the jury verdict. They didn’t need to lie as much now; their lies would be diminished by the magnitude of the tale as it unfolded. They only need wait until the jury passed judgment on Boyd; then they would revert to court evidence and sex scandals. Milly shivered as she thought of a collaboration between journalists and media companies in Australia and the U.K. Perhaps she hadn’t flown away from all her problems in Perth, W.A., after all? 
 
    She glared at the front page as the old lady folded it in half before handing it back to her. 
 
    ‘I won’t have time to finish it, unfortunately.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ 
 
    She sensed Milly didn’t want to talk. Indeed, they hadn’t stopped talking since the plane taxied onto the runway at Heathrow. 
 
    Milly sat the paper on her lap and continued staring at it. The article was well written. Then she looked under the headline and read it for the umpteenth time — by Cameron Chadwick and Dan Atherton. Yeah, and fucking Simone Kelly too, thought Milly. She was dragged back to reality by screeching wheels as the Boeing 767 touched down in Edinburgh. She rolled the newspaper up, placing it in her bag, where she would shift it to her luggage later. She didn’t want the Russells reading it. Then, taking it out of her bag, she handed it back to the old lady. ‘You take it. I’ve read it a hundred times.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you, dear, you’re very kind.’ She craned her neck to get a peek at Milly’s hands and fingers. At least she’d read that far. Milly showed them to her. 
 
    ‘Don’t know what all the fuss is about … do you?’ asked Milly smiling. 
 
    The old lady perched her reading glasses back on the end of her nose as she peered at Milly’s upturned hands. ‘No, dear, but you know what they’re like.’ She put the paper in her bag. 
 
    As the aircraft stopped and passengers disembarked Milly thought back to Simone. She considered changing her strategy and calling her out before the third installment. Maybe she should call Cameron Chadwick. He didn’t know Simone had jumped the fence, as Dannii put it, in her sexual preference. No, she decided, Simone could wait; she would keep her on side. She would square the ledger with her later. 
 
    The doctors Russell knew Milly would grace them with her presence sometime in mid-May but weren’t sure when. There were no seats on flights to Dundee where they lived when Milly wanted to fly. She thought it unfair if they felt obliged to pick her up in Edinburgh over an hour and a half’s drive away in the middle of the night on a Sunday, so she didn’t tell them. She wasn’t sure if John was still working but assumed Ella was, so she booked to stay at the Premier Inn Edinburgh Airport Newbridge. It was about ten minutes’ drive from the airport and had some good reviews on the Internet. She rented a Vauxhall Astra for six days, which she could drop back to the hirer in Dundee. She would need a car to drive to H.M. Barlinnie Prison to visit with Joe. Milly decided she would rather visit Joe in Glasgow on her own; she wouldn’t push John into taking her. 
 
    She had diverted 100 K Australian to her personal account as her fortune flew by in cyberspace on the way to its growth portfolio. Perhaps this rather large gift from her uncle wouldn’t be so bad after all, she thought to herself, smiling. It just needed managing properly. 
 
    It was after 12:45 a.m. by the time she got the keys to her room at the Premier Inn in Hallbarns Crescent. She wasn’t especially tired, as she had slept some of the way from Australia. She got to her room and messaged Dannii via WhatsApp: ‘Just arrived at my motel in Edinburgh; it’s 1:00 in the morning here. Make sure you read the article on the front page of the Sunday Times … very interesting. No mention of Matthew Boyd. It’s all about me. Sorry about being a little sour over the past few days, mate. Love ya heaps, thanks for looking after me, talk soon, XXX’ 
 
    It was around 8:00 a.m. in Perth. Dannii replied : ‘Matthew who??? XXX. Talk soon, love you too.’ 
 
    Milly smiled. ‘Exactly,’ she said out loud to herself, adding, ‘Matthew Boyd Sr., bottom bunk, Casuarina Prison … that’s who.’ She danced a naked jig to the bathroom, singing AC/DC’s Jailbreak, playing lead on her air guitar. The early morning was cold. She showered and got into bed for what she expected would be an interrupted night’s sleep. She slept soundly until 8:00 a.m. 
 
    She left the motel, eventually turning right onto the M9 driving out of Edinburgh for Dundee. It was cool; the temperature displayed eleven degrees outside. It felt cooler, though, as misty rain marshaled water sensors and wiper arms, jumping to attention, cleaning the windscreen, clearing the way ahead as they sprang into life intermittently, focusing Milly’s attention on the road. 
 
    She drove on, heading for the Forth Rd Bridge when she caught a glimpse of herself in the rear vision mirror as she checked with traffic merging onto the A90. She recalled her discussion with her dermatologist friend, Dr. Kenway Cross. Milly’s bloodline had evolved; her complexion with her white skin and red hair was perfectly suited to the cool Scottish climate. Research indicated that synthesis of vitamin D was wholly tied to skin color. Paler skinned humans were six times more efficient at making vitamin D from the sun than their dark-skinned relatives. Then there were decreased sweat glands, another manifestation of her genetic condition. Was that part of her adaption to the Scottish climate too, she wondered; probably not, she concluded. How would no fingerprints fit in? The wipers jumped to action again, diverting her attention back to the road. 
 
    The country was beautiful. Not unlike Tasmania, she imagined, with its high rainfall, but Tassie would be warmer during the summer months. She made a mental note to visit there next time she flew home. She wanted to make the acquaintance of a Tasmanian devil and Tassie wombat — Vombatus, urs…, tasmaniensis — she remembered, forgetting the second part of its scientific name. She had donated to the Devil’s Advocate, an appeal whose theme was ‘Keeping the Tasmanian devil alive in the wild.’ They needed all the help they could get to save the beautiful marsupial her uncle so dearly loved and generously donated to; it could still go extinct. She drove across the Firth Road Bridge, which connected Edinburgh to Fife, and over the ‘Firth of Forth’ as she looked out onto the North Sea on her way to Dunfermline. 
 
    She passed to the right of Dunfermline proper on the M90, missing the built-up area with its historical buildings and its countryside with its modern agriculture. She had driven over an hour when she drove off the M90 and headed into Perth, only around forty minutes west of Dundee. As she drove into Perth, she recalled Sim Charles telling her Sibby had worked at the Perth Royal Infirmary, completing some of her training there. It was only 11:00 a.m. so she stopped for coffee. 
 
    She messaged Dannii asking on news of the trial; it was early evening in Australia. ‘Zilch, darling,’ replied Dannii. 
 
    ‘Thanks, Dannii XXX’ replied Milly. Then Dannii sent her another message. 
 
    ‘What was that flashing amber light thingy you were going to tell me about Simone, darling? XXX’ 
 
    ‘The article in the Sunday Times.’ 
 
    ‘What about it?’ 
 
    ‘See who wrote it!’ There was a five-minute pause. Milly assumed Dannii was looking for the paper. 
 
    ‘Shit, I never noticed it. That bastard.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t say anything, will you, darling? Remember you promised! She’ll have an excuse, saying she didn’t know. That orange light’s still flashing.’ 
 
    ‘No, I won’t say a thing. Be careful. Talk tomorrow, XXX’ 
 
    Milly wondered how Dannii ever got two university degrees. It was like she was color-blind. She could look at something but could never see everything there, often missing the obvious; that’s why Simone was running rings around her. She looked out from Willows Coffee Shop with its alfresco dining; it was too cool for Milly outside, as she recalled her last trip to Scotland. 
 
    She had driven down to Glasgow with Sim. She had attempted to entice him into roadside sex after visiting Joe in prison when she had traveled to Dundee for Sibby’s funeral. No wonder Naomi held on so tight at the airport. Milly’s hormones had raged at the sight of Joe when her little friend nominated Sim; Joe couldn’t help — he was in prison. Sim wasn’t having it; he wasn’t interested. He played dumb; not one word passed between them. Anyway, who could blame him? Naomi was beautiful. He could never know, but Sim stopped Milly regressing that day, back to her old ways. As Dannii so elegantly put it, Milly was only ever one prick away from disaster. Sim had done her a favor. 
 
    She drove into Dundee mid-afternoon. There wasn’t much point contacting the Russells, especially if they were working. She didn’t want to put pressure on them in case either, or both felt obliged to stop what they were doing and attend to some need Milly didn’t have. She sent Ella a phone text at 4:30 p.m. announcing she would arrive shortly. Milly knocked on the Russells door at 5:15 Monday afternoon. They were happy to see her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16. 
 
    ‘Come in, Milly,’ beckoned Ella. 
 
    ‘It’s good to see you, Milly,’ said John. They both arrived at the door at the same time; they had obviously been waiting for her. 
 
    ‘We were expecting a phone call to pick you up from the airport.’ 
 
    ‘I apologize for not calling, Ella. I couldn’t get a flight to Dundee to connect with my arrival in London, so I flew into Edinburgh early this morning and stopped at the Premier Inn in Hallbarns Crescent. It’s about three miles from the airport.’ 
 
    ‘Aye, we know where it is, Milly. Why didn’t you call us? We would have picked you up,’ replied John, as Ella stood there looking miffed. The way she stood there, uncompromising and stern, indicated she was used to getting her way thought Milly. She knew they would willingly have taken the drive to Edinburgh; they would walk over broken glass in bare feet to get to her. John wiped tears away as he unloaded Milly’s luggage. They settled in the lounge area around a walnut coffee table with a glass top. John put Milly’s gear in Sibby’s bedroom. 
 
    She looked at the coffee table. There was an A4 size manila envelope with her name and the Tayside address handwritten on it. He had a beautiful hand, thought Milly, if indeed it was Stopford’s writing. ‘This came for you last week,’ said John handing her the envelope. ‘I’m sorry I get teary when I see you, Milly, I just can’t help it.’ 
 
    ‘We’ll get to that soon.’ Milly placed the unopened envelope back on the table and looked reassuringly at John. ‘So how have you both been?’ They talked for an hour and then Ella and Milly cooked tea. When they returned to the lounge, Milly opened the envelope. 
 
    ‘Okay. I don’t know if I’ve done the right thing, but I thought the information in here might help give us some closure. Have the police told you that they now know who the semen belonged to found at the crime scene on Sibby’s body? 
 
    ‘Aye, Milly. Rob Windsor kindly called us and told me they identified the male who donated the semen. He mentioned a roadside alcohol and drugs checkpoint and a young female police constable. He went through the detail; I was interested to hear it. He made the point the man wouldn’t be charged as he was totally innocent of any crime … just in the wrong place at the wrong time.’ 
 
    ’Yes, that’s right. I’m sorry I haven’t got a name for you, they wouldn’t tell me,’ lied Milly. A face would be enough, she thought. 
 
    ‘They were lucky,’ said Ella. 
 
    ‘Yes, very lucky,’ replied Milly as she ran a sharp letter opener through the top of the envelope seal. ‘I had D.I. Stopford mail this to us, which is not strictly legal. You can never mention this to anyone; he could lose his job. Right,’ said Milly as she was about to take the documents out. ‘… Oh, I nearly forgot. Do either of you know what D.N.A. phenotyping is?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly we both do,’ answered Ella. ‘Rob gave us some detail, and we did some research. It’s wonderful technology. Soon criminals won’t be able to get away with anything.’ 
 
    ‘Okay then.’ Milly emptied the contents of the envelope onto the table. She returned the printout of the D.N.A. profile to the envelope — that wasn’t supposed to be there, she thought, it had Kerford’s name on it. Ella and John didn’t need to see it. She placed the photo-fit image depicting the subject unsmiling face-up on the glass table. All other documents were placed face down. ‘So, this is the photo-fit that was returned from the States with the phenotype data and the same photo-fit P.C. Stone had as an image in her mind when she picked the man out at the drug and alcohol stop.’ 
 
    John looked at Ella. Ella looked back at John, as Milly looked up. 
 
    ‘This one is a computer enhanced photo-fit, done here in the U.K. of the man in the photo-fit smiling,’ said Milly as she turned the next document over. She was getting lost in her enthusiasm for the technology. She checked herself, remembering who the subject was. Then she turned over the mugshot style photo taken of a smiling Kerford at the Croydon Police Station. 
 
    ‘Right,’ said John as he looked at the images and back at Ella. 
 
    ‘When P.C. Stone took the D.N.A. sample to Rob Windsor, they had it tested. Tests revealed the man at the drug and drink stop and the owner of the D.N.A. at the crime scene were one and the same. So, they looked to details P.C. Stone had taken at the testing point including the address on his license. They tracked him down and took some mugshots of him producing one of those images I have shown you. John looked at Ella and back at the images. Milly noticed it again. 
 
    ‘Is there something wrong?’ 
 
    ‘That’s Daggy bloody Kerford,’ exclaimed John. 
 
    ‘Who’s Daggy bloody Kerford?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘He is,’ said Ella pointing rather disdainfully at the photo taken in Croydon. 
 
    ‘I’m not quite with you,’ answered Milly who was starting to think this attempt at closure was a bad idea. 
 
    ‘We know him, Milly. It’s Daggy Kerford. He lives here in Scotland … or he did. I know his father and his mother; I’m friends with them’ replied John. The three of them looked at one another. Milly was stumped. She was floundering. 
 
    ‘Where does the name Daggy come from?’ she asked. It was a stupid question. She just blurted it out. 
 
    ‘Not every man in Scotland has the nickname Jock, you know,’ said John smiling faintly. Milly could see his mood lighten. ‘His father is a deer shooter and so is Daggy. When he was young, we were on one of our weekends away, and he was hunting with his father and needed to relieve himself. He always wore bib ’n’ brace overalls over his clothes whenever we went shooting. So, on this occasion he relieved himself and when he finished … well, you know how we always look behind us when we finish, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Well the poor little blighter looked behind him and, obviously satisfied with the job he’d done, pulled his trousers up, then his overalls and you wouldn’t believe it …’ 
 
    ‘He hadn’t left it all behind,’ interrupted Ella joining in. 
 
    ‘Aye, that’s right,’ said John. ‘He’d actually deposited some of it into the back of his overalls. So, when he flicked the back half of his overalls over to do up with the front half, some of it got on his shirt and in his hair. Then when he tried to get it out of his hair, he smudged it in and made it worse. He stunk to high heaven. They started calling him Shitty and then it became Daggy. You can’t call a young teenage boy Shitty,’ declared John. John looked at Milly, then the two looked at Ella, and they all started laughing. It lightened the mood. 
 
    ‘I’m still not convinced it’s him,’ said Milly, ‘but I suppose we’ll never know.’ She was starting to feel awkward. If anything came of this, Stopford could get into a lot of trouble. 
 
    ‘It’s him alright,’ said John pointing to the photo of Kerford smiling taken in Croydon. ‘See that left eyelid.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ answered Milly. 
 
    ‘Notice anything?’ 
 
    ‘Not really.’ 
 
    ‘See how it’s ever so slightly lazy or droopy at the end closest to the ear?’ 
 
    ‘I do now. I didn’t notice it before.’ 
 
    ‘He got it from his mother. His sister has it too, like that beautiful American actress … what’s her name …?’ 
 
    ‘Ashley Judd,’ contributed Ella. Milly could see it now John had pointed it out. 
 
    ‘It’s Daggy Kerford alright.’ 
 
    They sat around discussing it. They all knew Kerford — or that person, as Milly put it — had nothing to do with Sibby’s death. Milly swore them to secrecy, lest they get Stopford into trouble and lose him his job. 
 
    ‘So Daggy lives here in Dundee?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘He did until he started his welding apprenticeship in Aberdeen. Then he moved up there.’ 
 
    Milly thought about it. She was sure Stopford told her he worked in computers as a computer consultant. It might all be a coincidence, she hoped. She put it out of her mind, and they didn’t discuss it again that evening when John added Sibby’s diary to the evening mix of conversation. 
 
    ‘Ella found a diary amongst Sibby’s clothes.’ The diary was blue, and the front cover said, ‘Hello Kitty mid-year 2017/2018 Diary.’ 
 
    ‘We were obviously meant to find it,’ said Ella. 
 
    ‘There are things in here we can’t work out, Milly. I don’t expect you’ll know either, but it won’t hurt to have a look.’ Milly moved from her position next to Ella and sat beside John who opened the diary on the coffee table in front of them. 
 
    ‘You can have a look at the whole diary at your leisure, but there are some entries in here I’d like to show you. She writes using a lot of those smiley face things; only they’re not smiling.’ 
 
    ‘They’re called emojis,’ said Milly. 
 
    ‘Right then. You’ll notice it’s five dates to the page and the diary is an academic diary dated 2015–2016, July through to June. The entries we are looking at begin when Joe was taken into custody on December 20, 2015.’ 
 
    Milly looked as John flicked through the pages to December 20. The entry read: I’m really worried. Haven’t heard from Joe. 
 
    ‘Why do you think you were meant to find it?’ asked Milly, interrupting John. 
 
    ‘To begin with, we found it in her clothes drawer when we cleaned her things out of her flat. Second, if Sibby was to have a diary and wanted us to read it she wouldn’t make entries on her computer — there would be a chance we could miss them. We are computer savvy, Milly, but don’t use a computer to diarize things like kids do. Sibby knew we kept yearly diaries for dates, meetings, that sort of thing. Obviously, we would find the diary amongst her clothes when we sorted through her things after, well …’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry if discussing this is uncomfortable,’ said Milly, gently. 
 
    ‘No, it’s a discussion we need to have,’ insisted Ella. 
 
    John continued. ‘Sibby began making entries in November 2015; there are no prior entries. That’s why we think she bought the diary probably early to halfway through November.’ John showed Milly. ‘We think … and we could be wrong … that Sibby bought the diary when Joe began making plans for that fateful last journey for his brother, carrying cocaine. We know she was against it and was concerned …’ 
 
    ‘They had been clean for a number of years, and she was worried it would start over again,’ interrupted Ella. 
 
    ‘Did you show the diary to police?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ answered John. ‘Scotland Yard had a look at it, but we never heard anything back.’ 
 
    Milly looked at some of the entries. It was like a child’s diary with drawings of stickmen, of hateful faces with tears and depictions of flaccid and erect penises running around chasing smaller symbols depicting what she supposed was blood dripping from them. It was full of demented and incoherent scribbling, like an epitaph or an obituary of someone evil who had died and Sibby wanted them to be remembered for all the wrong things. There was even a depiction of a woman hanging with a noose around her neck with long hair like Sibby’s. She was obviously tormented, and that wasn’t the half of it, she thought, as she stared at the images as John turned the pages. 
 
    ‘It was the drugs,’ said Ella. 
 
    ‘Obviously, she wasn’t on top of her game here and here,’ said John turning more pages. ‘And there are others. Then there are these.’ John flicked back to the middle of January arriving at Saturday, January 30, 2016. ‘Look at this entry, Sim Charles FB, and SCdcp fucking bastard. Also, that same day there is JCdcp by SC, with teary faces and unsmiling faces.’ 
 
    ‘What about this one?’ asked Milly looking at fJC beside what appeared to be two wheels with holes in their center. 
 
    ‘I’m not sure Milly,’ answered John who continued. ‘Then, another in February read: JCdcp by SC. She uses these negative emoji things vividly, especially where Sim or SC is referred to,’ commented John. 
 
    Milly looked through the diary. There were many ‘code’ messages spread incoherently with no pattern seemingly, across different dates. There were entries spitting poisonous hate at Sim and the opposite for Joe — well, she assumed SC was Sim. The ‘dcp’ popped up numerous times, but as John put it: ‘Sibby is the only one who’ll ever really know what that means.’ Milly wasn’t so sure. 
 
    ‘What do you make of dcp, John?’ 
 
    ‘We’ve thought about it. I originally thought it could refer to someone’s name. Joe and Sim Charles’ mother’s name is Deonaid.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, that accounts for the d. What about cp?’ 
 
    ‘The only person we can think of is Constance Pratt. She’s Geoff MacDonald’s girlfriend, and Geoff MacDonald is Joe’s best mate from medical school.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said Milly, ‘I met Geoff and Constance at Sibby’s funeral. But that doesn’t make a lot of sense. I don’t think she’d write JC Deonaid Constance Pratt by SC, do you? It doesn’t gel.’ 
 
    ‘Well something else I’ve thought of, and I haven’t mentioned it to Ella, is maybe JC does or did Constance Pratt?’ Milly felt like laughing; but she decided she needed to be kind, not critical — he was only trying to help. 
 
    ‘You could be right, John. Then that would also mean that Sim was doing cp too. Also, it would explain the sexual theme in some of Sibby’s creations.’ Milly didn’t want to call them ramblings; it reinforced the drug-use theme. 
 
    ‘It’s funny you say that Milly, because I remember that diary date of Saturday, January 30 2016, like it was yesterday. I arrived at Sibby and Joe’s flat on the tail end of a rather nasty conversation. It was quite a miserable day, and when I parked, I noticed the door open, swinging on its hinges. It had been opened in a hurry, or there had been a forceful attempt to shut it, and it popped open again. I told this to your detective friends when they interviewed Ella and me in London. I could hear Sim Charles threatening Sibby when he told her to shut her fucking mouth or he would shut it for her … permanently. I walked in, and he brushed past me like I wasn’t even there.’ 
 
    ‘Why do you think the date coinciding with that entry is strange?’ 
 
    ‘Sim could have told Sibby he and Joe were both doing cp when Sibby threatened to tell police about Sim’s operation.’ 
 
    ‘Why would Sim do that?’ 
 
    ‘Well, I was thinking, Sibby would have made Joe out to be the innocent one, in this case, copping all the blame with his arrest and police custody. Sim might have been casting another image of Joe as a philanderer with a secret life … anyway, it’s just a theory.’ 
 
    A rather naïve theory thought Milly. ‘Are you sure it was January 30, John?’ 
 
    ‘Certainly, Milly. It was definitely January 30, just as those photos are definitely Daggy Kerford.’ John was adamant. 
 
    They talked until late. Milly was tired. ‘I’ve booked a visit with Joe at 10:30 a.m. Wednesday morning at Barlinnie Prison. Do either of you want to come with me?’ 
 
    ‘Ella won’t go, and I visited last month, and besides, I’m playing golf. I try not to go too often; they only get two hours’ visitation per month. I’ll come if you want, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m happy to visit on my own.’ She kissed and hugged them both goodnight and headed off to bed with Sibby’s diary. 
 
    By the time, she’d walked to Sibby’s room Milly decided there was something in the diary ramblings. Was Sibby trying to tell them something? She didn’t think that Joe was doing Constance Pratt, though — nor Sim for that matter. She looked forward to Wednesday. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17. 
 
    Milly drove to Glasgow Wednesday morning. She was in a quandary. Coincidences were rife in this case; if you believed they were coincidences. 
 
    For the Russells to have recognized Kerford, there had to be a connection. She remembered reading in Sibby’s diary on Monday night that Sim Charles had been a welder in Aberdeen, and yesterday John had reminded her as they drank coffee at Henry’s Coffee Lounge that Cailin Stewart was a keen deer shooter. Then there was piggy in the middle Daggy Kerford — a deer shooter and a welder, who had worked in Aberdeen too. Detracting from that was the police view that Kerford worked with computers. Did he have a twin brother, wondered Milly? More likely a career change, she decided. Another set of identical twins would be too big a coincidence, and John would have mentioned if Kerford had a twin. 
 
    She didn’t get stuck on the period between Joe’s imprisonment and Sibby’s death with John and Ella. They didn’t know of her interest; she’d just discovered it herself. She could see the connection between Sim, Kerford, and Cailin Stewart. As for John, he was unsure — he thought there was more; that’s why he’d searched through Sibby’s diary. Then there was the Australian connection, with Sim and the Boyds; a criminal union if ever there was one, enhanced by their snitch Simone Kelly, whom Dannii had been unwittingly feeding with information. Dannii had 20/20 vision but couldn’t see things sitting in front of her, in plain view. Milly considered her position. She needed help; she needed someone else — she needed Joe. She decided to risk everything and talk with him, but she didn’t know how much time she had. She drove into the visitors’ car park at Barlinnie prison. 
 
    Milly entered through the main door of the prison at 9.55 a.m. The rules required that visitors be fifteen minutes early and she had arrived thirty-five minutes before her scheduled visit. She proceeded to the front desk and presented her passport as I.D. She was given a tap down for any weapons or contraband and handed her seat allocation for the visits room. Milly walked through to the waiting area. She went to the toilet, twice, as she waited; she was nervous. Her appointment time arrived, and she was led upstairs. She sat at a table with two seats on her side and one opposite for Joe. Then they brought Joe in, and Milly’s heart jumped as he walked to the table, grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    ‘Good morning, Dr. McTaggart.’ They kissed quickly; they didn’t have much time. Milly could smell prison on him in his body odor and the smell of his clothes. He smelt stale and stagnant. There was no shampoo smell, no deodorant or after-shave. Joe’s was a smell of neglect, fostered by boredom, fleetingly refreshed by his grin. He sat opposite Milly, folding his hands in front of him. He was beautiful. 
 
    ‘How are you, Joe?’ 
 
    ‘Very busy at the moment. I’m lucky to get the time to talk with you.’ They both laughed, but not much. It was sadder than it was funny. 
 
    ‘How long have we got?’ 
 
    ‘Twenty-eight minutes,’ answered Joe as he looked up at the visits room clock. 
 
    The small talk over, Milly introduced the reason for her visit. 
 
    ‘Okay, mate, I need to tell you a few things, and I’m going to confide in you. I just hope I can trust you, Joe.’ 
 
    ‘Sure, Milly, fire away.’ 
 
    ‘Okay. John and Ella found a diary … Sibby’s dairy. Entries started just before your arrest, so late November to early December 2015. She wrote in it through to June 2016 and then stopped. It was a blue girly-type academic diary and the months ran along the dates July 2015 to June 2016, so June 30 was the final page. They haven’t found another diary yet; they’re still looking. There may not be one, so we may never know anything about the months July through to October. 
 
    ‘What was in it, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘She rambled on quite a bit. One noticeable thing was, as much as she indicated she adored you, she hated your brother Sim.’ 
 
    ‘I guess she hated Sim because, as she saw it, it was his fault I’m in here.’ 
 
    ‘No, Joe, there’s more to it than that. She wrote things like SCdcp and JCdcp, and she had sad faces and teary faces, and she called Sim a fucking bastard.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve got no idea what she meant by any of that. I would just assume she was blaming Sim for all this,’ answered Joe again, as he cast his eyes around the room and back to the jail complex. 
 
    ‘Well, John thought that SCdcp might have been name initials. Originally, he thought SC was Sim Charles, “d” stood for your mom Deonaid and “cp” for Constance Pratt. Then when I looked at it, and we couldn’t make that work, he switched to plan B. He suggested … well …’ 
 
    ‘Go on, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Well, he suggested SCdcp and JCdcp meant you and Sim were doing Constance Pratt.’ 
 
    ‘Doing Constance Pratt?’ 
 
    Milly smiled. ‘Yeah, you know doin’ her, bonking her, fucking her.’ Milly knew it sounded totally ridiculous. 
 
    Joe burst out laughing. ‘You can’t be serious.’ 
 
    ‘Well, that was his take on it,’ answered Milly, laying the blame squarely at John’s feet. 
 
    ‘What’s your take then?’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t got one, Joe. It’s one of the reasons I’m here.’ 
 
    ‘Alright then, I’ll set you straight. Connie is a beautiful girl, and she’s a lesbian, Milly, who happens to have a boyfriend. My best mate, Geoff MacDonald, and Connie have been an item for years. They have a great arrangement with Connie taking in women as she pleases as long as she takes Geoff along too. Connie would be more interested in you than she would in Sim or me. She loved Sibby, but Sibby, being as naïve and innocent as she was, never picked up on it.’ 
 
    There was a short silence. That transient moment in a conversation between two people when one stops speaking before another starts. So, Milly pondered — a cursory thought — a sexual liaison with her, Connie and Joe; that would be ... 
 
    ‘So …?’ 
 
    ‘Shit, he got that wrong then didn’t he.’ She returned to the present. 
 
    ‘Aye, we all get things wrong, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Look, Joe, I see things in people. I’ve mainly trained in the psychology of children and adolescents, but like I tell anyone who asks … children grow up … adults are just big kids. There’s more to this, in my opinion. Is there anything else that could make Sibby hate Sim more than just your going to jail?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know; I can’t think of anything … not really.’ 
 
    ‘Where did she first meet Sim … you know … first impressions and all that?’ 
 
    ‘Well, Sibby and I were in Stonehaven, up north on a dirty weekend, when she first met with Sim. Apparently, he looked at her in a strange way and frightened her. My brother isn’t one to be trifled with. I suppose you’ve heard of blunt force trauma?’ 
 
    ‘I’m familiar with it, Joe.’ 
 
    ‘Well, he’s known as Blunt Force Charles. He’s a thug, and he’s dangerous. It’s been said that if you want a man to remember you, give him something to look at when he cleans his teeth each morning as he starts his day and again each evening as he goes to bed. That bathroom mirror can tell a tale, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure what you mean, Joe.’ 
 
    ‘Do him some damage, especially to his face, and when he looks in the mirror, he’ll … well … remember you. Sim had another take on it. Bash him so he can’t get to the bathroom, and if he does, make sure it’s the bathroom in a hospital. He’ll never forget you then.’ 
 
    ‘Alright, Joe, I get it,’ said Milly smiling. ‘So, who do you blame for all this then?’ 
 
    ‘What, for me being in prison?’ Milly nodded. 
 
    ‘I blame me, Milly.’ They looked at each other. Milly had so much she wanted to discuss, but as they sat staring at each other, she couldn’t think of anything to say. Perhaps they had plenty of time after all. Joe looked at the clock and back at Milly. 
 
    ‘I had a visit a month ago from my father.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ Milly encouraged softly. Was the mountain coming to Muhammed she wondered? 
 
    A tear ran down his face as he touched her hand. 
 
    She felt a throb of passion down below and shifted uncomfortably in her seat. ‘Your father, Joe?’ 
 
    He returned to the moment and coughed as he drew his hand away, swatting at the tear on his cheek like it was a fly. 
 
    ‘Gus wrote me a letter asking to see me. He had something he needed to tell me, so I agreed to see him. I don’t know if you’ve heard of my brother Niall. He was killed in a car accident while Sim was driving in 2008.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I’ve heard about it. I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘When the coroner’s report came back after Niall’s death it showed traces of methamphetamine in his system; he’d been using speed.’ 
 
    ‘Did they test Sim?’ 
 
    ‘Aye, he was clean. They breath tested him too, and he was cleared of any wrongdoing. The issue of drugs didn’t come up until the coroner’s hearing. Gus kept it quiet; he was the only one from the family to attend the hearing. He never told Mom or me, and I don’t know if he said anything to Sim. He told me a month ago he didn’t wish to tarnish Niall’s reputation as Mommy’s boy. It wouldn’t change anything now he was dead.’ 
 
    ‘That’s true.’ 
 
    ‘Aye, but he always blamed Sim for Niall’s death. Mom and I could never understand why … except that he was driving the car. It would be fair to assume that the fact Niall was pinging on speed probably had nothing to do with his death. Personally, I believed Sim would only be culpable if he had taken Niall for a drive, so he could take the speed. That’s apart from whether he supplied it or not, which could never be proved. But there’s something else …’ 
 
    ‘Something else?’ 
 
    ‘Aye, Milly, the circumstances of the accident.’ 
 
    ‘What actually happened?’ 
 
    ‘They were T-boned at an intersection where Sim had the right of way, and Niall wasn’t wearing a seatbelt. The car drove into the passenger side front door. Accident investigators said Niall’s head was leaning against the door, so it took the brunt of the accident … straight to the side of his head. Now was that because he had taken drugs? Was he laughing uncontrollably at something? The fact that he wasn’t wearing a seatbelt enabled him to slide his head and body down, so was that Sim’s fault? I hardly think he was asleep, the speed would see to that, but they noted the head position as abnormal. Gus said the coroner questioned it and asked Sim, who claimed he couldn’t remember. He was knocked about in the accident too and spent some time in hospital.’ 
 
    ‘Right. It makes some sense then.’ 
 
    ‘Niall died at the scene some ten minutes after the accident; he never regained consciousness. Then the subject of the accident came up sometime later when Sim and Gus had both been drinking after Gus made a smart-arse comment. That’s when he found out about Blunt Force Charles. Dad’s no slouch himself, but he got a good look in the bathroom mirror at Ninewells Hospital,’ said Joe, smiling grimly. ‘He was a mess, and by the way, he showed me a copy of the coroner’s report with the blood test when we talked here at this very table. The fight was Dad’s fault, at least that’s how Mom saw it, but of course, we didn’t know the whole story. He wants to get back with Mom.’ 
 
    ‘What do you think, Joe?’ 
 
    ‘To begin with, I thought that if Niall had drugs in his system, then it was down to Niall. Dad put it down to Sim, though; he thinks Sim supplied Niall with speed. Also, as Sim was driving, he should have insisted Niall wore a seatbelt.’ 
 
    ‘That’s fair enough. Back in Aussie, the driver is charged if passengers aren’t wearing a seatbelt.’ 
 
    ‘Well, all the evidence is circumstantial, isn’t it? Sim may have been distracted trying to get Niall to belt up, and that’s why the accident happened … or why he couldn’t avoid it … but it’s irrelevant; especially when the driver can’t remember anything. So later, when Gus knew for sure that Sim was dealing drugs, he rang one of those “Dob in a Dealer” lines and the rest, as they say, is history. He claims he didn’t know I was involved, but from then I never had a chance. The authorities were watching Sim and were waiting to pick me up. Only trouble is they couldn’t pin anything on Sim because I wouldn’t cooperate with them. It was the last of Sim’s drugs and Sim told me he wanted out, to get back to a normal life with a normal job.’ 
 
    I very much doubt that, thought Milly. ‘Do you blame Sim now, Joe?’ 
 
    ‘For Niall’s death?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I really don’t know what to think anymore. The coroner cleared him of any blame. In fact, the coroner said that, short of not being there, there was nothing Sim could have done to avoid the accident. I’m wondering, though, how well I know my brother.’ Joe looked at the clock. ‘There’s not much time left.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve got five minutes, Joe,’ confirmed one of the attendants. 
 
    Milly looked at Joe and decided she could trust him; she needed to. 
 
    ‘Did you know Sim threatened Sibby?’ 
 
    ‘No!’ Joe stared at Milly. 
 
    ‘John turned up at your flat in Dundee and heard Sim tell Sibby to shut her fucking mouth, or he would shut it for her … permanently.’ 
 
    ‘Are you serious?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Joe, it was in John’s statement to the police in London.’ Milly watched as Joe started fidgeting. His reaction was predictable. 
 
    ‘I’ll kill him.’ 
 
    ‘Hang on, mate, let’s think about it before you go flying off the handle.’ Milly held Joe’s hand as he squirmed in his seat. ‘You can’t start World War Three while you’re stuck in here, Joe. Nothing you do will change anything now, except to ruin your chance of early parole. Give me some time, and I’ll try and help you. There are things that aren’t quite right between your going to jail and my sister dying. There are other things, but we’ve run out of time. Can you do that, Joe? Can you play along with your brother? You know you’ve got no choice.’ 
 
    ‘Aye, I suppose so, Milly. I haven’t seen or heard from him in over a month now as it is.’ 
 
    ‘He’s been in Australia. I’m not sure for how long.’ She changed the subject. ‘Don’t mention this meeting or that we’ve talked. Don’t tell Deonaid anything. She’ll tell Sim. Just play along, Joe. This hasn’t played out yet. There’s a story to tell, and only Sim can tell it. If you stir things up, that story will never be told.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, Milly, you have my word. I’ll play along but keep me informed as much as you can … please.’ 
 
    ‘No worries, I’ll get back here as often as I can between work commitments. When I visit, I’ll fly into Edinburgh instead of Dundee. I won’t go to the Russells; it will take too long. Don’t tell John, or anyone else. My visits will be strictly between us.’ 
 
    ‘I promise, Milly.’ The attendant walked towards Joe and Milly as they hugged. 
 
    ‘Oh, by the way, Joe, I nearly forgot. I sat next to a guy on the plane to Edinburgh from London by the name of Donald Kerford. He said he knew you and to say gidday.’ 
 
    ‘Say hello back if you see him. Tell him it’ll be at least a few of years before we can catch up.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll give him the message if I see him. See you soon, mate.’ They kissed, and Joe was led back to the jail complex. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18. 
 
    Milly received a message from Dannii around 4:45 p.m. London time as John and Ella were dropping her back at Edinburgh airport. They had spent Wednesday afternoon and Thursday sight-seeing in the south of Scotland. 
 
    Milly called Dannii after the Russells had gone. It was late in Australia. Dannii was a night owl. 
 
    ‘Hi, Milly, the jury came back in tonight. We are expecting a verdict in the morning.’ 
 
    ‘Any ideas?’ 
 
    ‘None, darling. We’ll know soon enough, though. I’ll message you overnight U.K. time, as soon as I know something.’ 
 
    ‘Cool, Dannii. Have you heard from Simone?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ she replied in a whisper. 
 
    ‘Well …?’ 
 
    ‘She hasn’t mentioned anything regarding the newspaper article or Sim Charles.’ 
 
    ‘Alright then. Obviously, you’ll speak with her tomorrow when the verdict is read.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll tell her right now.’ 
 
    ‘Good. Make out like it’s totally exciting news. Tell her my uncle left me twenty-five million dollars in his will. That should give them something to write about in the article due over the weekend … in this Sunday’s paper perhaps?’ 
 
    ‘Oh my God, Milly, oh my God. I can’t believe it, that’s wonderful news,’ said Dannii as she jumped around on the bed. ‘Why this Sunday’s paper?’ she asked, still whispering. 
 
    ‘Think about it, Dannii; they’re lining me up. I’m tabloid fodder; it will be a great story … the money will be a real teaser; it will be a scoop.’ Milly wondered again if she could get Dannii to do a degree in the bloomin’ obvious. ‘Add twenty-five million big ones to it, and we’ll know for sure where we stand with Simone if it finds its way into the story. I’ve got a few ideas, Dannii, and don’t worry; they won’t say the information came from you, you’re her … well, her friend.’ 
 
    ‘Oh Milly, I can’t believe it, that’s great news,’ yelled Dannii again as she continued jumping around on the bed, totally naked, her phone glued to her ear. 
 
    ‘Okay, talk to you tomorrow.’ 
 
    As Milly walked on through the airport, she thought of that truism — appropriate in this case. Keep your friends close and your enemies closer. 
 
    *** 
 
    ‘What are you getting so excited about at 12:45 in the morning? I bet I know who that was,’ said Simone, taking her bathrobe off and climbing back into bed with Dannii after visiting the bathroom. 
 
    ‘It was Milly; she’s so excited. Her uncle left her twenty-five million dollars in his will.’ There was a short silence, then Simone looked at her watch as her demeanor changed, completely. 
 
    ‘That’s great, unbelievable!’ There was a pause as she looked at her watch again. 
 
    ‘Look, I really need to get going. I’ve got things to do and Cameron’s due back today at lunchtime. I don’t think I’ll get back to sleep in a hurry … not now. Do you mind, Dannii?’ 
 
    ‘No, Simone, not at all. I’ll talk with you soon.’ 
 
    As Simone gathered her clothes and dressed, Dannii sent Milly another text. 
 
    *** 
 
    Milly’s flight from Edinburgh had landed at Gatwick airport. It was 7:35, Thursday evening May 18. She had left for Australia on April 26, twenty-three days before. She was sick of traveling and sick of flying. As much as she loved international flights and airports, she decided now she hated short domestic flights, especially when she sat next to someone who wouldn’t stop talking — twice in a week. 
 
    She looked at her beeping phone as she walked with her bags from baggage collection. 
 
    ‘On her way home already. Fell for it hook line and sinker.’ 
 
    We’ll see, thought Milly, as she walked on. She looked up from her phone and could see Greg Stopford waiting for her, as previously arranged. 
 
    He looked nervous. He wore a white shirt under a yellow cardigan with dark blue jeans over spit shine shoes; they looked plod issue and betrayed him. As she drew closer, she saw the single red rose. Should be an interesting ride home, she thought. 
 
    ‘Hi, Greg.’ 
 
    ‘Hi, Milly, how are you? Let me take those bags, will you? We won’t need that,’ he said, pointing at the trolley as he dispensed with it. He was in control now. He shot a surreptitious glance at Milly, looking for signs that she might have used part of her holiday to have those magnificent breasts reduced. All clear there, he thought — I think they’ve got slightly smaller — and his mind was distracted as he bent over to pick up the three bags. It occurred to him that he needed another hand. 
 
    ‘Are you okay, Greg?’ 
 
    ‘I think so.’ Trying to hold the rose stem firmly in his mouth, was muffling his speech, and was a nuisance now as he dropped two bags. He passed the rose to Milly, drawing to his full height as she stood patiently, staring at the top of his head. He paused, looking up, pecking her lovingly on the cheek, like a father would his daughter. He was in a twist, befuddled and confused, so he shifted to chivalrous mode. He bent down again, grabbing the bags, exposing himself to an impending strain and lower back injury. He was unhinged. It was funny. 
 
    ‘Why don’t we put the bags back on the trolley, Greg? That’s what it’s for. It will be a lot easier.’ If she had walked towards him carrying the bags, he would have grabbed a trolley. She smiled to herself. 
 
    ‘I suppose so,’ he whimpered. He felt stupid. He searched for the rose — that’s right, he’d given it to Milly. He slowed down. They made their way out to the car park, pushing the trolley, saving his back as they both contemplated the night ahead. Milly looked forward to a long sleep-in tomorrow morning; she wasn’t working until Monday. She was jet-lagged after three weeks of travel to a foreign place, even if it was home. 
 
    Stopford felt better now, as his Y chromosome took over. They walked apart; he didn’t look so short when she was further away. His confidence grew, dropping again as they drew together at the car. Milly was wearing her ‘I Love Billy, Marie Black Smooth’ high heels. She had to bend over to access the trunk. He stood at full height beneath it. 
 
    Cheeky buggers got an overnight bag, noted Milly staring into the trunk. 
 
    ‘I’ve taken the liberty of booking a restaurant. I hope you haven’t eaten.’ 
 
    ‘No, I haven’t, Greg, but I’m planning on an early night. I’m buggered.’ 
 
    ‘That’s no problem,’ replied Stopford. He was planning on an early night too. 
 
    They drove from Gatwick, accessing the M25 heading virtually due north for Watford, a drive that would take them over an hour. ‘So where are we eating, Greg?’ 
 
    ‘In Watford, Milly, at Bill’s Watford Restaurant in High Street. We won’t be too late; they don’t close until 10:30.’ 
 
    ‘Where do you live?’ 
 
    ‘I live in a flat on my own in Twickenham.’ 
 
    ‘Doesn’t Rob Windsor live in Twickenham too?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, he does. It’s close to London and the office, so it works well.’ They drove on, and the conversation flowed; he was easy to talk to. They arrived in Watford, at Stopford’s choice of restaurant and they dived in, as it was getting late. They were promptly seated, and both ordered a chicken Caesar salad. Milly ordered an expensive bottle of Sauvignon Blanc only after she insisted on paying. Stopford wasn’t drinking — he was driving. 
 
    The conversation turned to the reason Milly had gone to Australia, and inevitably to Sibby. 
 
    ‘How did the court case go, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘It went well. My mate Dannii King called me this afternoon, and she told me the jury had come back this evening and would bring the verdict down early tomorrow morning U.K. time.’ Milly shifted the conversation immediately; she didn’t want to discuss the court case, it was embarrassing. Stopford knew what was going on, as the U.K. and Australian police had shared information when they looked for Sibby’s identity. 
 
    ‘I’m starting on a journey of discovery with my sister … and by the way, thanks for sending that information on Kerford to Scotland. I really appreciate it, and so did the Russells.’ Milly touched Stopford’s hand, and he stiffened his shoulders as he poured her another drink. 
 
    ‘Anything I can do to help; you know me, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘I was wondering about that Kerford bloke. He was a computer salesman, wasn’t he?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know for sure, but I know he worked in computers.’ 
 
    ‘How exactly did you come across him?’ 
 
    Stopford repeated the story as their meals arrived and they began eating. 
 
    ‘What about the girl involved? I assume she was a prostitute or an escort?’ 
 
    ‘That’s right, she was an escort and had worked a few of times at the South Croydon Inn. She was a bit of a specialist girl, to satisfy some sort of fetish Kerford had. She was a tiny little thing … not my type at all.’ 
 
    ‘You actually met her?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly. Her D.N.A. was on the bed sheets along with Kerford’s and your sister’s. You will recall that Dasti didn’t wash the sheets or clean the room from the previous visitor, apparently at Stewart’s request.’ 
 
    ‘Dasti? Didn’t she own the South Croydon Inn?’ 
 
    ‘No, her brother Saif did. Hanni Dasti is his sister, and she was the cleaner there. There’s more to her than meets the eye, Milly, take my word for it.’ 
 
    ‘I do recall that bit with the bed sheets, Greg. Obviously, this girl was on the D.N.A. database.’ 
 
    ‘Correct again, Milly. Her working name is Tina Small … if you saw her, you’d know why. She is only nineteen but has a drug conviction and was easy to locate. She was totally uncooperative, just confirming the sexual encounter with Kerford and that he paid cash. I got the feeling she hates the police.’ 
 
    They struggled through their food, neither feeling particularly hungry. They were each more interested in what the other had to offer. 
 
    Milly told Stopford of her trip to Barlinnie Prison to speak with Joe Charles. 
 
    ‘I never got to meet or speak with Joe,’ Stopford explained. ‘He was well in jail by the time Sibby came to our attention. That part of it was handled by other investigators at Scotland Yard, but Rob and I had a bit to do with Joe’s father, Gus, and Stewart’s father, Troy.’ 
 
    ‘So, how did you find them?’ 
 
    ‘They were fine. Gus Charles has a record … a couple of assault charges. One thing we never resolved was a phone call from Cailin Stewart to Gus Charles in November 2016 … mid-November, I think. We were never able to get to the bottom of it. Charles claimed he couldn’t recall it, even though the call went for five minutes, and when I asked Cailin Stewart, he told me to mind my own fucking business.’ 
 
    ‘That’s interesting.’ 
 
    ‘As for Troy Stewart, he was just a nice man with a son in jail, who probably won’t live long enough to see him walk free. What a total cock-up Cailin Stewart was.’ 
 
    ‘What did you think of Sim and Stewart?’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t want to meet either in a dark alley. Sim Charles was scary. You should ask Beth Stone what she thought of him.’ 
 
    ‘Why’s that?’ 
 
    ‘It was all we could do to stop her going down on her knees in the interview room.’ 
 
    ‘Really? That’s not very nice, Greg. I take it, by your comment, you’re referring to her assuming the position?’ replied Milly, smiling. 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly. I was watching her while Rob interviewed Sim. She nearly melted in front of us. Then she asked for a toilet break and came back all red and flustered.’ 
 
    ‘They are very good-looking boys. Joe’s even better looking than Sim, in my opinion.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, well, I wouldn’t know … they’re not my type.’ 
 
    Milly expertly turned the conversation around to the private investigator industry. Stopford was interested, but Milly didn’t take it further — not now. They discussed the Doe Network and D.N.A phenotyping and got lost in criminal jargon and stories. Then she broached the period after Joe had gone to jail. 
 
    ‘Didn’t you or Rob think Sibby’s behavior strange after Joe was jailed?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly, we both did. The problem was, she left no digital footprint. There was nothing to follow. If I remember correctly, her one and only transaction online was buying a train ticket to London. That was it, for the whole ten months. There were no bank withdrawals, no credit card transactions, no transferring money between accounts.’ Stopford straightened up and leaned forward in his seat. Milly thought for a moment he would take her hand. He hesitated, clutching nervously at something like he had some bad news; then he leaned back slightly, folding his hands in front and continued. 
 
    ‘Let’s say, for example, she buys a train ticket in Watford for London, so you know where she starts at from a point and time in the day. You follow her around, looking at CCTV footage and other things such as swipe card transactions when she buys coffee or lunch, cash withdrawals at ATMs … that kind of thing. There was none of that, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Yep. You’re right, Greg.’ 
 
    ‘Second, we had a body and the murderer; the crime was solved. Our resources are definitely finite, you know.’ 
 
    ‘Spot on, Greg. I understand, mate. There’s only so much you can do.’ 
 
    ‘Then there was the nature of those involved, like the Dastis.’ 
 
    Milly was starting to wish she hadn’t mentioned Sibby’s behavior. She knew all this. ‘They are straight-up liars, and there is Stewart who showed no remorse and never cooperated, not once. Then there was Gus Charles who couldn’t remember a five-minute phone conversation with Cailin Stewart … allegedly … and Sim Charles. I don’t think any of us worked him out.’ 
 
    ‘Point taken, Greg, point taken.’ She finished her bottle of wine, and if she were completely honest, she felt like a night out. She looked at Stopford and not only was he not unattractive, he was quite good looking — a little short, but her high heels didn’t help. She thought better of it. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Greg, I need to go home. I’m very jet-lagged.’ Stopford knew he was getting the wind-up, but he didn’t look at things that way. Ever the opportunist and an optimist by nature, he had laid the groundwork; he knew it would be a slow process. He dropped Milly back at St Alban’s Road, and as she stepped out of the car, she handed him back the documentation he had posted to Scotland on Kerford. 
 
    ‘You keep it, Milly. Those records don’t exist officially. They are copies I made from the originals to send you. The originals had to be destroyed under the Police and Criminal Evidence Act, so don’t get caught with them, especially the D.N.A. records — you’ll get me into a lot of trouble.’ 
 
    ‘That’s why I’m giving them to you. I don’t want the responsibility. You take them and do what you like with them.’ She kissed him goodnight like a good friend. Great, we’re on kissing terms now, thought Stopford. 
 
    ‘Goodnight, Milly. By the way, I’ll get you that phone number you’re after of the escort girl in Croydon and the date of Stewart’s phone call to Gus Charles in November. I’ll send them first thing in the morning. The information is in my diary at the office.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Greg, for picking me up. I’ll talk with you later.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19. 
 
    Milly slept all night. She had switched her phone to silent, so she wouldn’t hear it beep and ring in the early morning. Dannii sent her a message at 3:30 a.m., or 10:30 a.m. Australian time, and tried to call her. 
 
    ‘GUILTY.’ Read the message as Milly looked at her phone that morning. Big deal, she thought; she called Dannii. 
 
    ‘Hi, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘How did Boyd take it?’ asked Milly, yawning. She wanted to be excited but felt deflated. 
 
    ‘Not very well.’ 
 
    ‘What took the bloody jury so long?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve got no idea, Milly; I’m not a lawyer.’ 
 
    ‘So, what happens now?’ 
 
    ‘He’s remanded in custody for sentencing.’ They continued their conversation, not for long though; Dannii would call Milly when sentence was passed. Milly lay in bed, smiling to herself. Before she’d left on Sunday morning, Dannii had come clean with another ‘there’s something else I haven’t told you’ moment. 
 
    Milly knew they were on together; she could feel it. Dannii explained her two relationships with Simone. There was a platonic relationship and a sexual one. She used the metaphor of university study. ‘It’s like doing a subject where you don’t like the theory but enjoy the practical,’ explained Dannii. Simone was that subject; she was not only beautiful but terrific in bed — the practical was great. Milly considered it; there was no harm done. 
 
    She wondered at Simone’s complacency though. Simone believed Milly would go berserk if she found out about Dannii. Dannii loved Milly and was inconsolable when she discarded her before flying to the U.K. Simone knew that, so she had leverage over Dannii. She believed Dannii couldn’t do without Milly or Simone in her life. The trouble was, as Dannii pointed out, she couldn’t give a toss about Simone. She would continue the practical side of the subject and the sexual benefits with Milly’s blessing, and they could use it later as leverage if they needed to. 
 
    ‘The things one has to do,’ lamented Dannii, smiling. 
 
    ‘Just hold up if you can. You need to be strong, Dannii,’ replied Milly, and they both laughed as they broke out singing I Kissed a Girl, and I Liked it, by Katy Perry. Dannii had it recorded on the Music App on her iPhone, so they started up a jig and danced away; she was so happy. She had been afraid Milly would be angry. She told Milly she believed Cameron Chadwick had no idea what they were up to and was sure Simone was doing a line with Matt Boyd Jr. as well. 
 
    Then there were the articles in the paper. They weren’t doing Milly irreparable damage — not yet. She believed Simone was just climbing life’s greasy pole. The only problem with this pole was that it was high stakes and big money. There were only ever two positions: right at the top looking down or on your backside at the bottom looking up. Simone needed to be careful. This pole was particularly greasy at the top. That would start her inexorable slide to the bottom where she could end up not only on her beautiful bum, but flat on her back. 
 
    Milly checked the emails on her phone. Stopford had sent her the promised information. She had Tina’s mobile number, and the date of the phone call from Stewart to Gus Charles was confirmed as November 14, 2016. She rang Tina Small. 
 
    ‘Hello, this is Tina. Leave me a message, and I’ll call you straight back.’ 
 
    Milly left a message and her number. Tina called back within ten minutes. Then Milly called Rosie and told her she was flying back to London Saturday morning from Scotland and would try to catch up sometime Saturday afternoon. She didn’t want Rosie turning up at her unit while Tina was there. There was a knock on the apartment door; it was 7:00 p.m. 
 
    Milly answered the door. She couldn’t believe her eyes. Tina looked up at Milly; she looked frightened, and Milly sensed something — something wasn’t quite right. They stood staring at each other before Milly apologized and stood aside, asking her in. Tina stepped into the apartment, and Milly shut the door behind her. She looked down at Tina; she stood below Milly’s breasts — she was tiny. 
 
    ‘Hi, Tina, my name’s Milly. Pleased to meet you,’ and she offered her hand. Tina shook it. 
 
    ‘Hi. I don’t think this is a good idea,’ said Tina, re-claiming her tiny hand. 
 
    ‘Please have a seat.’ Milly directed her over to the dining suite and asked if she would like a tea or coffee. Tina declined. 
 
    ‘This doesn’t feel right. I think I’ll go.’ 
 
    ‘Please sit down, Tina. You have nothing to fear from me. I don’t want sex; I just wish to talk with you. What’s your hourly rate?’ 
 
    ‘£160 per hour?’ she answered like she was enquiring to see if it was okay. 
 
    ‘I’ll pay you £200 for an hour if you’re willing to talk with me. Tina relaxed; money spoke all languages. 
 
    ‘Coffee. Black with one sugar,’ she said as she sat at the dining table. 
 
    Milly looked at Tina as she made two coffees. She was Asian, probably Korean, and was dressed to look young. If she claimed she was fourteen, it would be quite believable. She would never get onto licensed premises without I.D. Bloody Stopford; I’ll kill him next time I see him, she thought; he should have warned me. As for Kerford, well it was obvious what turned him on. Milly sat at the dining suite and handed Tina her coffee. She said thanks in her high-pitched perfect English accent. She even sounds young, thought Milly. 
 
    ‘Alright, Tina, to get off to a good start I’ll pay you for an hour.’ Milly handed her £200 from her bag. ‘Are you feeling better about things now?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ replied Tina as she folded the money and put it into her purse. Even her purse was small, thought Milly. The transaction completed, the conversation began. 
 
    ‘Okay. I’ve engaged your services because I want to ask you some questions about a client you were with last year.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t discuss clients, Missus,’ replied Tina as she went to get up from her chair. 
 
    Milly put her hand out in an affable but firm kind of way. Tina re-acquainted herself with the chair. ‘Please … call me Milly. Can you just hear me out … please? You can keep the money if you decide you still want to leave. I won’t try to stop you. I lost my sister last year. She was murdered at the South Croydon Inn last October 19, and I believe you were in the room the previous night.’ 
 
    ‘Like I said I don’t …’ 
 
    ‘Hang on,’ interrupted Milly again and she handed Tina another £100 from her purse. Tina took it, smiling slightly. Bloody little con artist, thought Milly. 
 
    ‘What do you want to know, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘As I was saying, my twin sister was murdered at the South Croydon Inn, on or around last October 19 and I believe you were with a client in that same room, the night before.’ 
 
    ‘You’re not a copper, are you, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m a psychologist, which has nothing to do with anything we are discussing tonight.’ 
 
    ‘Good because I won’t be talking to no filth.’ Milly could see the venom in Tina’s eyes and knew then she was every bit of nineteen years old. 
 
    ‘That’s fine; you won’t have to talk with the police, not about anything we discuss tonight. So, first things first. Do you remember the night in question?’ 
 
    ‘Like it was yesterday,’ replied Tina. ‘He is a filthy bastard that bloke, trying to stick his dick into me everywhere. He went at me for two hours straight. I could hardly walk when he finished with me.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Tina,’ said Milly. ‘Can you tell me anything about him physically?’ She described him to a T; at least how Stopford described him, as Milly hadn’t met him. Then she described how he asked her to role-play and wear her school uniform and pose in various ways, and then he started inserting objects and playing games, all the time drinking. She said he was unusual in that he was careful with the full condoms each time he ejaculated, placing them carefully in a plastic bag that he later placed in a bin in the bathroom. 
 
    ‘There were three in all,’ she claimed. 
 
    ‘Is there anything else?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly. Were you and your sister identical twins?’ 
 
    ‘We were. Why do you ask?’ 
 
    ‘Well, it was either you or her …  because one of you was there that night.’ 
 
    ‘It was my sister, I can assure you. I was either in or on my way to Scotland.’ Milly couldn’t be sure exactly where she was. She was confused; she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. 
 
    ‘What was your sister’s name?’ 
 
    ‘Sibby. It’s short for Siobhan.’ 
 
    ‘Then Sibby was there. I saw her on my way out. It was late, about 10:30 p.m. and I passed her on the way out of the inn. When I saw you tonight, I thought you were her; that’s why I was hesitant. Sibby was giggling and laughing.’ 
 
    ‘Who was she with?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘She wasn’t with anyone I could see. She was out of it, though, on drugs or pissed.’ 
 
    ‘Was the other guy still in the room?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I would assume so, because I was first out, and he didn’t pass me on the way. In fact, when I left, he had just opened another bottle of whatever it was he was drinking, and he didn’t have any clothes on. I just wanted out of there.’ 
 
    ‘If it’s not a rude question, Tina, why did you stay?’ 
 
    ‘The money. Hanni gave me £750 for three hours’ work.’ 
 
    ‘Hanni?’ 
 
    ‘She works there; she’s always there. She gave me half to go in and the other half when I finished.’ 
 
    ‘How old is she?’ 
 
    ‘I can’t really say … you all look the same to me,’ she said, and they both laughed. So, she’s got a sense of humor, thought Milly. ‘She would have been between forty and fifty years old, I guess.’ 
 
    ‘Has Hanni given you money before, Tina?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Do you know what happened later?’ 
 
    ‘Hanni would have driven him home. She does that sometimes.’ 
 
    ‘No, the next day I mean.’ 
 
    ‘I know a woman was murdered … your sister? The filth picked me up and questioned me. I just played along, totally dumb. I hardly answered any of their questions. They fixed me up a year ago. I had cocaine in my bag; it wasn’t mine, it was a client’s cocaine, but they wouldn’t listen.’ 
 
    ‘What are you doing with your life, Tina, apart from this?’ 
 
    ‘I’m studying ancient history. I wanted to be a school teacher, but my drug conviction has put paid to that.’ 
 
    Milly saw a chance and decided to take it. She had no idea where all this was going, but she did know that both Kerford and Dasti at least had serious problems if it could be proved they saw Sibby and knew she was at the inn before she was murdered. She looked at Tina and Tina stared back. 
 
    ‘I was in Australia last week and had to appear as a witness in a drug case because I had been charged with possession of four grams of cocaine.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ Tina looked at Milly again, like they were kindred spirits. It was basic psychology for Milly. To get someone on side, someone who appeared to be your opposite, point out your similarities. If you wanted to glean information from someone who had served two years in jail, tell them you’d served three — they might even respect you. Milly’s revelation had a stunning effect on Tina. She thrust out her hand. 
 
    ‘My name is Nari,’ offered Tina. ‘It’s Korean.’ 
 
    ‘Pleased to meet you, Nari. My name is Dr. Milly McTaggart.’ They both stared at each other again and burst out laughing. 
 
    ‘I don’t know where this is going, Nari. I don’t know if I will ever get the police involved, but I need answers, and you have continued that process for me ...’ 
 
    ‘I have a feeling the police are already involved. How did you know about me at the South Croydon Inn?’ 
 
    ‘It doesn’t matter, Nari. As for your charge, I am sure there is a deal to be done, just like mine. If anything comes of this and you help me, I will help you ... I promise! I’m sure that your conviction can be quashed, and you can teach ancient history if you want to.’ 
 
    Nari stared back at Milly with her sad brown eyes. She had nothing to lose. ‘I trust you, Dr. McTaggart.’ She got up to leave, and they exchanged email addresses. Milly made sure Nari had her phone number.               ‘I’ll call soon or make contact by email,’ she said. 
 
    Milly closed the door behind Nari and returned to the dining table to check her phone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20. 
 
    The flights to and from Australia were long and arduous. Milly was still suffering jet lag; she was tired but had trouble sleeping. She told Rosie she was in Scotland until the next day, so weighed up staying in to catch up on sleep or having a night out in Watford. If she hit Watford’s nightlife, she could be caught in a lie, stumbling drunk into shared acquaintances or, indeed, Rosie herself. Milly subscribed to Murphy’s Law when an outcome was doubtful, usually finding herself on the wrong side of it. No, she decided, it would be safer, and more sensible, to stay in. 
 
    She decided to set up a Facebook account. Jane Dobson had advised her to avoid joining Facebook until the trial in Australia had finished. Sentencing was imminent, the trial over, and it would be a good platform for sharing grievances, especially if the media gave her a hard time. Only trouble was she didn’t have any friends so now was a good time to start. Simone was on Facebook, and they would share some friends, a point not lost on Milly if things got nasty. 
 
    She googled ‘Create a Facebook account’ and followed through the prescribed four steps. She knew how to use it; she had used Dannii's before. When her page was up and running, she added information to her timeline including her professional qualifications and some photos. She googled security settings and looked through ‘Basic Privacy Settings and Tools.’ She wouldn’t restrict access to anyone, reminding herself she didn’t have any friends yet. Then she sent out friend requests; Dannii was number one, then Simone and Rosie and Stopford and Windsor; then P.C. Stone and Ella and John Russell. There were some she couldn’t find; most she could, everyone was on it, it seemed, especially if they were young. She searched for Nari Kim and sent her a friend request too. Then she decided to search for other, more recalcitrant acquaintances. 
 
    She searched for Sim Charles — no luck; plenty of people by the name of Sam Charles and one Slim Charles, but no Sim Charles. She looked for Joe Charles — nothing there either. She even typed in Cailin Stewart but didn’t expect anything and wasn’t disappointed. She searched for Donald Kerford but couldn’t find the Donald Kerford. Next, she searched Naomi Harris and, bingo, up she came. She looked through Naomi’s page. There were some beautiful photos of her; all her photos would be beautiful, she thought, but there was no mention of Sim, except to say Naomi was in a relationship. Milly looked at her timeline, then friends, and searched friends, looking for Sim and Joe. She scrolled down, and there he was, bloody Daggy Kerford, as the Russells had called him. 
 
    In his profile picture, Kerford sported a grin. The photo included his wife and two children. Milly clicked on the photo, enlarging it. His wife was beautiful and his daughters gorgeous, and Kerford’s eyelid looked even more pronounced. To Milly, it was the center of his face now, like the Statue of Liberty on Liberty Island; she couldn’t believe she had missed it. Outwardly, he was handsome, with his smile and gold fillings in his front teeth, but now that she knew Kerford had a fondness for young girls, his photo took on a cunning and shifty character; like a rat with a gold tooth, thought Milly. 
 
    She continued her search through Facebook. She looked for old school friends and acquaintances she hadn’t seen in years. She found some and sometimes their parents. Some looked older; some hadn’t changed much. She found information she hadn’t known from their further education and their jobs. She could also tell what groups at school had stayed in touch. One had passed away. There were many more that Milly couldn’t find any trace of. Next, she sent Rosie a message confirming she would be on an early morning flight from Scotland to London the next day. 
 
    ‘Which airport?’ came the reply from Rosie. Milly ignored it. It was 10:30 p.m. She went to bed. 
 
    The following morning, she called Rosie. She had slept in; it was 11:00 a.m. Milly checked flight times from Scotland Friday night but couldn’t find any flights from Dundee or Edinburgh. She wondered why Rosie wanted to know what airport she was flying into, so she had a half-credible story concocted if asked for any detail. That’s the trouble with telling lies, she thought. 
 
    ‘… I was happy to pick you up,’ Rosie explained. ‘Theo wants a meeting this afternoon or tomorrow morning. Apparently, he has some important news.’ 
 
    ‘No worries. Greg Stopford offered to pick me up, so I went with him. You know what he’s like.’ 
 
    ‘Hmph,’ chuckled Rosie. ‘Still got his eyes taped into his eye sockets has he, to stop them falling out?’ They both laughed. 
 
    ‘This afternoon will be fine, Rosie, any time after 1:00. Let me know, will you.’ 
 
    Rosie rang Theo, and then sent a message back to Milly, confirming 2:00 p.m. 
 
    She picked Milly up from Saint Albans Road at 1:45 p.m. Milly was happy to walk to Watford Therapy; it was a beautiful day, but Rosie insisted. 
 
    ‘I just want to give you some background, Milly,’ said Rosie after they had hugged and kissed each other hello. Rosie was happy to have Milly back in her life and made a fuss on seeing her. ‘You look beautiful, and you’ve lost weight.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Rosie. That’s a nice change from everyone telling me I’ve put weight on.’ 
 
    ‘Regarding the meeting with Theo then. Remember I told you that Theo and Annette holiday in the U.S every other year and I believed he would like to start or buy a business there?’ 
 
    ‘Yes Rosie, we discussed it in the car when you picked me up from Heathrow … the first day we met.’ 
 
    ‘That’s right. Well, there has been some type of business offer, and I’m not privy to any of it. I’m not sure if Theo has received or made an offer, but it involves another business and may also involve some relocation of resources to the U.S.’ 
 
    Milly thought she could see what was coming. ‘You mean a move for me, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Perhaps,’ she answered. ‘I’ve been offered a position and Stuart is interested too. He would consider either working here in the U.K. if a position for a practicing psychologist becomes available in Watford while Theo’s away, or even to work in the States if there is something on offer there. It depends where Theo is located; you know he can’t stand the thought of working alongside his father. We’ve started advertising for people with qualifications like yours and mine, so I’m not quite sure what kind of offer, if any, he’ll make you.’ 
 
    ‘Just when I thought I might finally get settled after the turmoil of Sibby and …’ 
 
    ‘Hold it, Milly, don’t start panicking yet. I’m sure the choice if there is to be a move, will be yours. As I said, Stuart and I are considering it while our girls are still young. The business proposal involves a move to Brooklyn, New York, and I must admit, I find the prospect rather exciting.’ 
 
    Milly thought for a minute as they drove into the car park at Watford Therapy. ‘Didn’t you say you weren’t privy to any information, Rosie?’ 
 
    ‘Sorry, I lied.’ 
 
    ‘Good, because I lied too about getting back this morning. I got back Thursday night.’ 
 
    ‘I know, Milly; you were at Bill’s with D.S. Greg Stopford who was wearing a yellow cardigan and shiny black shoes.’ They both laughed. 
 
    ‘It’s D.I. Stopford now. Bloody hell, you can’t get away with anything around here.’ 
 
    ‘The walls have eyes and ears, you know, Milly,’ said Rosie as they walked through the front door of Watford Therapy. 
 
    The meeting went for an hour, and Theo laid everything on the table. There was no greeting, no friendly hello, no — ‘it’s good to have you back Milly, how did it all go?’ — just business as usual. If the proposal worked out, they would align resources with a similar business in Brooklyn. Each branch would be branded according to its location. There would be Watford Therapy, Twickenham Therapy — for the business called Watford Therapy in Twickenham — and Brooklyn Therapy. Since the asset base was larger in the U.K. than the U.S., there would be a cash adjustment back to Theo, which he would reinvest in the business to assist cash flow. The proposal had progressed past its infancy. Theo had canvassed taking a larger share of the business, but the U.S. business partner insisted on an equal business share. 
 
    Touché, thought Milly. She couldn’t really see how any type of partnership working with a practicing narcissist could possibly work. Then came Milly’s offer. 
 
    ‘Alright, Milly, basically, the offer will be to manage either Watford, Twickenham or Brooklyn.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean “manage”, Theo?’ 
 
    ‘I’m keeping in mind your current position in relation to your employment contract stipulating time spent counseling,’ replied Theo. ‘I’d rather you oversee all of them, but then you won’t get your required hours counseling in each week.’ 
 
    ‘Where are you going to be, Theo?’ 
 
    ‘Wherever you’re not,’ answered Theo. Milly concealed a smile, but Rosie didn’t. ‘So, Milly, everything will change for you or nothing will at all, except whatever decision you make, sadly, you will see less of me.’ 
 
    ‘That’s a cross I’ll just have to bear, Theo,’ replied Milly. She looked at Rosie as Rosie looked back at her. Then they both looked at Theo, and they all laughed. ‘How long do I have to decide?’ 
 
    ‘A week or so. We think we may have found another doctor of psychology who comes highly recommended. Then, depending on Rosie, we might need to find another H.R. slash business manager. I am happy for you to fly to Brooklyn if you wish and have a look around. It might suit, but it might not.’ 
 
    ‘What’s the go with Brooklyn currently?’ 
 
    ‘The owner’s a bit like me: older but still ambitious. If you decide to work in the U.S., then she will help you … like our arrangement currently … and I’ll stay here. I just need someone to fill your position first, Milly. There is huge capacity for expansion with our type of business in the States.’ 
 
    ‘I see. Fair enough, Theo, I shall let you know soon.’ 
 
    ‘As soon as you can or sooner would be good, Milly,’ said Theo as he thanked both girls and they all walked out the front door to the car park. At his car door, Theo turned to add, ‘By the way, you will both be given shares in the new entity as an incentive, whatever its structure, and you can buy more shares too, Milly, if you choose to.’ 
 
    I wonder if he knows about my rich uncle, speculated Milly. Wait until tomorrow, she thought, as she anticipated Sunday’s newspaper in Australia. 
 
    Rosie offered to drop Milly back to Saint Albans Road, but Milly decided to walk. She had a lot to think about. 
 
    ‘What side of the fence are you sitting on currently, Rosie?’ 
 
    ‘Right on top of it,’ answered Rosie. 
 
    ‘That’s fifty-fifty then?’ 
 
    ‘Correct, Milly, see you in the morning,’ said Rosie as she drove out of the Watford Therapy car park for home. 
 
    When Milly returned to her unit, she switched on her computer and found she had five new friends on Facebook. Dannii, Rosie, Simone, Stopford, and Nari had accepted her friend request. There was nothing from Naomi, though — she had sent her a friend request too, so she checked Naomi’s Facebook page, but couldn’t find it. She turned her computer off and turned it back on late that evening. When she turned it on again, there were more friend requests from friends of the new friends she had; Naomi had also accepted her as a friend. Then she looked at Nari’s page and her timeline where she described her employment status as studying ancient history. Poor little bugger thought Milly, I will help her if I can. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21. 
 
    Milly woke early on Sunday morning. It would be mid-afternoon in Western Australia, so the Sunday Times was online and circulating. Milly had subscribed to the West Australian newspaper before flying back to the U.K. and the Sunday Times was included in the subscription. 
 
    She pictured the young Sunday morning latte sippers in the city coffee shops with their coiffed hair, tight pants, and pointed shoes reading the tabloid news on their iPhones as they made the Sunday morning pilgrimage home after their Saturday night out. They didn’t normally read the news on Sunday, but they had waited for this story. It had been news all week — Dr. McTaggart, a mental health psychologist, had slept with Matthew Boyd Jr., his mother, and his father, for drugs. 
 
    ‘I’ve used some of their gear,’ would be one text. Everyone who mattered knew the Boyds and drugs were connected. 
 
    ‘That’s old news,’ would be another. 
 
    ‘She’s got nice tits,’ still another. 
 
    These texts, and others similar, would fly around in cyberspace between other texts on who went home with whom last night, and who got caught with ecstasy tablets at last night’s rave night dance party. 
 
    There would be older, more sensible connoisseurs of news, who only read the Sunday Times because it came with their subscription to the West Australian. They wouldn’t like it. Anyone who reads tabloids deserves to be lied to. They had responsible jobs and young families, so they stayed in Saturday nights now, just reading from their tablet and laptops at their Sunday morning coffee ritual. Then inside the coffee shops, in corners where they lingered for longer or outside with their Pugs and Maltese crosses with their tousled hair and matching ribbons, were the transition-to-retirement folk and retirees, who still liked the feel of a newspaper in their hand and loved gossip. They would all get an eyeful of Milly and her résumé, reporting news of her knickers, full of D.N.A., in a laundry basket and a meeting in room number sixteen in the Travelodge Motel in the Perth C.B.D., just up from the Swan River. 
 
    ‘They didn’t miss much,’ said Milly out loud to herself. 
 
    It was all there, taking up most of the first three pages with another photo of Milly as she walked through Stirling Gardens, headlights on high, before doing up her all-season jacquard fringe coat. She was stunned by the detail. It could not have been clearer if she had provided the information herself. And then came Simone’s coup de grace: the $25 million the late James Anderson had allegedly left Milly in his will. 
 
    The tale unraveled; it didn’t hold back. It detailed fact with no opinion; they could report it now the court case was finished. There was no doubting Simone’s complicity, but Milly wondered about the Boyds. Simone would repeat her claim to Matt Boyd Jr. that she was not involved in the feature — it would all be down to Cameron Chadwick. She pondered the story making news here in the U.K. papers. The job in Brooklyn, U.S.A is looking more attractive by the hour, thought Milly. 
 
    Her phone rang. It was Rosie. ‘Any thoughts on yesterday, Milly?’ asked Rosie as she stared at the salacious revelations she’d just read on her computer screen about her best friend. She’d only had to google ‘Dr. Milly McTaggart’ to find the details on an Australian news site. 
 
    ‘Yes, I’m considering it,’ answered Milly as she looked at the Sunday Times on her computer. ‘Where are you sitting, Rosie?’ 
 
    ‘Fifty-five, forty-five. Stuart and I have been discussing it this morning.’ 
 
    ‘What side of the fence?’ 
 
    ‘The Brooklyn side,’ answered Rosie. 
 
    Ten minutes later, Milly’s phone rang again. It was Dannii. 
 
    ‘I guess you’ve read it?’ 
 
    ‘I have,’ answered Milly. 
 
    ‘They didn’t miss ya.’ 
 
    ‘No, Simone didn’t, did she?’ 
 
    ‘I’m going to come onto her,’ said Dannii. 
 
    ‘No, don’t you dare; let’s stick to our plan.’ 
 
    They talked for another five minutes. 
 
    Then Nari called Milly. ‘Want to meet for a coffee?’ 
 
    ‘I’d love to.’ 
 
    ‘I’m working this afternoon, up your way. I’ll come to your place again, around 4:00.’ 
 
    ‘Perfect,’ replied Milly. ‘I’ll see you this afternoon then.’ 
 
    Nari knocked on Milly’s door at 4:10 p.m. They sat at the dining table again, and Milly started the conversation by referring to the Sunday Times as she clicked on the link on her computer and pushed the laptop across the table to her. Milly knew it wouldn’t bother Nari; she did that kind of thing most days probably. Nari couldn’t quite hide her surprise; her face told the story. 
 
    ‘It’s very interesting, Milly.’ 
 
    Milly made two coffees; both black with one sugar. Nari looked at her, smiling. ‘So, what do you plan to do with the twenty-five million then?’ 
 
    ‘That part’s not true. My uncle left me money, but it was nowhere near twenty-five million dollars.’ 
 
    ‘You and I should start a business together.’ 
 
    ‘Doing what?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know. Something to do with sex.’ 
 
    ‘No thanks. Haven’t you had enough of that in your short life?’ 
 
    ‘Probably, but there’s good money in it, and I’ll never get to teach. I could live off that Kerford guy from the South Croydon Inn and his friends.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry?’ 
 
    ‘He’s into things, Milly. He made me an offer … sort of.’ 
 
    Milly thought she knew where the conversation was headed but didn’t want to push too hard for an explanation. 
 
    ‘An offer … sort of? Sounds like something illegal?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t doubt it for a minute.’ Then there was silence, it was uncomfortable — for Milly at least, but it persisted. Nari wasn’t forthcoming; she was keeping something in like she needed something to tell Milly later. Was she worried about their friendship? Did she think Milly would discard her when she had all her information? Milly looked at her watch. 
 
    ‘It’s 5:00 p.m. Do you want to head into Watford for a drink on your way home? I need to be back here around 6:30. I’ve got a big day tomorrow. I’ve been away from work for nearly a month now.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I’d like that.’ Then she looked at Milly again. ‘I’ll tell you about his offer.’ 
 
    Each drove their cars to the Essex Arms and sat at the bar. The first thing the bar staff did was ask Nari for proof of her age. They got some funny stares. Milly believed other customers thought she was a well-paid nanny looking after a young Asian girl from a rich Asian family. What were they doing sitting at the bar in a pub? So they moved to a corner table, away from customers and their chatter. Milly asked Nari about her life, as she sipped on her house white and Nari drank mineral water. 
 
    ‘I’m first-generation English-Korean. My parents emigrated to the U.K. from South Korea; my father has a brother living here. I love my parents. They are wonderful and want the best for me, but they have no money.’ 
 
    ‘Do they know what you do?’ 
 
    ‘No way, Milly! They can never know. It would break their hearts. They don’t know about my conviction either. They just think I am studying at university, that I work part-time, and I’m getting some welfare assistance from the government.’ 
 
    ‘How did you get into this line of work then?’ 
 
    ‘It was easy, looking like I do. It’s addictive work, working for yourself; and when things go well, the money is great. I can make myself look older if I want to. I don’t always get asked for I.D. in pubs, you know. It’s my size …  or lack of it …  as much as anything that makes me look young. I have a fetish audience and clientele, so I don’t have to advertise. A lot of my customers are repeats, so that mitigates some of the danger. There’s just the odd one like Donald Crawford.’ 
 
    ‘You mean Kerford don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘No, he calls himself Crawford when I’m about. He did call himself David Crawford, but he got that pissed he started correcting me back to Donald, so Donald Crawford it is. They all give a false name, but I don’t know why they bother. I have his phone number.’ 
 
    Milly steered the conversation slightly away from Kerford; she didn’t want Nari thinking it was an information quest. 
 
    ‘What about security then?’ she asked, sounding concerned for Nari’s safety. 
 
    ‘Do you want his contact details? I’ll send you a share contact,’ said Nari as she picked up her phone, ignoring Milly’s question. 
 
    ‘Thanks, mate,’ said Milly as she looked at her phone, checking the screen was face down. Her phone didn’t make a noise, it was on silent, but she could see light flashing around its sides as it received Kerford’s contact. 
 
    ‘Why do you place your phone on its screen, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘It’s either that or leave it in the car. I hate being interrupted by phone calls during conversation; it’s very rude; even a flashing phone. When we have finished our conversation, I’ll turn it back over and turn the ringer back on.’ 
 
    ‘I see,’ said Nari. ‘Anyway, where were we … that’s right, security. Well, security is fine if you can afford it, but it means you’ll be lying on your back for longer, working to pay protection money to some thug who couldn’t care less if you live or die. Sometimes we get guys with deep voices to answer the phone, so clients think we have security. They’re usually the boyfriends of colleagues. If I’m on a call out to a woman, I don’t worry about it. If I feel uncomfortable, I simply walk away.’ 
 
    ‘You service men and women then?’ 
 
    ‘I do, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Which do you prefer?’ 
 
    ‘I’m straight, but dance with both sides when I need to. In my line of work, it’s mainly guys I see. What about you? I assumed by the Times story you’re into men and women?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Nari, it’s not so much about the wedding tackle for me, more the person, although having said that, I probably swing towards women more … slightly.’ 
 
    ‘Wedding tackle?’ 
 
    ‘Like fishing tackle, only you’re going to bed, not fishing.’ 
 
    ‘That’s hilarious, Milly,’ said Nari laughing and Milly laughed too. ‘So, getting back to Crawford, there is something else. He called me, out of the blue … to feel me out; to ask if I wanted some work and there was work for others like me. He said I could earn huge money, that there were things … he spoke like you would if you were trying to ask or discuss something illegal and there were others listening, so he was careful what he said.’ 
 
    ‘Like someone was tapping your phone?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that’s right. He said it would portray the seedier side of family life with some older actors in it, and younger ones too.’ 
 
    ‘What did you say?’ 
 
    ‘I answered yes, out of curiosity, just to keep the conversation going. I said there were a lot like me about.’ 
 
    ‘What happened then?’ 
 
    ‘Well, I don’t know how significant it is … or isn’t … but the night he rang me, he called using the number I shared with you.’ 
 
    ‘Right,’ answered Milly. Her brain was working overtime now, thinking, contemplating and concluding. ‘So it seems he’s careful what he says but calls you on his phone, which can be traced?’ 
 
    ‘So it would seem. He’d obviously been drinking the night he called me,’ added Nari. 
 
    ‘Anything else?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘Not much else from him, but at the end of the phone call, he put it right on me. He wanted to know what days and nights I was available over the following couple of weeks.’ 
 
    ‘What did you say?’ 
 
    ‘I said I needed to think about it; then he started getting agitated and nasty … so I told him to piss off and hung up.’ 
 
    Milly sat deep in thought. ‘Interesting,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I suppose it means they are working in with each other,’ said Nari. ‘My guess is he’s into something, something rotten, and he qualified it by saying that if I brought along some younger looking ones like me, it would be legal for a change.’ 
 
    It was time to go, so Nari visited the ladies room, and Milly turned her phone over and turned the ringer back on. She noticed there was a message on WhatsApp from Dannii and was about to read it when Nari returned and they said their goodbyes. 
 
    ‘By the way, as I said, I did get some money from my uncle, but not the amount they claimed in the news story about me. It was substantial, though, so if you’re ever short, don’t hesitate to ask for some help.’ 
 
    ‘I am very short, Milly, haven’t you noticed?’ 
 
    ‘You know what I mean,’ answered Milly, grinning. There’s that sense of humor again, she thought. 
 
    ‘I know. You are very kind; you hardly know me.’ 
 
    ‘No worries, and I’ll have a talk to one of my colleagues about that drugs charge too,’ said Milly, thinking of Stopford. 
 
    ‘Thank you, Milly; I’ll talk to you during the week.’ 
 
    As she walked to her car, Milly read the phone message from Danni: Simone and Cameron Chadwick have split up. 
 
    Good, she thought as she got into her car, it means Simone is finding that pole even greasier. I bet she blames the break with Chadwick on the scandal in the papers. 
 
    Milly didn’t message Dannii back because it was late in Australia. She would message her tomorrow, she decided. But before she drove out of the car park, she changed her mind. She stopped the car and replied to Dannii’s message. She gave her thoughts for what they were worth and added at the end ‘… So, was the split all about the Sunday Times, then?’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22. 
 
    Milly didn’t speak to Rosie until lunchtime Monday when they drove into Watford for coffee and a sandwich. Theo briefed Milly on her clients — their progress and, for some, their regression and likely prognosis. He was gentle; she was mostly right in her diagnosis, she just needed guidance. He would direct her now on his path, built on his rock of academic achievement and distinction, borne through years of experience, and never listening to anyone else including his peers with their scientific research and opinions. That’s funny, Theo, thought Milly, as they broke for lunch, none were regressing when I last counseled them. 
 
    ‘He was all over me, like piss ants on a fish head,’ said Milly. Rosie started laughing. ‘All touchy-feely and clammy; he’s creepy. I don’t know what’s got into him, Rosie. He all but ignored me Saturday afternoon, and today he wanted details of the court case, of Mom and Christy of … hang on a minute.’ 
 
    ‘What’s wrong?’ 
 
    ‘Did you mention anything to Theo about my circumstances back home?’ 
 
    ‘Of course, I didn’t. I told you I wouldn’t.’ 
 
    ‘I reckon he’s been catching up on the news.’ 
 
    ‘The twenty-five million!’ they both declared in unison. 
 
    ‘He’s on the scent,’ said Milly as Rosie pulled into a park outside Ocean Bells Coffee in Watford. They ordered lunch and sat down inside. ‘He’s obviously been reading the news from Australia online?’ 
 
    ‘He called Stuart last night and asked him if he’d seen the news on you about the court case in Australia. He asked Stuart not to tell me he’d called him about you. He wasn’t worried about the … well, you know, general other stuff. He was stuck on the money, though, and carried on about it.’ 
 
    ‘Bugger it. I was hoping he wouldn’t find out.’ 
 
    ‘If he knows, Milly, everyone will know. I found it myself online; it was easy enough.’ 
 
    ‘Righto, Rosie …,’ said Milly as she began. Then she related the whole story to her, from the party in Cottesloe in July 2015, to the correct inheritance. The only thing she avoided was a discussion of Simone. ‘I hope you don’t think any less of me for it, Rosie,’ she said, as they drove back to Watford Therapy. 
 
    ‘How could I? What a story. It’s brilliant. As for the drugs and sex, who cares? Certainly not me.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Rosie, I knew you’d understand, I don’t know if I should say anything to Theo, though.’ 
 
    ‘Just leave him to me, Milly, it’s an H.R. issue.’ 
 
    Late that afternoon Milly called Dannii. ‘What happened to Simone and Cameron Chadwick?’ 
 
    ‘She’s absolutely brilliant. She told me she had fallen out with Cameron over his reporting of her friends … you and the Boyds … in the press. Apparently, the Boyds are none too pleased either.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ asked Milly sarcastically. 
 
    ‘Yep. Carried on how Cameron was her only true love like she was sacrificing that for you and them, but she had to draw the line somewhere. She said she was considering calling you.’ 
 
    ‘She needn’t bother.’ 
 
    ‘I asked her about Matt Boyd, and she didn’t deny it. Then she said she needed men and women in her life; one can’t satisfy both sides of her needs. Then she said something else.’ 
 
    ‘What, Dannii?’ 
 
    ‘She said she was moving in with Matt Boyd — to his unit in Applecross.’ 
 
    ‘Really? Who would have thought? Is she boarding or sleeping with him?’ 
 
    ‘Mates rates with shagging rights, I reckon, Milly.’ 
 
    Then Milly forgot about Simone. She couldn’t care less really and asked Dannii if she wanted to live in Brooklyn, New York, as they discussed her offer from Theo. Dannii said she’d consider it. With persistence, Milly got her to agree in principle to come to Brooklyn for a holiday if Milly moved there. Apart from her work, she thought of little else; then she joined Rosie for lunch at Ocean Bells Coffee again the next day. 
 
    ‘So now that it’s sixty-five, thirty-five, Rosie, it’s virtually a foregone conclusion that you’ll be going to Brooklyn.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, and you’re coming with me.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know that I can, Rosie.’ 
 
    ‘Why, what’s wrong?’ 
 
    ‘It’s Sibby. I need to stay here and get my sister sorted out. Then I’ll be happy to move and work in Brooklyn.’ 
 
    ‘Sibby’s dead, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘I know she’s dead, but there’s more to it than just Sibby. There are other things going on, and I intend to get to the bottom of it. I can’t just click my fingers and sort it out overnight; I need time, Rosie. Anyway, if you go to Brooklyn, you won’t be coming back here.’ 
 
    ‘What’s to come back to? These nuts are running around slaughtering innocent people in London, running them over. Why would anyone want to live here? If they can’t run you over, they’ll try and stab you to death.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, well if you go to the States there’s a good chance you’ll be shot.’ 
 
    ‘No one’s ever going to win this argument, Milly. By the way,’ said Rosie changing the subject, ‘I talked to Theo last night and put things into perspective for him.’ 
 
    ‘What did you say?’ 
 
    ‘I told him what you said yesterday about your annual income … just from the interest you’ll receive. I addressed the issue from a “who needs who” position, stressing you obviously don’t need Theo or Watford Therapy.’ 
 
    ‘I honestly hoped it wouldn’t come to that, Rosie, with other people knowing my financial position. I don’t want people to know I have money. It will affect the way they interact with me.’ 
 
    ‘Anyone who’s interested will know; it’s just a click away online. Anyway, you’ve gone some way to address it on Facebook.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose so.’ She was starting to rue her decision to get one up on Simone. 
 
    ‘But no one will know, not from Theo or me at least. As for Theo, he’s a bib ’n’ braces man there, Milly … of classic English stock. They only respect money, power, and position ...’ 
 
    ‘And gender … the male gender that is.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, sorry, you’re right. So don’t bother appealing to his English generosity because there isn’t any. You have it all over him now; he’ll never trouble you again. You don’t need him because you have more money than he has … that’s how he’ll see it … you have more power, regardless of your gender.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose so,’ answered Milly again, rather despondently. She returned to work and decided to talk with Theo later that afternoon about her position at Watford Therapy. She took Rosie along as a witness. 
 
    ‘What can I do for you, Milly?’ asked Theo. He wasn’t quite sure that he wouldn’t be receiving the employment equivalent of a ‘Dear John’ letter, in audio, which would set his plans for expansion back considerably. Why would anyone work when they earned the equivalent of £480,000 per annum without getting out of bed? 
 
    ‘As I understand things, my employment options are as follows, Theo. I can oversee the three operations: Brooklyn U.S.A., Watford, and Twickenham. But in doing that, I’ll need to drop my required hours counseling from the current fifty percent to whatever I can manage after attending to my management role.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly. If you consider a worst-case scenario, you may not get any counseling in at all.’ 
 
    ‘Then I have the option of managing one of each of those branches and continue counseling. If I decide I want to stay here in Watford, it will mean I’m not partly responsible, as I am now … in conjunction with you … for managing the Twickenham branch.’ 
 
    ‘Correct,’ said Theo who was starting to feel a little more confident she would continue in some role. 
 
    ‘Then there’s my third option. I buy a house in the Bahamas, lie on the beach and drink Pina Coladas while being attended to by Mandingo, or indeed, as you have no doubt read, Theo, his girlfriend or even his sister and live a life of absolute pleasure and debauchery.’ 
 
    Rosie grinned. She put the back of her hand over her mouth and turned away. Theo just sat there looking totally nonplussed. 
 
    ‘I don’t know how to answer that, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘But for my fair complexion, Theo, I would be there now. But I’m wondering if you would consider another option?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll consider anything.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, drop my role back from full-time to part-time.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t do that …’ 
 
    ‘Just hear me out, Theo,’ interrupted Milly. ‘Employ your new Ph.D.- or PsyD. - qualified employee here in my role. Twickenham is fine and is run well by Dr. Elizabeth Jones, albeit she doesn’t want to end up in a management role doing your paperwork. Then I will oversee both branches while you toddle off to Brooklyn with Rosie, Stuart and your granddaughters for a year.’ 
 
    ‘I see,’ said Theo as he considered it. 
 
    ‘I’m suggesting a year Theo because I have things I need to sort out with my dead sister Sibby’s affairs. It will mean I may need to fly off to Scotland for a week, here or there, but it could also mean I may be here for weeks, even months at a time when I can focus my full attention on Watford and Twickenham. I would like to commit to a twelve-month role as casual, part-time until I get my sister’s affairs sorted out, then I will come back full-time and move to Brooklyn in a permanent role.’ 
 
    ‘I can see how it might work.’ 
 
    ‘If you look at it objectively, Theo, as far as the business is concerned, nothing will change at all because I will shift into your current role now … just floating around, helping with invoices and filling in when one of the others wants time off. Currently, everyone including me has caught up on holidays, so technically, that shouldn’t be an issue for another twelve months.’ 
 
    ‘Why do you want to go back to casual?’ asked Theo. 
 
    ‘Because, and I say this respectfully, you can be an absolute ass to work for, Theo, so I wouldn’t trust you to honor any change in a full-time role in any agreement with me. I feel you would use U.K.’s employment laws against me …’ 
 
    ‘You’ve used them against me.’ 
 
    ‘You had the contract drawn up, mate. I just signed it. So, where were we? That’s right, if I’m casual, then I’m casual, and that’s it, and that’s all. There will be no arguing over sick leave, bereavement leave, annual leave or any other leave entitlement because there won’t be any. It won’t matter if I don’t start until 9:30 in the morning and leave at 3.00 in the afternoon when there’s nothing for me to do because I will be a casual employee. I will also be able to work from home without feeling guilty about not being at work. It will actually save you money, Theo.’ 
 
    ‘What about your counseling role?’ 
 
    ‘I won’t be counseling anyone unless I’m needed in a backup role.’ 
 
    ‘What if something happens to one of the other two doctors here in the U.K?’ 
 
    ‘What if some space junk falls in from outer space and lands on Watford Therapy?’ countered Milly. 
 
    ‘What if my partner is bent on retiring and I have to take on her role full time?’ 
 
    ‘Then I suggest, Theo, you have bitten off more than you can chew and need to reconsider your position in relation to your partnership.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know; I’m just playing the devil’s advocate, Milly. But I can see where it might work.’ 
 
    ‘We can play “what if” all day, Theo if we want to, but there’s not much point in bringing up all these scenarios … we’ll just have to deal with it if it happens. Who would have thought I’d be in this situation now, with the sister I didn’t know I had? I can tell you one thing, though … I’ll never be properly settled until I get those issues with Sibby sorted out … and as you know, I do have another option now.’ 
 
    ‘Please let me consider it, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Of course, but don’t take too long about it. Like you said to me on Sunday … as soon as you can or sooner would be good.’ 
 
    When Theo left, Rosie began locking up. Milly told Rosie she had called Annis Baird, Theo’s employment advisor, asking her opinion. ‘She advised me to go part-time or act for Theo in a consulting role. I didn’t bring the consulting role up with him because I have to set up a company, get insurances, get certification … that kind of thing and I can’t be bothered with it.’ 
 
    ‘As you said, it’s not about the money anymore. What will you do if Theo doesn’t agree to it?’ 
 
    ‘Honestly, it won’t worry me one bit, Rosie. I’ll stay where I am and sort my affairs out; then I’ll probably buy myself a couple of cartons of fifty plus sunscreen.’ 
 
    ‘You’re a character; there’s no doubt about that.’ 
 
    When she got back to her unit, Milly turned her computer on, and there was an email from Theo. He said he believed that her suggested changes could work; he just needed to get around the detail with Annis Baird. 
 
    What a good idea, thought Milly. She sent an email back. 
 
    ‘Thanks, Theo … by the way, we need to replace Rosie too.’ 
 
    Theo emailed her back an hour later. ‘Hasn’t she told you yet? She’s not going; she’s staying here in the U.K. with you.’ 
 
    Milly called Rosie and talked with her and then she called Nari. There was no answer. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23. 
 
    They say half the world has no idea how the other half lives, but Simone Kelly found out. A chance encounter with Milly and Dannii at Lee’s Lounge, a coffee shop in Perth where she had been working, had changed her life and her aspirations forever. She wasn’t content anymore. 
 
    Milly never wanted for money; her rich uncle saw to that. Dannii was wealthy with her family home in Cottesloe with its HIS and HERS matching Mercedes-Benz, like two pedigree mutts sitting in the driveway, and that wasn’t the half of it. There were business interests, mountains of cash, and property in Australia and the U.K., as well as the flashy cars and that mansion from the night of the party — the Boyd family home. It all challenged Simone and her diminishing self-worth. She coveted what they had. And now she’d learned that Milly’s future lay obscenely secure with an inheritance bequeathed her by the late James Anderson. They were all connected, and all their friends — the ones who mattered — were rich, thought Simone. Money, it seemed, looked after its own. 
 
    Simone was confused when she split with Milly in 2015. She would be forever grateful to Cameron who, despite popular opinion, wasn’t just any port in a storm. But she should have departed that port long ago. Just like a storm, good weather follows the seasons and Simone had stayed over four seasons too long. She had hankered after a family briefly but was reduced to wondering as the novelty of her relationship with Cameron wore off. She wasn’t reconciled with her sexuality and was unsure where thoughts of family were headed. She hoped she could banish that sexual yen — whichever one wasn’t required — to the periphery of her life where it caused no harm. She recalled how Milly struggled with it. 
 
    Her problems were exacerbated by her chosen career of journalism, confronted by companies like Google and the way online news is reported. Who knows if she would have a job tomorrow, or Cameron either for that matter. She had tried to influence Cameron’s reporting of the Boyds but had told him too much. To Simone’s dismay, he included everything she told him in news publications, regardless of whether he was told them in confidence. ‘I’m only securing my job,’ he claimed. 
 
    Cameron was a beautiful person, one of life’s gentlemen. He was handsome, kind, and totally selfless, which is why Simone stayed for so long. But in the end, when it all boiled down, he had no money and never would. Arguments around news of the Boyds and Milly ended their relationship. It gave her an excuse, a way out, and for that Simone was grateful. She trod a fine line between placating the Boyds and keeping Milly at bay and was nearly caught out by Dannii at the airport. Dannii had seen nothing; she was convinced of that. Even if she had seen Sim and Naomi, she would never put two and two together. Dannii had a huge I.Q. but was just plain dumb in a lot of ways. 
 
    Worse than a duchess without a duke, Simone was a duchess without peerage. Her class was blue collar, but her aspirations C.E.O. She didn’t want the work, but she craved the salary and knew what to do; she was beautiful. She would use her talents and nature’s gifts to connive and entrap a wealthy prize. A family unit, bound by children, secured for life by the Family Law Act. They would forge a path forward, Simone and her children, if her options diminished or situation changed. You don’t need a man if you have his children; they entitle you to his money, she decided. ‘Dear oh dear,’ she had practiced the line, ‘I’ve missed my period … I forgot my pill.’ She laughed, and her thoughts ran away as she drove to Dannii’s place in Cottesloe and dialed Matt Boyd’s number. 
 
    ‘Heard anything on your dad’s sentencing yet, Matt?’ 
 
    ‘No, it can’t be long now, though … anything from Milly McTaggart?’ 
 
    ‘No, why’s that?’ asked Simone. She thought Matt paranoid. She told him yesterday of Milly’s comments on Sim Charles when they drove home from the airport with Dannii. She presumed Sim told him of their chance meeting at the airport. 
 
    ‘Oh, I don’t know, just thinking out loud,’ answered Matt. 
 
    ‘No. Nothing interesting. Apparently, she is thinking of moving to Brooklyn, New York, with her job.’ 
 
    ‘Okay,’ replied Matt. 
 
    ‘I’ll see you this afternoon. I’ve got the last of my gear from Cameron’s place, and I’m heading to Dannii King’s now.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t wait.’ 
 
    ‘Me neither,’ replied Simone enthusiastically. 
 
    Simone marveled at the way the young wealthy nouveau regarded their relationships. There was never any jealousy — at least none that she had seen. Cameron Chadwick and Dannii’s D.N.A. would still be on, or about, her person when she splayed her feminine wiles for Matt tonight. Simone was a honeypot of carnal pleasure, cooking with ingredients from acquaintances and friendships, even fleeting connections, but she would limit that now and concentrate on Matt 
 
    Boyd Jr. She must stick to her plan; everything depended on it. 
 
    ‘I don’t know when we’ll catch up, Dannii,’ said Simone as she left Dannii’s place in Cottesloe. 
 
    ‘Nothing will change, Simone, at least not as far as I’m concerned; it’s been great fun. I’ve only asked you here to collect your gear because my folks will be back later this week and I don’t think they’ll be going away for a while … not Mom at least. They flew to the U.S. after the U.K. for some R&R. Oh, before I forget, I won’t be going to Brooklyn now either. 
 
    ‘Why not?’ 
 
    ‘Milly’s going to hang on in the U.K. for another twelve months.’ 
 
    ‘No worries, Dannii, I hope you’re not too disappointed. I’ll keep in touch.’ That was typical Dannii King, thought Simone, as she drove away, reinforcing her views about the rich and their relationships. They didn’t care too much about others. Perhaps they needed all their spare time to concentrate on their money, she wondered. 
 
    As Simone drove to Applecross, her thoughts returned to Milly. They shared a secret not even Dannii knew. Milly had told Simone, encouraged by drink; it was pillow talk before their relationship ended. The next day, she tried feverishly to retract it, further establishing its clandestine nature. Simone, Milly, and one other person knew, and Simone would use it later if Milly got nasty.               Their secret, their shared secret, was an unwritten treaty between the two of them keeping Milly at bay, for now, thought Simone — at least she hoped so. 
 
    When she got to Matt’s unit in Applecross, she went straight onto Facebook. She saw Milly’s reply in her post on the news in the Sunday Times. 
 
    Bah, humbug, what a load of absolute garbage — $25 million left me by my uncle is absolute rubbish, along with the rest of the garbage this paper produces. 
 
    She noticed Milly didn’t refute any of the other claims specifically or was that just the journalist in her, she wondered? Then she looked at Milly’s friends. It was over a week since the Times’ report and Milly’s post. She already had 140 friends, and they were the ones she had accepted. How many hadn’t she accepted, wondered Simone? She studied Milly’s friends’ list and knew around thirty of them. They were all very supportive, but Simone wondered what they really thought. She was interested to see Naomi’s name there; she hadn’t noticed it before. She knew Sim and Matt corresponded using WhatsApp. 
 
    As Simone sat looking at Milly’s Facebook page, at her beautiful face with her unblemished skin, she blew her a kiss. Then she thought back to their little secret. She hoped she still held that over her, or maybe Milly didn’t care anymore. But still, she decided, she would rather have Milly as a friend than foe. 
 
    Three days later, on Wednesday morning, May 24, Matt Boyd Sr. appeared in court for sentencing. He looked pale and drawn and more like a frail seventy-year-old than his meager fifty- two years. He was sorry — sorry he’d been caught. He didn’t say anything as he looked at the floor, sniffing as tears rolled down his cheeks and his nose ran. He had opted out of the ‘fast-track system,’ a chance to plead guilty, dismissing the opportunity of a thirty percent reduction in sentence when originally charged. Instead, he and his legal team had taken on the judiciary, wasting time and money over what Purdon believed was an inevitable outcome. 
 
    For Purdon’s part, he spoke quietly but was scathing of Boyd’s conduct. Pure greed and complete disregard for the effect his actions had on others was the true theme in his pre-sentence rebuke as his nosed flashed red to amber and back to red. He didn’t say it, but anyone astute enough would conclude he believed the Boyd empire was built on drug money and good luck. Perhaps he should add a couple of extra months to the sentence as a rebuke to the ponce and his team — and an extra month because the ponce didn’t drink. This case wouldn’t look good on their C.V. Accordingly, he passed sentence and Boyd was led from the dock to begin his incarceration at Casuarina Prison. 
 
    Milly’s phone pinged. ‘Eight years and three months with a minimum parole period of four and a half years.’ 
 
    That should take some of the sap out of him, thought Milly. Fifty-four months in that hole she thought, better him than me. While she was looking at her phone, she remembered she needed to call Stopford. It was still early, but she was busy; she would call him later. 
 
    She stayed busy and forgot to call him. She didn’t speak with him until the next day, on Thursday afternoon. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24. 
 
    ‘Hi, Milly, how are you?’ 
 
    ‘Well, thank you, Greg. Yourself?’ 
 
    ‘I’m fine.’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t called just to say gidday,’ said Milly playfully. ‘I’ve called to come onto you for the miserable description you gave me of our mutual friend, Tina Small.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘You didn’t tell me she was well under five feet tall.’ 
 
    ‘You didn’t ask. I did say she was tiny.’ 
 
    Milly laughed. ‘Perfect answer, mate.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been meaning to call you today,’ said Greg. 
 
    ‘Why, what’s wrong?’ She sensed the apprehension in his voice. 
 
    ‘Our mutual friend has been reported missing by her family. When did you last see or speak with Tina, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘Jeez, I don’t know, a few days ago.’ 
 
    ‘I need you to be more specific than that.’ 
 
    ‘Let me think.’ A bad taste was beginning in her mouth. ‘I called her on Tuesday afternoon or early evening after I talked with Theo … just give me a second, Greg.’ She looked at the Zurich insurance calendar sitting in front of her; she’d pinched it off Rosie’s desk. ‘That’s Tuesday afternoon, May 23. She came to my unit the previous Sunday afternoon … so that was May 21, and we went and had a drink at the Essex Arms.’ 
 
    ‘Right,’ said Stopford, taking notes. ‘What did you talk about?’ 
 
    ‘At the pub?’ 
 
    ‘No, on the phone when you last spoke with her.’ 
 
    ‘Nothing, Greg. She didn’t answer.’ 
 
    ‘Did you speak to her after that?’ 
 
    ‘No. I called her at least once yesterday, but she didn’t answer her phone then either. I left her a message both times I called. How long has she been missing?’ 
 
    ‘If you were with her Sunday night, then, at this stage, you were the last to see her, so that’s over ninety hours. Obviously, we are concerned for Nari because of the nature of her work. Did she mention a boyfriend to you … or male acquaintance?’ 
 
    ‘No, she didn’t mention anyone at all, except Kerford and her parents. We were getting to know each other slowly. She’s standoffish by nature. She’s a particularly private person.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly, she would be private, wouldn’t she? It’s the nature of her work; it comes with the territory. This male acquaintance guy, himself Korean, and a lawyer went to Tina’s family asking about her. He’d been trying to locate her and wondered if they knew where she was. Anyway, they pooled their resources and rang around. We’re talking with some of her work colleagues now.’ 
 
    ‘For God’s sake, Greg, don’t say anything to her family. They don’t know what she does for a living. Her parents will be devastated if they find out.’ 
 
    ‘It’s too late for niceties now. We had to tell them … anything to help track her down.’ 
 
    ‘What if she turns up today or tomorrow? You might have ruined her relationship with her folks. The poor little bugger’s got no hope. She’s been up against it all her life,’ said Milly as she started blubbering. 
 
    ‘Hang on, Milly, hang on. Don’t blame us; we’re just doing what we can. You know what they say about the first forty-eight hours. She hasn’t drawn from any bank accounts; there’s no trace of her anywhere. We don’t think her car has been driven for a couple of days. Her neighbors said they hadn't seen her about, or her car moved. She hasn’t contacted any friends, family or work colleagues that we know of. It seems she’s dropped off the face of the earth.’ 
 
    ‘My God,’ said Milly, her mind was going at breakneck speed. 
 
    ‘Are you there?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Look I’m tied up here for the moment …’ There was another short pause. Stopford felt there was a chance — a small chance — a chance to comfort her, to cuddle her, to finally … 
 
    ‘Yes, Greg?’ The silence was uncomfortable; she needed to get a grip on herself. Nari would be okay. She was an adult; she only looked young and vulnerable. People often went missing for a week. Then she started bawling again. 
 
    ‘Do you want me to come to Watford? Do you have any information, anything that can help?’ He needed an excuse. 
 
    ‘Yes, Greg, come and pick me up at work. Leave it for a bit; we’ll go for a meal. I can meet you somewhere if it’s easier for you.’ 
 
    He thought for a nano-second. I’ll have more chance if I drop her home. ‘No, that’s fine. I’ll pick you up at work around 5:00 p.m. I need to finish what I’m doing here first.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks. I’ve got a couple of things that may be helpful.’ Milly sensed then that Nari was dead. Stopford took it for granted. 
 
    He sat in his temporary office and, despite the warm weather, rubbed his hands together like they were cold. Patience is a virtue, he thought, his dear old grandfather always told him that. He had read the news online about Milly and her — well, her salacious interactions with what was their name? That’s right, the Boyles. My Milly is a sexual dynamo, he thought, as he called Windsor at his office at New Scotland Yard and told him of their phone discussion and mention of Kerford. 
 
    ‘Good work, Greg, I’ll come with you this afternoon. We’re catching up here. I’ll be interested to hear Milly’s thoughts on Kerford.’ 
 
    Oh, terrific, thought Stopford. Just what I need, him to tag along; me and my big mouth. He considered Milly’s thoughts on some P.I. work again. He wasn’t sure now if it was an offer or a suggestion; he made a mental note to follow it up. 
 
    It was close to 5:30 p.m. when they pulled into the Watford Therapy car park. They could see Milly had been crying. They drove to the Essex Arms and settled in for a chat and some food. By the time they sat down, it was time to order. Windsor and Milly drank the house white, Stopford was driving the squad car, so he drank coke. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry Tina’s disappearance has upset you so much, Milly. How well did you know her?’ 
 
    ‘Please, can we call her Nari? That’s her name,’ answered Milly as she looked from Stopford to Windsor. ‘I don’t really know her at all. I was getting to know her and saw her as one of life’s unfortunates. She was down and out, and then there’s the charge …’ She told them about the drug’s charge, how the drugs weren’t hers. 
 
    ‘Prison is full of convicted criminals who had no connection to the drugs they were convicted of possessing.’ 
 
    ‘Point taken,’ agreed Milly. She’d guessed what Windsor’s response would be. ‘Have you got any ideas?’ 
 
    ‘No, we’ve got nothing … zip … that’s why we’re here,’ he replied. ‘So what have you got … Greg mentioned Kerford.’ 
 
    ‘If Nari has fallen on bad times, if you can’t find her or if she turns up dead somewhere, I believe there is a connection to my sister’s murder. Even if you do find Nari, if she is alive, I still believe there is a connection somehow.’ Milly looked at Windsor and Stopford. ‘Let’s order some food first, and I’ll fill you in. I haven’t eaten all day, and I’m starving.’ She looked at the menu and voted on the crispy duck salad. Windsor and Stopford followed suit. After their meal, when they sat down with full drinks, she turned the conversation to her thoughts on a connection between Sibby and Nari. 
 
    ‘First, there’s Facebook; I’ll start with Sim Charles and Naomi Harris. You both know who Naomi Harris is, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Sim Charles’ partner,’ answered Stopford. 
 
    ‘Yes, that’s right. Well, I decided to open a Facebook account. My lawyer back in Australia advised me not to start one until after the court case in Australia finished. So I took her advice and, well, anyway … and I invited you both along as friends.’ 
 
    ‘You did,’ replied Windsor. 
 
    ‘So I searched around, and I found Naomi and invited her on as well. I looked for Sim, but couldn’t find him … but with his lifestyle and all the other stuff with Scotland Yard and his alleged drug dealing, I wasn’t surprised. Anyway, I looked through Naomi’s list of friends, and I saw Daggy Kerford, alias David Crawford, Donald Crawford and Donald Kerford. Then later on …’ 
 
    ‘Hang on, Milly; you’re moving way too fast. Who are all these aliases?’ 
 
    ‘Let me continue, Rob; I’ll explain that shortly. So after a while, I got off Facebook, and later when I got back on, I couldn’t find Naomi anywhere.’ 
 
    ‘What happened?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know. The only thing I can think of is I was looking in the wrong place or punched wrong information into the computer. I didn’t think too much of it; I just guessed she didn’t want me looking at her profile … or as a friend, that she’d blocked me. Then, when I logged on later, there she was. They accepted my friend request.’ 
 
    ‘Who’s they?’ 
 
    ‘Naomi and Sim Charles.’ 
 
    ‘Just playing the devil’s advocate for a minute, why would Sim Charles be knocking around on Naomi’s Facebook page?’ 
 
    ‘Why not? It’s a great way to pick up information using someone else’s Facebook account, especially if you haven’t got one of your own. It avoids having a Facebook profile yourself. From what you’ve told me, it’s how Sim Charles operates; he prefers to fly under the radar.’ 
 
    ‘I agree, Milly,’ said Stopford, ‘but this whole thing is just conjecture, just hearsay.’ 
 
    ‘I agree too,’ said Milly looking at Stopford, then Windsor, ‘but hear me out, please. When Naomi accepted my friend request, I noticed she had gone from 402 friends back to 396. Then when I looked for Daggy Crawford he was gone; he’d disappeared along with five others.’ 
 
    ‘Five of Sim’s friends?’ asked Windsor. 
 
    ‘Probably,’ said Stopford as he looked at Milly who nodded in agreement. 
 
    ‘Now, I’ll turn to two conversations I had with Nari. Nari saw Sibby arrive at the room in Croydon the night … supposedly … the night before she was murdered.’ Stopford and Windsor looked at each other. 
 
    ‘You’re joking,’ said Stopford. 
 
    ‘No, I’m not joking. On top of that, this Hanni woman …’ 
 
    ‘Hanni Dasti,’ interrupted Windsor. 
 
    ‘This Dasti woman paid Nari for her night’s work when she left the room, so that alone ties her irrevocably to Kerford and places her at the inn when Sibby was there. It was when Nari left the room, on her way out, that she passed Sibby on her way into the building. Kerford was still in the room drinking, and I guess showering and generally cleaning himself up ready to go home to his wife. 
 
    ‘This changes everything,’ said Stopford. 
 
    ‘Conspiracy to murder, withholding evidence are a couple things that come to mind,’ said Windsor. 
 
    ‘So, continuing on with my chats with Nari. Later, she didn’t really say when Kerford called her mobile and asked if she would be willing to shoot a few scenes for what she assumed would be some kind of child porn substitute with legal actors who looked young … or even something else?’ 
 
    ‘That’s not illegal as long as whoever makes the movie doesn’t imply that any of the actors in it are underage.’ 
 
    ‘But that doesn’t matter either,’ answered Milly, ‘because they never shot any scenes. Nari told him to piss off. But, as Nari suggested, she didn’t doubt for a minute that Kerford was into something illegal.’ 
 
    ‘So what about all these aliases: Crawford and David and Daggy?’ 
 
    ‘They’re nothing really, just aliases he used when he was using prostitutes. Apparently, he drinks a bit and gets confused sometimes.’ 
 
    ‘Where did the name Daggy come from then?’ 
 
    ‘Dunno,’ lied Milly. ‘It’s what they called him on Facebook.’ 
 
    ‘So what do you think’s going on?’ asked Stopford. 
 
    ‘You want me to do all your work for you, do you?’ asked Milly, smiling and looking red in the face. She didn’t mention the Russells knowing Kerford or the possible connection with Sim and Kerford in Aberdeen. ‘If you look at it, including Nari, there’s a loose association with all of them going back to the Croydon Inn.’ 
 
    ‘Except Sim Charles,’ continued Stopford. 
 
    ‘Well, that’s not strictly right, is it? There’s still the connection with Kerford and Naomi on Facebook.’ 
 
    ‘That’s not how they’ll depict the evidence in court,’ said Stopford. 
 
    ‘I’d say whatever’s going on, Sim Charles is up to his neck in it … and there’s this too,’ said Milly holding up her phone. ‘This is the contact Nari shared with me, which is Kerford’s number. She’s listed as Crawford in her contacts.’ 
 
    ‘You mentioned before that Kerford called Nari. I assumed they must have swapped numbers.’ 
 
    There was a short silence as Stopford and Windsor looked at each other again. ‘I don’t know what to say, Milly,’ said Stopford. 
 
    ‘Well, you’ve done a great job, Dr. McTaggart,’ said Windsor, taking over. ‘We might have to make you an honorary M.I.T. officer.’ 
 
    ‘There is something I’m after, and if you can do me a favor, it would help me. I’m going to keep chasing this up; I’m obsessed with it. I want to know the full story surrounding my sister’s death. It’s the least I can do for her and her adoptive parents … and my peace of mind, of course.’ 
 
    ‘Anything, Milly, what is it?’ 
 
    ‘Can you please get me copies of the mugshots of Joe Charles, his father Gus, and Cailin Stewart … and Sim Charles too, if you have one?’ 
 
    ‘We won’t have one of Gus Charles or Sim either,’ said Windsor. 
 
    ‘There will be one of Gus Charles, Rob. He’s got two convictions for assault,’ corrected Stopford. 
 
    ‘Sorry, you’re right, Greg, he will be on the system. I don’t think we will do any good with Sim Charles, though; his record is clean. Anyway, what do you want them for?’ 
 
    ‘Nothing really, I just want to set up a sort of conference room in my unit with photos of each of these guys, for inspiration. You know, one of those board things you guys put up, with photos of people you’re investigating with arrows and markers and question marks and more arrows making connections … that kind of thing.’ 
 
    ‘Gotcha, Milly,’ said Windsor, who was starting to smile a lot. 
 
    She’s up to something, thought Stopford. They finished their tea, and Windsor and Milly had two more wines as Stopford pondered what might have been. She appeared quite tipsy now, and her cheeks veritably glowed. Then Milly suggested they adjourn to her place for another drink and Stopford really began to rue the missed opportunity and his big mouth. Or was she just rubbing it in he wondered? 
 
    ‘Of course, if we don’t find Nari alive … and don’t get me wrong, Milly, but if we don’t, then anything she’s told you will just be your word against theirs.’ 
 
    ‘That’s why I’ve asked you for those mugshots and to come around to my place at Saint Albans Road. We can play that game, the one to get things started before a night in the sack. You would have played it before, Greg, a man of your experience.’ 
 
    ‘And what game would that be?’ asked Windsor, smiling more. He couldn’t help himself; Milly made him smile. 
 
    ‘You show me yours, and I’ll show you mine.’ She looked at Stopford as he cringed. He was pretty sure now that Milly was toying with him. 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ he asked as he looked at his watch nonchalantly like he’d never be interested in anything Milly had to show him. It was just after 9.00 p.m. Both Milly and Windsor had consumed quite a lot of alcohol and Milly was starting to slur her words as she got cheekier. 
 
    ‘I’ve got everything recorded for you. I taped my conversations with Nari, and I took screenshots of Naomi’s Facebook page and her friends, before and after they removed that Kerford creep. I’ve backed everything up to a U.S.B. You can take it with you,’ said Milly as she hiccuped. 
 
    ‘You’re unbelievable,’ said Windsor. 
 
    Unbelievable’s right, thought Stopford, as he helped Milly from her seat. I would have been a shoe-in tonight … the odds would have been unbackable. They dropped her back at her unit, picking up the promised U.S.B. When Stopford and Windsor left, Milly lay asleep on her bed, fully clothed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25. 
 
    The next morning Windsor drove to Croydon. He plugged Milly’s U.S.B. into his laptop, and he and Stopford viewed and listened to the evidence. They looked at the Facebook entries and changes and then listened to both taped conversations between Milly and Nari. 
 
    ‘There are myriad issues here, so where do you want to start?’ asked Stopford. 
 
    ‘Always start at the beginning, Greg, it’s easier,’ said Windsor calmly. He was feeling slightly ill. 
 
    ‘Alright, we’ll start with that lying piece of excrement, Hanni Dasti. The recording of the conversation alleges she and Kerford crossed paths with Siobhan Russell later that night. If it’s true, and if we can prove it, it changes everything, in my opinion.’ 
 
    ‘If either Dasti or Kerford had seen Sibby the night before she was murdered they were, and still are, obliged to tell us,’ replied Windsor. ‘Dasti, at least, has lied to us.’ Windsor wasn’t too excited by Stopford’s claim; he had come to the same conclusion himself. 
 
    ‘Yes, well that’s hardly a revelation; you can tell when Dasti is lying, her lips are moving. Then there’s Dasti directing traffic in and out of the inn and paying Nari Kim. Obviously, she knew what was going on with Kerford and the reason for hiring the room.’ 
 
    ‘What evidence do you have of that, Greg?’ 
 
    ‘For one, she didn’t clean the room for the next couple of days,’ answered Stopford. 
 
    ‘Wasn’t that because Stewart asked her not to?’ 
 
    ‘That question doesn’t even deserve an answer. Siobhan Russell was in the room; that’s why she didn’t clean it. If we can prove an association between Cailin Stewart and Kerford, it too will be a game changer. Then, where did Dasti get the £750 to pay Nari? Cailin Stewart of course. Kerford knew the money was coming to Kim, via Dasti from Stewart. Otherwise, he would have offered to pay Kim himself, and she would have told Milly. As for Dasti, she’d be too smart to use her own money in case she didn’t get it back. If she’s desperate enough to steal jewelry off Sibby Russell’s dead body for cash, she’s hardly going to start giving it away, so some creep could have a free shag … just in case she didn’t get it back.’ 
 
    ‘Unfortunately, a link between Dasti and Kerford could be explained away by Kerford using the inn for his extra-marital activities … but I agree with you. An established link between Kerford and Stewart would be substantial,’ replied Windsor again, in a calm manner. 
 
    ‘There has to be a link between Stewart and Kerford,’ continued Stopford; he was starting to rant now. ‘Each knew Kerford’s D.N.A. wasn’t on our systems when this started. If P.C. Stone wasn’t so astute, we’d still have no idea who Kerford is and, as Kim said in the recording, Kerford was careful with the three used condoms after he finished with them. He was in there doing a job. Someone’s got something over him; they needed his D.N.A., and they needed D.N.A. from someone they could trust. Then there’s the Facebook shenanigans and the alleged claims of some sort of pedophile activity or connection with Kerford thrown into the mix.’ 
 
    ‘Kim’s comment that Kerford said it would be legal for a change indicates some prior illegal activity,’ said Windsor. 
 
    ‘Maybe that’s what Stewart had over him?’ 
 
    ‘Possibly.’ 
 
    ‘Then there’s the phone contact between Nari and Kerford.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Greg, but first we need to find Nari Kim or what I fear now will likely be her body. By the way, while we’re discussing Dasti, how did she go in court, on her charge of stealing the jewelry from Sibby Russell?’ 
 
    ‘She copped a community sentence as far as I know. She did cooperate and testified in the trial against Stewart.’ 
 
    ‘Is that right? With all the running around, the crying and lying and leading us up the garden path, and she gets a community-based sentence to work some Saturday mornings picking up rubbish and cleaning graffiti off walls. It’s disgusting. As far as I’m concerned, if half of what is alleged in this new evidence is true, Kerford and Dasti might just as well have marched Siobhan Russell out in front of a firing squad where Stewart was waiting to pull the trigger.’ 
 
    ‘A conspiracy to murder charge is not out of the question. We just have to prove that Dasti and Kerford both knew Sibby Russell before she was murdered.’ 
 
    ‘I agree Greg, and at the risk of repeating myself, evidence that Siobhan Russell fronted the night before is a game changer here.’ He could see Stopford’s thought process working; he had seen that look before. It was a gawk, nay, an ogle, he thought, usually transfixed by the presence of a good-looking woman, a set of full pouting breasts and the fleeting chance of some kind of intimate rapport or a sexual encounter. It was very intense. 
 
    ‘And …’ 
 
    ‘You are starting to repeat yourself now, Greg,’ interrupted Windsor looking at his watch. ‘I agree, though. All the points you have made are relevant, but first to Nari Kim. We need to find her, some trace of her … or her body or remains. By the way, I’ll organize those mugshots for Milly. What do you think she’s up to?’ 
 
    ‘A hundred percent she’s up to something, and mark my words, she knows more than she’s letting on,’ said Stopford and he walked from his temporary office as his phone rang. It was Milly. 
 
    ‘Oh Greg, can you come back here, please?’ Windsor called out after Stopford. 
 
    ‘Hi, Milly, how did you pull up this morning?’ answered Stopford as he completed a U-turn and marched back toward his temporary office. 
 
    ‘Just the usual after a night on the white wine; a headache and my mouth felt like the bottom of a cocky’s cage. Look, I haven’t got a lot of time. I’m on my way to a meeting. I forgot to mention something last night to you guys.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly,’ said Stopford laughing. 
 
    ‘There was mention in an article in the paper in Australia about me visiting Sibby’s body in the morgue, and I’m damned if I can work out where they got the information from.’ 
 
    ‘Where do you think they got it from?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know, Greg; you’re the detective.’ 
 
    ‘Leave it with me,’ said Stopford as he walked into Windsor’s office. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, your ringing phone distracted me. Unofficially, we’ll be stepping up this search for Nari Kim from just a missing person investigation to … well, I haven’t decided yet … so we can throw more resources at it. Take whoever and whatever you need and don’t leave any stone unturned. I want a result in the next twelve to twenty-four hours. If the media gets a sniff, tell them it’s just another missing person’s case, but don’t give them any detail. Have I made myself clear, Greg?’ 
 
    ‘Crystal,’ answered Stopford as he left the office again. 
 
    Milly walked into her meeting. She had discussed matters with Rosie a couple of times since their meeting with Theo the Saturday afternoon after she got back. Rosie and Stuart were happy to wait another twelve months before moving to Brooklyn. As Rosie had explained, there was a fourth option they hadn’t considered in their original discussion, which had included cohabiting with Mandingo and his sister and drinking Pina Coladas in the Bahamas. 
 
    ‘So, what was the other option you discussed with Theo … a branch in Freeport?’ Milly had enquired of Rosie. 
 
    ‘I wish,’ Rosie had answered smiling. ‘No, Stuart can come on board in a counseling role. There are never enough quality psychologists to fill the counseling positions available here. Remember I told you he never wanted to work with his father? Well, this is an ideal chance to get him involved in the business while Theo is living and working over 5,500 kilometers away in New York. Then, when Theo returns in twelve months, we can all pack up and skedaddle off to the good old U.S. of A.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds like a great idea to me,’ Milly had agreed. 
 
    ‘You must promise you will come to Brooklyn, Milly,’ was the one stipulation Rosie had insisted on. 
 
    ‘Absolutely, Rosie,’ Milly had promised. 
 
    ‘This way, we get rid of Theo, I’ll have Stuart working with me and you get to work in a part-time role. As Stuart pointed out, if we go to Brooklyn with Theo and you get busy with your other commitments and things go a bit haywire here, the whole business could fall over, especially if it’s down to staff issues. At least we’ll have Stuart to help us if things get tough, Milly.’ 
 
    The three Watford Therapy protagonists stood before Annis Baird. There were two interest groups — Theo in one corner, Milly and Rosie in the other. Annis had drawn up a three-year contract for Milly to sign. She would earn fifteen percent more per hour on her new rate than she was currently earning but with no entitlements, and she must agree to a two-year stint in Brooklyn. Milly didn’t care about the money, but she balked at two years in Brooklyn after a year in the U.K. on casual. She reminded herself of her conversation with Mia and her aunt back in Australia — she had intended to return after two years. Theo was asking for three in total. She hadn’t promised but felt she should help Mia with her aunt; after all, she had done very well out of Uncle James and Aunt Christy. 
 
    ‘Make it a year in Brooklyn, Theo. I can come at that.’ 
 
    He agreed to the change, and everyone was happy; there was only one other change. He got to expand the business and spend more time in the U.S.A. He would miss out on some of his grandchildren growing up, but that didn’t worry Theo — he couldn’t care less, thought Milly. 
 
    When Theo left Watford Therapy, nothing could wipe the smile off his face. He had Milly’s new contract; she was locked in. His expansion plans and his legend status as a captain of industry with business interests in the U.K. and the U.S A. would soon be firmly established. Australia would be next, he thought. The business would follow Milly home. When he drove from the car park, and Annis knew he was out of earshot, she asked why the hell anyone of Theo’s age, with a perfectly good and profitable business in the U.K. and a seemingly secure retirement ahead, would place everything at risk with a move to the U.S. 
 
    ‘Well, that’s the thing with Theo; he’s a narcissist with a huge ego,’ answered Rosie. ‘If this move works, he will be unstoppable, invincible, another Jeff Bezos, Elon Musk or even Bill Gates.’ 
 
    ‘More like the U.K. equivalent of Conrad Black,’ commented Annis. She covered her mouth; she was embarrassed. She had never spoken out of turn like that before, but she disliked Theo intensely. 
 
    ‘Yes, Annis, I agree,’ said Milly before Annis could mount a retraction. ‘He’s a very ambitious narcissist,’ she said, grinning broadly. ‘The proof will be in the eating. I just hope he doesn’t end up in jail in the U.S. like Conrad Black did.’ 
 
    I hope he does, thought Annis. 
 
    As Stopford walked out to the front of the Croydon Police Station, he called on the services of D.S. Politan Slayer. He had relocated to Watford temporarily from New Scotland Yard, and Windsor had met with him that morning to look at Milly’s evidence as they stepped up their search for Nari Kim in what would morph into a hunt for her killer, believed both detectives. Detective Sergeant Slayer stood at over 195 centimeters or six feet five in the old measurements and everything about him was big. He had huge hands, a big nose, big ears and sported the black skin of his sub-Saharan origin, although his light green eyes belied his West Indian heritage. There had obviously been a conjugal meeting with European ancestry and a happy ending, for the male at least, in his not too distant ancestral past, thought Stopford. 
 
    ‘Pleased to meet you, sir. I’m Cosmo Slayer,’ said the detective as he extended his hand to Stopford. 
 
    ‘Pleased to meet you too,’ replied Stopford and he shook Cosmo’s outstretched hand, completely losing sight of his own hand in the time-honored masculine greeting. Stopford looked up at Cosmo as he would the Eiffel Tower. He’s a big ugly brute was his first thought — and then, those bloody green eyes. Cosmo stared down from his lofty position. D.I. Stopford was exhibiting the first signs of male pattern baldness, but Cosmo didn’t say anything because he knew, with his short-cropped hair and slight comb-over, that his new boss was trying his best to hide it. 
 
    ‘Well, it looks like you and I will be the long and the short of it,’ said Stopford, breaking the silence. 
 
    ‘Yes, sir,’ answered Cosmo as he followed Stopford to the squad car. 
 
    ‘Please call me by my name, Cosmo. It’s Greg ... at least in more informal surroundings.’ 
 
    ‘As you wish, Greg.’ They sat in the squad car, and Cosmo slid the passenger side seat as far back as it would go. 
 
    ‘It might be easier if we take the front seat out and you belt up in the back seat,’ said Stopford laughing. 
 
    ‘I’m used to it, Greg,’ replied Cosmo. Stopford had a feeling they would get on well together. 
 
    ‘We’re on our way to Kim’s one-bedroom unit on St. Saviours Road. D.C.I. Windsor has upgraded this investigation from a missing person investigation to, in his words an “I haven’t decided yet” investigation. They’ve decided to do some forensic testing, so we’ll drop in for a look on our way past.’ 
 
    ‘Where to after that?’ 
 
    ‘To have another talk with two of Kim’s colleagues. There are a few we need to get around, and this lawyer friend of Kim’s as well. We’ll talk with him later this afternoon.’ They drove on for a bit. 
 
    Stopford’s phone rang. 
 
    ‘D.I. Stopford speaking.’ 
 
    ‘Where are you, Greg?’ 
 
    ‘On Lodge Road on our way to Kim’s unit.’ 
 
    ‘Right, turn around and head back here, please. The unit has been turned into a crime scene, so I don’t want you and Cosmo walking all over the place dropping your D.N.A. everywhere. Forensics have located Kim’s body.’ 
 
    ‘On our way back now, sir,’ said Stopford as he completed a U-turn for the second time today at Windsor’s request. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26. 
 
    It was lunchtime Friday, and Milly filled in some time at work wandering through the Doe Network website. She wanted to add Nari to the list of those missing in the U.K., but Stopford had asked her to wait until police officially listed her as a missing person. One good thing about moving to Brooklyn would be the time she could spend following the network and maybe meeting its people. It was a quiet day. She had two counseling sessions that afternoon and would need to stick around as her current employment position continued through to close of business, May 31, the following Wednesday night. That was the second change Milly had made to her new contract. Theo wanted her in a full-time role until June 30. 
 
    When she had visited Joe in prison, Milly had requested photos of Sim and Niall. She knew the police wouldn’t have a mugshot of Sim as he’d never been charged. The irony wasn’t lost on Milly. The process of criminal identification, fingerprints, D.N.A. and a mugshot of the biggest criminal by far in the Charles family and possibly one of the biggest criminals in Scotland, she thought, didn’t hang in any police archive. No one would ever be sure of the exact circumstances of Niall’s death. Were drugs involved, wondered Milly. One family member had died, and another was in prison, both probably because of drugs, while Sim flew as free as a bird. 
 
    Their mother Deonaid was the best option for photos of Niall and Sim, advised Joe. Gus Charles had removed all photos with Sim in them from display in the family home. Deonaid had taken them from frames and stored them away for posterity. When Joe enquired as to Milly’s folly, she gave him the same reason she had given Stopford and Windsor — a conference room board for inspiration. Joe had requested Deonaid send Milly the photos when she visited him in prison the week after Milly left Scotland. 
 
    ‘Why photos of Niall and Gus?’ Joe had asked. 
 
    ‘Why not?’ was Milly’s reply. She wasn’t giving anything away. 
 
    Deonaid had come good, and an official-looking document package arrived via Express 48 at Watford Therapy. In the package were three photos of each of her sons and two of Gus thrown in for good measure. A photo of Niall at sixteen caught Milly’s attention. Like Sim and Joe, he was gorgeous. One photo of Sim had been taken six years ago when he was twenty-six. Deonaid had written the age of the boys on the back of each photo. There was an intense family likeness shared by all three boys — no one could miss it — but in Milly’s opinion, Joe and Niall were more alike. Every picture told a story, and she would wait for the mugshots from Rob Windsor and display them alongside the copy she had made from the photos Stopford sent of Kerford to Scotland. She had her evidence board, as she would call it, it just needed setting up, and the photos added; then she would wait for inspiration. 
 
    She finished her two scheduled counseling sessions, and when she arrived back at Saint Albans Road later that afternoon, her phone rang. It was D.I. Stopford. 
 
    ‘Hi, Milly. I’m calling with some bad news. You may want to sit down.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Greg.’ Milly guessed why Stopford was calling. 
 
    ‘We’ve found Nari Kim. I’m sorry, Milly, I’m afraid she’s dead.’ 
 
    ‘Where did you find her, Greg? How was she killed? Are there any suspects?’ Milly’s thoughts ran at a million miles an hour, then she stopped talking and started crying. ‘Give me five minutes to get myself sorted, and I’ll call you back.’ 
 
    Milly wasn’t surprised Nari was dead. She had assumed that from her meeting with the two detectives the previous evening, but she had lived in the vain hope she might be found alive. She needed to be strong, to steel herself, to harden the fuck up, as Dannii would call it. She stopped crying; her grieving was finished. It was time to get even. She made herself a strong coffee, then sat down and called Stopford back. 
 
    ‘Hi, Greg. Can you please give me the details of Nari’s death?’ 
 
    ‘Milly, I’m sorry, I really am. I can’t give you any details yet; nothing's official.’ 
 
    ‘Righto, Greg. If you want any chance at all of getting into my pants, you better tell me everything you know and don’t try and fob me off … don’t give me any of your shit. Now that’s any chance, Greg, any chance at all.’ There was a protracted silence. ‘Are you there?’ 
 
    ‘Um … what did you just say, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘You heard me.’ 
 
    ‘Well, the details are rather gory, and I was hoping to spare you.’ 
 
    ‘Everything, Greg, I mean everything; there’s a lot at stake.’ 
 
    There sure is, thought Stopford, ‘Alright, Milly. You may need to sit down.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sitting, Greg.’ 
 
    ‘They found Nari’s body under her bed. Both legs had been cut from her body at the hip joints. Then her right leg was cut in half … the femur was separated from the tibia and fibula by slicing through the area at the back of the kneecap or patella. Then her torso, with the head attached, her left leg and the two parts of her right leg were stuffed into a large suitcase.’ 
 
    ‘Anything else?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Well, come on, Greg … everything.’ 
 
    ‘They had cut all her fingertips and thumb tips off at the first joint.’ 
 
    ‘Why the hell would they do that?’ 
 
    ‘We’re not sure yet,’ replied Stopford. 
 
    ‘Is that all? Where did they kill her?’ 
 
    ‘No, that’s not all. Her body was naked … it appears they took the clothes she was wearing with them.’ 
 
    ‘Why would they do that?’ 
 
    ‘We don’t know yet, but they left the finger and thumb tips in the suitcase, so it’s not as if they were trying to hide her identity … but maybe there is something else. Maybe the killer or killers were disturbed, so they just stuffed everything into the suitcase and left. At this stage, it appears she was murdered and butchered in her bathroom …  in the bath, according to forensics. Then they’ve set about cleaning up after themselves.’ 
 
    ‘There would have been a hell of a mess.’ 
 
    ‘Not at all … No. The only blood forensics detected was by using luminol. Jude thinks she was probably bled out and cut up in the bath and after that, everything washed down. Then she was stuffed into the suitcase. The bathroom is all white lino and tiles, so it was easy to clean and get rid of the evidence; they could see what they were doing. One of our guys did a quick check of the unit to see she wasn’t hiding or lying dead somewhere, but they didn’t find anything.’ 
 
    ‘It would have to be a big suitcase, Greg.’ 
 
    ‘Not really. Nari was tiny, and anyway, it’s amazing what you can fit into a suitcase. The “someone disturbed them” theory might have legs. Her throat was cut so they may have been meaning to decapitate her and take the head and fingertips somewhere else to confuse investigators.’ 
 
    ‘My God, Greg, too much detail.’ 
 
    ‘Well, you insisted, Milly, that’s why I didn’t want to say anything. It’s either all or nothing in a case like this. Maybe the murderer or murderers brought the suitcase in with them … who knows? As I said, we don’t think it was Nari’s, probably because it was so big.  Anyway, Cosmo and I will be here most of the weekend following things up, and Jude’s onto it, so I won’t get to your place until tonight.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean you won’t get to my place until … oh for crying out loud, Greg, go home and take a cold shower will you, for Christ’s sake. You’re like a mongrel dog. One of my friends has just been viciously murdered, and all you can think about is your dick.’ 
 
    ‘I beg your pardon, Milly, that’s your dirty mind working,’ said Stopford indignantly. ‘I was going to drop off the mugshots of the rogue’s gallery.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I’m sorry, mate …’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry if you think I’m trying to come on to you, but I’m not,’ — not half, he thought. 
 
    ‘No, that’s alright, my mistake, Greg, and I apologize. It’s just with all this other stuff going on … well, you know. Can you please call me if you find anything? Anything you tell me will be held in the strictest of confidence …’ 
 
    ‘And the more info I give you, the better my chances, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘You’re a cheeky bugger, aren’t you? Yes, I’ll keep playing that game with you then: the more info, the better your chances. In fact, I’ll come for a drive and pick up the photos from you at your flat in Twickenham, if you like; I’ve got nothing else to do. I’ll need your address, and you better behave yourself … alright!’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely, Milly, bring a change of clothes with you, I’ve got a spare towel.’ Stopford laughed, and Milly laughed quite hysterically. Their conversation had morphed from extremely sad to a stress reliever — D.I. Greg Stopford certainly had a way about him, she thought. She pressed the red phone icon at the bottom of her iPhone. Despite the bad news, she had to smile to herself. He’s persistent; there’s no doubt about that. He’d make a bloody good P.I. 
 
    The following morning with her evidence board on wheels in her main living area, Milly strategically pinned the photos in place. The police mugshots were obvious; the characters were serious and unsmiling. Just as Joe and Niall were alike, so were Gus and Sim. In fact, when Milly pinned the old photos of Gus on her corkboard, she commented out loud what a handsome bugger he was when he was young. She guessed the shots at up to thirty years old; they didn’t have a date on them. From what she could remember of Deonaid at Sibby’s funeral, all the boys had at least one of her traits — a softness about them — especially Niall and even Sim. At the end of the line of the Charles’ photos were pinned Cailin Stewart and Daggy Kerford. 
 
    She stepped back and admired her handiwork. Milly decided all her subjects were quite handsome, including Stewart and Kerford. Obviously, Stewart and Kerford were the odd ones out and, as she studied them, Kerford’s eyelid was more prominent than ever. She would continue to look at them now and every day until she was sure she hadn’t missed anything. 
 
    The following day, on Sunday, Stopford called Milly. It was late morning; she had slept in. They had picked up Nari Kim’s lawyer friend or pseudo-boyfriend, as Stopford described him. He was indeed a lawyer and was in a relationship with Nari. He said he was encouraging her to make a career change. They had cleared him at this stage but would wait on more forensic tests to give him the all clear. He could account for his whereabouts through to last Sunday when Nari had left the Essex Arms, and they expected his fingerprints and D.N.A. to be in the unit, as he had stayed there. He had called at the unit Sunday evening looking for Nari and called her phone, but she hadn’t answered. 
 
    ‘By the way, Milly, the suitcase under the bed is his. Nari was planning to move out of her unit into his place. Her lease was up in a month. We also believe there may be a chance he disturbed the killer on Sunday night. He knocked on the door but didn’t go in. It’s strange he didn’t have a key, considering their relationship.’ 
 
    ‘You explained that yourself when I called you on Thursday. I remember you saying she would be private, that it was in the nature of her work …  that it came with the territory.’ 
 
    ‘I do recall saying that.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I don’t know if Nari saw clients at her unit. I suppose she did. Re this lawyer guy …’ 
 
    ‘His name is Giles Ryon.’ 
 
    ‘Re this Giles guy; I’ve been thinking. It’s a bit like a parent knowing their fifteen-year-old kid smokes and catching them in the act. The shit doesn’t hit the fan until they catch them.’ 
 
    ‘So, Giles knew what she was doing, but she didn’t want him to catch her in the act?’ 
 
    ‘Exactly. She didn’t give him keys, so he couldn’t catch her smoking.’ 
 
    ‘Excellent point, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Greg, talk to you during the week,’ she said, hanging up as she sat in the lounge room with her coffee and looked at the evidence board. Milly pushed Sibby’s diary aside and sat her coffee on the table. They all looked back at her. One was dead, two in jail and another two should have been in jail. She wondered if Nari’s murderer was amongst them as she looked at Sim; his eyes followed her when she took her empty coffee cup to the kitchen sink. Then when she had washed the cup, Sim’s eyes followed her back to the main living area where she sat back down. 
 
    They looked at each other and Milly looked closer as she picked up Sibby’s diary to read it for the umpteenth time. 
 
    ‘Shit,’ she thought to herself as she called Stopford’s number again. 
 
    ‘Hi, Milly, that didn’t take …’ 
 
    ‘You don’t think they’re trying to warn me, do you, Greg?’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘By cutting the ends of her fingers and thumbs off.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly, Cosmo thought of that and noted it down. I didn’t want to say anything to you … not yet. We were giving you a couple of days to digest what has already happened.’ 
 
    ‘What are you and this Cosmo thinking, Greg?’ 
 
    ‘We are working around that old saying that bad things come in threes.’ 
 
    ‘Yes?’ 
 
    ‘There are already two dead girls … two girls with no fingerprints, and you would be three.’ 
 
    ‘That’s what I’m thinking too. I think I killed Nari Kim.’ 
 
    ‘Who knows, Milly. If it is them, they could be sending you a message … a warning. If they wanted to, I think you’d already be dead by now. You need to be careful, but we’ll discuss that next week.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27. 
 
    Milly found it difficult to concentrate on the business of Watford Therapy. Monday was a busy day; she was run off her feet. She’d only been back at work for a week and was sick of it already. She was about to leave for the day when she was buzzed via her landline from reception. 
 
    ‘There’s a gentleman here asking to see you, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mandy?’ 
 
    ‘Goes by the name of Giles Ryon,’ said Mandy reading from his business card. 
 
    Milly thought for a second; she was tired, she couldn’t really be bothered. ‘Send him through, and can you ask Rosie to hang around while he’s here? I won’t be long.’ 
 
    There was a knock on her office door. 
 
    ‘Pleased to meet you, Dr. McTaggart,’ said Giles Ryon and he walked into Milly’s office as she pointed to the seat opposite. There was nothing surprising about him until he opened his mouth. He was older than Nari, around twenty-four or five, of average height and build. When he spoke, Milly suddenly understood what they meant by a clipped English accent and stiff upper lip. She was surprised how her mind worked when it wasn’t busy or under strict supervision — a bit like her behavior. She imagined Giles Ryon explaining to fellow clipped English lawyers at a clipped garden party what his partner did for a living. He wouldn’t have to worry about that now; Nari was dead. 
 
    ‘Please call me Milly. What can I do for you, Giles?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t really know, Milly. I thought I’d come and meet you. Nari spoke very fondly of you.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, well, I was fond of her too. I can’t believe she’s gone.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t either. I guess the reason I’m here is I’m wondering what Nari told you. If you don’t wish to discuss it, that’s fine; just tell me, and I won’t waste any more of your time.’ 
 
    ‘No, I’ve got no problem with that Giles. What do you want to know?’ Milly’s mind started wandering again. She imagined the reaction of some people if they had talked to Giles over the phone without meeting him. Some would have been quite shocked when they did; he looked very Korean but sounded very Prince Charles. 
 
    ‘She informed me she told you of a man from her past by the surname Crawford or Kerford,’ said Giles as the lawyer in him wondered if she was going to give him her full attention. 
 
    ‘Nari did mention him. She said he was someone from her past, from last year.’ Then Milly went on and told him of her discussions with Nari concerning Kerford. Giles indicated that their conversation around Crawford ran along similar lines. 
 
    ‘I’m afraid Crawford was also very much in her present as well as her past.’ 
 
    ‘Nari indicated she was finished with Kerford, but I guess she only told me what she wanted me to know. She was telling me more as we went along. Trust is like money, Giles … hard to earn and easily spent. What makes you think she was still involved with Kerford?’ 
 
    ‘There were phone calls. Unbeknown to her, I checked her phone last week, and she was receiving calls, mostly missed calls, from this David Crawford; at least that’s the name that came up when it rang.’ 
 
    ‘Have you told the police anything?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, in between trying to convince them I had nothing to do with Nari’s murder.’ 
 
    ‘How long were you two seeing each other?’ 
 
    ‘Two months …’ he answered. Even his approximates sounded precise, thought Milly, ‘and two days today,’ Giles added. 
 
    ‘Exactly,’ she said by mistake; she didn’t mean to. 
 
    ‘Sorry, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, Giles, my mind is far away. I’ve had a difficult few days. What sort of law do you practice?’ She was hoping he’d say criminal law, so she could get him on side for some free advice. 
 
    ‘Company law.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, Giles, I don’t mean to be rude, but I need to get going, I’ve got another appointment.’ She sensed he was getting settled. 
 
    ‘There is something else. I believe that this Crawford or Kerford or whatever name he goes by was involved in more than Nari was letting on. I believe he makes and distributes child porn.’ 
 
    Just then Rosie knocked on the office door. 
 
    ‘You alright, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Rosie, I’ll be with you directly.’ 
 
    ‘I suggest, Giles, we keep this conversation between ourselves. If the police don’t ask, don’t tell them that we’ve talked this afternoon. I’m heading to Scotland Friday and will be back late Monday afternoon. I should know more then. The more you tell them, the more it will complicate things. I’m considering a few issues, and I haven’t told police everything from my side yet either.’ There I go again, thought Milly, establishing something in common with someone I don’t know. 
 
    ‘Mom’s the word, Dr. McTaggart. Hopefully, I’ll talk with you again in the next eight or so days.’ 
 
    He could have been an accountant too, she thought. ‘Yes, Giles, talk with you soon.’ 
 
    I don’t like him, thought Milly as she watched him walk out her office door. He’s too much like that other clipped lawyer, Mason the ponce. 
 
    The following day was busy again. Ten minutes before she was due to meet with her first client, her phone rang. 
 
    ‘Hi, Milly, it’s Cosmo Slayer.’ 
 
    ‘Bloody hell. How are you, mate?’ she asked as she walked into one of the interview rooms and kicked the door shut behind her. 
 
    ‘I’m great, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘How’s Jazzy?’ 
 
    ‘Jasmine’s good too. This is a quick call, I’ve only got a couple of minutes.’ 
 
    ‘I was wondering if it was you when Greg Stopford mentioned the name Cosmo. There wouldn’t be too many Cosmos about,’ said Milly ignoring him. 
 
    ‘No, Milly, one’s enough. Look, I’m just wondering how we’re going to manage this. I haven’t told D.I. Stopford about our relationship.’ 
 
    ‘Why would you? There’s nothing to tell. You’re not investigating me. I haven’t done anything wrong, and I’ve changed my ways since the last time I saw you and Jazzy … it would have been that all-nighter in Twickenham, out near the stadium.’ 
 
    ‘Dear oh dear, what a night that was.’ 
 
    ‘Huge,’ she agreed. ‘As I said, I’ve changed my ways, no drugs or sex for well over six months now. I would have ended up dead somewhere the way I was going. I miss it, though ...’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly,’ interrupted Cosmo. ‘Well, Jasmine’s pregnant, and we’ve moved on from there, and we were never into drugs, so it’s changed for us a bit too … not as much as you, though. You were heading for a fall.’ 
 
    ‘Still living in Twickenham?’ 
 
    ‘Yes … look, at the risk of being rude, how do you want to play this … with D.I. Stopford, I mean?’ 
 
    ‘Totally cool. Play it totally cool, Cosmo. The only information anyone will get will be information you give them. I will be utterly discreet. Nothing will ever come from me.’ 
 
    ‘That’s great. I knew I could count on you.’ 
 
    ‘Sure. See you soon,’ said Milly grinning to herself, remembering fun times. ‘I have to go; my next appointment is knocking on the door.’ It had to be him being a detective. There wouldn’t be too many detectives answering to Cosmo, thought Milly, as she opened her office door. 
 
    There he stood, a snotty nose kid, escorted by Mandy, with an inferiority complex and a father who thought he was Watford’s version of John Rambo. ‘Just a minute, Craig, we’ll move around to one of the interview rooms,’ she said as she led him into interview room three. Talk about getting jerked back to reality; this job is really starting to piss me off, she thought, as Craig sat down and gave a long, drawn-out sniff. ‘Let’s both blow our noses,’ said Milly as she sniffed in keeping with the something in common theme. Then she retrieved a handkerchief from her bag, and they both blew their noses together, lest Craig sniff his way through the whole consultation. 
 
    *** 
 
    As they drove to Watford, Stopford enquired after Cosmo’s heritage. ‘So where did you come from … and the name Politan? It’s quite unusual.’ 
 
    ‘It’s my mother’s maiden name. My mother is, for want of a better description, off-white; she’s nowhere near as dark as me. My father, at least on paper, is white, and I’ve taken his surname. He adopted me when he married my mom when I was four years old. As for my birth father well, your guess is as good as mine. He would have been darker than my mother and of West Indian descent.’ 
 
    ‘You have some white European blood in you too, Cosmo, with those green eyes.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Greg, somewhere up in the family tree, but I’m not exactly sure where. I was one of those kids who was happy to go along with things. I had no wish to discover my genetic origins … or my father. From the little my mother tells me, if we had stayed with him, our future would have been quite bleak.’ 
 
    ‘Have you always been known as Cosmo?’ 
 
    ‘No, when I was young they called me Polly, which turned into Polly Slayer when Mom married my father, offending all manner of bird fanciers.’ Stopford roared laughing. ‘Then one of my uncles, one of my mom’s brothers, came up with Cosmo, as in cosmopolitan.’ 
 
    ‘That’s cosmopolitan as in a cosmopolitan country like the U.K.?’ asked Stopford. 
 
    ‘Yes, Greg, only I’m a person … a racially diverse person.’ 
 
    ‘That’s brilliant, Cosmo, I love it,’ said Stopford as they pulled into Watford Therapy. ‘Right, this Dr. McTaggart we are visiting is a doctor of psychology and a real character. She’s not bad looking either, and she’s got beautiful big tits.’ 
 
    I know, thought Cosmo, smiling to himself. ‘I’m looking forward to meeting her; I’ve heard a lot about her.’ 
 
    Stopford knocked on Milly’s office door. She called them in, and Stopford introduced Cosmo. ‘My word, you’re a big boy,’ said Milly as she shook Cosmo’s hand. ‘Look at your hands; they’re huge.’ 
 
    Right, thought Stopford, as he shifted uncomfortably on the spot. He knew what they said about big hands and long fingers as Milly stared down at Cosmo’s huge feet and he slid his own small — well smallish — hands quietly into his trouser pockets. 
 
    ‘Pleased to meet you too, Dr. McTaggart,’ said Cosmo as he released Milly’s hand. Milly looked at the two officers standing before her and briefly pondered their evolutionary paths. Obviously, Cosmo was built for running into battle to kill or be killed. Greg, on the other hand, with his feisty personality and nature, was built to start the fight and run off and hide; that’s why he was short, so he could hide behind the bushes. They made a good pair, she decided; opposites attract. 
 
    ‘Have a seat gentleman, and please, Cosmo, call me Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Alright, Milly,’ began Stopford as he removed his hands from his pockets. ‘We’ve called in today to have a look at your phone contact and have a general discussion with you.’ 
 
    ‘The one Nari sent me?’ 
 
    ‘That’s right.’ Milly picked her phone up and searched her contacts for David Crawford. 
 
    ‘This is the phone contact Nari sent me,’ she said as she handed her iPhone to Cosmo who was closer. ‘It was the phone contact sent Nari by Kerford.’ 
 
    Cosmo looked at it. ‘This is the South Croydon Inn mobile number. We’ve already checked. Hanni Dasti’s personal number and the inn number are the same. I bet this number was sent from Dasti’s phone. He just used his other name … David Crawford.’ 
 
    ‘What’s the point of that?’ asked Milly. ‘Why would Kerford send Nari Dasti’s number?’ 
 
    ‘If Kim wanted to get in touch with Kerford she could do so through Dasti. She didn’t have Kerford’s number so in Keford’s mind, and in reality, he was one step away from her. When we haul Dasti and Kerford in to explain themselves, Dasti will say she has Kim’s number because Kim met with clients there and Kerford will say he had Dasti’s number because he met with clients there too.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Cosmo, but why would Dasti do that? Why would she be the meat in the sandwich?’ 
 
    ‘Because,’ butted in Stopford, ‘whatever is going on in there, these two at least are in it together. You can bet anything Stewart’s number, or Sim Charles’ number if he is involved, or Naomi Harris, or Joe Charles or anyone else like that won’t be in Kerford or Dasti’s phone contacts because they can’t be easily explained away. Dasti and Kerford have the South Croydon Inn in common.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think Joe Charles is involved; he’s in jail … or Naomi for that matter either.’ 
 
    ‘I was only using them as examples, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘So, that’s the phone thing fixed then,’ said Cosmo, hopefully ending the conversation before it got more complicated. ‘Okay, we’re a little concerned for your safety, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Why’s that?’ 
 
    ‘Currently, we are looking at three motives for Nari’s murder. First is a disgruntled client. Second, there’s this rather pompous Giles Ryon, who we’ve virtually ruled out, and then there’s the connection with the South Croydon Inn.’ 
 
    ‘Which option are you guys thinking?’ 
 
    ‘We haven’t ruled any out. Currently, we are thinking along the lines of Dasti and Kerford at the Croydon Inn and one or two of the other names we’ve just mentioned. If we follow the third option through logically, it has to be something to do the Facebook deletions,’ said Cosmo. ‘It’s too coincidental for there not to be a connection.’ 
 
    ‘In other words, Milly, if we take the third option, we believe the catalyst to Nari Kim’s murder was your friendship on Facebook. Hopefully, your threat to them has diminished now Kim is dead. A lot of the evidence died with Kim, and they know that if something happens to you as well, then all sorts of shit will hit the fan.’ 
 
    ‘Look, Greg, I don’t want to sound smug, but I worked all this out a week ago and confirmed it to myself with the second call I made to you on Sunday morning. I believe they are warning me.’ 
 
    ‘That’s fine, Milly. Be very careful what you say and who you say it to, and anything you do from now on. If you are to meet with anyone or someone contacts you, especially if you don’t know them, please run it past Cosmo or me. What happened to Nari was vicious and sadistic. We’ll be keeping an eye on you, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘No worries. I might as well tell you now then. I’m flying to Edinburgh Friday afternoon and staying at the Premier Inn, Edinburgh Airport Newbridge Friday night. I’m hiring a car, and I’ll drive across and visit Joe Charles in Barlinnie Prison Saturday afternoon in Glasgow at 3:00 p.m. I intend to try and contact his father Gus Charles while I’m there and meet with him, but so far I’m not having any luck. After that, I haven’t quite finalized what I’m doing, but I’ll probably drive up to Dundee and try to meet with Deonaid Charles and stay at the Russells … my sister’s adoptive parents … on Sunday night.’ 
 
    ‘When are you coming back, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘Late Monday afternoon at this stage. Please don’t make a fuss, you two. You’ve got more important things to do than worry about me. There are a couple of reasons for Nari’s murder that don’t involve me. I don’t know why you’re bothering with me at all.’ 
 
    ‘It’s our job, Milly,’ replied Cosmo. ‘We need to keep you safe. There’s a lot to go in this investigation, and if we are right and follow option three, there’s a lot at stake.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, guys,’ said Milly. 
 
    As they walked to the car, Stopford and Cosmo both agreed that Milly was holding out on them. Why was she trying to meet the Charles family one by one? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 28. 
 
    Milly considered her talk with Giles Ryon and the phone contact Nari shared with her on the day she died. The phone calls alarming Giles could have been Hanni Dasti and not Kerford calling Nari, at least according to Cosmo. Giles reasonably assumed it was Kerford or Crawford as the phone contact said, but as Kerford and Dasti were working together, it didn’t matter who made the call; they would both be after the same thing. It was starting to get complicated, so Milly decided she would stick to the Scottish side of the investigation and leave Kerford and Dasti to Cosmo and Stopford. 
 
    When she returned to her unit that afternoon, she looked at the diary lying on the coffee table. It was on loan from the Russells so it would have to go back, but it contained answers, she was sure of it. Then she looked at her evidence board, at the rogue’s gallery, and considered Giles’ concerns about Kerford. It was something he said that caught her attention as she looked at Sibby’s diary again. Sibby held a secret to the end of the June when her diary ran out of pages. It didn’t make sense that she’d cut it off then and write nothing else in the four months that followed before her death. 
 
    She turned her attention back to the evidence board. She looked at Cailin Stewart and wondered if prison had mellowed him. She had helped detectives trap him in a ruse the last time he was taken for an interview before his incarceration began. She had walked toward Stewart in a deliberate ploy as the interview turned to interrogation. She was wearing clothes like those worn by Sibby the night she was murdered. She looked the same, a clone of Sibby Russell. 
 
    They had goaded and prodded the sleeping bear that day, as it stirred menacingly and roared. He cursed Milly, calling her a bitch and claimed he had killed her, unaware he was abusing Sibby’s twin sister. They couldn’t use it in evidence, even though it was recorded, but it proved a point — they had their man. No, thought Milly, a civil discussion with Cailin Stewart would be a bridge too far; he was renowned for his foul temper. 
 
    She continued to dwell on the evidence board. There had to be one of these rogues who held the truth in this tale. Niall couldn’t help; he was dead. Joe couldn’t help; he was in prison. She looked at Sim; he was a mystery. The left side of his brain didn’t know what the right side was doing. He stood in the photo sent to Milly by Deonaid, his arms folded, an enigma, all-encompassing and thoroughly ruthless in a placid, good-looking kind of way. His reputation preceded him, never to be trifled with — he was Blunt Force Charles. 
 
    She remembered the invitation from Sim for tea when she stumbled across him and Naomi at the airport in Perth. She hadn’t mentioned the encounter to Stopford. Police attention wasn’t on Sim Charles, but Milly was sure he was involved in Sibby’s murder. She just wasn’t running that line with Stopford yet, but planned to soon. There was no hurry; his time would come. He wasn’t going anywhere. Sim held the key, he knew the truth, but like Cailin Stewart, he was a bridge too far. 
 
    She turned her gaze back to the rogue’s gallery. There was only Gus Charles left. The whole Charles family was a hotbed of human emotion. There was love, hate and the desperate loss of a son. One son was gone forever and another for at least four years and potentially eight if he didn't behave. Then there was his split from Deonaid, and Gus’s belief his whole family was torn asunder by Sim and drugs. Joe claimed Gus wanted Deonaid back and, as for Sim, well, a suitcase under a bed would be too good for him. Milly stared at Gus as Gus stared back. She would work on Joe when she saw him on Saturday, and she might try his father. She turned from Gus to Sibby’s diary; then she looked back at Gus, and they stared at each other again. 
 
    Dr. Judas James and his team had completed the autopsy of Nari Kim and would release her body soon for the funeral. Milly decided she wasn’t going; she hardly knew her, and she hated funerals. It would all be too sad, not least because Nari was young, but she had been brutally slain, a sadness exacerbated by her parents learning how she earned her living. Maybe they wouldn’t go to the funeral either, thought Milly. Then she remembered Nari describing their financial position, so she called Judas James. 
 
    ‘I’m calling to ask a favor, Dr. James. Is there any chance you can tell me the funeral home Nari Kim’s body will be released to post her autopsy when the legal matters are taken care of?’ Judas James loved using words like pre and post instead of before and after; it set you apart from the uneducated swill — it defined your level of education. 
 
    ‘It is a highly unusual request, Dr. McTaggart. Of course, I will inform Detective Inspector Stopford that Croydon Funeral Homes will be collecting her remains from the morgue early next week, so you will need to make a request of him for the funeral home location.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you, Dr. James, you have been most helpful. I’ll be sure and give D.I. Stopford a call.’ 
 
    Milly called Croydon Funeral Homes. She was informed there was no date set and there would be no formal funeral. The family had chosen a direct cremation — the cheapest option available, but they wouldn’t give her any other information. She would need to call the family or wait until a notice appeared in the paper or online. They continued to refuse any information until they realized that a more expensive option might be on offer, then information flowed freely — as she explained; ‘I am family after all.’ She got off the phone and, after consulting his business card, called Giles Ryon. 
 
    Giles went into a formal spiel about traditional Korean funerals. ‘They wash the body, Milly, and …’ 
 
    ‘Well, there won’t be any of that Giles, will there?’ she interrupted, ‘Nari was … oh shit.’ There was an uncomfortable silence as Milly realized she was just about to tell Giles that Nari was cut into pieces. It was confidential; there was no excuse. 
 
    ‘You’re still tired, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Giles, I’m sorry. I was going to say she was murdered and then realized it was insensitive to talk that way to you.’ 
 
    Hoping her words had covered her blunder, Milly hastily went on, ‘I’m calling to offer to pay Croydon Funeral Homes for any type of funeral the Kims wish for their daughter, and her burial or cremation, obviously within reason.’ 
 
    ‘You are very kind, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘There are conditions, Giles. First is my anonymity and you will oversee the arrangements. I will call the funeral home now and pay a £2,000 deposit and will finalize the account prior to the day. I won’t be going, and this is my way of saying goodbye to her. Please make it as dignified as you can and don’t skimp on anything, Giles. I’m sure you’ll do the right thing.’ 
 
    ‘Of course, I will,’ he replied, and he started crying. Milly started crying too, so she hung up and called the funeral home and paid the deposit. They would call Giles when the Kims had decided on the funeral option they preferred. She gave them his details. 
 
    She tried eating a sandwich for lunch, but her stomach still churned from her near blunder. There was a knock on the door; it was her next appointment. She returned the uneaten sandwich to her lunch bag and walked from her office to the interview room. At least she had been able to help the Kims. Thanks for that, Uncle James, she thought. 
 
    Friday morning rolled around. Time at work the past couple of days had passed slowly, like watching test cricket, she decided. Officially, her full-time employment had finished with Watford Therapy, and she began Thursday in her part-time role. It was quiet Thursday and Friday like customers had mourned the passing of her permanent role and voted with their feet. She was entitled to come and go now as her work schedule demanded, but she felt guilty; like she had imposed her position on Rosie and Theo. 
 
    The new doctor of psychology, Dr. Sarah Hammond, would begin her position next Monday, June 5. She was a great acquisition. Her qualifications were practically identical to Milly’s, and, although she was three years older, their work experience was similar. She had taken time off from her previous employer on maternity leave. Rosie and Milly had sat Theo down and told him that when Sarah started work, he was not to associate or speak with her alone until she was settled — for at least three months. 
 
    ‘But I won’t be here; I’ll be in Brooklyn,’ Theo had protested. 
 
    ‘That includes the phone, Theo,’ stipulated Rosie. They didn’t want him arguing, berating and imposing his views on her as he had done with Milly when she began her employment in 2015. 
 
    On Monday, while Milly was in Scotland, Rosie would complete Sarah’s induction, and Milly would introduce Sarah to the list of clients on Tuesday. Theo had agreed to their proposal; he was bent on his U.S. expansion. 
 
    Stopford called Milly; he would pick her up from Saint Albans Road at around 2:00 p.m. She might as well take up his offer of a ride now; he knew she was flying to Scotland. He was on a day off, having worked ten straight. He would fill Milly in on their progress so far in tracking down Nari’s killer when they drove to Heathrow. He had taken on the role of chaperone in his newfound concern for her welfare. I must protect my investment in time, he decided. 
 
    ‘What other information do you have now, on how Nari died?’ asked Milly as Stopford drove onto the M25 to Heathrow. 
 
    ‘There’s bits. I’ve already told you most of it.’ 
 
    ‘Please, Greg.’ 
 
    ‘As you wish; I’ll start at the beginning. She received a solid blow to the front of her head sometime after she answered the door.’ 
 
    ‘The front of her head?’ 
 
    ‘Her face, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘What sort of a blow?’ 
 
    ‘A punch, we think, at this stage.’ Milly thought of Sim Charles as Stopford continued. ‘We think she opened the door and then went to quickly close it when she saw who was there. There was no safety chain on the door, so they’ve jammed their foot in the door, pushed it open and punched her.’ 
 
    ‘Why would they punch her, Greg?’ asked Milly. 
 
    ‘Probably because she resisted them by attempting to close the door … she may even have started screaming, although no one heard anything. In the ordinary course of things, they wouldn’t begin their assault until they were in the room with the door shut behind them, but it looks like she fought back.’ 
 
    ‘She would fight back; she was very feisty.’ 
 
    ‘The forensic team picked up blood extract from the carpet. They have called the D.N.A. extract Likely 1. Whether she’s bitten Likely 1 or scratched him, or he has bled from punching her … or all the above, who knows? They cleaned the carpet, but the carpet was dark, so there were no visible telltale signs. Nari bled from the nose and mouth, and there was saliva mixed in with the blood residue in the carpet between one and two meters from the front door.’ 
 
    ‘So you can tell all that just from the carpet?’ 
 
    ‘Pretty well. The Nari bled theory is backed up in evidence by the fact they took her clothes with them when they left. We believe there would have been blood from Likely 1 on her clothes too. 
 
    ‘Do you think she knew them?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly. She wouldn’t have opened the door otherwise.’ 
 
    ‘What would have made her change her mind then, Greg?’ 
 
    ‘We are assuming, for now, that she realized there were two of them present. Initially, she may have thought there was just one. Once they punched her, she would have been stunned. Then they’ve strangled her and dragged her into the bathroom where they’ve done the job on her,’ said Stopford, anticipating her next question. ‘But it’s still speculation at this stage.’ 
 
    ‘How sophisticated would they have to be to cut her legs off and one leg in half?’ 
 
    ‘Not sophisticated at all, Milly. Jude explained it well. If you want to cut the back leg off a beast, anyone looking on who didn’t know would think it a Herculean task … but it’s not. You just slice through skin and cut through flesh right through to the ball and socket of the hip joint. Then flick the ball out of the socket, cutting the rest of the flesh and skin behind it and, hey presto, the leg is separated from the rest of the beast.’ 
 
    ‘It sounds too easy, Greg.’ 
 
    ‘Then to cut the leg in half, you can cut through the front or back of the knee joint. That requires more precision because there is more tendon, ligament, and cartilage holding things together, than in a hip joint. They would use force to twist and break or separate the top and bottom bones of the leg if they didn’t get the cuts right.’ 
 
    ‘Wouldn’t they have to saw through bone?’ 
 
    ‘No, not at all. They knew what they were doing. Then they’ve bled her out in the bath after cutting her throat and then stuffed her in the suitcase with towels to stop residual water and blood running everywhere.’ 
 
    ‘Why didn’t they cut the other leg in half then?’ 
 
    ‘Jude believes she was killed between 6:00 and 10:00 Sunday evening. Giles Ryon turned up knocking on the door at 7:40 p.m. He told us he knocked on the door and waited, then knocked a couple of more times and left.’ 
 
    ‘What happened then?’ 
 
    ‘Well, because only one leg was cut in half and the fact they left her body behind, we believe the killers were spooked and got the hell out of it. They waited until Giles left, then finished cleaning up and got out before he came back with a key.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, a key he didn’t have.’ 
 
    ‘Apparently, Milly, but they didn’t know that did they? There’s a lot of speculation in these things, so really, who knows? They may have planned on dumping the body and the head and fingertips separately. They may have planned on burning everything and just cut everything up, so they could carry her out. They did quite a good job cleaning up after themselves. Probably, this Giles Ryon knocking on the door ruined their plans … like I said, who knows?’ 
 
    ‘When Giles knocked on the door and there was no answer, he probably thought she was busy with a client and left.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, possibly. We’ve still investigating it, and we’re waiting for the results from forensics. They may have planned something else for the fingertips too.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, like sending them to me in the post.’ 
 
    ‘Who knows, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘British Airways, Greg,’ said Milly pointing as they traveled on another one hundred meters. ‘Just here will be fine.’ 
 
    ‘Alright, Milly, I’ll pick you up at 6:30 Monday afternoon.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, mate, I really appreciate it,’ she said, as she leaned across and pecked him on the cheek. ‘By the way, take a warning, Greg. Be careful how you involve P.C. Stone in all this including what you say in front of her. Only tell her things you want Sim Charles to know.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Milly, I’m onto it.’ As he drove away, Stopford thought she kissed him more like she was his mother than a potential suitor. Patience, he said to himself, as he drove away. He had already talked with Elizabeth Stone; that one was sorted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 29. 
 
    She arrived at the Premier Inn Edinburgh Airport Newbridge around 7:00 p.m. Her scheduled departure time of 4:35 p.m. had been delayed by twenty minutes and then she waited to pick up her hire car. She had slept on the plane, the seat next to her was empty. She was still angry with herself for nearly saying too much to Giles Ryon about the state of Nari’s body; she considered she was better than that. Loose lips sink ships, she thought, as she pondered a drink or something to eat, or just going to bed. She had snacked on the plane before sleeping, and she didn’t deserve a drink, so she went to bed. 
 
    Exhausted, she slept soundly all night, but the next morning the thought of Giles and her near blunder continued to prey on her mind. Her psyche was a strange beast; she understood that, but she couldn’t help being hard on herself. She would take drugs and indulge in risky sexual activity for weekends on end and never bat an eyelid — it was personal. Professional mistakes were inexcusable, though. She knew that, and maybe it was one of the reasons she contemplated a career change. She was growing tired of what she was doing and couldn’t blame drugs or even Theo anymore. The more she lost interest, the more mistakes she would make. Was it the money? Possibly. She got a kick out of paying for Nari’s funeral. 
 
    Her appointment with Joe at Barlinnie Prison was at 3:00 p.m. She had talked with Deonaid Charles after she’d sent the photos of her boys and Gus. Milly had called to thank her. Deonaid had included her phone number on the back of one of Niall’s photos, under his age. She didn’t have Milly’s number but asked her to call and visit if she was in Dundee; Joe had told his mother that Milly visited the Russells. During their conversation, Milly broached the subject of Gus, asking for his number. They were talking now; their relationship had improved, but he had moved to Glasgow to be near Joe. Milly wondered if they had discussed Niall — whether Gus told her he’d tested positive for drugs when he died. Deonaid sent her Gus’s number. 
 
    By the time she was ready to drive out of Edinburgh, it was 10:00 a.m. If she drove straight to Glasgow, on the M8, she would be there around 11:00. She had two choices. She could take her time as originally planned and stop and smell the roses or try and call Gus again and meet for a coffee or lunch. She had tried to call him during the week and was beginning to think Deonaid had given her the wrong number. All she got was a message saying the phone was switched off or not in a mobile area. Bugger it, she thought, I’ll give him one more go. This time he answered, and he was happy to meet her between 12:00 and 12:15 p.m. at the Anvil Inn on Smitycroft Road, just minutes from the jail. As she drove out of Edinburgh, she stopped for coffee and the local paper. She didn’t have a lot of time, but she didn’t want to be too early either. 
 
    She was earlier than Gus, so waited in the bar. When he walked in, she knew who he was the minute she set eyes on him. 
 
    ‘Gidday, mate,’ she greeted him. He was better looking than the story his photos told. If she were rating him for a dating site he was a 7.5 out of 10.0, or at the — ‘he would have been gorgeous in his day’ — stage. When they shook hands, and he sat down, he was upgraded to 8.0; when he smiled, more. He was tall, broad and he held himself well. She guessed he was a proud man; it was in his demeanor, in his manner. He looked healthy, his skin was clear, and he sported a beard and claimed to have been on the wagon since Easter. Quite surprisingly, he spoke softly. 
 
    ‘You look like your sister, Sibby.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, we were pretty much one and the same,’ answered Milly. 
 
    ‘Can you please say that again, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘What’s that, Gus?’ 
 
    ‘Gidday, mate.’ 
 
    ‘Gidday, mate,’ she said smiling, and they both laughed. 
 
    ‘I love it. Why are you here, Milly? Just to see Joe?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, and you,’ she replied, and the tone of the conversation changed. It grew serious. He explained some of the regrets in his life as his voice grew even softer, like he didn’t want her to hear. Mostly, they related to his sons and the breakdown of his marriage. 
 
    ‘I see myself as responsible for Niall’s death. I suspected Sim was selling drugs. The only permanent job he had was his apprenticeship. There was never anything permanent after that. But he always had bloody money, and I know for a while he was taking drugs himself. He was quiet and sneaky, and he had a cocky confidence about him like he was untouchable.’ 
 
    Milly could see they would easily get into a Sim bashing exercise. 
 
    ‘What about Niall?’ 
 
    ‘Niall adored him. Sim was his older brother. He had a reputation around the place, and some of his cockiness was rubbing off on him. Sim and I argued the day Niall was killed, and they hopped in the car and drove off. Niall told me he would do anything for his big brother. Did Joe tell you Niall had drugs in his system when tests came back after the autopsy?’ 
 
    ‘He did, mate.’ 
 
    ‘Well, mate,’ said Gus smiling and emphasizing the mate, ‘you don’t have to be real smart to work out who he got them from, and it’s not just speculation on my part. I’m going to tell you something that no one else knows. A couple of days after the accident, while Sim was still in hospital, I went through Niall’s room and found drugs there. Then I had a look in Sim’s room, and there was nothing.’ 
 
    ‘What did you find?’ 
 
    ‘Powder and tablets in Ziploc bags.’ 
 
    ‘If I'm not too nosy, Gus, why would you be snooping through your son’s room a couple of days after he was killed in a car accident?’ 
 
    ‘I had my suspicions, and I didn’t want Deonaid finding anything untoward if she chose to clean out his room. Niall’s behavior and attitude had changed, especially his attitude to school. When I fronted Sim, after he got out of hospital, he denied it at first. Then he owned up and told me that Niall didn’t know about the drugs. He explained he had hidden them there because he didn’t want to carry them around in his car in case the cops picked him up while he was down staying with us from Aberdeen. The cheeky bastard even asked me to give them back.’ 
 
    ‘What did you say?’ 
 
    ‘I told him I’d shove them up his … you know.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I know. So why are you telling me all this?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been meaning to call you but didn’t have your number. I’m very patient, even slow sometimes, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘I get that impression, Gus, you seem to be very patient,’ answered Milly, who was thinking how quietly spoken he was and how it belied his reputation and everything she’d heard about him. 
 
    ‘Do you think Niall knew Sim’s drugs were in his room?’ 
 
    ‘Aye, of course, he knew. He hid them there. Why didn’t Sim hide them in his own room? He wanted Niall to have them, to be responsible for them. He was grooming him.’ 
 
    ‘I can understand how you arrived at your conclusion, Gus,’ said Milly who wondered if there was another side to the story. 
 
    ‘So, Joe was going to get you to call me after you met with him today? I’m glad you called this morning. It’s worked out well.’ 
 
    ‘So am I. I’d been trying to call you for a few days, but your phone was switched off.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry about that, Milly.’ There was a pause as Gus considered things. ‘I’m telling you what I’m telling you today because I think you can help me. Joe never told anyone about Sim after the police charged him. They came down hard on him because he wouldn’t tell the authorities who he’d got the drugs from, so they charged him as if the drugs were his. If he stays in prison and keeps his mouth shut, he is still looking at another two and a half years with good behavior.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not sure what role you think I can play.’ 
 
    ‘I believe Sim has something to do with the death of your sister. It’s not just Cailin Stewart on his own who’s involved.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, hang on, mate, I’m just going to get myself a drink.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t drink anything alcoholic, Milly. If they smell it on you over at Barlinnie, they may not let you in to see Joe.’ He declined Milly’s offer of a soft drink or mineral water. 
 
    Milly sat down with her mineral water. ‘First, before we discuss Sibby, Joe told me you called one of those Dob in a Dealer lines to report Sim.’ 
 
    ‘Aye yes, I did, unfortunately. I tried to unload Sim somewhat anonymously because of my failing relationship with Deonaid, and it bloody well backfired on me. I never thought for a minute Joe was involved in drugs in any way or that he would courier for him.’ 
 
    ‘Why not? You think Sim worked his charm on Niall, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘But Niall was only a kid, Milly. Joe had just finished medical school and was a qualified doctor engaged to be married to a nearly qualified doctor. I didn’t think for one minute Joe, or your sister, would be drug users, or that Joe was a courier for Sim … and besides, they didn’t need the money.’ 
 
    ‘Why didn’t you just dob Sim into your local police then? You might have had more leverage.’ 
 
    ‘I did, to Dob in a Dealer in Dundee.’ 
 
    ‘You know what I mean; not anonymously.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know; it just didn’t work out that way. I don’t like saying too much about anybody … anytime … especially if I’m not sure. I never told Deonaid about Niall and drugs. He was her blue-eyed boy. As I said, I didn’t even tell Joe until he went to jail. There was no point in trashing Niall’s reputation after he was gone.’ 
 
    ‘I agree.’ 
 
    I’ve lost everything now. My marriage is finished, my youngest son is dead, my middle son is in jail, and my eldest could be one of the biggest criminals in Scotland, in my opinion.’ 
 
    ‘Joe said you want to get back with Deonaid.’ 
 
    ‘Aye, I do, very much, Milly. I could not have done worse by her if I’d tried. I’ve caused problems with our kids, and you know what they say, don’t you? Never get between a lioness and her cubs. I’ve done that, I’ve …’ 
 
    ‘Why don’t you use this as leverage, Gus?’ said Milly interrupting. ‘You could tell Deonaid you were only thinking of her; just tell her what you’ve told me. It is quite a compelling story.’ 
 
    ‘I intend to, Milly, don’t worry about that. I just need something more. I haven’t exactly been totally well … totally faithful either.’ 
 
    ‘The long-suffering wife, eh?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been caught with my fingers in the till, so to speak.’ 
 
    ‘More than your fingers, mate, by the sound of it. How many times?’ 
 
    ‘A few, Milly. Sometimes you get an offer that’s too good to refuse, and I’ve had a lot of offers.’ 
 
    ‘That means if you were caught a few times, it stands to reason there were a lot more.’ 
 
    ‘You worked that out straightaway, so it’s probably fair to assume Deonaid did too. After everything, she still stuck by me.’ 
 
    ‘It sounds to me like Deonaid is too good to be true.’ 
 
    ‘Aye, I think so,’ agreed Gus ruefully. ‘You don’t know what you’ve got … and well, all that stuff, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘So, what makes you think Sim has something to do with my sister’s murder?’ 
 
    ‘He used to visit his mother in Dundee. She asked me to leave the house and blamed me for the fight we had when he put me in hospital … you heard about that, didn’t you?’ 
 
    ‘I did.’ 
 
    ‘Everyone thinks I said something nasty or swore at him. All I did, was tell him I flushed his drugs down the toilet and he went ballistic, although I goaded him a bit too. Anyway, in the end, when I refused to leave the house, he would meet with his mother in Dundee.’ 
 
    ‘So you always knew when he was in town.’ 
 
    ‘Aye, Milly, which was quite often. He always told his mother he was visiting Sibby … I personally believe that Sibby was a threat to him, so he’s organized to do her in. As soon as she was dead, he stopped coming to Dundee and hasn’t really contacted his mother much at all as far as I know.’ 
 
    ‘It’s a long way from dealing drugs to murder Gus. Anyway, that murder’s been solved, and Cailin Stewart is in jail.’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t say Stewart didn’t do it. I’m saying that my son had something to do with it. As to going from drug dealing to murder, it’s no big deal; not the league he’s in. As I’ve indicated, I wouldn’t be surprised if he ranks up there with the biggest criminals in Scotland. Murder would be par for the course for him.’ Milly thought then of Nari. 
 
    ‘How much have you told Joe?’ 
 
    ‘The only thing Joe knows now, that he didn’t know before he went to prison, is that Niall had drugs in his system when he was killed in the car accident. I had to tell him that to try and get him on side again. It helped explain some of my behavior.’ 
 
    ‘Alright,’ said Milly, ‘from our conversation today, it seems you and I are thinking along similar lines. We can’t tell him anything about any of this. First, we don’t want to get his hopes up and second, we want him to play along with Sim if Sim visits him in jail, which he surely will. Joe wouldn’t be happy if he suspected a tenth of the things we’ve been discussing here were true. When I see Joe today, I’ll ask him for your number and tell him I’ll call you.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds good. By the way, Sim visited Joe recently.’ 
 
    ‘What would you do to have Joe released from prison, Gus?’ asked Milly changing direction. 
 
    ‘Anything, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘You need to continue being patient then.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but my patience is wearing rather thin. I’ll think about it, maybe if … just one more time?’ 
 
    ‘Gidday, mate,’ said Milly and Gus laughed again. 
 
    ‘That’s right, one other thing. You know I told you about those drugs in Niall’s room?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I’ve still got them, and they are packed away in their original plastic Ziploc bags in a safe place, in as much an oxygen-free and dark environment as I could make it.’ 
 
    ‘Why would you do that?’ 
 
    ‘So Sim’s fingerprints wouldn’t be disturbed.’ Milly thought for a bit and looked at him. 
 
    ‘Fair dinkum?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, mate, fair dinkum,’ replied Gus in as much an Aussie accent as he could muster. 
 
    ‘That’s brilliant. It’s been a while, though.’ 
 
    ‘Nearly ten years. Niall was killed in February of 2008,’ he answered. 
 
    They continued talking until she was ready to leave and meet with Joe. 
 
    ‘Alright, Gus, you’ve told me a lot; you obviously trust me. Leave it with me. I’ll be in touch.’ 
 
    As she walked away, she felt good about their meeting; it had achieved more than she’d hoped. Things were slowly coming together. She was glad she had driven straight to Glasgow and talked with Gus. Then she thought about the drugs in the Ziploc bags and doubted they would be any good as evidence. It didn’t matter, though. She drove to Barlinnie Prison; it was 2:15 p.m. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 30. 
 
    As she parked her car in the prison car park, Milly turned her phone back on. There was a message on WhatsApp from Danni. 
 
    ‘Matt has kicked Simone out. Didn’t last two weeks.’ 
 
    Milly messaged Dannii back; ‘Busy will call you later, XXX’ 
 
    Who has caused the problems in that relationship, she wondered, as she walked from the car park into the prison. Simone was normally easy-going, while Matt Boyd, like any spoilt little rich boy with a big ego, was a using bastard. 
 
    She walked through the main door of the prison surrendering to the same routine as her previous visit. At the allotted time, she was led upstairs and sat at a table and chairs next to the spot she sat with Joe in May. It felt different this time, like she was walking to an execution. She half-expected to see a gurney with straps and a machine with a plunger and a needle, not a table and three empty chairs and others in the room. She sat and waited for Joe. 
 
    Joe was led in and sat opposite Milly. They kissed, and there was the usual murmur from her friend downstairs. She had virtually forgotten that part of her anatomy; the medication was working a treat. Joe looked his normal ravishing self with his prison crew cut and his prison smell. Milly guessed he would be irresistible if he shared his male pheromones with an expensive after-shave, dressed in fashion clobber with longer hair. He did look like Gus, she thought. 
 
    ‘Hello, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Hi, Joe.’ He suddenly looked drawn and tired when he spoke. He wasn’t as happy and bubbly as he had been on her last visit — or was that just an act, she wondered. 
 
    ‘How much time have we got?’ 
 
    ‘Still two and a half years,’ he answered with a wink and a twinkle in his eye. Maybe he was just warming up, thought Milly. 
 
    ‘You know what I mean.’ 
 
    ‘Twenty minutes at the most. We only get two hours all up each month, and my month doesn’t turn over until the twentieth, so I’ve still got a couple of weeks to go. Have you got any news?’ 
 
    ‘I have, Joe. There has been a lot happening, not directly involving Sibby but moving indirectly and discreetly in that direction. The only thing I can tell you is there was another murder in Croydon that may be linked to the South Croydon Inn where Sibby was murdered.’ 
 
    ‘And Sim?’ 
 
    ‘There’s nothing, no evidence or even insinuation that your brother has anything to do with any of … well, anything at all. Having said that, I’ve dropped back to a part-time role at work, so I’ve got a bit of time now to devote to the case.’ There was a short silence as they stared at each other. ‘What would you do to get out of here, Joe?’ 
 
    ‘Anything Milly, anything.’ 
 
    ‘So, what’s Sim doing now?’ 
 
    ‘He’s taken on a business development role is what he told me. He’s paid very well, some £75,000 per year. An Australian company has taken him on, and he has twelve months or until May next year to find a business or businesses for them to buy.’ 
 
    £75,000 would be pin money to the Boyds, thought Milly. 
 
    ‘It sounds like he’s fallen on his feet then.’ 
 
    ‘Aye, fallen on his feet’s right; it’s a joke. He’s a bloody welder who, as far as I know, has never had a full-time job. As well as that, he’s dyslexic with no job references; he’s got nothing going for him in the employment field at all. But, as usual, he comes up trumps, while I’m rotting away in here.’ 
 
    ‘What sort of business are they looking for?’ 
 
    ‘Funny business, Milly. What do you think?’ 
 
    Joe’s attitude to his brother had changed from her trip to Barlinnie three weeks ago. 
 
    ‘How’s your dad then?’ she asked getting away from discussion of Sim. She needed Joe on side with Sim for the moment. 
 
    ‘We’re getting on well. He’s moved down here to be close, so I need to be careful how I allocate my two hours each month. He’d come and see me every day if I let him. He’s given the grog up; he looks really well.’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t know he was a drinker.’ 
 
    ‘He’s always been a drinker, but he drank a lot more when he split up with Mom.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, Joe,’ said Milly looking up at the clock. ‘I’m wondering about Cailin Stewart.’ 
 
    ‘What do you want to know … that he’s a dog and he murdered the love of my life and your sister?’ 
 
    ‘I understand how you feel, Joe. As you said, she was my sister. Let’s please forget personal animosities, mate; we haven’t got time. How did you and Sim get on with him?’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry,’ said Joe as he adjusted himself in his seat. ‘That’s a good question. I’ve been thinking about him lately, and it’s all a bit strange. He was a friend of Niall’s, but he was older than Niall.’ 
 
    ‘Why is that strange?’ 
 
    ‘You remember what it was like when you went to school, Milly? I remember Sim. We’d leave home together and meet up at home after school. From home, on the bus to school and back home until we got off the bus, he didn’t want to know me. The only time he acknowledged me was when he clipped me around the ears. Sim is two years older than me.’ 
 
    Milly nodded her head in agreement and smiled. ‘I see it in kids all the time in my job. If you look at school groups, sixteen-year-olds don’t knock around with fourteen-year-olds, and eighteen-year-olds don’t knock about with sixteen-year-olds … not least of all because they’re not in the same grade at school.’ 
 
    ‘Cailin Stewart was a good two years older than Niall. He was Sibby’s age, but he and Niall got on well. Sometimes he would come home with him; early on, they didn’t live far from us. Then he got wrapped up in his deer shooting and fishing and girls I suppose, so he lost interest.’ 
 
    ‘How did you get on with him, Joe?’ 
 
    ‘Not very well after I took Sibby from him.’ 
 
    ‘Before that?’ 
 
    ‘Even though he used to come around home I hardly even acknowledged him.’ 
 
    ‘Because he was two years younger?’ 
 
    ‘Aye, yes, exactly. Cailin was a bully, Milly, and he could fight. Now I can’t remember anyone picking on Niall at school … not really. Later, Sim left to do his apprenticeship, and I left school to go to university. When I left school, Niall would only have been fourteen and Stewart would have been sixteen. So, all I can think of is that Cailin looked after Niall. He was a bit of a sook; he was soft like Mom, and he whinged and whined a bit … not that Mom whinges and whines. I remember bullies at school always had a few kids they looked after.’ 
 
    ‘Back to Gus then. Have you got his number?’ asked Milly looking at the clock, worrying she might run out of time. Joe called one of the attendants over with a pen and paper, and she wrote the number down as Joe recalled it. ‘What do you think are the chances of your folks getting back together?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know. It’s not the first time they’ve split up, but Dad never discusses it. Mom kicked him out once; I was only young … around 1988 or 1989 and took him back again. I don’t remember anything really. Sim said he was having an affair with some bird. She took him back then, so hopefully, she’ll take him back now. He’s too old to play up anymore. I would like to see them grow old together.’ 
 
    ‘Does she know about Niall and the drugs?’ Milly knew the answer, but there were only a few minutes left when she looked at the clock. She realized then that Gus was looking for as much to go his way with Deonaid as he could — so she had to take him back. 
 
    ‘No, Milly, I …’ 
 
    ‘A couple of minutes, Joe,’ said the attendant. Milly felt she could talk for ages. 
 
    ‘No, I don’t think so. He’s saving it up, I think. If I could get out of here, it would help. Presently, apart from me, there’s only Sim coming between the two of them … apart from his past, that is.’ 
 
    ‘Good,’ answered Milly, thinking he would easily explain Sim away. ‘I think I need to get going.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks for coming all this way. It means a lot to me,’ said Joe as they hugged and kissed. It’s a lot of expense and trouble to go to for twenty minutes. We can go another ten if you like.’ 
 
    ‘No, Joe, all good, spend the time with your dad. It’s a good chance for me to get out of Watford.’ 
 
    ‘I won’t forget it, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘See you soon, Joe. Next time we talk, I hope I’ll have more positive news. Keep your chin up mate,’ she said, as she walked through the visits area and started crying. What an absolute waste, she thought. 
 
    When she got back to her car, she remembered Dannii’s message. She looked at the time; it was 3:30 p.m. so it would be 10:30 in the evening Perth time on Sunday. She called Dannii. 
 
    ‘Hi, Dannii, what happened with Simone?’ 
 
    ‘Not quite two weeks lovin’ and she’s out the front door on her beautiful toosh. She ended up back here at our place in Cottesloe, so Mom and I are putting her up for a few nights until she sorts herself out, then she’s going to shift over to the house I rent with the others in Canning Vale. I’ll stay here.’ 
 
    ‘Dear oh dear, they weren’t together long.’ 
 
    ‘He’s a pig, Milly. He deserves to be in jail with his father.’ 
 
    ‘You sound upset, Dannii. I don’t know what happened, but Simone’s probably done the same thing to Cameron Chadwick in a way.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, I know. I just hate guys like him with all the power and the money … so what goes with you, mate?’ 
 
    ‘As you know I’m in Glasgow. I’ll stay in Glasgow or head to Dundee this afternoon. I fly out of Dundee Monday afternoon.’ 
 
    ‘Doing any good? How’s the beautiful Joe?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Dannii, I’ve cleared a few things up in my mind today, and I’m going to need some more information from the police. I’ll keep you posted.’ 
 
    ‘Any hints? Please, Milly, tell me …’ 
 
    ‘Shut up, Dannii, don’t start that again,’ and they both laughed. ‘By the way, I had a meeting with Joe and Sim’s father today, Gus Charles. He’s gorgeous too, just like his boys.’ 
 
    ‘Alright, Milly, behave yourself and drive carefully. Talk with you soon. 
 
    ’Bye, Dannii, say hello to Simone for me.’ 
 
    She looked at the time. By the time she got going to Dundee, she wouldn’t be on the road out of Glasgow until after 4:00 p.m. She wanted to stop and smell the roses this time; she wasn’t flying out of Dundee until Monday afternoon — for another two days. She would stay in Glasgow for the night. She looked at her phone on the Internet and decided on the Doubletree by Hilton Hotel in central Glasgow. She fed the address details into Maps on her phone and drove to thirty-six Cambridge Street. She thought about calling Gus. She’d enjoyed their interlude but remembered Dannii told her to behave herself. She shouted herself out to a nice meal in the ample dining area and, after a few wines, presented herself for bed at 8:30. That’s two early nights in a row, she thought. I must be getting old. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 31. 
 
    Milly drove out of Glasgow. It was 9:25 a.m. when she left and although her room had included breakfast she wasn’t hungry; she decided to wait. She remembered hearing the name of the town when she was young. Like Tasmania and the massacre at Port Arthur, it was renowned for the deadliest mass shooting in U.K.’s history — the Dunblane school massacre. The two events had occurred within six weeks of each other, and they stayed with her; she remembered them both. She had prayed at school for the victims in Dunblane in March 1996 and then again, after the Port Arthur massacre, the following month in April. She was an impressionable seven-year-old then, asking questions, trying to understand. Dunblane was a thirty-five-minute drive from Glasgow and Milly decided it would be a good place to stop and have breakfast. 
 
    She turned and listened to BBC Radio Scotland as she drove out of Glasgow. She heard others discussing a terrorist attack in London while she stood waiting to finalize the bill for her night at the Hilton. It was all over the news and reported as a terrorist incident on London Bridge. There were six dead and over forty injured with reports of casualties and injuries still coming in. Why can’t people leave others to live their lives in peace, wondered Milly and the irony wasn’t lost on her as she drove to Dunblane. She thought of Rosie, of Dunblane and Port Arthur, then London Bridge and Rosie again, who was anxious for her girls and their future. I hope she doesn’t change her mind again and decide to go to Brooklyn, thought Milly. 
 
    As she drove off the M9 just after 10:00 a.m., she turned the news off and pulled up in Dunblane at ‘Another Tilly Tearoom’ where she ordered toasted sandwiches and coffee. She had a quick walk looking at the old buildings, wandering around the Leighton Library built in the seventeenth century and the Dunblane Cathedral. The town sat on and around the banks of the Allan Water, a tributary of the River Forth. She had driven over the Firth of Forth three weeks before when she drove out of Edinburgh for Dundee on the M90. Then she drove out of Dunblane, heading northeast for Dundee. 
 
    She was undecided on today and tomorrow. She remembered Ella Russell was quite miffed when she drove up from Edinburgh without telling them she was coming. Some people were like that. Whenever you visited in their territory, you must spend all your time with them, reporting in on your comings and goings, lodging your coordinates on their G.P.S. If Ella found out she had stayed with Deonaid for a night and caught a plane the next day, it would start World War Three. Of course, if she visited them and not Deonaid, it wouldn’t matter. Controlling cow, thought Milly, and she started mooing as she dialed Deonaid’s number. 
 
    ‘Where are you?’ asked Deonaid excitedly. 
 
    ‘The western side of Perth, around forty minutes from Dundee.’ 
 
    ‘What a surprise, Milly! Can we catch up? 
 
    ‘Of course, Deonaid, that’s why I’ve called you.’ She gave Milly her address; it was a two-bedroom unit in Eden Street. ‘I’ll pick you up if you like …’ 
 
    ‘Do you like brewed coffee made with a plunger?’ interrupted Deonaid. 
 
    ‘I love it; I’ll see you soon.’ Milly was about to suggest they go out for coffee. She didn’t arrive in Dundee for another hour; she took her time, she wasn’t in a hurry. She sent Gus a text and told him she was meeting with Deonaid and they should keep their meeting yesterday between themselves. He sent an ‘Aye, Milly’ back in reply. 
 
    They hugged when she arrived, and Deonaid started crying. Milly realized she wasn’t far from the Russells. 
 
    ‘I loved, Sibby, and you are so alike. What a mess some of us make of our lives.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Deonaid. I think we need to roll with the punches, pick up the pieces and get on with it. We’re not here for a long time, you know.’ Milly hoped she thought of Gus as she made the comments. 
 
    ‘Aye, Milly, I agree.’ 
 
    They talked for a bit — mostly small talk as Deonaid discussed her boys. They were comfortable in each other’s company, and although Milly was looking forward to catching up with the Russells — well, sort of — she wasn’t breaking her neck to get there. They settled in, and Deonaid made coffee as Milly looked through the family photos on Deonaid’s computer. Then she explained why they sold their family home. 
 
    ‘My home held good memories, but bad ones too, Milly.’ Milly sensed her chance while discussing domestic matters to turn the conversation gently to Gus. 
 
    ‘Forget the bad times, Deonaid, just take their lessons. There must have been good times with Gus and your boys.’ 
 
    ‘Aye, Milly, Gus provided well for us, and my memories are mostly good.’ 
 
    ‘What did he do for a job?’ she asked, firmly inserting Gus as their subject of choice. 
 
    ‘Welding, the same as Sim … he got Sim his apprenticeship in Aberdeen. Both could turn their hand to anything, but had trouble writing and reading clearly.’ Milly thought of something and seized her chance. She would use the same fib she had used on Joe in May when she visited him in Barlinnie. 
 
    ‘It’s funny you know, Deonaid. I flew into Edinburgh three weeks ago. I was flying back from Australia from seeing my mom and thought I’d drop in and catch up with the Russells on my way home. I couldn’t get a flight to Dundee, they were all taken, so it gave me the opportunity to go and see Joe.’ 
 
    ‘Joe raved about it, Milly. He was so happy you took the time to call and visit him.’ 
 
    ‘When you mentioned Aberdeen, I’m reminded what a small world we live in. A man by the name of Donald Kerford sat next to me on the flight from London to Edinburgh, and he knows Gus and your boys.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, it is a small world. Daggy Kerford, that’s what they call him. He was one of Sim’s workmates at Aberdeen Steel Fabricators; Gus was their supervisor. He is a real character. Do you know how he got the name Daggy?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ Milly lied, but I’ve got a feeling I’m about to find out, she thought. He would hardly tell a total stranger on a plane why he was called Daggy — that he’d dumped on his overalls while out deer shooting with his father as a kid. 
 
    ‘He’s a legend around these parts,’ continued Deonaid as she related the story and it broke with their more serious subject matter. It was fanciful, embellished as it ensured the legend of Daggy Kerford was further entrenched in Scottish shooting folklore. It bore little resemblance to the tale John Russell had told. 
 
    ‘Yes, he certainly sounds like a wag.’ 
 
    ‘Aye, Milly, he’s a wag all right. The last I heard, he had moved to London.’ Milly decided she needed to turn the story back to Gus. The pieces of the puzzle were fitting together nicely now. 
 
    ‘How long were you married, Deonaid?’ 
 
    ‘Thirty-three years. We are still married. We got married after I fell pregnant with Sim.’ 
 
    ‘So Sim was at the wedding then,’ said Milly, smiling. 
 
    ‘I’m afraid so, but I was happy enough. It didn’t bother me, and it was no one else’s business, and we were mostly happy until Sim got older and his father declared war on him. There was Niall’s death as well … you never get over losing a child.’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m sorry for your loss. Ella Russell told me what happened. So what exactly went on between Sim and Gus?’ 
 
    ‘It’s a long story, Milly. I don’t know all of it, at least as far as Sim is concerned, and I don’t want to. I know he flies under the radar, that he is involved in things …’ 
 
    ‘Sim or Joe?’ 
 
    ‘Sim, Milly. We know Joe was a dealer, that’s why he’s in jail. Gus has implicated Sim too when he says things, sometimes when he’s been drinking … Joe has never mentioned it, and I haven’t asked. Whatever happens, they are both my sons, and I love them both … Sim is even paying my rent here. The feud between Gus and Sim has been going on for a long time, starting in earnest when Niall died. Then, later, Sim put Gus in hospital, which Gus deserved as far as I’m concerned.’ 
 
    ‘It sounds like there’s been a lot of conflict,’ said Milly. She was surprised by Deonaid’s answer; she didn’t seem to want to mention Sim and drugs in the same sentence. There was no acknowledgment that Joe was a qualified medical doctor, that he didn’t need money, that Joe might have been doing Sim a favor. 
 
    ‘For years now, they’ve been at it. But, when I think about it, things have always been tense between them.’ 
 
    ‘It sounds like Sim doesn’t like authority.’ 
 
    ‘No, and Gus is a bad person to be around with that kind of attitude. Gus speaks quietly and comes across as gentle and kind, but he’s got a foul temper and is quick to anger. He sulks too when he doesn’t get his own way.’ 
 
    ‘Go on with you, Deonaid. A man sulking when he doesn’t get his own way,’ replied Milly and they both laughed. 
 
    ‘Yes, hard to believe, isn’t it? I remember when Joe and Sibby announced their engagement and the Russells were considering throwing a party. In the end, they didn’t because of Gus and his moods. It has really affected me over the years. We traveled three parts of the way across America to try and save our marriage, but all roads led back to our son.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think he might have been depressed?’ 
 
    ‘Depressed? … Probably. I think I was depressed too. It was a bloody accident, Milly; even the coroner said that. Bad things happen, and now Joe is in jail. I don’t think Gus has told me everything. Perhaps I was too hard on Gus. Perhaps both my sons are bad men. 
 
    ‘Perhaps,’ replied Milly, and they looked at each other; then Milly looked back at the photos on Deonaid’s computer. She considered that with the right approach, Gus had a good chance. It seemed Joe was the villain, Sim was playing catch-up, and Gus picked on Sim unfairly in Deonaid’s eyes. If things were to go Gus’s way and he told her what really happened, she was in for a shock. 
 
    ‘What about Cailin Stewart?’ 
 
    ‘He was a nice enough lad, to begin with. I still can’t believe what he did to Sibby. He took an interest in Niall for a while and used to come back to our home sometimes. He was sticking up for Niall at school, at least that was my impression of their friendship.’ 
 
    ‘Did Niall confirm that, Deonaid?’ asked Milly and then she checked herself. She was starting to sound like Rob Windsor again. 
 
    ‘No, he didn’t, but Cailin was a big lad like Sim, and Niall was soft like me ... or so they say. I just took it for granted, but I didn’t ask Niall; I didn’t want to challenge his masculinity. Cailin had a reputation as a bully himself and got in trouble with the law later, but there was never any problem with Niall. He didn’t mention bullying, and I didn’t ask …’ 
 
    ‘Like you said, you just assumed it.’ 
 
    ‘Aye, Milly, why else would Cailin take an interest in him?’ 
 
    Why indeed, thought Milly, but she played along. ‘Bravo, Deonaid, well done. I wish more parents thought like you. It would make my job a lot easier.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think so? As far as Cailin Stewart was concerned, like most young men, he was into things like sport and girls, and then he moved away with his family … still in Dundee … and we didn’t see him a lot after that.’ 
 
    ‘Did he get on with Sim?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know. Sim was older and was living and working in Aberdeen by the time Cailin came onto the scene.’ 
 
    ‘Do you see Sim much now?’ asked Milly. She had to keep asking questions, she was on a roll, everything was coming together, but she needed to slow down. 
 
    ‘Hardly ever. He calls me, though, and like I said, he pays my rent. He was coming down, helping Sibby adjust to life without Joe, and when Sibby died, he stopped coming to Dundee. Gus started making it hard for Sim when he came to see Sibby … and me; he wouldn’t leave the house.’ 
 
    There we go, thought Milly, Gus’s fault again. I wouldn’t be leaving my house either. 
 
    ‘As far as I know,’ continued Deonaid, ‘Sim was good to your sister, and it’s quite a way to travel … sometimes he would be here weekly; at least fortnightly or when she was home.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, it sounds like he was very good to Sibby,’ answered Milly. Poor Deonaid, she thought, you need to take your blinkers off. ‘I was wondering if it’s okay if I stay with you tonight? It’s mid-afternoon; we can go for a meal somewhere if you like.’ 
 
    ‘Really? I’d love that Milly. What about the Russells?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry about them, I saw them three weeks ago.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll cook here. I’ve just done my shopping; there’s heaps of food.’ They looked at each other and smiled. Bugger Ella Russell, thought Milly … then poor old John, she thought. I might visit them tomorrow; there’s plenty of time, but she knew she wouldn’t. So Milly slowed down; she had all night, her questions would be slower, more measured now. 
 
    They ate roast lamb and vegetables with more brewed coffee. They were both starving, as neither had lunch, and the roast was delicious. Milly plundered the photo gallery on Deonaid’s computer, sending emails to herself. Some were individual, some of groups of the boys together and with their father. They added to Milly’s small collection, making it larger if she wanted to add to her evidence board. She had all the information she needed and added a photo of Deonaid to her emails before she asked of her relationship with Sibby. 
 
    ‘She was a beautiful girl, your sister. She told Joe that she wouldn’t wait for him in jail, but she told me she would,’ said Deonaid. ‘She claimed she had no choice, that she loved him too much.’ 
 
    That conflicted with Milly’s view. As far as she knew, her sister was on with Stewart again. Then she thought of her past, her sexual past. The act was nothing, it was just sex, but there was her darker side and Sibby’s too. She didn’t know her sister. She believed she was honorable, and then there were the drugs, where honor didn’t count. As for her statement to Deonaid, her future mother-in-law, about waiting for Joe, she thought of Mandy Rice-Davies: ‘Well, she would say that, wouldn’t she?’ 
 
    They talked into the evening and discussed Sibby some more and the others too. 
 
    Before retiring early for the night, Milly called Stopford. 
 
    ‘Hi Greg, are you still okay to pick me up tomorrow afternoon?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly, I think so. It’s really hit the fan down here with that attack on London Bridge.’ 
 
    ‘No worries, mate. I feel terrible asking, but I’m wondering about those bits of information I asked you about Stewart and Joe Charles.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Milly, I haven’t forgotten … tomorrow or Tuesday.’ 
 
    ‘Just send them to Judas James if it’s easier and I’ll take it from there.’ 
 
    ‘Done, Milly. Promise me you will keep safe.’ 
 
    ‘I will, Greg. See you tomorrow afternoon.’ 
 
    Milly sat on the side of her bed for some time after hanging up; she was deep in thought. She still hadn’t really forgiven herself for nearly letting Nari’s details slip to Giles. Was she really cut out for this sort of caper? As for Stopford, his obvious interest in her was becoming a problem. A fling was one thing — at least that was Stopford’s hope, but was he falling in love with her? She didn’t know if she could cope with that; nor even how she felt about him. She needed a breather, somewhere to go to think things through — about Sibby, about Nari, about Stopford, about everything. It might also be wise to put an ocean between her and Nari’s killers, she thought. 
 
    She called Theo. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 32. 
 
    Milly flew into Heathrow Monday afternoon, and Stopford picked her up as promised. 
 
    ‘You’re late, Greg,’ she said, getting into his car. 
 
    ‘I know, it’s been bedlam, but things are starting to settle a bit now.’ He went on to relate the story of the London Bridge attack, how security had changed with armed soldiers now on the streets, and then the conversation turned to her time away. 
 
    ‘What happened, Milly? How did it all go?’ 
 
    ‘It went very well. The people were good, the countryside magnificent,’ and she smiled and grabbed his hand in reparation for admonishing him for being late, and his face suddenly looked flushed as he began turning red. 
 
    ‘Feeling a bit frisky, are we?’ 
 
    ‘No, Greg, I just appreciate everything you’ve done for me.’ 
 
    ‘I’m glad I could be of service, ma’am,’ he replied, smiling. ‘I’m sorry I was late; it won’t happen again.’ Then he thought of their conversation, of getting into her pants — could this be my lucky day, he wondered? But he tempered his thoughts as he drove on to Watford; he’d been let down in the past, so he wouldn’t get his hopes up. ‘Come on, Milly, some information please.’ 
 
    ‘As you know, I flew into Edinburgh. The flight schedules suited me better, and I wanted to take the drive across to Glasgow to look at the countryside and do the touristy bit. My appointment with Joe wasn’t until 3:00 in the afternoon.’ 
 
    ‘I was wondering why you flew to Edinburgh when you had an appointment in Glasgow.’ 
 
    ‘I eventually got hold of Gus Charles. It wasn’t planned, but I wanted to see him and ask a few things, so … I did. Next, I went and saw Joe in Barlinnie Prison, and after that, it was getting on, so I decided to stay in Glasgow for the night instead of driving straight to Dundee. Then Sunday morning I drove to Dundee and called Deonaid Charles, not expecting anything there either, but I got to see her as well. After a long day, I ended up stopping at her place last night, instead of the Russells, which wasn’t my original intention in flying to Scotland and the reason for driving to Dundee.’ 
 
    ‘I see, Milly,’ said Stopford as he grabbed Milly’s hand back and drew it over to him on the driver’s side placing it near his — then he hesitated — on his leg. She looked down at her hand as it  was claimed and dragged across, and then lifted her gaze, staring into his eyes. He found it difficult to look romantic and drive at the same time. He had a stupid look on his face; it glowed crimson red, and it wasn’t the only thing glowing, thought Milly. 
 
    ‘Don’t push your luck, mate,’ she said, and she snatched her hand away, and they burst out laughing. 
 
    ‘You haven’t got a cold spoon with you, Milly? It’s just lucky I’m not an old man with a weak heart.’ 
 
    Milly smiled and looked out the passenger door window. ‘I found out why they call him Daggy.’ 
 
    ‘Who told you that, Milly?’ blurted out Stopford. His tone sounded slightly menacing, forgetting his role as star-crossed lover, returning to U.K. detective. 
 
    ‘Slow down, Greg, all in good time. As I said, I had very interesting conversations with Gus and Deonaid Charles, some of it confirmed by Joe,’ she replied as they pulled up in Saint Albans Road. ‘I already knew a lot of what they told me, but they supported my thoughts on the Scottish side of the investigation.’ 
 
    ‘So the trip to Scotland confirmed what you already suspected?’ 
 
    ‘And some. I’ll give you a quick rundown, Greg, but I can’t tell you everything … not until we get the information we discussed on the phone last night on Stewart and Joe.’ 
 
    They walked into Milly’s unit, and the evidence board immediately arrested Stopford’s attention. One photo caught his eye. 
 
    ‘Alright, Greg, sit down …,’ and Milly proceeded to fill in a few of the gaps. She told him of meeting Sim and Naomi at Perth airport and then discussed Sim Charles’ new job in his business development role. He was working for one of the wealthiest families in Australia, whose patriarch had just landed himself an eight-year gig in Casuarina Prison in Perth for cocaine possession and trafficking. 
 
    Then she told him about Daggy Kerford, how the Russells and the Charles knew him … he was flabbergasted. She related John Russell’s take on the Daggy legend and then laughed as she told him Deonaid’s version of it. ‘Apparently, legend has it that Daggy was answering nature’s call. He had been holed up for most of the day on a run where he knew red deer stags were crossing to feed.’ 
 
    ‘What’s a run, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘Just a place, usually marked by a worn track, where deer cross on a regular basis. It’s often where a fence is situated separating feed from the bush, where they stop and mingle and socialize and look for mates. So, there he squats, a mere slip of a lad in the early throes of puberty, answering nature’s call when he shoots a record-breaking red stag.’ 
 
    ‘And his overalls too, Milly, by the sound of it,’ replied Stopford laughing. 
 
    She continued talking. She told him of Simone and her role in it all and her best friend Dannii, emphasizing the Australian link and Sim Charles. 
 
    ‘Is Cailin Stewart involved, other than murdering your sister?’ 
 
    ‘I think so.’ 
 
    ‘And Gus Charles?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ Then Milly brought up Sibby’s diary. 
 
    ‘We had a look at that,’ admitted Stopford, ‘and it just looked like the ravings of some drugged-up psycho lunatic.’ 
 
    ‘Be careful, Greg, you are talking about my sister. I have the diary here, and I believe it holds a clue to resolving this,’ said Milly holding it up. ‘Where are you up to in the investigation into Nari’s murder?’ 
 
    ‘We’re not far past where we were on Friday, when I dropped you at the airport, although we are working on a theory.’ 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ 
 
    ‘The “Nari opening the door to Hanni and Kerford” theory.’ 
 
    ‘Is there any D.N.A. or other evidence supporting that Greg?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Dasti’s fingerprints are in the flat on the dining room table, and there is other D.N.A. there … behind the door, from Likely 1.’ 
 
    ‘Kerford’s?’ 
 
    ‘No. Well, I should say we don’t know. He’s not in the U.K. database anymore. I noticed you have a photo of Kerford on the board, the same as the one I sent to Scotland for you.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Greg, and before you ask, I kept a copy of Kerford’s D.N.A. profile you mistakenly sent me to the Russell’s place in Dundee. I made a copy of your copy before I gave it back to you.’ 
 
    ‘Brilliant, Milly, it will save us a lot of time.’ 
 
    ‘Could he be Likely1.?’ 
 
    ‘He could be.’ 
 
    ‘I thought you said it was illegal.’ 
 
    ‘Strictly it is because we shouldn’t have it. We can use it to see if any of the D.N.A. matches up with the D.N.A from Nari’s apartment. We won’t be able to use it in evidence or to seek any warrants or even charge him, so we’ll have to work out another way to get his D.N.A.’ 
 
    ‘By charging him with murder?’ 
 
    ‘Or just asking him to volunteer a sample, but that’s a long way off in my opinion. Having his D.N.A. in the database already would be easier, though.’ 
 
    ‘Back to the deer shooting, I will explain its importance as it pops up from time to time in this narrative later, Greg.’ 
 
    ‘So it has a place?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, definitely in my opinion. Do you think Dasti has the fortitude to stand and watch a body being cut up?’ 
 
    ‘She’d do or say anything for money or to save her own neck. Remember she stole jewelry from your dead sister.’ 
 
    ‘Well, the plot thickens. I think we need to arrange a meeting when I get my information on Joe and Stewart and I’ll present it to you … to you and Cosmo at least, and anyone else if you like.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll have to think about that one, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘If you want, you can present it. It would look good for you, not least with Rob Windsor if you can get him to attend.’ 
 
    ‘No, Milly, I appreciate the offer, but this needs to come from you. Rob already knows you are involved and helping. There are a couple of other things I’ve meant to ask you, though. Now don’t get me wrong … tell me if I’m being too personal.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, D.I. Stopford,’ interrupted Milly, sounding serious. 
 
    ‘The news online reported you were left twenty-five million dollars by a rich uncle. Is that true?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be so silly, Greg. I was left the equivalent of £500,000. You know what tabloids are like.’ 
 
    ‘That’s still a hell of a lot of money, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Not if I buy a house with it, it’s not.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, well, that’s a point.’ 
 
    ‘It just means I’ll have extra money each week because I won’t be paying off a mortgage or paying rent.’ 
 
    ‘True, Milly.’ Stopford was quiet as he thought for a moment; it made sense. It was more a head start in life than truly life-changing. ‘The other thing I wanted to know concerned our discussion of P.I. work … a business of some kind.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s do it,’ said Milly. 
 
    ‘Hang on a minute.’ 
 
    ‘Come on, Greg, I knew you wouldn’t have the guts.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not that at all. Let’s have a discussion first. I can’t just walk away from the M.I.T. today or tomorrow; these things take time.’ 
 
    ‘Alright, well, you think of any questions you might like to ask.’ 
 
    I will; it won’t be this week, though. I think, by the look of it, this week will be rather busy.’ 
 
    ‘It will be a huge week.’ 
 
    Stopford looked at the evidence board. ‘There might be one or two of these characters going to jail then?’ 
 
    ‘And hopefully one coming out … or a reduced sentence at least.’ 
 
    Stopford walked to the door and turned to Milly. ‘Coming out?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry; we’ll discuss that later. I’ve got a few things to do at work in the morning. We’ve got a new psychologist starting, helping me in my role, so I will be tied up for much of the day. I’ll talk to you tomorrow, Greg, and we’ll meet sometime Wednesday or Thursday.’ 
 
    When Stopford left, Milly thought about his inquiry into a P.I. role and his willingness to consider it. She had no right to push him when she considered her contract obligations to Theo. Even if she got around that, there was her promise to Mia and Christy that she would return home soon. If he left his job, it could jeopardize his future — they needed to have a discussion, but they would have it later; it couldn’t hurt. At least he seemed keen. 
 
    The next day, she spent most of her time with Sarah Hammond. Rosie had completed Sarah’s induction — she had been induced as Rosie put it and driven down to Twickenham to meet staff and Dr. Elizabeth Jones. Rosie said she hadn’t heard from Theo since he’d left for Brooklyn. It seemed he was doing what he was told for once. 
 
    Dr. Hammond was a big woman and quite homely, thought Milly. She was a merry soul and told Milly she wanted to further her career, now she had finally finished having her family, or bearing her brats as she called it. In the short time she spent with her, Milly decided Sarah Hammond knew what she was about. She smiled as she watched her taking notes in Theo’s old office, thinking how things had changed since she started at Watford Therapy. It was a testament to her resilience, how she’d weathered the storm with Theo and his narcissism. There was no doubt the more Theo stayed away, the smoother everything ran. 
 
    Her phone rang; it was Judas James. He received the information and request from D.I. Stopford and it confirmed her thoughts. She smiled to herself as she walked to her office. She called Stopford and gave him the news, but he knew already. It was a break in the case, were Jude’s thoughts, and they should organize a meeting post-haste, which was Jude’s way of saying straightaway. 
 
    ‘I’m not available until 9:00 tomorrow morning, Greg. I need time to prepare, so I don’t miss anything. If you want me before then, you’ll have to subpoena me.’ 
 
    ‘Ha,’ answered Stopford, ‘that’s alright. We’re only having a meeting, not going to court. I haven’t talked with anyone about our discussion yesterday, Milly, so you can tell them everything. Can you please come down to Croydon Police Station? We’ve got a board you can use down here, and you can plug your computer into a monitor.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, no worries. Tomorrow at 9:00 a.m. at Croydon it is.’ 
 
    ‘At this stage, it will be Rob, Cosmo, Judas James and I think Greg Osborne, and possibly P.C. Stone. It will be quite an audience, Milly. If you recall, Osborne was my and Rob’s boss in the investigation of your sister’s death.’ 
 
    ‘Of course I remember him, Greg. All good. Did you talk with Beth Stone?’ 
 
    ‘I did, she remembered the interview with Sim Charles. When I put it to her, she was most upset. She said she found Sim very attractive, as she did half the rest of the U.K. male population. She apologized if she gave any other impression as to her physical attraction or otherwise to Sim during the interview. She didn’t mean to. When she turned red and looked hot and flushed, that was certainly the case, and then she had to visit the toilet and grab her handbag from her desk drawer first which is why she took so long …’ 
 
    ‘Oh, for Christ’s sake, spit it out will you, Greg, you’re like a bloody old woman.’ 
 
    ‘She’d just got her period, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Oh My God, that poor girl; how embarrassing. 
 
    ‘Yes, well I apologized on your behalf,’ said Stopford as he hung up. 
 
    ‘You did what?’ yelled Milly into her phone. She was talking to herself. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 33. 
 
    The following day at 8:30 a.m. Milly drove to the Croydon Police Station, armed with her photos, computer, written notes, and the U.S.B. containing her information. Her relationship with Murphy’s Law lobbed her into the path of P.C. Stone before she had time to walk from the car park. She apologized profusely for any negative inference Beth might have taken from her comments and Stopford’s questions. Beth assured Milly she would have asked the same questions if roles were reversed. 
 
    ‘I meant no offense,’ said Milly finally, as she concluded that bloody Stopford had dropped her in it. 
 
    ‘None taken,’ Beth replied, ‘but he is gorgeous!’ 
 
    ‘You should meet his brother, Joe,’ said Milly, and they both laughed. All was forgiven. 
 
    She walked to the interview room, the same room where they had the computer link-up with Mia and Aunt Christy and the Australian detectives when Mia had explained the state of play with her twin sister. When she walked in, Stopford was there on his own. 
 
    ‘I’ve got a bone to pick with you later, mate,’ said Milly. 
 
    ‘Whoops,’ said Stopford smiling. 
 
    ‘I’ll give you whoops. My pants were metaphorically down around my knees when you picked me up at Heathrow on Monday. Now they’re back up, and my chastity belt locked in place. You dropped me right in it with Beth Stone,’ Milly smirked. 
 
    When Beth walked in, Stopford cringed; he was unaware the two had made up in the car park. 
 
    Windsor, Cosmo, Superintendent Osborne, and Judas James arrived, and the group mingled and chatted until Milly had set her computer up and was ready to begin. 
 
    She briefly explained where Australia fitted in. She went into some detail but assumed they had read the news online from the Sunday Times in Australia or something similar. She finished her summary of the Boyds and Dannii and Simone by asking if there were any questions. Next, she introduced Sim Charles and explained where he fitted into the puzzle, but only as far as his trip to Australia was concerned. 
 
    ‘Are there any questions?’ No one spoke. ‘Alright, since there are no questions I will assume that you have all seen the information on the U.S.B. I gave Greg and D.C.I Windsor.’ 
 
    Once again, there were no nays from her captive audience. 
 
    Next Milly put up a photo of Donald Kerford. 
 
    ‘First, I want you to forget who he is. I want to know if anyone can see a distinguishing mark or characteristic when they look at this photo and, for the sake of this exercise, just acknowledge if you can by raising your hand and don’t say anything until I ask you to.’ 
 
    Beth Stone and Jude both put their hands up. 
 
    ‘Can any of you others see anything? I’ll give you a moment.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ answered Stopford almost immediately. 
 
    ‘Yes, Beth?’ 
 
    ‘He’s got a lazy left eye.’ 
 
    ‘Well done, Beth. It’s not a lazy left eye; it’s a lazy left eyelid … but I know what you mean,’ and Jude nodded. The others agreed they had missed it but could see it now. Then Milly turned to her computer and put up a photo from Kerford’s Facebook page on the monitor — the profile picture of Kerford with his daughters. 
 
    ‘I know the quality isn’t the best, but does anyone notice anything about the physical characteristics of his daughters in this depiction from Kerford’s Facebook page?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ said Windsor, speaking for all of them, ‘the girls have the same lazy eyelid.’ 
 
    ‘Good, correct. I, like the rest of you, missed Kerford’s eyelid until it was pointed out to me, and I’m sure, like the first photo of Kerford here, I would have missed the trait he has passed onto his daughters in his Facebook profile as well. It seems beauty and detail are in the eye of the beholder.’ 
 
    Milly then went over some of the Scottish connection. There were the three Charles brothers and their parents Gus and Deonaid Charles. She made light reference to Kerford again but would get back to him later. They already knew who Cailin Stewart was, so she took the photo of Kerford down and put up photos of Niall, Joe and Sim Charles, informing them Niall was dead. 
 
    ‘What can you see here?’ 
 
    ‘They’re obviously brothers,’ said Cosmo as all in the audience raced to find a prominent feature that wasn’t so prominent in each of the photos. Was this another test, they wondered? 
 
    She added the best and youngest photo she had of Gus Charles, and they all agreed the four were related and looked like Gus. Then she took the photo of Gus away and added the one photo she had emailed herself of Deonaid on the monitor. 
 
    ‘There is something in this photo of Deonaid that is common to her three sons. It’s not a big nose or a pointy chin or protruding ears, but a softness or expression or something … I don’t really know. I can see that she is the mother of her three boys.’ 
 
    ‘It’s the shape of her face and her skin,’ interrupted Beth. 
 
    Before she was distracted by Beth’s comment and lost her way, Milly pinned a photo of Kerford and then Cailin Stewart beside the three boys next to the monitor. Stewart was similar physically to the Charles boys. The mugshots of Joe Charles and Cailin Stewart were full upper-body shots, taken at the police station as they stood. They were similar in shape and size, and their hair was similar too, but there was no resemblance to Deonaid Charles in either Stewart or Kerford. All present agreed that Deonaid was the mother of the three Charles boys. 
 
    ‘You might be right about the skin, Beth.’ 
 
    ‘I think so,’ agreed Windsor who was enjoying himself. 
 
    ‘Right, so this is where it starts to get interesting. I asked D.I. Stopford to get the D.N.A. profiles of Joe Charles and Cailin Stewart from their criminal records in the U.K. database. Fortunately, there were enough markers in the profiles to prove, as I suspected, that Stewart and Joe Charles were both fathered by Gus Charles and, therefore, Sim and Joe Charles are half-brothers to Cailin Stewart.’ To make her point, Milly swapped the photo of Cailin Stewart with Kerford’s photo at the end of the line of photos of Niall, Joe, and Sim on the display board. 
 
    ‘Unbelievable,’ said Stopford and they discussed it amongst themselves, nodding their heads. They could see the resemblance, once Milly had shifted the photos around. 
 
    ‘When did you pick this up, Milly?’ asked Osborne. 
 
    ‘When I walked into the interview room here … the time we played our little trick on Cailin Stewart; it was the first and only time I’d come across him. Then when I met Sim in Scotland at my sister’s funeral, I had what we might call a eureka or ‘lazy eyelid’ moment. Stewart was angry that day, and it reminded me of Sim who usually looks staid and sullen, at least whenever I’ve come across him. The minute I saw him in Scotland, I thought of it and dismissed it out of hand. Then when I missed Kerford’s eyelid when John Russell pointed it out to me, I became rather obsessed. We should take notice of our intuition … first impressions and all that.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, it is rather obvious in Kerford’s case when it’s been pointed out, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Exactly.’ Milly left the photo of Stewart beside his half-brothers Niall, Joe, and Sim. The likeness between Sim and Cailin Stewart was most pronounced. 
 
    ‘Right, Milly. I hate to play the devil’s advocate, but what has this to do with Nari Kim and your sister? 
 
    ‘That’s coming, Rob.’ 
 
    ‘Does Gus Charles know he is the father of Stewart and vice versa, and where does Kerford come into it?’ asked Windsor again. 
 
    ‘All in good time, Rob,’ answered Milly as she looked back at her audience. ‘The first connection we have is that Kerford and Sim Charles were employed at Aberdeen Steel Fabricators where they both worked as welders and were supervised by Gus Charles who also worked there as a welder. I got this information from Deonaid Charles, so you guys will need to check their employment records.’ 
 
    ‘Doesn’t Kerford work in computers in London?’ asked Beth. 
 
    ‘Yes, Beth,’ replied Milly, ‘I’ll get back to that in a minute. So, the fact that they worked together means they know each other. Then, to Rob’s question, I want to discuss whether Stewart and Gus Charles knew what was going on. When I visited Deonaid Russell, she told me that there was a good relationship between Cailin Stewart and the youngest Charles boy, Niall, before he died, despite their age difference. It was a new friendship, and Deonaid assumed Niall was being bullied at school and Stewart was looking out for him. I can tell you that as a Psy.D. psychologist who has eight years training in clinical psychology mainly studying child and adolescent behavior, this is slightly unusual, at least in this context, where there were two older brothers.’ 
 
    ‘Why is that?’ 
 
    ‘As I’ve mentioned, Deonaid and even Joe Charles suspected that Stewart was sticking up for Niall Charles because he was being picked on at school. But both agreed there was no evidence of that, and Niall never told his mother or Joe that he was being bullied. Now we can go into all sorts of theories on why and when adolescents do things, not least the fact that if Niall were being bullied at school, Joe would sort it. I contend that Cailin Stewart knew he was Niall’s half-brother but didn’t say anything, probably because he promised his now dead mother that he wouldn’t … and, because his father didn’t, and still doesn’t know, he’s not the father. He was simply friendly with Niall Charles because he knew they were half-brothers.’ 
 
    ‘All conjecture, Milly.’ 
 
    Of course, Rob.’ Milly agreed. ‘Stewart’s mother Mary died of cancer between 2005 and 2006, according to Deonaid Charles, and around 1990, Deonaid kicked Gus out because he was having an affair … she didn’t tell me that, though. Joe told me about the affair … Sim had told him, but Joe doesn’t know who the other woman was. As for an affair or not, there had to be a coupling between Gus Charles and Mary Stewart, as proven by the D.N.A. test.’ 
 
    ‘We are assuming Mary Stewart was Cailin Stewart’s mother?’ interrupted Windsor. 
 
    We’re not assuming it Rob. It’s evidenced by their D.N.A. profiles. I would also contend that Gus Charles knows he is Stewart’s father, which may be backed up by that phone call you guys mentioned when Stewart called Gus before he was picked up and charged with my sister’s murder. Of course, this is all supposition …’ 
 
    ‘That’s right, I remember the call on Stewart’s phone records,’ said Windsor. 
 
    ‘On November 14, 2016,’ said Milly referring to her notes. ‘The call went for five minutes. It’s a long time to talk to someone you don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘So then, Milly, you have established why you believe there is a link between the Stewart and Charles families … including an affair between Gus Charles and Mary Stewart that resulted in Cailin Stewart. Is there a connection between Stewart and Kerford?’ asked Cosmo. 
 
    ‘Yes, I’m coming to that as part of my answer to D.C.I. Windsor. First, I don’t believe that Deonaid Charles knows about Cailin Stewart or that Gus Charles wants her to know. He wants to patch their relationship up and would likely believe this won’t help in that outcome. Now, to your question, Cosmo and Rob, yes, there is a connection between Kerford and Stewart. They are or were both deer shooters and, for the record, none of the Charles family are. To your question, Beth, before I forget, Kerford is now working in computers in London … he had a change of career.’ 
 
    For some light relief, Milly then told them the story of Donald alias Daggy Kerford, and it got some giggles. Then Stopford recalled Stewart buying the Victorinox brand knives at the Victorinox Flagship Store in New Bond Street, London for his father, Troy Stewart, for Father’s Day before they had identified Sibby’s body. The knives were to be used in their deer-shooting pursuits. 
 
    ‘With all that in mind, I’d like to turn my attention back to Kerford. D.I. Stopford told me of your thoughts on Kerford and Dasti, Rob, and the role they may have played in Nari Kim’s murder and I agree your theory might have legs … I’m sorry, I should have used another word.’ 
 
    ‘Hooves,’ offered Stopford. Milly looked at him as if to tell him to shut up and it was all P.C. Stone could do not to burst out laughing. That got Milly smiling, and they both started giggling briefly why Stopford sat there with his characteristic stupid grin. Milly thought then it was hard to stay angry with him. She re-adjusted her thoughts. 
 
    ‘Can you explain the procedure you would need to go through, Dr. James, in removing the legs of a fellow human being at the hip joints and separating the femur from the tibia and fibula? Can you please use the analogy of separating a beast’s body from one of its hind legs at the hip?’ 
 
    Jude was happy to oblige and went on for twenty minutes. He stressed it wasn’t as difficult as it first appeared, but that the perpetrator would need experience and training if the cuts were to be clean and a saw wasn’t being used; not to mention a sharp knife, of course. 
 
    ‘Keeping in mind the analogy of a beast and separating one of its hind legs from the rest of its body by flicking out the hip ball from the socket, have any of you ever seen a red deer carcass?’ 
 
    ‘No,’ said Stopford. 
 
    ‘Then, you’ve never shot a red deer and dressed it, D.I. Stopford?’ 
 
    ‘You know I haven’t, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘Daggy Kerford has.’ There was silence. None of them had guessed where Milly was leading with her discussion of deer shooting. 
 
    ‘So, you are contending that Kerford would know how to cut Nari up into the pieces we found her in?’ asked Windsor. 
 
    ‘Yes,’ replied Milly. 
 
    ‘You don’t want a career change, do you?’ asked Osborne. 
 
    ‘I do, Greg, but that’s another story. I’ve got more to tell you, so perhaps we should have a break.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, we’ll break for thirty minutes.’ 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 34. 
 
    When they returned to the interview room, Milly continued. ‘Looking at the information we have in our discussion so far, I’m taking the view that my sister’s murder and Nari Kim’s murder are related and connected by the people involved in them and the South Croydon Inn. There have been, and still are, many coincidences in play in this narrative and these coincidences exist, I believe, because the people are connected.’ 
 
    ‘You are assuming that Kerford and Dasti murdered Kim?’ asked Osborne. 
 
    ‘Yes, I am at this stage. You have solved the crime of my sister by convicting Cailin Stewart who is no doubt guilty, even admitting in his rage to killing her. But other guilty parties, who were complicit in her murder, haven’t, and aren’t, being called to account. Two of the parties include Kerford and Dasti, and that’s apart from the murder of Nari Kim. Like I said, I believe that Nari’s murder and other ongoing criminal behavior is directly related to my sister’s death.’ Milly looked around for any reaction, but there wasn’t one. ‘I also believe the investigation you ran and conclusions you came to in the arrest and conviction of Cailin Stewart are all great outcomes based on the information you had available at the time.’ 
 
    ‘I think you are being a little patronizing, Milly,’ Windsor said, sounding defensive. She sensed then that Windsor was being too defensive …  that he was playing more than a devil’s advocate role. 
 
    ‘I think you are being a little sensitive, Rob. The information I have given you today could have you on the cusp of something big, especially as far as Sim Charles and what he represents is concerned. The only reason I am standing here this morning is that I have the inside running in my relationship with some of the people involved. You could never get the information from Gus or Deonaid Charles that I have, or from Joe Charles for that matter.’ 
 
    ‘I agree with you, Milly,’ said Osborne. 
 
    ‘Getting away from Sim Charles for the moment and keeping in mind the assumptions we have already made, there are two irrefutable facts that tie both murders together that are beyond doubt. There’s the South Croydon Inn and Donald Raymond Kerford … if my theory is right. I’ll leave Dasti out because she isn’t tied to the others and is only linked through her association with Kerford and the inn.’ Milly looked up at her small but captive audience and stared at Greg Osborne. ‘They are the two common indisputable facts so far, and I’m guessing that everyone involved in these crimes can in one way or another be related to them. For that, we have P.C. Stone and her attention to detail to thank,’ said Milly, looking at Beth. 
 
    ‘I agree,’ said Stopford and he started clapping. The others joined in briefly out of politeness, then stopped. That should take some pressure off me later, he thought. 
 
    ‘You do know, Milly, that if Dasti and/or Kerford didn’t murder Kim, your theory is in pieces, don’t you?’ Windsor pointed out. 
 
    ‘No, Rob, not really. We need to put this discussion today into context. I’m putting forward my opinion … or hypothesis, if you like …  based on the evidence and my rational interpretation of it. I’m not stating a factual, chronological version of events here, not least because we don’t know all the facts. I’m happy to have my theory, as you call it, shot to pieces. Having said that, if you are happy to solve one murder and leave my sister’s murder where it is, then that’s up to you … it’s a police and judicial matter. I can’t tell you what to do, but I can tell you something. If you get Sim Charles, you’ll get ’em all, in my opinion, and you’ll get them on a lot more charges, as well as solving Nari Kim’s murder.’ 
 
    ‘Which I think is the point Milly is trying to make,’ interrupted Cosmo. 
 
    ‘Sim Charles sits atop this whole thing on an empire of drugs, drug distribution and whatever else he has turned his hand to. If you get him, you’ll cut off the head of the serpent. He is the key to everything, and I believe my sister was murdered because of him and who or what stands behind him. I have something else,’ said Milly as she reached for her sister’s diary in her computer bag. 
 
    ‘We’ve seen the diary, Milly,’ said Windsor. 
 
    ‘I know you have, Rob, but I don’t reckon you’ve seen the things I have … I’ve got inside running remember. Anyone reading it would reasonably assume Sibby was in some sort of psychedelic trance when she wrote it.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ agreed Stopford. Milly looked at him as if to tell him to shut it. 
 
    ‘Right, I won’t hand the diary around. I took photos with the camera on my mobile phone of some of the relevant pages last night and emailed them to myself … it was quick and easy.’ The pages appeared on the monitor. ‘The writings or ramblings in the diary speak for themselves in a way. Anyone, including me, who has looked at them has never got past the way things are written and the childlike way she has presented or depicted things.’ They looked at the screen. 
 
    ‘It’s very interesting, Milly,’ said Osborne, who obviously hadn’t seen it before. The monitor showed a page with depictions of stick men with penises in various states of arousal running and chasing smaller stick figures — obviously children — most with blood dripping off them, and then there was a depiction of a woman with long hair hanging from a noose around her neck. Milly showed the page dated January 30, 2016, where there were entries of Sim Charles FB, and SCdcp fucking bastard and JCdcp by SC. The writings in January were also shown with emojis of teary faces and unsmiling faces. 
 
    ‘Now, these messages are spread around, and throughout the diary, on various dates as depicted on their pages and to my untrained eye there is no pattern to any of them. As well as the rather incoherent style of writing, one of the consistent themes throughout the diary is a reputed love for JC or Joe Charles and her absolute hatred of SC or Sim Charles.’ 
 
    ‘What do they mean, Milly?’ asked Cosmo who thought he could see where things were going. 
 
    ‘I had a visit from Giles Ryon in my office last week. He said he wanted to meet me and all the usual nice stuff, so we talked away, and while he was there he claimed, he believed, there was ongoing contact by phone between Nari and Crawford, as he called him.’ Cosmo nodded, they had already discussed the phone calls in Milly’s office. ‘He also said,’ and Milly turned to her notes, ‘in his words … I believe that this Crawford or Kerford or whatever name he goes by is involved in more than Nari was letting on. I believe he makes and distributes child porn …’ 
 
    ‘He made similar claims to us, Milly,’ said Windsor. 
 
    ‘Up to that moment I, like you, had been quite bewildered by my sister’s diary, and then I thought about Giles Ryon’s claim, and I was taken by three words. The three words are “distributes child porn,” and if you look at the diary entries, you will see “dcp” written numerous times.’ They all looked at the diary depictions on the monitor. 
 
    ‘Another “lazy eyelid” moment?’ asked Osborne. 
 
    ‘Correct,’ answered Milly. 
 
    ‘What significance do you see in the dcp diary entries, Milly?’ asked Windsor. 
 
    ‘Sorry, Rob, I need to explain myself first. Deonaid Charles claimed that Sim visited Sibby in Dundee weekly, if not fortnightly, beginning immediately Joe went to prison. In her words, he was helping Sibby come to terms with Joe’s imprisonment, and she believed he was very good to my sister. Sim’s trips from Dundee are backed up by Gus Charles, so I believe that Sim told Sibby that Joe at least was distributing child porn.’ 
 
    ‘Why would he do that?’ asked Windsor. 
 
    ‘Because Sibby held the key to the rest of Sim’s life … she had everything on him. She also hated him because he was the reason Joe was in prison.  Joe told me Sibby knew everything, so Sim needed to keep Sibby quiet until he could get rid of her. You even have an interview with John Russell where he claims to have heard Sim threaten to shut Sibby up permanently … or words to that effect.’ 
 
    ‘That’s right, Milly, we do,’ confirmed Windsor with a nod of his head to Osborne. 
 
    ‘As soon as Sibby died, he stopped his trips to Dundee. Then, there are no money transactions in any of Sibby’s accounts between Joe going to prison and her death, except for a bus ticket or something …’ 
 
    ‘A train ticket from Scotland to London,’ clarified Stopford. 
 
    ‘So I believe Sim was giving her cash; she wasn’t working, and the Russells had cut her allowance off. By implicating Joe in distributing child porn, Sibby believed she would have sealed Joe’s fate to decades in jail if she ratted on Sim Charles.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think Joe was involved in distributing child porn, Milly?’ 
 
    ‘Not for a second and I don’t know if Sim was either … but then there is the Kerford connection involving Nari Kim, so who knows? It was a brilliant line to take with Sibby, though. In distributing the stuff, Sim would only have to say, for example, Joe was carrying it in the car with him, when he was delivering the drugs and that it had nothing to do with him … with Sim I mean. It was a lie, Rob, one I believe sent Sibby totally off the rails and one that she could never come to terms with. The lie was something he used to keep Sibby quiet until he got around to shutting her up permanently. Then along comes Cailin Stewart and Donald Kerford and Dasti for that matter. As well as the cash and lies, Sim would have kept Sibby in drugs so that would explain her behavior before she died. Then, depending on his relationship with Stewart, they could have increased the strength of the drugs Sibby used at the Croydon Inn to put her out to it before Stewart stabbed her.’ 
 
    ‘But we can’t even tie Sim to drugs … can we?’ asked Osborne. 
 
    ‘Not with Sibby now, but we can if Joe cooperates and Gus for that matter and then there is everything else … his whole miserable existence. He’s never worked he’s … anyway, don’t get me started. I believe if Joe suspected anything in our discussion, he would drop his brother in it immediately. To get him to help, maybe you could promise him a reduced sentence?’ Then Milly told them of the alleged ziploc bags of drugs Gus Charles had in his possession with Sim’s fingerprints. 
 
    ‘You’ve provided a lot of information, Milly. Why do you think Sibby used depictions and letters instead of writing what happened in her diary?’ 
 
    ‘In case someone read it. She might as well dob him in as write it down, especially when the diary was left where Ella Russell could find it. I believe Ella would dob Joe in straightaway if she thought he was guilty … there’s no love lost there. Perhaps Sibby believed if we found it she would already be dead and that we would eventually work it out without directly implicating Joe. You’d never get a conviction in a British court just on “dcp”.’ 
 
    ‘Good point, Milly, good point,’ said Osborne looking very deep in thought. ‘It may also have something to do with the size of the diary with four or five days to a page. Using letters and depictions and even emojis would save a lot of writing space.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I agree Greg. I also believe there is another diary somewhere … from July up until she died, but that’s a mystery we may never solve. So,’ continued Milly tearing her thoughts away from the prospect of another diary, ‘I could go on for the rest of the day and night. I believe my biggest contribution to this discussion is not just the extra insights I have provided. There’s something else. Gus Charles told me he believed his son Sim Charles was one of the biggest criminals in Scotland and the U.K., and I agree.’ Milly added the U.K. for effect. ‘I believe if you bust this thing open too soon and get a conviction for Dasti and Kerford, that’s all you’ll get. You will never get Sim Charles.’ 
 
    ‘We can all see your point, Milly,’ agreed Windsor. 
 
    ‘Sim Charles has thumbed his nose at you guys, at Scotland Yard … you haven’t even got a mugshot of him or his D.N.A. on your database. Even his own mother thinks he’s relatively innocent and that Joe is more culpable. Have you thought for a minute that Joe Charles was a qualified doctor who was going to marry my sister who had also finished her medical degree? They didn’t need money; they had a partnership in a medical practice for crying out loud … a license to print money. No, Joe was doing his brother a favor in carrying the drugs in my opinion. By solving one crime here, I believe you will be solving three.’ 
 
    They all sat for a bit, thinking and considering. Osborne was the first to move as he looked at his watch. ‘We have a lot we need to consider here, Milly. Thanks for your input. I wish I could add you to our team.’ 
 
    ‘I’m afraid that’s my lot, Greg, even though I would love to stop and help out. I’ll be flying out to Brooklyn, New York, on Monday. I’m needed over there for work.’ 
 
    ‘How long will you be away?’ asked Windsor. 
 
    ‘As long as it takes to sort the problem out.’ 
 
    ‘Alright, I’m sure you will be in contact with Rob or Greg Stopford.’ 
 
    ‘No doubt.’ As they left the room, Stopford stayed back. 
 
    ‘What’s the go, Milly? You shouldn’t joke about things like going to Brooklyn; it’s not funny. 
 
    ‘I’m not joking, Greg. I’m needed over there, so I have to go.’ 
 
    ‘You’re needed here, Milly.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve done all I can, mate, and your saying what you said to P.C. Stone sealed the deal for me.’ 
 
    ‘You’re joking, aren’t you?’ he replied, looking quite dismayed. 
 
    ‘Of course I am, Greg.’ 
 
    ‘What about the P.I. position and … you know, the other stuff?’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t died you know, and I’ll leave my chastity belt on until I return, Greg.’ He looked relieved, and they sat and talked for a bit during short spells of silence. 
 
    ‘I agree with everything you said today, Milly, and I think the Super and Rob did too. You’ve really helped us. You’ve really made a difference.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Greg. We’ll be in touch at least weekly. Stick with it and with a bit of luck I reckon this could be huge for all of you. There’s a lot at stake, and if you can get Sim Charles, you’ll take a very bad man off the streets. He’s ruined a lot of lives including some in his own family.’ 
 
    ‘How long will you be away?’ 
 
    ‘I may not come back, Greg.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, please, Milly, don’t say that. You’ve really grown in stature in my eyes. You changed me and the way I look at things … and I really like, um … I … um …I really like you, Milly.’ He started to get teary as his mood darkened, and so did Milly. They quickly embraced before anyone disturbed them. 
 
    ‘I really like you too, Greg … but … I’m really sorry; I have to get going, mate.’ 
 
    ‘That’s alright, Milly,’ said Stopford as she got up to go. ‘I’ll wait for you. I really want you back in my day. You’re a … a … I don’t know, Milly … I suppose you’re a girl changed.’ 
 
      
 
    TO BE CONTINUED 
 
   


  
 


 
     
 
    Letter from the author Mark Bailey 
 
    Dear reader 
 
    Thank you for choosing to read Girl Changed. If you enjoyed it, please leave a review as reviews are important. It doesn’t have to be long, just a few words to help others discover my writing.  
 
    If you were intrigued by the character of Dr. Milly McTaggart, you really need to read Book three of THE GIRL TRILOGY, Girl Vindicated. 
 
    Milly continues her journey of self-discovery … for her and her dead twin, Sibby. There are many coincidences, but they can be explained because as she suspects, everything and everyone is linked. She continues putting the pieces together as police ramp up their investigation. She pokes and prods, pushes and persists, tying things together, dismissing nothing. Another murder and an untimely death produce more evidence as police close in. Will Milly be a girl vindicated? 
 
    If you would like to receive an e-mail as a reminder when Book three of THE GIRL TRILOGY Girl Vindicated is released, please sign up to the mailing list at the link below. Your address will never be shared with others, and you can unsubscribe at any time. 
 
    Link: http://eepurl.com/cXP6qX 
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