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The driver was not her usual one, but as the night filming had been completed ahead of schedule, she had been released from the set in West London earlier than expected. Amanda Delany didn’t mind, though; all the unit drivers had become friends of the entire film company. The Mercedes drew up outside her mews house in Belgravia, and she jumped out quickly. The driver made sure she was safely inside the house before he drove off. She liked that because the overhanging ivy around her front door made it possible for someone to hide there, and she was cautious, although none of her fans knew her new address.

Amanda loved the little house. She had really been in residence only eight weeks, but she had purchased it eighteen months ago. The renovations and the decoration had been completed before she had moved in, and it still had the lingering smells of new carpets and paint.

She was tired, it was almost midnight, and she decided to go straight to bed, relieved that she wasn’t still filming until four in the morning—which was when the night shoot usually ended. Tomorrow she would be collected midafternoon. They were shooting in summer, and it didn’t get dark until almost nine.

Amanda took a quick shower and got into her bed, new, like everything else in the mews house. This was the first place that she had owned, the first time she had lived on her own, without flatmates or boyfriends. She had changed partners almost as frequently as she had filming commitments, which made perfect fodder for the tabloids. Her lovers had invariably been her costars, and although she was still only twenty-four years old, Amanda had broken up two marriages. Her last affair, with a famous movie star, had been very public. Amanda was one of a clutch of young, very beautiful actresses about to break into the big time, and her agent had warned her to curb her sexual exploits or risk damaging her blossoming career.

She fell deeply asleep straightaway but woke up an hour later. For a few moments she was disoriented and reached for the clock on her bedside table, wondering if she had inadvertently set the alarm. Night filming was always difficult to adjust to, and often she found it hard working through the night and catching up on sleep during the day. Had there been a change of schedule? Had it been the telephone that had woken her? Amanda threw back the duvet and went to the window to look into the mews courtyard, but it was empty.

Back in bed, she snuggled down, must have dropped off again, and then woke with a start. The scream was hideous, of such agony and terror that her heart lurched with fear. She sat up listening, waiting for it to continue, waiting for something to happen. But nothing did. Terrified, she got up again to look from the window into the courtyard. She turned on the lights and went from the bedroom down the narrow hall. All was silent, and from her kitchen annex, she looked into the back garden, a small paved square with high walls. She wondered if it was perhaps a wounded animal she’d heard.

Returning to her bedroom, leaving all the lights on, she couldn’t stop hearing that terrible single scream echoing in her head. The more she thought about it, the more certain she was that it was a woman screaming. She recalled being cast as the victim of a serial killer in a movie that required her to scream, and when she couldn’t get the right pitch, they had brought in another actress who specialized in bloodcurdling screams. She remembered when she watched the finished film how chilling the moment had been.

Eventually she went back to sleep, aided by two sleeping tablets. She didn’t wake until midmorning, and brewing up fresh coffee, she wondered if it had simply been a nightmare that had woken her.

She spent the rest of the day learning her lines in preparation for the night’s filming. Her usual driver collected her midafternoon to take her to the set for makeup and hair. He apologized for not being available the previous evening.

“This weird thing happened last night,” she said.

“Who drove you?” he asked.

“Oh, nothing to do with that. I was in bed, and this terrible scream woke me up.” She frowned and leaned forward. “I don’t know if it was the screaming that woke me—you know, if it had gone on before—but it was just one long terrible scream, and it really scared me.”

“Maybe it was a cat—or one o’ these urban foxes they go on about?”

“No, no, it didn’t sound like either of those. At first I thought it was maybe an animal, but… I think it was a woman.”

“Did you call the police?”

“No, I didn’t, because it all went quiet, and I couldn’t see anyone outside or in the back garden. I just went back to bed.”

In the makeup trailer, Amanda repeated the incident to her hairdresser. She told it over again to her makeup artist, and it brought forth a slew of stories from the girls about nightmares and how hard it was, working nights, to get to sleep. She told the director how frightened she had been. His response was to joke that it would probably help her performance. They were about to shoot a scene where she was to be confronted by the archvillain, who attempted to strangle her because he knew that she could identify him.

The film was yet another version of Gaslight, a Victorian thriller in which a young wife was terrorized by her husband, intent on frightening her to death in order to claim her inheritance. The script had been adapted by a young writer who hoped, with the use of state-of-the-art special effects, to turn it into a successful killer chiller, its dark, foreboding style in homage to Nosferatu and early silent horror films. The director, Julian Pike, was only twenty-seven and had just one successful art-house movie to his credit, so a lot depended on this much bigger-budget extravaganza.

The filming went well, with only a few delays. They were shooting the exterior shots in a man-made cobbled street lit by gas lamps that backed onto a massive hangar where the main set, with its remarkable reconstruction of a Victorian house, was standing. Tonight they were filming the scene where Amanda, cast as the young wife, returned from the opera with her husband and alights from the carriage to enter their house, a mocked-up exterior with pillars and three steps leading to the front door. The door could be opened but led onto a small platform inside, five feet off the ground. With only enough room for two people on the platform, it was decided that the maid would open the door and step back quickly. An assistant would help her down, leaving enough room for the two leading actors to sweep inside. It was such a simple shot, but they had to do take after take to get it right, and Pike was losing patience.

In the next scene, Amanda was running from the house in terror. She crossed the road in an attempt to escape, tried to hail a horse-drawn Hansom cab, and, failing to do so, was almost run over by a carriage. There were rain machines, and flash lighting to depict lightning; the sound of thunder would be laid on afterward. As the fog, generated by smoke machines, became thicker, Amanda had to collide with the very man she was afraid of. Then she had to scream. Nothing went smoothly: the horses got skittish with the flash lighting; one take was ruined as the smoke machine made Amanda start coughing. There were altercations between Amanda and the uptight director. By now she was freezing cold.

The costume department was having a hard time keeping the mud off Amanda’s dress, with its heavy hooped velvet skirt and boned corset, and the ringlets were dropping out of her wig. Amanda and the director then had yet another stand-up argument, shouting at each other in front of the entire crew.

When the time came for the close-up of Amanda screaming, she was in such a bad temper that the scream sounded more like one of anger than of terror. The director yelled at her to try and do the scream she’d heard the night before. Finally he called it quits for the night, even though he hadn’t gotten the sound he wanted. He told Amanda to have a good night’s sleep; she would be wanted on-set for the first shot of the day, and he needed her in a better mood.

Amanda, with her usual driver, did not get home until four-thirty in the morning. By that time, she was exhausted. The tight corset and heavy hooped skirt had given her a backache, and she had a headache from trying to scream. She was also feeling chilled, as it had been so cold on-set, and the rain effects had soaked her through to the skin. She’d sat hunched in the back of the Mercedes on the drive home, saying little. Her driver had helped her from the car and walked her to the front door, making sure she was inside before he drove away. As he reversed, his headlights caught her opening her front door; she turned and waved to him. He was struck by her beauty. Tired as she was, with her makeup wiped off and her face pale, she had almost a translucent quality. She gave him the sweetest of smiles.

The same unit driver returned later to collect her for the end of the night shoot. They would then, thankfully, have the weekend off before returning to the usual daily schedule. It had been a long, hard shoot, and a few more days remained before they wrapped. The driver rang the doorbell and returned to sit in the car. He waited ten minutes. Often she would keep him outside even longer; he was used to giving her about twenty minutes. After half an hour, he called her landline and got the answering machine. When he called her mobile phone and she didn’t pick up, he rang the unit to say he was outside Amanda’s mews house but could not get any response.

The makeup and hair departments were getting impatient. It took at least two hours to do makeup and fit the wig. Then the costume designer appeared, asking for Amanda. She was to wear a very elaborate gown that not only required a corset; they would need to handstitch her into it. The first assistant joined them, hoping that Amanda might have driven herself, as they still had not made contact with her at home.

Julian Pike flew into a rage. He had a heavy schedule, but at least he would be able to start filming the only scene that did not require Amanda. Her driver was instructed to keep knocking on her door, and as the actors prepared to film the first scene, the production assistant called Amanda’s agent. Concerned, the latter said she would drive herself to the mews, as she had a spare key.

Two hours later, Amanda’s stunt double was dressed in her costume; the director had made the decision to shoot around any close-ups so the filming could continue. He was heard to say that they would probably be better off without the “bitch.”

•  •  •

The bitch was lying naked on her new bed. Her hands were tied and her legs spread out, and the blood from multiple stab wounds had stained the sheets in hideous thick pools. Her shocked agent stood frozen as she saw the awful tableau. It was obvious that Amanda Delany had been brutally murdered. Her beautiful face was unmarked, her eyes wide open.
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DI Anna Travis had just completed her day in court. The trial had been a long, drawn-out process, but she had held up strongly against a prominent defense team. The murder trial had made headlines; the woman accused of murdering her husband was from a titled family. Lady Melena Halesbury had claimed that she was an abused wife who had shot her husband in self-defense.

Thanks to Anna’s diligent inquiries, her evidence had become a strong plank for the prosecution. The victim, Lord Anthony Halesbury, was suffering from Parkinson’s disease, and at the time of the shooting, he would have been incapable of the violent attack of which his wife had accused him.

The defense team had brought in numerous medical witnesses who claimed that physical abuse was possible. However, the star witness, produced by Anna, was the nurse who had been hired to care for the victim. Dilys Summers asserted that the victim’s right arm was virtually immobile, and his hand suffered from the debilitating shakes. His wife therefore would not, as she claimed, have had to wrestle the weapon from him and, in self-defense, shoot him before he tried to choke her.

Anna had instigated the search for the nurse, who had been relieved of duty two months before the incident. Anna had hunted down Nurse Summers and discovered that she and the victim had been lovers, and although Summers was no longer caring for her patient at his home, they had continued to meet secretly.

Summers was able to describe Lord Halesbury’s disabilities because she had seen him the day before the shooting. Contrary to his wife’s statement, his illness had improved slightly, but he was still a very sick man.

The prosecution claimed that the motive for the shooting was because a divorce was imminent. The loss of her social standing and obvious wealth was enough to drive Lady Halesbury to kill. The jury took only three hours to bring in a guilty verdict.

The DCI in charge of the case took Anna aside as they packed up the incident room. A big robust man, DCI Vince Mathews was ready to retire, everyone knew it; he was also an old-school cop and bore no resemblance to Anna’s former boss, Detective Chief Superintendent James Langton.

Langton was moving up the ranks fast, hungry as ever, based now at Scotland Yard. The Mathewses of the Metropolitan Police were becoming few and far between. Mathews was an old plodder with a big family, and due to his lack of initiative, Anna had done much of the legwork on their case. The team had all been aware of it, but they liked Mathews. He was there for them and always encouraging, even if he did like to get home early every Friday.

Mathews sat behind his untidy desk, sipping a coffee. “It was a good result today, Travis.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“A lot of it was due to you. The Met this year have ninety chief inspector posts coming up, and as you’re probably aware, each CID department is allowed to put forward a certain number of inspectors. We’ve got about nine places allocated to the Homicide Command, and the competition will be tough because there’ll be about a hundred officers applying.”

Anna shifted her weight from one foot to the other, unsure if she was hearing correctly. “You’re putting me forward, sir?”

“Correct.” He opened a drawer and took out an application, placing it in front of her. “Fill it out. You’ll have to think hard about what you’ll say when they ask how you think you would perform in the next rank. You’ve got to write no more than twenty lines on seven topics, covering examples of how you would deal with effective communications, planning and organization, customer and community focus, respect for race and diversity, strategic perspective, openness to change, and last but not least, personal responsibility.”

Anna flushed, not knowing what to say.

“Well, go on, take your application home, and remember, think carefully about what you are going to say. Then it’s up to you, Travis. Good luck.”

“Thank you very much, sir. I really appreciate this, and I’ll do my best.”

“I hope you do, Travis. You’ve got a big future ahead of you.”

Anna thanked him again and hurried out, grinning from ear to ear. She crossed to her small office and put the application into her briefcase. She was packed up and ready to leave. They would all be having a drink in the local pub to celebrate the end of the case, and then it would be on to the next one. She didn’t mention the promotion application to anyone. Instead she enjoyed a couple of glasses of wine and then left, eager to get home.

Back at her flat, close to Tower Bridge, Anna went straight into her bedroom and chucked her briefcase on the bed. She picked up her late father’s photograph from her bedside table and kissed it. “Daddy, I’m going up for promotion. Detective Chief Inspector…” Then she laughed and flopped down on her bed, holding the picture frame to her chest. He would have been so proud, her father. The late Detective Chief Superintendent Jack Travis had never risen above the rank of detective inspector. She was determined that she would work her butt off to fill in the application to the very best of her ability.

As Anna showered and washed her hair, humming, she felt so good and so positive. It had been a tedious investigation, and although the guilty verdict had been the one the team had hoped for, she was glad the case was over. Hunting down the evidence had involved painstaking inquiries and lengthy conversations with the nurse. It had never ceased to amaze Anna how complicated people’s lives were. A jealous wife, a sickly husband, and a homely middle-aged woman in a tragic triangle. At first Anna had not suspected that the nurse could have been anything other than a dedicated caregiver. Dilys was a widow in her mid-forties, rather overweight, with graying hair, and only when she spoke of the victim’s kindness to her did Anna begin to suspect there existed anything other than a professional relationship. When she eventually asked if there had been something more, the floodgates had opened. Dilys had explained how fond she had become of her patient, how admiring of the way he never complained and was at all times so charming.

Lady Halesbury, possibly suspecting something was going on, had asked Dilys to leave. It had been a terrible wrench, but the nurse had packed up her suitcase and returned to her council flat in Paddington.

“I loved him,” she told Anna. “We loved each other. I have never known such kindness and such sweetness from a man…”

Anna had listened as the woman seemed to shine, her eyes bright as she explained that they had become lovers. Lord Halesbury had asked her to marry him as soon as he could get a divorce. She knew he would be an invalid, but to be in his company no matter what would have given her the best years of her life.

Lying on her bed now, thinking about the case and the outcome, Anna sighed. The stout little nurse, her face shining with adoration for the dead man, and the bitter, vicious wife who couldn’t bear to lose her sick husband or his fortune: both women middle-aged and yet caught up in heated passion. The real passion in Anna’s life had been with James Langton; she wondered if she would ever know or feel that passion for someone else.

Wanting a last glass of wine before bed, she uncorked a bottle of wine and sipped from her glass as she stood by the open window, looking out onto the Thames and Tower Bridge. She had not seen Langton in over eight months, though she had heard news of him and read about him in the police journals. She drained her glass and refilled it. She was suddenly depressed. Even thinking about the last time they had been together made her flush with embarrassment.

The murder inquiry they had both worked on involved tracking down an infamous drug dealer, Alexander Fitzpatrick. During the inquiry, Anna had met Damien Nolan, husband of a woman who eventually became a major part of the investigation. Anna had found Damien attractive from the moment she had met him, and when he was excluded from the case, she had foolishly agreed to see him. She knew at the time that she was being unprofessional, that Damien might be called as a witness for his wife’s defense, yet she had ignored her own doubts. They had met on three different occasions before they went back to her flat and slept together. He was sexy, he was attractive, and he was a very experienced lover. In some ways Anna felt her relationship with him freed her from the hold Langton had over her. Even knowing she was being foolish made their illicit dates exciting.

Damien was intelligent, amusing, and she really enjoyed his company. He had made her feel attractive—sexy, even. It wasn’t love, she knew that; it was something she had never experienced before—a kind of lust. Anna had few friends and even fewer lovers, James Langton being the most recent and the most important in her life. Being with Damien had helped her confidence. He had bought her sexy underwear, encouraged her to dress in a more flattering way, and even suggested a new hairstyle.

Anna never kept the hair appointment. On the day she was going, Langton turned up on her doorstep. It was early on a Monday morning, three weeks before the trial was due to take place. She was nervous about seeing him, and he didn’t make it easy for her. He refused her offer of coffee, saying he wasn’t there for a social meeting. Tossing his coat on the sofa, he lit a cigarette, and she passed him an ashtray. From the way he was behaving, she knew something was wrong.

“Okay, I won’t beat about the bush, Anna. Are you seeing Damien Nolan?”

“Yes.”

“Then fucking stop it, you stupid girl. One, he’s involved in the entire investigation; two, he’ll be called by the defense; and three, it is fucking unprofessional.”

She couldn’t look at him.

“You having sex with him?”

“None of your business.”

“It is my business, Anna. I am leading the case, and to have one of my officers screwing a possible suspect—”

“He hasn’t been charged with anything.”

“Jesus Christ, Anna, his wife has, and he’ll be asked to give evidence. What you are doing is crass stupidity, let alone insubordination. I could have you disciplined—which would result in you being demoted or possibly kicked out. I can’t believe you would not only be so unprofessional, but what the fuck are you doing with that prick?”

She wanted to say “having great sex,” but all she ended up doing was bursting into tears.

“End it now and I’ll not mention it again, you hear me?”

“Yes.”

“Good, then do it—and if I hear you are still seeing him, having any kind of relationship with him, then you will pay a high price.”

He picked up his coat and walked to the front door. “Don’t think I wanted to come here and tear a strip off you. There is nothing personal in this, you understand what I am saying?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Then no more is to be said.”

“Thank you.”

As he glared at her, she felt as if his dark eyes were boring into her head.

“Yeah, you should thank me, because I won’t let a whisper of this get out. You’ve got a bright future, and you almost blew it.”

She hung her head like a schoolgirl, and he walked out, slamming the door behind him.

She had not seen Damien Nolan since then. She had been on tenterhooks during his wife’s trial, hoping he would not be called to take the stand. He wasn’t, but he did show up in court. Anna had kept her face turned away from him, never meeting his quizzical looks. Damien’s wife was sentenced to twelve years for attempting to pervert the course of justice, assisting an offender, and possessing Class A drugs with the intent to supply. Five years were added for assisting Fitzpatrick’s escape. He had never been caught, and his whereabouts remained unknown. The failure to bring him to justice sat heavily on everyone involved in the lengthy investigation, especially on Langton. Fitzpatrick had been so audacious that Langton knew he had lost. It was one of the few cases with no closure for him, and it had infuriated him.

•  •  •

Anna was asleep when the phone rang. She checked the time: four-thirty in the morning. It was DCI Mathews, and he was not a happy man.

“You heard of Amanda Delany?”

Anna was still half asleep, so she made no reply.

“Movie actress—well, she was; she’s been found dead. I don’t have any facts, and I’m on my way there, so join me as soon as possible.”

Anna drove herself to Amanda Delany’s mews house in no time at all at that hour of the day. Mathews greeted her with a sigh, gesturing for her to get into a forensic protection suit like the one he was already wearing. “She’s in the bedroom.”

Anna followed him along a narrow hall and up the stairs. She could see the forensic team at work, with specialist lighting equipment set up. As she reached the open bedroom door, Mathews nudged her.

“It’s not that big a room, and I want them to get on with it as fast as possible, so just check around. I’ll be downstairs in the kitchen. I’ve already got officers making cursory house-to-house inquiries.”

Anna inched farther into the bedroom, moving slowly around the bed to view the body. It lay in a spread-eagled pose. Anna was struck by the actress’s beauty, which even in death was astonishing. Her wide blue eyes were open, and it looked as if someone had carefully arranged her silky blond hair to spread out across the pillow. Her duvet had been removed and bagged, Anna was told.

A masked forensic officer turned toward Anna. “You know who she is?”

“Was… Yes, I do. There’s been a lot of press about her recently.”

“Be even more now!”

As if on cue, there was a flash of cameras from the press photographers gathered outside.

Mathews appeared and signaled to Anna. “Body warm and stiff. Dead between three to eight hours. Not a lot we can do here, and as it’s such a cramped space, I’ll be back at the incident room.”

There were more flashes of cameras, accompanied by shouts as the press started asking for an update. Anna remained in the bedroom doorway as Mathews went outside to give a statement to the press. He said little, barring the fact that the victim was a white female in her mid-twenties. They were treating her death as suspicious.

Anna remained at the mews for another hour, but there was little for her to do apart from feeling in the way. No weapon had been found at the scene; the locks on the front and the back doors were undamaged. Amanda’s boxes of jewelry seemed undisturbed, and five thousand pounds in cash was found hidden in a drawer with her underwear. The police made it a priority to seize her handbag and were searching for her mobile phone to check for calls and messages sent and received.

By the time Anna arrived at the incident room, set up in nearby Pimlico, it was almost ten A.M. Amanda’s body, identified by her agent, had been taken to the mortuary. The pathologist would start work as soon as he got in. The number of knife wounds visible on her torso made it clear how she had been killed, but not until they had the pathology report could they surmise whether she had been raped before she was murdered.

It was DCS Langton who had assigned Mathews to the Delany case and instructed him to retain the team who had worked on the Halesbury case. The team now regrouped and waited for instructions. Anna had written up her findings on the board: as nothing appeared to have been stolen, nor did the mews look as if it had been broken into, it seemed very possible that Amanda had known her assailant.

So far the team had only the basic facts. Forensic would take their time; they were still at the victim’s house and would be there for at least two or three weeks. The team would be forced to wait for the autopsy report. Mathews sent four of them along with a detective sergeant to organize and supervise POLSA, police search advisers, to search for the weapon. They would continue a detailed house-to-house inquiry within the small mews courtyard to discover if any resident had seen or heard anything suspicious. Amanda’s parents had been contacted. They lived in the South of France but prepared to return as soon as they could.

Mathews slurped his beaker of coffee. “What we need is a motive for the murder. Nothing appears to be stolen, and there’s no damage to the property or forced entry, so at present the motive does not appear to be robbery.” He held up a large colored day-to-day calendar they had removed from Amanda’s kitchen; it contained very little personal information. He also had a small leather-bound address book.

“Amanda Delany listed her pickup times for her current filming, costume fittings, wig fittings, and so on, but there are no details in it of her private life. It’s possible the killer was someone she knew. We’ll need to draw up lists of her friends, current and ex-boyfriends, work associates, and the contractor and workmen who did the refurbishments to her house, as they could have kept hold of spare keys. We also need to question everyone she was working with, as they would possibly have been the last people to see her alive.”

Half an hour later, at the end of Mathews’s briefing, the duty manager began passing out to the team their priorities. Copies of the calendar and address book had been made, and pages were handed around so they could begin questioning everyone listed. Mathews signaled for Anna to join him in his office. He wanted her to prepare a full intelligence victim file on Amanda’s life, and start by interviewing Amanda’s agent, who was arriving any moment.

“This is a bloody pain in the arse,” he muttered, checking the time. “I was hoping for a few weeks’ annual leave. I also have a feeling this is going to be a pressured investigation. The press office is already inundated.”

“She was pretty famous,” Anna observed.

“I wouldn’t have known her if I fell over her.”

“Maybe her films are more for teenagers, but she had a high profile. She got a break starring in a successful movie straight out of drama school.”

“She’s not gonna get any more breaks, Travis, but I hope to Christ we do and can wrap this up as fast as possible. We’ll have Jimmy Langton on our backs—and you know what he’s like. I’d put money on it he’ll be very ‘present,’ because he’ll love the publicity. And I’m warning everyone that we’re going to get a shedload of it.”

He paused, as if realizing he was repeating himself. He didn’t even notice how Anna flinched on hearing Langton’s name. Changing the subject, she asked who would be partnering her. Mathews sighed.

“It’s not usual for me to delegate a specific partner, but I can allocate a DS to be the case officer and bring in another DI.” He passed over an internal list of officers. “Your choice. You can take your pick, and if there’s anyone here that you liked working with, then—”

“To be honest, sir, you and I both know that I had to do a lot of the legwork on our last case, and as you’ve said, this one is going to be under the spotlight. I really appreciate you suggesting me for promotion and would have liked, or sort of expected, to get a few weeks off to prepare.”

“What?”

“Is it possible for you to replace me?”

“No.”

Anna felt irritated. “In that case, sir, I’d like to be working alongside an experienced DI or DS.”

She was trying to be diplomatic. She’d not found any of the present team to be really talented or prepared to work the long hours she herself had put in.

“Leave it with me, and I’ll call you.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Andrea Lesser was waiting in an interview room. She was an attractive woman in her early forties, wearing little makeup, dressed head to toe in Prada: gray skirt, gray cashmere sweater, and a neat jacket that she had draped over a chair. She owned one of the biggest theatrical agencies in London.

“Thank you so much for agreeing to come in,” Anna said as she sat down opposite. She offered water, but Miss Lesser shook her head.

“I’d just like to get this over with as soon as possible. I’m still in shock.”

“It must be very distressing for you. You knew Miss Delany well?”

“Yes, I’ve been Amanda’s agent since she left drama school. Have you any idea what happened, who could have done this?”

“Not at the moment, which is why it is imperative I get as much detail as possible about her recent movements.”

“I wouldn’t say I was a close friend—I mean, my relationship with her was business. I knew her, but not on a social level—by that I mean… Oh God! I can’t think straight!”

“You knew her well enough to have her house keys.”

“Yes, she did depend on me. I had the keys to check that the building work on her new house was done to her satisfaction. She only moved in a couple of months ago. I had to make sure the interior designer was not going over budget and all the right furniture was delivered…” Andrea sighed.

“Which is probably more than what an agent is normally required to do?” Anna said kindly.

“Well, yes, it was a lot of extra work for me, but Amanda was an important client, and with her being so young, I suppose I did more for her than most actors I represent. To be honest, I did resent it a little, but there was no one else.”

“What about her family?”

“She didn’t really get along with them, partly due to the bad publicity she’d had recently. Her parents are very straitlaced and found the tabloid hounding distressing.”

“Did Amanda?”

“Did she what?”

“Feel hounded?”

“She did, but much of it was her own doing.”

“In what way?”

Andrea Lesser hesitated. She started tapping her foot. “Amanda was rather promiscuous, and with well-known actors, so obviously, the newspapers were interested.”

“Can you give me a list of her past friendships?”

“It’s a long one, but yes, of course. In fact, a few days ago I’d warned her to behave herself, but she assured me that she wasn’t seeing anyone and was concentrating on the filming. Whether or not she had started dating someone from her current movie, I wasn’t aware.”

“When you last talked to her, did she mention that anyone was being troublesome?”

“Troublesome? No. She was very excited about moving into her new house, as it was the first home she had owned. She was looking forward to being on her own for a while. She used to rent a flat or move in with various boyfriends.” Andrea Lesser opened her handbag and took out a tissue. “I just can’t believe what has happened,” she said, dabbing her eyes. “I really can’t continue, I’m sorry. I’ll have so much to deal with at my office.”

Anna checked her watch. Perhaps she should end the interview. She sensed that the agent had a lot more to tell her about the client, and asked if she would remain at the station until she had drawn up a list of Amanda’s previous boyfriends and any other useful contacts Andrea Lesser could recall, including the builders, decorator, and designer for the house.

Anna left her with Barbara, one of the female DCs, and went into the incident room. Mathews was standing by the incident board, studying the numerous pictures of Amanda that had been pinned up. He turned to Anna as she joined him and then looked past her.

“Ah, you’re here. Let me introduce you to DI Anna Travis.”

Anna turned round to see a tall, blond, rangy man wearing a worn tweed suit and tie at half-mast.

“This is DI Simon Dunn. I’ve brought him on board to help with the investigation.” Mathews gave Anna a brief sideways look. “You wanted someone with experience, well… you got him.”

Simon Dunn shook her hand. He had steely blue eyes and looked in need of a shave. “Twisted my arm, he did. I was just about to go on a sailing holiday.” His voice was deep and his handshake so firm she felt her fingers crushed.

Mathews gave them the job of contacting everyone connected with the film unit, suggesting they speak first with the director.

Finding an empty office, Anna gave Simon a brief rundown on what she had been told by Andrea Lesser. He listened without interruption, looking down the list of the film crew Mathews had given them, then commented, “We’ve got a lot of interviewing to do. Christ knows how many on this list will be of any interest, but we’ll have to eliminate as we go along. Take a look, and let me organize some coffee.”

Anna couldn’t believe it. At least seventy-five names, even those of the caterers, were on the list. She looked up as Simon leaned in at the doorway.

“Forgot to ask how you take it.”

“White, no sugar. Have you counted how many people we’re supposed to interview?”

“Yeah. We’ll start at the top and work our way down. By the way, that list doesn’t include the artists.” He disappeared as Anna sighed.

They were still counting the names as they drove in Simon’s convertible Saab to the film unit in Ealing. The car was in immaculate condition, and Anna noted that it had low mileage, considering it was an old model.

“You don’t use this very often,” she said, tapping the polished wood dashboard.

“Nope, odd weekends, but my usual banger is in the garage. This is my baby, fast as hell, a classic and turbocharged, not that I’ve had the hood down too often this summer.”

Anna sat back as they continued on their way. Simon was easygoing, with a wide friendly smile. She liked him and wondered if they were going to work well together. She would know soon enough as they drove into the production base of the film unit, a massive ramshackle building with trailers parked side by side. There were also the electricians’ wagons, prop wagons, and a large catering van with a tent erected beside it and tables and chairs where the artists could have their meals.

He left the car in the area where the unit drivers’ four Mercedeses, a Range Rover, and a Jaguar were parked. The drivers, sitting near the catering van, smoking, looked on with interest as Anna and Simon walked toward them.

“We need to speak to Mr. Mike Reynolds,” Simon said.

One of the drivers pointed to a side door. “Production staff are in offices through there.”

Reynolds’s office was in a dingy section of the rundown building.

“Come in, please sit down, and I’ll get some coffee ordered.” Reynolds was in his early thirties, wearing a tank top, jeans, and leather boots. His desk was piled high with scripts. Simon had suggested to Anna that he would be the best person to give them a rundown of who was who in the film unit.

“We are all stunned by what has happened to Amanda, so if there is anything I can do to help your inquiries…”

“What is your job, exactly?” Simon asked.

Reynolds smiled. “I’m the line producer, which means I’m the producer’s right-hand man. I make sure everything is running smoothly.”

“So who would have worked out the call sheet for the day and night filming?” Simon queried.

“That would be our first and second assistant directors. We have production assistants who type up the call sheets and arrange for drivers, and the second assistant director gets the artists on the set ready for work.”

“How did you get along with Amanda?” This was Anna, leaning forward slightly in her chair.

“Well, it’s my job to get along with everyone. I didn’t know her outside work—probably not attractive enough for her to be interested in.” He gave a soft laugh. “She wasn’t too difficult to handle, unlike some stars I’ve worked with. She was reasonably professional and didn’t show up late, but she could take up valuable time when we were shooting.”

“How do you mean?”

“She didn’t always like her wig or costume, and she would throw a tantrum or two, but it never lasted too long. She was very young, and I knew she had a reputation for being a bit headstrong, so I made a point of being diplomatic with her, and any problems we did have were soon sorted out.”

“We’ll need the names of the drivers she used.”

“I have them ready for you. They’re all here at the base if you need to talk to them.”

“Did you know if Amanda was seeing anyone from the unit?”

“You mean on a personal level?”

“Yes.”

“Not really, and to be honest, she wouldn’t have had that much time, as we had a very heavy schedule. I didn’t hear any rumors that she was friendly with any of the actors. But as I didn’t know her socially, I wouldn’t have been aware if she was seeing anyone on her days off or entertaining anyone in her trailer.”

“We’ll need to have access to her trailer,” Simon pointed out.

“I was told you wanted to, but have you any idea how long it will be before someone else can move into it? We are reshooting her scenes, and there are things in there we may need to use.”

“As long as necessary. We’ll also require a trailer for our use, as we have two more officers joining us, and we’ll need somewhere we can debrief together at the end of the day.”

“Sure, I’ll see what I can set up.”

“Have you replaced her?” Anna asked.

“Not yet, officially. We’re waiting to hear about the insurance situation. In the meantime, we’re using her double. Thankfully, we only have another five days’ filming, so I doubt if we’ll reshoot all the scenes we have in the can. We’ll shoot around her.”

Reynolds’s radio bleeped, and he excused himself to answer the call in the corridor outside his office.

Simon glanced at Anna. “They don’t waste time, do they? Already replaced her,” he observed.

A balding man appeared at the door wearing a heavy Puffa jacket and jeans with suede loafers. “Aiden Brook, producer,” he said, holding out his hand. “This is disastrous. None of us can take in what has happened, and for the producer, it’s a nightmare. I am just stunned. I was looking at the dailies in my office and thinking how lovely she was when I was told. I would have been here to take you round, but I’ve had the backers on me. I’ve no need to tell you what this means to the movie. Without Amanda, it’s inconceivable that we can continue, but I have to do what I can to salvage…”

He looked them both in the eye. “Do you mind if I leave you with Mike Reynolds, as I’ve got meetings to sort this all out? I’ll be in the production trailer.” He paused. “Do you know who killed her?”

“Not yet,” Anna said.

“Dear God, I’ve a daughter her age—twenty-four—thankfully, not in the business. That’s all I could think of when I was told, my daughter. First thing I did was call her to make sure she was safe, but now it’s really hit home.”

“Where were you?” Simon asked.

“You mean, after we finished filming here?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I stayed on to look at some of the rushes the editor had knitted together. We were worried about a stunt from the previous night, so I was here until…” He looked at his watch. We worked for about an hour after we stopped filming, then I went home to Chiswick—must have got there at about seven this morning. Crashed out—night shooting takes the stuffing out of you. My driver is Tony. He took me home and brought me back…” Brook went to the door, saying, “Feel free to have lunch or whatever you need. Now, if you’ll excuse me…”

Reynolds returned and passed over some sheets of paper. “These are lists of the entire crew. It’s a good day to interview them, as we’re filming up on the next floor. If you want to see the set, I can get someone to show you around the place. It’s a Victorian Scotland Yard set, really terrific, probably miles apart from the kind of place you’re used to working in. Nothing high-tech about it, just battered old typewriters and an ancient telephone system. Our main location is in a hangar half an hour’s drive away, but this here is the main unit base.”

“Who on the list you’ve given us would Amanda Delany have been on friendly terms with?” Simon asked.

“Start with the star actors. I don’t think anyone from the crew was that friendly. Maybe her driver, Harry James, could give you more information.”

Anna and Simon followed Reynolds into the corridor. His radio bleeped again; he was wanted on the set. He agreed to their having a chat with the other staff in the production offices as long as they avoided going on-set during filming.

“He’s very helpful,” Anna remarked as Reynolds hurried off.

“You know, this is going to be a long day, and I think we should divide up this list between us, along with the other two officers.” Simon looked at his watch. “They break for lunch at one, so I’ll meet you out by the catering truck.”

Anna suggested she take costume and makeup first while he checked out the unit drivers.

“Okay, I’ll finish in here and see you later.” Simon tapped on one of the production office doors. Anna left the building and walked out into the main yard, heading for the makeup and costume trailers.

Anna was surprised how large and comfortable it was in the makeup department. There were four big leather chairs with roll-back head-and footrests. Each section had a mirrored unit with extra lighting, and rows of makeup, with Carmen rollers and hair straighteners and wig stands, were crammed into each separate space. There was only one girl inside the trailer, and she was making herself a coffee from a cappuccino machine. She turned as Anna entered, and introduced herself as Cynthia Miller.

“Did you make up Amanda?” Anna asked.

“No, I’m doing all the extras. You’ll need to talk to Carol, but she’s on-set at the moment.”

“How did you find her?”

“Amanda? She was always friendly to me, though sometimes she could get Carol pretty frazzled.”

“Was she seeing anyone from the film unit, do you know?”

“Outside of work? No, I’m sure she wasn’t.”

“Did she ever talk about being worried about anyone?”

“No, though the last time…” Cynthia hesitated. “It was the last night she was here, the night before it happened. She told us she’d been woken by a terrible scream. She was quite shook up about it; she said she was sure it was a woman screaming but didn’t see anything or hear any more apart from that one scream.”

“Did she report it to the police?”

“No, I don’t think so, but she said it was very scary.”

The trailer door banged open, and a voice said, “There’s a police officer asking questions.”

“Carol…” Cynthia indicated Anna, and her colleague stopped in the doorway.

“Oh, sorry. Is it okay if I come in?”

Anna swiveled around in her chair.

“Hi. I’m Carol Maynard.” Carol was in her late thirties, attractive, if a little overweight. “Do you need to ask me anything,” she went on, “only I’ll have to go back onto the set in a minute.”

Anna watched Carol unpin a mustache from one of the wig stands and place it neatly between two tissues.

“Actor sweats like a pig, so his ’tache keeps getting unstuck.”

Cynthia seemed a little edgy as she reminded Carol about the scream that Amanda Delany had heard the night before she was murdered.

“Oh yeah, Amanda was really upset—said it sounded like a woman being tortured.”

Anna kept watching Carol as she selected different pots of foundation and rouge. “Do you know if she was seeing anyone on a personal level from the film unit?” Anna asked her.

“Surprisingly, no, she wasn’t. I don’t mean that to sound bitchy, but she was well known for starting up affairs with her leading actors, or any good-looking guy, for that matter. She put herself about a bit, but—”

“There’s not much choice on this movie,” Cynthia interjected.

“It’s a small cast,” Carol said, glancing at Cynthia as if warning her to keep quiet. “The leading actor’s older than her usual conquests, and he plays for the other side. The big star is the lovely Rupert Mitchell; he’s not being called today, though. We know he and Amanda were once an item, but he’s back with his wife, and Rupert and Amanda seemed to have no hard feelings. Wouldn’t you agree, Cynthia?”

“Yes, they got along.”

“What about the extras?” Anna inquired.

“I doubt Amanda would have been interested in any of them. We’ve had a very tight schedule on this film, and as she was carrying so many scenes, I don’t think she’d have had the time.”

“It’s quite lucky—well, that’s not really the right way to put it, but most of her big scenes have been shot, so they are trying to get away with filming her stunt double, Emma, and hopefully using some of the close-ups left over from the other scenes,” Cynthia observed as she sipped her coffee.

“Emma’s very good.” Carol glanced over to Cynthia, instructing her, “You should do a check of the police incident room. They’ve more extras in the scene, and they just had a coffee break, so there’ll be dripping mustaches and sideburns.”

“Okay.” Cynthia smiled at Anna as she collected her makeup bag and left the trailer.

Anna remained silent, staring at herself in the mirror, while Carol busied herself cleaning brushes.

“Did you like her?” Anna asked softly. “You were her makeup artist, correct?”

“Yes, I’ve worked for her before. In fact, she got me this job, as she asked for me.”

“So you got on well?”

“She could try my patience sometimes, but she was better than some I’ve had to work with. She always knew what she wanted, and on this film I had to have a few words with her because it’s a period drama. She wanted heavy eye makeup, which obviously wasn’t right, but in the end she settled down.”

“So she wasn’t seeing anyone from this film outside work?”

“No, as I told you. Unlike the last movie I worked on with her.”

“She was having an affair then?”

“Yes, with her costar Scott Myers. I’m not telling stories out of school, it was in all the papers. He left his wife and three kids, and they rented a house together. I asked her when we started this film, you know, was she still with Scott? She flicked her pretty little hands, saying that the kids had become a pain and she couldn’t stand having to see them on weekends. Unbelievable! She wreaks havoc, causes no end of heartbreak, and then just dismisses the fact that Scott had left his wife, who by the way had attempted suicide, and the children, who were caught in the middle of all the drama.”

Carol suddenly stopped and looked at Anna in the mirror, saying, “Shit, I sound like such a bitch, and as if I think Scott could be jealous or a possible suspect, but I honestly didn’t mean it to come out that way. He’s a gorgeous guy, really sweet, and he’s now back with his wife. I think Amanda went from Scott to Rupert, but don’t quote me. And then after them it was Colin O’Dell…”

“The Irish actor who starred in Broken Dreams?”

“Yeah, he was her latest conquest—but again, don’t quote me, for God’s sake.”

Anna smiled, as if dismissing what Carol had said. She’d already jotted down Scott Myers’s name in her notebook; now she added Colin O’Dell. “You didn’t really like her, then?”

Carol shook her head and began to stack her makeup bag with a vengeance. “Part of my job was to get on okay with her, but I didn’t have to like her—and you’re making me feel guilty that I didn’t. She could be a right pain in the arse, and she could badmouth me in front of the whole crew, but I just had to swallow whatever she said to me, because if I didn’t, I’d be out of a job!”

The trailer door opened, and Cynthia reappeared, saying, “Carol, they’re about to do a take.”

“Shit, I’m out of here.”

Anna watched Carol snatch up her bag and hurry out, squeezing past Cynthia, who came back in and plonked herself down on one of the chairs.

“Director’s having one of his turns; he’s such a control freak.” She picked up a brush and started brushing her hair, then caught Anna looking at her and dropped it back into the holder.

“Did Carol tell you any more about the scream?” she asked.

Simon was standing with the unit drivers, finishing up questioning one and turning toward another having a quiet smoke in his Mercedes. The windows were open, and Simon crouched down by the car.

“You are Anthony James, correct?”

“Yes, sir. Everyone calls me Tony.”

Simon introduced himself, and Tony opened the car door and got out, tossing his cigarette aside.

“I really want to talk to you about the last time you drove Amanda Delany,” Simon said as they fetched tea and sat down in the catering tent.

“Yeah, right—be the night before she was murdered. I wasn’t her usual driver; I drove her ’cause they broke early, so her own driver was doin’ another job—not moonlightin’, nothin’ like that—he was just drivin’ another actor from the cast.” Tony sipped his drink at the Formica-topped table. “So I done the job for him. She wasn’t due to break until around three-thirty in the morning, but the director finished her scenes early.”

“So you weren’t expecting to drive her home?”

“No, I just told you. She had her own driver—well, she thought he was her own, but the company hires all of us. It’s a star thing, you know. They insist on their own car and driver.”

Tony was in his mid-thirties, quite handsome, with bright blue eyes. A combover job of his fine blond hair showed he was not happy with the balding process. He was well dressed, in a gray suit with a pristine white shirt and green tie.

“Tell me about the night you drove Amanda home,” Simon said.

Tony shrugged. She’d appeared very tired and told him not to get out when they reached her mews. “I watched her go in—you know, for safety—and then I backed out of the mews and returned to the set. That was the last time I saw her.”

In the costume trailer, Anna was talking to Joanna Villiers, a pleasant, rosy-faced woman who had shown her the heavy costumes and corset worn by Amanda. She explained how difficult it had been drawing in the corset and how hard Amanda had found the weight of the hooped skirt to handle.

“She was such a tiny, thin thing. We got her waist down to nineteen inches in the corset.”

“Had Amanda said anything about being worried or frightened by anyone?” Anna asked.

“She told us about a disturbed night she’d had, waking up, hearing someone screaming; said it was terrifying—sounded as if someone was being tortured. That was the night before last.”

Amanda Delany’s “personal” driver, Harry James, turned out to be Tony’s elder brother, handsome like him but with a thick head of snow-white hair. He was very outspoken and showed no sign of distress regarding Amanda’s murder. He told Simon that he had never really liked her, as she could be a “right bitch.” He was eager to explain the relationship between the star and driver, how very often, due to the actors screwing around, they made life difficult for the driver whose sole job was to get them to the set on time.

“‘Screwing around,’ Mr. James—do you mean that in a literal sense?”

“Listen, if they don’t get into the car, we wait. We’ve always got about half an hour to sit kicking our heels until they show, but sometimes it’s a lot longer than that. You ring their doorbell, you call them on the phone, they gotta be on-set, and it’s down to us to make sure they get there. It’s not always easy, though. One actor, I hadda go round the clubs to find him and pour him into the car. Amanda could be a right pain in the arse, too.”

“I’m really only interested in the last time you went to collect her for work—if you saw anything, heard anything suspicious.”

“No, nothing. I drove up to her mews on time, rang the doorbell, and waited a good while, and then panic set in as she didn’t come out. I called her landline, her mobile, and got no answer, and then I called the set, as I was getting really concerned.”

Simon asked if Harry had ever, during the filming, taken Amanda elsewhere, to someone else’s home, or if he knew whether she was seeing anyone from the film unit.

“No, not on this film.”

“You’ve worked with Amanda before?”

“Yes, although I wouldn’t call it working with her, exactly. I was a unit driver on two movies she was cast in.”

“So you knew her well?”

“I was her driver; I wouldn’t say I knew her. I made it a point to be pleasant to her, we all did, but as for what goes on in the car… well, you turn a blind eye. That’s the rule of the game—see nothing, hear nothing, say nothing. Like the three wise monkeys, we are.”

“So when you were her driver on the previous film?”

“She wasn’t livin’ in the mews, she shared a flat in Maida Vale. But I didn’t always collect her from there; she often stayed over at one of the other actors’ places.” Harry stopped to light a cigarette. “I’m not telling stories,” he said quietly. “It was common knowledge she put it about a bit.”

“How do you mean?”

“I can’t make it any plainer. She was quite a naughty girl; at one point she was hopping between actors. It was a pain in the butt for me because I was never sure where I was picking her up from.”

“Can you give me their names?”

“It was in all the papers.”

“That’s as maybe, but if you’d just give me their names,” Simon persisted.

Harry puffed on his cigarette. “You want all of them?”

“Yes.”

“Like I said, she put it about a bit, but on this film she was behaving herself. I think someone had words with her—you know, warning her about bad press, and two of the blokes were married, so there was quite a lot of paparazzi doggin’ her…”

“Just the names, please.”

In the costume trailer, Anna was getting a similar story from Joanna Villiers, who had also worked on a film with Amanda when the press had been hounding her about her relationship with Scott Myers. But Joanna assured Anna that on the present film, Amanda had behaved herself. Like Harry James, she was certain the actress had been ordered to curtail her sexual exploits.

“Maybe the director warned her—I don’t know, he’s such a control freak. I do know they had some stand-up rows. He’s really shocked everyone by not delaying filming and just carrying on, using Amanda’s stand-in. We all felt he should have waited, but he was adamant that he had no other option but to continue or we’d have to shut the film down.”

“These rows between him and Amanda, what were they about?”

“Sometimes she didn’t know her lines or was late on-set and held up filming. Julian’s got a terrible temper, but she gave as good as she got. She had quite a foul mouth on her.”

“Give me an example.”

Joanna sighed and opened a bottle of water. “One time she couldn’t stop giggling, and the rain machine was making her wig uncurl, and she was demanding to go back to her trailer. He yelled at her and told her to get her act together, and she just told him to fuck off.”

“Did she leave the set?”

“Yes, she did. In the end, he had to eat humble pie and go and persuade her to come back to work. They had a right shouting match—everyone could hear it. Then she came back on the set about fifteen minutes later, all sweet smiles.”

“So they didn’t have a very good relationship?”

“He’s the director—kings, they are, but he’s got a nasty side to him. Sometimes I’ve felt like walking because he comes in here and throws his weight about—ranting on that this or that isn’t right.”

“How did he react to Amanda’s death?”

“All of us were shaken, but I was told he just kicked out at his desk and swore, then asked to be left alone. Whether or not he felt anything, I wouldn’t know—but like I said, he didn’t waste any time on grief. We were straight back to work.”

“Did you know that Amanda once had an affair with Rupert Mitchell?”

“Oh yes, we all knew that, but it wasn’t ongoing, and they didn’t make it obvious. In fact, she said to me that finishing with him was good because in the script he played her husband who wanted to kill her. Apparently, he’s back with his wife.”

“What about Colin O’Dell?”

Joanna rolled her eyes. “He gets his leg over anything in a skirt—well, that’s what I’ve been told about him. I’ve never worked with him, but I’d like to!”

“You get anything of interest?” Anna asked Simon when she rejoined him in the catering tent.

Simon nodded, flicking through his notebook. “The victim was screwing a lot of men, not on this film, but we’ll need to question them all.” He gestured across to the James brothers, who were sitting smoking a few tables away. “Those are her drivers—Harry and Tony James.”

“You been told about the scream she heard the night before last?”

“Yes. We’ll need to check it out. I’ve contacted the station to make inquiries to see if anything was reported.”

Anna looked up to see Mike Reynolds heading over to them. As he reached their table, a thin-faced young man wearing a creased shirt, jeans, and trainers called out to him.

“That’s the boss, excuse me,” Mike said.

Anna and Simon watched as he conferred with Julian Pike, who wafted his hand in irritation and, turning his back on them, headed toward a row of small office trailers, Mike Reynolds in pursuit. Anna was so intent on watching them that she jumped when her shoulder was tapped.

“You’re the police, aren’t you?”

Anna turned. Standing directly behind her was a very pretty blond girl.

“I’m Emma Field, Amanda’s stand-in—well, I was. Do you need to talk to me?”

Anna hesitated, unprepared, then said, “Yes, I would like to ask you a few questions. When was the last time you saw Amanda?”

“Yesterday. I was standing in for the lighting, and she was sitting in a chair by the set. She was looking for her mobile. I sat with her for a while, and then she was called. Anyway, I was about to come out here for a cigarette, and I saw her phone. Her long skirt had hidden it—it was just by her chair.” Emma dug into her pocket and handed the phone to Anna. “I meant to take it to her trailer, but then I was called as they were setting up lights for the interior.”

Anna looked at the phone; the battery was dead.

“I went over to the makeup trailer later to give it to her, but she’d already left. They said I should keep it until the next day, so I did and…” She bowed her head, mumbling, “It’s so awful, I can’t be lieve it.”

Simon smiled at the nervous girl. “You’ve taken over her part, haven’t you?”

“Not really. I’m being filmed in long shot, but luckily, her costume fits…” At that moment, the call boy appeared with his radio and waved over to her. Emma apologized; she was needed for rehearsal.

As she hurried away, Anna checked the phone again. “I’ll get this over to the technical support unit to check out her call lists,” she said.

Simon was distracted. “Emma was very pretty. I wouldn’t mind working on one of these movies,” he commented. “Big break for her, isn’t it, the stand-in? But I doubt that’d be a motive.”

Anna was truly amazed when she stepped from behind the blackout curtain into a massive scenery build of a Victorian incident room at Scotland Yard. Mike Reynolds led her toward Julian Pike, the director, who was standing with his back to her, thumbing through a script.

“Boss, this is DI Anna Travis.”

Pike turned and gave her a tight smile. Anna could feel his nervous energy. He had piercing eyes, and his long, bony fingers twitched. There was an elastic band around his wrist, and he slipped it off, twanging it between his fingers. “You want to sit down?” he asked.

“If you don’t mind,” she replied.

Pike sat and crossed his long legs, one foot twitching up and down, his hands constantly playing with the elastic band.

“Did you get on with Amanda?” she asked, taking out her notebook.

“Of course I did—everybody did. She could be difficult, but she was a professional, and the rushes we have are good. Thankfully, her bulk scenes were already shot.”

“I’ve been told you had a few arguments?”

“Really? Well, by that you probably mean when I had to talk to her firmly about how she was interpreting the scenes. She was playing a very nervous and sheltered young heiress, and obviously, Amanda was neither, so sometimes she would appear too modern—in her gestures, her delivery, etcetera, but I didn’t have any actual arguments with her. I admired her—she was very strong-minded.”

“Did you have a close relationship with her?”

Pike gave a short barking laugh and pushed his glasses up onto his head. “If you are trying to find out if I was having sex with her, you couldn’t be more wrong. I was directing her; it was a professional relationship and nothing more.” He snapped the elastic band.

“Had you ever had a relationship with her before this film?”

“Christ, no, but I’m certain you’ll have a list of men who did—not that I think she was involved with anyone here. Her agent had given her a good talking-to about behaving herself, as the last thing we wanted was any scandal… not that it wouldn’t be good publicity eventually, but to have press hanging around the set would have been intrusive. It took all my time making her concentrate.”

“You’ve replaced her?”

He recrossed his legs and leaned forward. “Listen, I know a lot of the crew don’t like the fact that we have kept the cameras rolling, but I have backers and producers eager to get the movie finished.” He stood up, saying, “Now, is there anything else you want to ask me? I should get started, as we’re almost ready to go with the next scene.”

“Did you like Amanda?”

For the first time, Pike became still. “Did I like her?” he repeated.

“Yes.”

“I cast her, Detective Travis. I admired her, and she was a very beautiful young woman. This is tragic, and to be honest, I’ve not really allowed myself to think about what happened to her.”

“Would you know of anyone who would have had a grievance against her?”

Pike sighed in irritation. “Maybe one or other of the boyfriends she dumped, maybe even one of the wives they left to be with her, but whether any one of them would have done this terrible thing is beyond my comprehension. She was twenty-four years old, with a big career ahead of her, and she was an astonishingly beautiful girl cut down in the prime of her life and her career.”

“Where were you last night?”

“Christ, I was here until late, looking at the previous day’s rushes, as the editor had worked on a few scenes. Then I left and went home to bed.”

“Did you have a driver?”

“No, I drove myself. Got home about eight this morning and crashed out.”

There was a sudden flurry of activity, actors returning to the set ready for the filming, lighting technicians hovering. Pike got up from the chair, dismissing Anna.

“Could I ask you one more thing?” she said, jumping up and following him.

“Yes,” he hissed.

“Did Amanda say anything to you about hearing someone screaming in the night?”

He turned toward her, his face pinched with impatience. “She mentioned it, but I didn’t give it much attention. I said something like… oh, I can’t remember, but I think it was that she should use it for the sequence we were shooting. I wanted to hear her really screaming. Now, if you’ll excuse me…”

“But she was obviously distressed, wasn’t she?”

“Listen, Detective, Amanda could get distressed if her costume was too tight, but whether or not it had any connection to what happened, I really couldn’t say. I have to get back to work.”

“You suspect someone from the unit killed her?” Simon asked Anna as they walked toward his car.

Anna got into the passenger seat, slamming the door shut. Simon winced as he sat beside her, closing his own door more carefully.

“I think…” She hesitated. “One of them knows a lot more than I was able to uncover. Which one, I don’t know—but I’m not through here. Something doesn’t sit right, apart from their lack of genuine grief, and I didn’t like the director.”

“Julian Pike? Was it just a personal reaction, or did you get something else?” Simon asked.

“There’s just something about him. He’s a cold fish. And he doesn’t really have an alibi, does he—since he drove himself home.”

They drove in silence for a while, and then Simon hit the steering wheel in frustration, muttering, “Fucking traffic! This bloody congestion charge just makes it worse.”

“What do you think about the scream Amanda claimed to have heard?” Anna asked.

“Christ knows. You keep going back to that.”

“I know, it just bothers me. She gets to the set and tells everyone how much it had affected her, but she didn’t call the police.”

They eventually drove into the station car park and headed into the incident room. Phones were ringing nonstop as Anna threaded her way through the booths toward her small glass-fronted office.

As soon as Mathews saw Anna, he signaled for her to join him. “The TV coverage is kicking in—they’re showing clippings of her films, and they’re impatient for an arrest. So far, we have no suspect. Unless…” He peered at Anna.

“We’ve come up empty-handed. No one we interviewed on the set appears to have a motive, and in most cases they were either working or had alibis, so the team will have to run checks on them all. Have we been given a closer time frame for her death?”

“Not come through yet, but they’ll be finishing up the postmortem sometime soon.” Mathews sighed, then glanced at his watch. “We’d better have a briefing and see what else, if anything, we’ve got. With such a high-profile case, we’ll be getting a lot of media attention. You think we should go for an interview on one of the TV crime shows?”

“I suppose so, but right now we’ve not really pieced together her last known movements, apart from being dropped off at home by the unit driver.”

“You question him?”

“Yes, Simon did. His name is Harry James. He didn’t see anything suspicious and waited until Amanda let herself into the mews house before he drove off. He returned to the film set and had another actor to drive home.”

“What about this scream?”

“No one seems to have any concrete details, apart from the fact that she told a lot of people about it. She didn’t report it at the time, though, and apparently, the team has found no one or anything connected to it in the area of the mews.”

“You get on and write up your report. I’ll be out in half an hour, then I’ve got to get off home.”

“Yes, sir.”

A few minutes later, Mathews tapped on the window of her office, holding up the front-page coverage in the Evening Standard:

MOVIE STAR’S MURDER. WHO KILLED AMANDA?

Anna wasn’t surprised to find, fifteen minutes later, as the team gathered for the briefing, that Mathews had already gone home. Simon waited for everyone to assemble before saying, “Okay, the gov has had to leave, so it’s down to me to gather all the information we’ve got so far.”

He turned to the board. Alongside the photographs of Amanda from various films were the tragic shots showing how her body was discovered. None of the neighbors in the mews and the properties backing onto Amanda’s house had heard or seen anything suspicious. Nothing, as yet, had come in from forensics or the pathology labs to help ascertain the exact time of her murder. They had no weapon.

“It was a brutal killing,” Simon stressed. “Look at the way her body was found, and then look at what we’ve got—fuck all. We have no suspect, we haven’t found anyone so far who saw anything suspicious, and no one we’ve interviewed knows of anyone with a grudge against the victim.”

“Bar the ex-wives of some of her boyfriends,” Barbara the blond DC interjected. “Seems like Amanda got her rocks off, shagging married stars and one in particular.” She held up a newspaper. “Scott Myers’s wife is an actress, also pretty attractive. She’s been in the news over the past year, accusing Amanda of stealing her husband and persuading him to leave her and their three kids—all under seven, by the way.”

Barbara returned to her desk and picked up more copies of newspaper cuttings. “Fiona Myers is quoted in the News of the World last year as saying that Amanda was like an oversexed bitch in heat and that she needed a bucket of water chucked over her to cool her down. She said if she ever saw her, she’d be the one to chuck it.”

Mathews returned and motioned to Anna to join him. “I was in the car park,” he said. “They’ve brought her parents here. Can you talk to them, because I’ve got to go. They’re downstairs.”

It was never easy to confront parents in these circumstances. Anna wished she had someone with her, but she braced herself and walked into the reception.
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