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Chapter 1 

The old man flew upright in bed as the tinkling sound of breaking glass drifted 
upstairs from somewhere in the house. He fumbled about on his bedside table for his 
glasses, knocking a book to the floor in his haste. 

“For heaven’s sake, George, what are you doing?” the elderly woman with 
snowy white hair mumbled from beneath the covers beside him. “It’s the middle of 
the night.” 

“Ssh, Alice, I heard something,” George replied in a whisper, as he unfolded the 
wings of his wire-rimmed spectacles and put them on. He was still for a moment as 
he strained to listen. “There, did you hear that?” he asked, as a soft thud broke the 
silence in the house. He reached out and switched on the lamp on the bedside table. 

Alice sighed and sat up. Her once beautiful features creased into an indulgent 
smile. “Now just because Jeffrey is ill, you’re hearing things? You’ve been fretting 
ever since he called in sick. Don’t try to tell me otherwise.” She placed a hand on his 
arm. Her skin was papery thin with faint blue vein lines running along the back of her 
hand. 

“No, it’s not that. I definitely heard some…” He broke off as a clinking sound, like 
chains being rattled, echoed from below. 

Alice’s eyes widened and she nodded to indicate that she too had heard that 
noise. 

“I’m going to investigate. It would appear that word is out about our little 
discovery,” George said, swinging his legs over the side of the bed and pushing his 
feet into his tartan slippers. With a grunt he heaved himself upright and reached for a 
dressing gown which lay over the arm of a nearby chair. He pulled the blue silk robe 
on over his stripy pyjamas, tying the cord in a secure knot around his waist, and 
picked up a metal torch from the floor beside the chair. 

“Be careful, George,” Alice warned. 
George strode to the closed door of their bedroom. He cracked the door open 

and peered into the darkness. Soft muffled voices rose from the floor below. George 
pulled himself back into the room and pushed the door across. 

“Call the police, Alice,” he instructed in an urgent voice. 
Alice reached for the telephone on a table beside the bed and pressed the 

numbers for the emergency services as George took a deep breath, straightened 
himself up to his full six feet in height and reopened the door. 

“Yes, police quickly. We have intruders,” he heard Alice say in a loud whisper. 
George pulled the door closed behind him and crept along the passageway, 

stopping just before the corridor opened for the staircase leading downstairs. The 
voices sounded louder from there — low and masculine. He craned his neck and 
peered around the edge of the wall. The halo of a flashlight beam flickered across 
the large entrance hall below. George gasped, his worst fears realised. Someone 
was in the library. 

George felt his fear give way to anger. He stepped out from his hiding place and 
stood at the top of the stairs, with the large portrait of his grandfather in full military 
splendour behind him on the wall. 

“Who goes there?” he bellowed. 
The muted conversation in the library ceased and the lights vanished. Silence 

fell over the stately home. 
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“Show yourselves. The police are on their way,” he said, in the strong and steady 
voice of his youth. He switched his torch on and shone its bright beam down at the 
entrance to the library. 

“Not soon enough, old man.” The voice came from behind. 
George spun around in surprise. A black figure loomed from the darkness behind 

him. 
“What the devil…” George spluttered as he lost his balance. The figure reached 

out and gave him a gentle push. With a sharp cry, George tumbled backwards down 
the wide carpeted staircase, his neck giving a loud crack as he somersaulted feet 
over head. Several seconds later his rolling body came to a stop on the marble tiles 
at the bottom of the staircase, limbs askew and eyes wide open, unseeing. His torch 
clattered to rest beside him, its light illuminating his face like a macabre mannequin. 

His attacker descended the stairs calmly, stepped over the body and strolled to 
the doorway of the ancient library. 

“Time to go,” he said. 
His two accomplices zipped up the sports bags at their feet and, avoiding the 

broken glass from the shattered display cabinets, walked from the library towards the 
kitchen at the back of the house. The three men slipped out into the night, closing 
the side door behind them. They were silent as they crept through the walled kitchen 
garden and climbed over the ancient crumbling wall. They stayed in the shadows 
until they reached the edge of the lawn, where they broke into a gentle jog setting off 
across the fields surrounding the remote property. As they ran, a woman’s scream 
from the house ripped through the night. 
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Chapter 2 

Stephanie Cooper wrapped her long dark hair into a loose knot on her head, 
stretched and sighed. She checked her watch for the tenth time since settling at her 
desk two hours earlier. She rolled her shoulders and tapped on her computer 
keyboard, scrolling back to the top of the essay she had been crafting over several 
days and re-read its contents. 

She nodded a few minutes later after changing several words. 
“That will have to do you, Professor Oakly,” she murmured selecting Save, 

attaching the document to an email and clicking Send. 
She closed the books lying open on her desk and pushed them to one side, 

before opening the file containing her economics assignment. She scanned the 
requirements and pulled a face. Who knew that economics relied so heavily on 
calculus? Fortunately, maths was one of her strengths. She grabbed a sheet of 
paper and set about working out the first complex problem by hand. Several minutes 
later her mobile rang. She glanced at the caller ID before breaking into a wide grin — 
James Knox; guitarist with indie band, The Fury, and also her boyfriend. 

“Hey, James,” she answered, the smile on her face infusing her voice. 
“Hey, babe, how are you?”  
“Completely snowed — I have two essays and an economics assignment that I 

must hand in tomorrow, if I have any hope of going to Paris over the break and 
catching up with Anna.” 

“How close are you to finishing? Wanna come down to London for the night? Our 
evening studio time has been double booked, so we have the night off and I’ve 
scored tickets to see Ed and the Monkey Men,” James said. 

Stephanie paused. “Aw, James, I’d love to, but I have to get these assignments 
finished and submitted.” 

James sighed. “Can’t you get an extension or something? We fly out to Japan on 
Saturday. I won’t get to see you otherwise.” 

Stephanie stood up from her desk, wandered over to the single bed at one side 
of her small room at New College, and flopped down. “I know, but I just can’t drop 
everything.” 

“Why do you always leave things until the last minute?” 
“That’s not fair.” 
James didn’t reply. 
“Oh I see, I’m supposed to do everything as quickly as possible on the off 

chance that you might have time to see me? The band is taking up all your time, but 
you don’t hear me complaining.” Stephanie could feel her annoyance rising. 

“Now that’s not fair.” 
“At least we agree on something.” 
More silence from James. 
Stephanie sighed and sat up. “I’m not being awkward, James. I know your music 

is important to you, but my studies are really important to me too.” 
“I know. The timing sucks though.” His voice had lost all its tension and was 

softer now. 
“I’ve been meaning to ask how your grandfather is?” she asked adjusting a pillow 

behind her so that she was reclining comfortably. 
“Just the same – Grace tells me that he’s good some days and doesn’t know 

where he is on others,” James replied. 
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“It’s a shame that your mother isn’t around to help.” 
“She wouldn’t help. Old Charles is Dad’s father, not hers, and besides she’s too 

tied up with her new husband and new home in Italy,” James replied, his voice laced 
with bitterness. 

“When will I get to meet her?” Stephanie asked. 
“Who knows?” James said. “Now let’s talk about something more interesting, like 

when am I going to see you again? We’ve been dating for eighteen months and I feel 
like I’m seeing less of you and not more. It’s not right.” 

Stephanie sighed. “I know. Just let me get through the rest of this term and 
perhaps we can have a holiday somewhere before I start my summer job.” 

“I like the sound of that,” James said. “But we have to do something for your 
birthday next month – turning twenty is a big deal.” 

Stephanie smiled. “Okay, let’s put our diaries side by side next time we’re 
together and book something in, and then you can tell your manager that he has to 
keep it free no matter what.” 

“Done. Are you sure you can’t get away tonight?” 
“I can’t. But I’ll call you later. Let’s plan to catch up when you get back. You’re 

away less than a week, right?” she asked. 
“Yeah. Talk later, okay.” 
Stephanie tapped End on the call and went back to her desk to scroll through the 

rest of the assignment. There was no way she could go to London for a concert 
when she had this much work to complete. Taking a deep breath, she refocused her 
attention on the computer screen. 

*** 

Three hours had flown by when her phone rang again. Steeling herself to tell James 
that she really couldn’t make it, she was surprised to see that it was Detective 
Inspector Marks on her caller ID. 

“Hey, guv.” The English greeting didn’t really ring true in her Kiwi accent, but it 
always amused Marks when Stephanie tried. 

“Alright, Stephanie?” Marks’s voice boomed down the phone. “I hope you’re not 
busy. I need a favour.” 

“I am a little, but what do you need?” she replied, smiling. Marks always came 
straight to the point — no time for idle chit-chat. 

“I have a man driving up to Oxford now to interview the Head of English 
Literature at his office at one of the colleges. You might have met him when you 
were working at Scotland Yard over the summer — Luke Spencer?” 

“Once I think. He was away on a case most of the time. Actually, I’ve been 
meaning to call you. Do you think there’ll be a job for me again this summer?” 

“Absolutely, I’ve already put aside a number of files for you to work on for me,” 
Marks replied. 

Stephanie smiled. “Fantastic, thank you.” 
“No problem. Now, Steph, Spencer doesn’t know his way around Oxford or 

university politics for that matter, so I was hoping that you could show him the way. It 
shouldn’t take too long. Several rare books that were being donated to Oxford have 
been stolen overnight and a man murdered.” 

“In Oxford? If the Art and Antiques squad are involved they must be rare. What 
are they?” Stephanie’s mind raced as her thoughts tumbled out one after the other. 
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“I’ll leave Spencer to explain.” 
Stephanie squinted at her watch. It was two p.m. Already? Still it was Marks, 

who her father counted among his friends and to whom she owed a debt of gratitude 
for getting her out of a scrape or two in the past. He’d led the search when she’d 
disappeared two years ago and he’d stepped in after she’d sailed a little too close to 
the wrong side of the law in New York a few months earlier. Despite his gruffness, he 
was a lovely man and she could never refuse him anything. 

“Sure. I’d be happy to help. A break from the books will do me good. When 
should I expect him?” she said. 

“Around three, and thanks, Steph. Talk again soon about your start date.” He 
disconnected. 

*** 

Stephanie had just solved another series of problems and was graphing the results 
using a spreadsheet when there was a knock on her door an hour later. She clicked 
Save on her laptop, pushed back her chair and crossed the room in three strides, 
pulling the door open. 

A tall, attractive guy in his mid-twenties stood there. His sandy brown hair was in 
need of a cut and his nose had a sprinkling of freckles dusted across it. 

“Stephanie? I’m Luke Spencer. Hopefully Marks has called you to say I was 
coming?” Quick humour showed in his eyes as he studied her. A small scar in the 
shape of a half-moon cut his temple. 

“He did. Is it that time already? Sorry, I’m not quite ready.” Stephanie felt a little 
flustered under his scrutiny. “Ah, come in. I’ll just get my shoes and coat.” 

“Sure, my appointment’s not until three-thirty, so no rush.” Luke smiled, stepped 
into Stephanie’s room and stood by the end of the bed.  

“Ah, excuse me, I just…” She waved her hand to indicate that she needed to get 
into the wardrobe behind where Luke was standing.  

“Oh, sorry.” He stepped left just as Stephanie stepped to her right and forward, 
bumping straight into him. 

“Sorry,” she said and laughed as they both stepped in the opposite direction, still 
blocking each other’s way. “Why don’t you sit on my chair? These rooms are so 
small.” 

Luke looked around the room. “They certainly are,” he said as he moved around 
her and settled himself on the chair at her desk, spinning around so that he was 
facing her.  

Stephanie took a breath, pushing away the blush that touched the top of her 
cheekbones and opened her tiny wardrobe, grabbing her Converse sneakers and a 
warm jacket. Spring in the UK was not unlike winter in her native New Zealand and 
she knew she would feel the cold having been inside all day. She pulled both the 
shoes and jacket on and wrapped a blue and gold paisley scarf around her neck. 

“You don’t look like a cop,” she commented, glancing at Luke who was wearing 
jeans and a navy blue car coat. 

“That’s kind of the point,” he replied. “People have inbuilt perceptions of the 
police. You get further if you don’t advertise it.” 

Stephanie nodded. “That makes sense. Now, where are we going?” she asked. 
“Marks said someone had been murdered.” She tried without success to keep the 
excitement out of her voice. 
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Luke stood up, a smile hovering around his lips as though he understood the 
emotion. “I’ll bring you up to speed on the way. I’m meeting one Professor Archer at 
his office at Mercer College at three-thirty.” 

Stephanie locked her door behind them. “That’s only a five-minute drive. A friend 
of mine has a room there,” she said. 

They walked across a courtyard surrounded by the ancient sandstone buildings 
of the college and through an archway to the car park. Choral music floated out from 
a rehearsal in the nearby chapel. Luke pressed a button on his key ring and the tail 
lights of a black Mercedes coupe flashed. 

Stephanie raised her eyebrows. “Nice car.” 
Luke looked a little sheepish. “We all have our weaknesses,” he said. “Although 

it’s a bit like having a friend who drinks too much — lots of fun, but very expensive.” 
Stephanie laughed. “You’d get on well with my friend Michael. He drives an MG 

Roadster, which he restored himself.” 
Luke looked impressed. “I’ll have to meet him sometime.” 
They reached the car and climbed in. “Thanks for doing this, Stephanie. I’m a 

little out of my depth with these Oxbridge types.” 
“No problem. I’m happy to help, although I don’t exactly fit in either with this 

accent.” She glanced at her watch, hoping this wouldn’t take too long. 
“I remember meeting you at the start of last summer — you interned with us, 

right?” Luke said, as he reversed the car out of its parking spot. “But then I was on a 
case in Scotland for a few weeks and not in the London office.” 

Stephanie nodded, wondering how she could have forgotten meeting someone 
as cute as Luke. “Yeah, Marks gave me a pretty awesome summer job. I was doing 
research into some of your department’s cold cases.” 

Luke nodded. “He’s a good guy, Marks.” 
 “Yeah,” Stephanie agreed. “Left here.” They turned out of the gates of New 

College onto Holywell Street. “Can you tell me more about this current case?” 
“Sure, the robbery and murder took place at a manor house near Bristol. They’d 

had a recent audit completed of their extensive literary collection and a couple of 
previously unauthenticated manuscripts were identified,” Luke explained. “The 
elderly couple who live at the property were in negotiations to donate them to Oxford 
University.” 

“Oh? What are they?” Stephanie asked. 
Luke glanced at her as they drove past the circular Sheldonian Theatre with the 

large stone heads on its perimeter fence peering down at them. They always 
seemed a little menacing to Stephanie. “Apparently an expert from Oxford identified 
one manuscript as being a Shakespearean First Folio, you know, the collection of his 
plays put together in 1623, after his death.” 

Stephanie gave a double take. “Really?” She didn’t sound convinced. “I thought 
there were hardly any of those left and the experts knew where each one was?” 

“Yes and no,” Luke replied. “Occasionally one turns up and everyone goes gaga 
for a while. There was one found at the library of an old monastery in France a 
couple of years back. Where now?” 

“Left, then right.” She grabbed onto the inside door handle as Luke braked and 
narrowly avoided colliding with a cyclist who waved an indignant fist at them, despite 
being in the wrong. 

“So who was murdered?” Stephanie asked. 
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“The old man who owned the property, a Lord Brookinghurst. It appears that he 
disturbed the intruders. His wife heard him shout out before he fell or was pushed, 
down the stairs,” Luke said without emotion. 

“Oh that’s awful. Is his wife okay?” 
“Shaken, but unharmed.” 
Stephanie nodded. “Left in here and pull in anywhere. Mercer doesn’t really have 

any space for cars, so it’s easier to park beside Christ Church and walk the last little 
bit.” 

They drove through a gateway flanked by tall stone pillars and pulled to a stop 
beside a manicured lawn. The walls and steep roof of Christ Church College rose 
before them and the square towers of the college’s famous cathedral dominated the 
skyline. They climbed from the car and began walking away from the college, their 
feet crunching on the gravel pathway. To the left, Christ Church Meadow spread out 
into the distance, with a few trees dotted amongst the long grass. A wide pathway 
snaked off and a number of cyclists were peddling along at a leisurely pace in both 
directions. 

Luke pulled his sunglasses from his pocket and shielded his eyes from the 
sunlight that had broken through the clouds. 

“This way.” Stephanie directed him through a side gate and back out onto the 
street. “Mercer’s in the back here, completely surrounded by narrow streets.” 

 They crossed the road when there was a break in the traffic and entered a 
narrow cobbled alleyway with tall buildings either side. The entrance to Mercer 
College was at the end. A smartly dressed woman was seated in a small booth at 
one side of an elaborate stone entranceway, decorated with fearsome looking 
gargoyles. The inside of the arch was lined with carved stone tiles. 

“Good afternoon,” she said. 
Luke removed his sunglasses, pulled his police badge from his pocket and 

showed it to her. “I have an appointment with Professor Archer. Luke Spencer, 
Scotland Yard.” 

“Certainly, officer, just go on through. I’ll let a porter know you’re here.” 
Luke nodded his thanks and together he and Stephanie entered the college. 

They found themselves in an ancient covered cloister with crumbling walls and large 
flagstones beneath their feet. There was a small square patch of green grass in the 
centre of the cloister, with roses climbing up each of the four corners. Dappled light 
filtered through, casting long shadows. They followed the signs indicating the route 
to the main quadrangle.  

“Archer’s office is on the third floor of the main quad, I’m told,” Luke said, as they 
waited for a group of students to amble through a wide doorway ahead of them. The 
quad was beautifully maintained; a large courtyard surrounded on all sides by 
timeworn three-storeyed sandstone buildings with leadlight glass windows. Attic 
rooms jutted out from the steeply gabled roof line at regular intervals on all four sides 
of the courtyard. A flagstone path ran around the outside, with a manicured grass 
square in the centre. Round gardens filled by rose bushes covered in fat buds 
decorated each corner. Window boxes overflowing with early spring flowers were 
attached to every windowsill on the ground floor. 

“Officer? How can I help?” A porter wearing a black suit and bowler hat 
approached them. 

“I have an appointment with Professor Archer.” Luke produced his police 
identification for the man to see. 
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“Certainly, sir. Follow me,” the porter replied, turning on his heel and leading 
them along the path and into the sunshine. 

“Wow, it doesn’t look this big from the outside,” Luke murmured to Stephanie as 
they followed the porter. Rounding the corner, Stephanie looked back over her 
shoulder at the square gothic tower which rose majestically on one side of the 
college. 

“Recognise the tower?” she asked Luke. He slowed and followed her gaze. 
“Should I?” 
“Yeah, it’s used in lots of movies and TV shows,” she said. 
Luke smiled at her. “I’ll have to look out for it.” 
“I’ve never been inside, but the chapel beneath it is supposed to be beautiful,” 

she said. 
“Oi, off the grass,” the porter bellowed, his voice echoing among the buildings. A 

red faced student on the far side of the lawn jumped back onto the path and 
acknowledged the porter with an apologetic wave. 

Luke leaned close to Stephanie. “He’d make a good cop,” he said, nodding to 
the porter who’d set a cracking pace that allowed them no further time to dawdle and 
admire the surroundings. Stephanie smirked. 

They followed the porter through a doorway on the far side, up three flights of 
carpeted stairs and along a wood panelled corridor. Pairs of leadlight windows ran at 
waist height along the courtyard side of the passage, letting in the last of the day’s 
sunlight and giving a good view of the tranquil courtyard below. The porter paused 
outside an open door marked “Assistant” and looked inside. The desk in the room 
was unoccupied. 

“His assistant appears to have stepped out, but if you’ll just wait here, I’ll see if I 
can find her,” the porter said, pointing to a long window seat below the windows in 
the corridor. Stephanie smiled her thanks and sat down, twisting on the seat to 
admire the view of the roof top through the window behind her. Directly opposite, a 
closed door displayed a name plate for Professor Archer. Low voices could be heard 
coming from inside. 

 “Thank you,” Luke replied as the porter left them. Luke wandered along the 
passageway looking at the framed photos hanging on the wall of people and events 
in the college’s long history. The voices in the professor’s office were getting louder. 

“A heated academic discussion perhaps?” Luke suggested, pulling a face as he 
walked past Stephanie. The next doorway was open and he peered inside before 
turning and beckoning to her with a flick of his fingers. She rose and followed him 
into a book-lined resource room connecting Professor Archer’s office with one next 
door. 

The voices coming from Professor Archer’s office were louder and clearer in the 
small room.  

“So where is it? Do we even know who has taken it?” an assertive aristocratic 
male voice asked. 

“Not exactly…” another male voice began, this one less cultured. 
“What does ‘not exactly’ mean? How could this happen?” 
“Their security guards were taken ill and weren’t there.” 
“I know that, what I mean is how did the thieves get there before you?” 
“I don’t know, sir.” 
“I sincerely hope you are not trying to cross me?” The voice contained a barely 

concealed threat. 
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Luke edged closer to the professor’s door and leaned his head against it. It gave 
a loud creak. The voices stopped at once. Stephanie’s eyes widened as footsteps 
could be heard crossing the office at speed. Luke whirled around and pulled 
Stephanie into his arms, just as the door was flung open. 

“Sorry about this,” he murmured before cupping her face with his hands and 
kissing her. 

As Luke’s lips pressed against Stephanie’s, her hands rose to his chest. She 
resisted the immediate instinct to push him away, as she heard a throat being 
cleared. 

She threw her arms around Luke’s neck, pressing her fingers into his hair. 
Luke’s lips were both firm and soft, and he moved one hand from her face to her 
lower back and pulled her closer to him. 

“This is not the place. Out, out.” Professor Archer’s voice rose as he shooed 
them back into the corridor. Luke broke the kiss, but he kept his back to the 
professor. Stephanie bore the brunt of his steely-eyed glare. He was a tall thin man 
dressed in the academic robes of the university, with thinning grey hair and a nose 
that seemed too large for his face. She had come across her share of snooty 
academics in her time studying at Oxford, especially when they heard her New 
Zealand accent, and she added Professor Archer’s name to the mental list of those 
she disliked. 

He gave a haughty sniff and spun around returning to his office, shutting the 
door with a loud bang. 

They were both breathing hard as the door closed. Stephanie stepped back, 
unconsciously wiping a hand across her mouth.  

“Stephanie, I’m so sorry. I improvised so that he wouldn’t catch us 
eavesdropping.” Luke ran a hand through his hair and looked mortified. 

“It’s ah, okay, I guess.” The only guy who’d kissed her in the past year had been 
James and she was shocked and annoyed to discover that she’d actually enjoyed 
being kissed by someone else. What was she thinking? 

They stared at each other for a few seconds. Luke’s gaze dropped to her lips 
and she thought for a crazy moment that he was going to kiss her again. She took 
another step back. 

“I don’t think he saw you,” she said, looking away. 
“Good.” Luke cleared his throat and turned away from her, removing his jacket. 

He thrust it toward her without making eye contact. “Wait here out of sight. He 
shouldn’t recognise me without the jacket.” He strode over to the main door of 
Professor Archer’s office and rapped his knuckles on the door twice. 

Stephanie sank down onto the window seat, her hands shaking. 
The door of Professor Archer’s office was flung open. Luke was forced to step 

aside as a dark-haired man wearing a beige trench coat rushed from the room and 
dashed down the corridor. 

Professor Archer appeared in the doorway and watched the man rush away. He 
noticed Luke and frowned. “Yes?” he asked with impatience. 

Luke produced his ID. “Luke Spencer, Scotland Yard. We have an appointment.” 
“You will have to reschedule with my assistant.” Professor Archer waved his 

hand in the general direction of the assistant’s office further down the hall. “I’ve had 
some rather distressing news this morning.” He moved to close the door. 

But Luke held his ground and placed his left foot across the threshold. “I suspect 
that is what I have come to talk with you about,” he said in a quiet but firm voice. 

The professor hesitated. “The stolen manuscript?” he asked. 
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Luke nodded. Professor Archer’s arrogant air deflated somewhat and he gave a 
loud sigh. “You’d better come in then.” He opened the door wide, as a loud shout 
rang out.  

Stephanie turned on the seat and looked outside as a figure tumbled from an 
open window straight across the courtyard from where she was sitting. His arms 
were flailing in the air as he tried in vain to arrest his fall. His mouth was open in a 
silent scream and his beige coat flapped around him like a parachute. She leaned 
forward and watched horrified as he landed with a sickening crunch half in the rose 
garden and half on the path below. She drew her eyes back up to where he’d fallen 
from just as a person turned away from the open window. 
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