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There were hundreds of witnesses to the murder, but the police still couldn’t find the culprit…

	 

	There was a gasp of shock; a dagger had appeared. He gazed at it in disbelief. 

	“But you’re my friend.” Another dagger appeared. Then another. “You’re all my friends.”

	The three men moved closer. 

	“We were your friends. Until you betrayed us.”

	He took a step back, looking round. But there was nowhere to go. He was trapped.

	“Pray to the gods, Caesar. You are about to meet them.”

	Elise watched, entranced, from the third row of the auditorium. She loved live theatre and rarely missed a show at the local Colosseum. 

	The quality of the productions was variable, but this play, put on by a visiting company, had been fantastic. 

	“The Death Of Caesar” was full of swirling emotions and raw power. And now the drama was reaching its terrible conclusion.

	Caesar gazed arrogantly at his attackers, not a flicker of fear in his eyes. 

	“You wouldn’t dare.”

	“Would we not?” A dagger was raised high.

	Elise shook her head slightly in disapproval. 

	If you were going to stab someone, that wasn’t the way to do it. 

	The person’s ribs would protect them; they would probably end up with little more than a flesh wound. 

	As a detective superintendent in the local police force, she had dealt with enough stabbing cases to know.

	“Die, Caesar!” The cry reverberated around the auditorium as the blade plunged down. 

	Caesar clutched his chest with a terrible groan and a red stain splattered across his dazzling white toga. 

	He must have been holding a capsule of fake blood, she thought.

	“Die, Caesar!” came another cry. 

	Elise found herself watching curiously. 

	Presumably, the blades of the daggers were fitted with some sort of spring-loaded mechanism. 

	They appeared to go right into his body before being pulled out again.

	The final conspirator, Brutus, was approaching Caesar from behind. 

	He was holding his dagger down low and pointing upwards. Elise nodded approvingly. 

	“Die, Caesar!” he said hoarsely and plunged the dagger in.

	Caesar gave a strange moan. 

	The conspirator stepped back, looking in puzzlement at his empty hand. 

	Elise frowned. This time the dagger had been left in Caesar’s body. 

	That was a good trick. She couldn’t work out how it had been done. 

	Caesar had sunk to his knees. He made a coughing sound. 

	Then, suddenly, there was an explosion of blood from his mouth and nose. 

	A chill of horror gripped Elise. This stabbing was real. 

	 

	*  *  *  *

	 

	“It’s chaotic, boss. There are over two hundred people in the audience and they’re all desperate to leave.”

	Elise put a hand on her colleague’s shoulder. One day, DI Glazer would be a fine police officer, but he was still lacking experience.  

	“The audience members will be able to leave, Steve. 

	“They may be eye-witnesses, but we don’t need to question them tonight. It’s not as if there’s any doubt how the killing happened.”

	“Yes, but . . .”

	“All we need is their names, addresses, contact details and seat numbers. 

	“I’ve organised some forms. As soon as people have filled one in, they can go.”

	He nodded and turned away, but then he stopped. 

	“Another thing, boss. Journalists have started to gather outside the theatre.”

	Elise grimaced. That was all she needed. There was going to be a media frenzy over this case. 

	“I’ll speak to them later. You concentrate on keeping the audience calm and getting those forms.” 

	She looked round, trying to decide the next step. 

	The minute or two following the stabbing had been very confused.  

	Many in the audience had thought that it was all part of the show. 

	However, Elise had known better and had quickly taken control.

	Fortunately, a doctor had come forward and, while he was dealing with Gorland de Waal, Elise had cleared everyone else from the stage. 

	She had then reassured the audience that everything was under control and briefly explained the procedures that would be followed. 

	It had very soon turned from a stabbing into a killing. Despite the doctor’s efforts, Gorland de Waal had died on stage.

	DI Starek appeared at Elise’s side, a clipboard in her hand. 

	“Here’s what we have so far, boss. There were four actors on the stage at the time, all male. 

	“The other members of the company were backstage; that’s three female actors, a technician, a production assistant and the publicity officer. 

	“Four members of the theatre’s permanent staff were at the front of house.” 

	“Tell me about the daggers, Ania,” Elise murmured.

	DI Starek glanced at her clipboard. 

	“There were three daggers, all accounted for as part of the crime scene. They were bought from a theatrical supplier with standard spring-loaded blades. 

	“The forensic team hasn’t had a chance to examine the dagger involved in the killing yet, but there are indications that it had been tampered with.”

	“Who looked after the daggers?”

	“Frya Mark, the company’s production assistant. The three actors collected them from her just before they went on stage.”

	Elise thought for a moment. 

	“Let’s have a word with the cast and crew.”

	 

	*  *  *  *

	 

	Elise stood in the doorway of the rehearsal room for a moment, taking in the scene.  

	One of her officers was talking quietly to the four permanent members of the theatre’s staff. 

	Liam Conroy, the actor whose blow had caused the death, was slumped in a chair, weeping audibly.

	He was being comforted by Grace de Waal, the dead man’s wife, who had also played Caesar’s wife. 

	Officers were speaking to the other actors. 

	But there were also two women whom Elise didn’t recognise. One was standing by the window, talking rapidly into a phone. 

	As Elise was watching, she finished that call and immediately began speaking into a second phone. 

	The other woman was sitting in a chair in the corner of the room.  

	She was young compared to the others and had a sweet face. Elise was struck by her expression of anguish and bewilderment. 

	“That’s Frya Mark, the company’s production assistant,” DI Starek said.

	Elise nodded. 

	“Let’s have a word.”
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