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Boring.

The victim splays in a mess of mangled limbs on the office floor, bathing the expensive
marble in a pool of crimson. Towering behind it, the bookshelf casts a low shadow over the
body, its book spines sanguine in soils of scarlet, the base a besmirched ruin. The foul
metallic stench of old pennies soaks the room in an overpowering retch of rotting flesh,
scraping the innards of the office in peels of nausea. The curtains, sinisterly clean in the

bloodbath, billows like a taunt at the yellow tape flapping along the door.

Twenty-six stab wounds.

S0000000 boring.

Taylor rocks back on his heels, stifling a yawn as he fumbles in his trench coat for the

crumpled information file for lack of anything better to do.

Micheal Davis, fifty-two years old, 6’3 male. Current head of FEX Manufacturing. Found

dead at corporate headquarters by his secretary.

Stale! Ordinary! Nothing to be pestering the Chief Detective on.

The officers bustle in a noisy chaos of footsteps and phone calls in and out of the office like

clockwork. Unquestioned, Taylor takes the opportunity to spread the curtains, thrusting the

window open and sighing contentedly at the breath of fresh air that hits his face, tired of the



metallic tang of blood. The wind from ten floors up rustles Taylor’s short brown hair in
gentle teases; a complete turnaround from the bloody horror scene behind him. Not that it

really bothers Taylor.

Of course, he already knows who the culprit is. How could he not?

The least likely suspect.

“Chief!” Robert Davis, only son to Micheal Davis, waves as he approaches. A hardworking
and positive young man, just as the reports say, burning with drive and kindness. Turning
away from the window, Taylor notices his smile first, preceded by the swollen redness of his

eyes that betray it.

“Mr. Allan, right? I’ve heard a lot about you.” Like his father, Robert is a huge man, causing
Taylor and his below-average height to crane his neck upwards just to meet Robert’s gaze

halfway. “Thank you for approving me to tag along. It is...only right that I try to help.”

Taylor rolls his eyes. “Sure. Help.” Then, because if he’s stuck babysitting he might as well
get a kick out of it: “Since you’re so helpful, here’s a pop quiz. What’s the first thing, the

moment you step into a crime scene, that you should do?”

Robert blinks, probably not expecting to be probed on his forensic knowledge. “Um. I

guess...” He brings his hand to his chin. “Asess the body?”



“Ding ding! Ten points for you!” He skips to the body without checking to see if Robert’s
following. “You can learn a bunch from autopsies, ‘specially with messy murders like these.

Like the cause of death.”

“Cause of death...? Isn’t it obviously the stab wounds?”

Obviously? “Fine. Stab wounds. Lots and lots of blood. You’d be surprised at how much you

’

can get from blood alone.’

He stops at Davis’ feet. “For example, the time of the murder. Blood usually takes about
thirty to sixty minutes to dry, or several hours to days for large volumes like this.” Taylor
bends down, uncaring of the way Robert flinches when he swipes his index finger on Davis’
abdomen to show him the resulting dab of blood. Wet. “Then, what can we surmise from

this?”

Taylor would be lying if he said it wasn’t even a little funny to see Robert’s face, nearly
green in its paleness as he turns to examine his father’s mangled body fully, blanching at the
wave of foul stench with poorly-concealed gags. “That—it—uh, the murder happened

recently? Or at least today.”

“Correcto! Wow, on a roll today, are we?” Taylor snickers. “And your office hours?”

“Operate in eight hour blocks.” He winces. “Six to two. Two to ten. Ten to six. For office

staff, from eight to five. But Father always clocked in at seven.”



“And it’s,” Taylor glances at his watch, “half past nine. Which means?”

“The murder, which occurred between seven to nine, could have only been done by the first

shift or the office workers.”

“Ah-ah, look at the pool.” He points at the sludge. “Thick. Not just crusty, but gelly, too.

Must’ve been three to five hours since the stabbing.”

“Five—?!” Robert snaps his head towards him, “But Father never goes to work that early!

Wakes up, sure, but on site? Unbelievable.”

Taylor raises a brow. “Right. Unbelievable. Unless...”

“Unless...something important forced him to. A secret meeting that even I wasn’t privy to?”

Well. It’s a start.

“Anyway, that only leaves the third shift, so that decreases our options.” Robert rambles,

“But there are still hundreds of them...”

Fine. Taylor will throw him a bone or two.

“The wound placements. What do you notice?”



“Uh? Well, there...are quite a few on the stomach. Um. Some on his shoulder. One in the

neck...I think. It’s hard to tell.”

“The back of his neck.” He corrects. “Your Pa is a big guy. Someone of that size would have
an equivalent strength too. The assailant, if they stabbed him in a non-fatal area like the
shoulder or the lateral abdomen, would have had to fight your old man off. But there are no
signs of resistance—not so much as a scratch on his hands or arms. Which means he was
probably stabbed in his neck first, died, after which the murderer decided to have some more

stabby fun on his already lifeless corpse.”

If Taylor were a better man, he’d probably feel bad for the way his words drench Robert’s
forehead in cold beads of sweat. Unfortunately, he isn’t. “But— then wouldn’t he fall

forwards? He’s clearly laying on his back.”

“That’s right. The assailant dislodged their knife first, probably by pressing a hand to his
back, causing him to jerk forwards and slump against the bookshelf.” He gestures to the shelf
behind the body, then to the blood stains swiped along the mahogany racks. “Hits on a
vertebral or carotid artery would put the blood under high pressure, especially right after the
knife is removed, causing it to splurge out like a continuous confetti popper. Messy stuff, so
the blood sprayed along the sides of his hair too. But then the assailant pulled him back and
turned him over. That's why his blood-soaked hair swiped along the book spines. Hence the

transfer marks.”

“And...the—um—splatters? Is that from the spray?”



“Not exactly.” Taylor acquiesces, “While his blood splurged and it’s well possible the blood
could’ve sprayed out in an arc away from the guy, it would’ve caused the blood to be in
curving pumps or streaks, not a simple splatter. Instead, it probably didn’t get that far. It’s
more likely from the knife, which must’ve been dislodged right before moving, where the

blood from his hair flung onto the bookshelf when he jerked forward.”

Taylor’s about to launch into the forensics of the various blood baths when Robert quickly
springs up. “And! The— original point? Could we circle back to the third shift workers? How

do we pinpoint the suspects from such a large sample?”

“Large sample?” Taylor smirks at Robert’s confusion. “A pretty small sample, if you ask me.
I mean, not everyone can successfully surprise-attack a 6’3 man in the neck. Let alone from a

downward angle.”

“Downward..?” Robert asks. “How do you know that?”

“I mean, physics of the jerking and forwards slumping aside...” He pauses, noting Robert’s
trembly state. Not that he cares, but he’d rather not carry Robert’s unconscious burly body to
the infirmary if Taylor turned Davis over to show him the telling bevel and undercut signs of
a downcast slash. Not to mention the damning evidence of the wound shape, tailing, hilt
marks—if anything, Robert would certainly pass out from the smell alone. Taylor sighs.

“...You don’t want to know. Just trust me on this one.”



Robert nods in understanding. “Right. So then...someone over 6°3. I'll try to find people
from the third shift who fit.” Despite himself, Robert smiles at Taylor brightly, albeit
somewhat tiredly. “Thank you, Mr. Allan. Really. I know you’re Chief Detective for a

reason, but you’re truly a genius. It’s like you knew everything already.”

“Sure.” Taylor yawns. “I’ve been told thanks in money is more effective than thanks in lip

service, though.”

Robert chuckles. “You’re funny. Like my Father. He liked sarcasm too.” He startles at his
own words before fumbling nervously. “Uh! Not that I’'m comparing you two! Clearly,
you’re much more noble, what with your job, where he was more corrupt and money-

hungry...and your joke...again! Not comparing! I’'m just saying—"

Taylor massages his index and middle against his temple to pacify the incoming migraine.

Not for the first time, he wishes detectives were permitted earplugs on the job too.

Wait. “Corrupt and money-hungry?”’

Robert freezes, then rubs his neck self-soothingly. “Aha. Yeah. Must be weird for his son of

all people to complain about, yeah? I mean, I am the one inheriting his company after all.”

If you don'’t like it then you can give your profits to me, Taylor almost says, before biting his

tongue. Wrong time.



“You probably know this already, Mr. Allan, but I don’t—didn’t have a great relationship

with my Father.” A distant gaze. “I hated him, really. But he was...already sick. His heart,

with lovenox. I should’ve known better. Now that he’s gone, I...” He trails off.

The breeze from the window is gentle as it tickles the hair at Taylor’s nape and carries the

words, echoing them within the small space between them, with only the loud bustling of the

officers outside filling in the tense silence between the two. It’s not a wholly surprising thing,

the confession, but Taylor knows all too well how relative the weight of words can be.

The least likely suspect.

Of course, he already knows the culprit.

But that doesn’t mean he can’t have a little fun with it, right?

“Say, Mr. Davis,” when the sunlight seeps through the window, casting a shadow over

Taylor’s grinning face, his emerald eyes glint dangerously in the darkness. Predatory. “Care

for a drink?”

sksksk

“Red or white wine?” Robert calls from the kitchen.



“Red.” Taylor says, then because he’s bored lounging on the sofa, “Your daughter is abroad.”

Robert, when he rounds the corner, presents two glasses and a smile that grows softer at the
mention of his daughter. “Alice.” He provides. “She’s with my wife in Vergennes. Ever heard

of it?” He sinks into the woollen cushion beside Taylor.

Taylor hums, accepting the glass. “Vermont. Cozy.”

“It is.” He laughs. Lighter than at the office. “I can’t wait to join them. I just stayed back

for...well. FEX.”

“Join them?” Taylor inquires. “How? You’re the company’s sole heir.”

Robert’s smile gains a somber edge. “My Father’s secretary. Thomas Finch. A capable man
in his own right who earned even my Father’s respect, and someone who would perfectly fit
the bill of a CEO. When my Father retired, I was planning to pass my inheritance rights to
Finch.” He stares ahead with a faraway look. “Retired. So another...eight years? Ten? But

here I am now.”

Taylor languidly swirls his glass of wine, watching the deep crimson spiral in smooth circles
like satin. Like blood. “Isn’t that a good thing? You can be with your wife and kid sooner

now. Not a decade.”



10

“That’s right...” Robert sighs, and a terse silence envelops them. Then—*“I wanted to be an

artist.”

Pause. “Artist?”

“Yeah.” Robert admits. “Wanted to paint masterpieces. See them in museums. Something

priceless.” His fingers fumble with the glass. “My Father wanted differently. CEO.

Something stable.” He chuckles. “That was our main dispute. Argued like night and day,

couldn’t get enough of it, so busy planning for the future we forgot to live in the present."

Taylor sips. “Regret it?”

“Like hell.” He smiles. “Don’t forgive him—never will—but he deserves justice. A murder

like that deserves justice, Chief Detective.”

Justice. Taylor turns the word over in his head. Twenty six stab wounds.

To be lectured on justice by the man beside him is laughable.

“Justice is a nice concept. Only few can put it to practice.” His eyes search the red wine in his

glass. The blood on the bookshelf. The wound on his neck.

I mean, not everyone can successfully surprise-attack a 6’3 man in the neck.
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He looks up at Robert. Even sitting, the size difference is massive.

Throw him a bone, Taylor reminds himself.

“Motives.” Taylor states cryptically. “What motive would a simple third shift worker have to

kill your Pa?”

Robert pauses. “Well...Corruption? Low pay? I’d say it’s quite likely; working conditions

aren’t the best at FEX, as with most industries."

I hated him, really.

Another...eight years? Ten?

[ wanted to be an artist.

Taylor hums.

Cause of death...? Isn’t it obviously—

Obviously—

“Mr. Davis wasn’t killed by the stab wounds.”
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The world—

“...What?”

—halts to a stop.

“He...wasn’t?” Robert furrows his eyebrows. “But you said—"

“Nothing I said was a lie.” Taylor idly recalls. “But really, he was killed by a syringe.”

“Syringe...?” Sweat pooled at Robert’s temple.

“Injecting air directly into the blood will cause an embolism and is virtually undetectable in
an autopsy. Someone shot Mr. Davis, likely under the guise of assisting him with his daily
blood thinner shot but injected it deep into the muscle—like the gluteal or deltoid—instead of
the fat. Drive it hard, and you can force a bubble right into the venous plexus.” Taylor cites.
“Embolisms can be fatal within thirty minutes to two hours without treatment. Mr. Davis
would have felt the effects pretty much immediately: short breaths, chest pains, rapid heart
rate—Dby the twenty-minute mark, he would’ve been completely delirious. It would’ve been
beyond easy to make him do anything you wanted, like, say...” He smirks. “Stand still in

front of the bookcase while I grab a chair high enough to stab you in the neck.”

...causing Taylor and his below-average height to crane his neck upwards—
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“Hey, Robert.” Taylor’s voice rings clear in the desolate silence of the living room, the words

whispering into the walls like a secret. Stares Robert dead in the eyes, rapt emerald piercing

through shaky blue. Like he knew.

But Father never goes to work that early! Wakes up, sure, but on site? Unbelievable.

“Why do you think your Pa rushed to work at four-thirty in the morning?”

Unbelievable. Unless...

Like he always knew.

Unless...

“...Something urgent.” Robert speaks slowly, gradual, horrific realization daunting his face.

“An emergency meeting. With someone irrevocably special.”

Of course, he already knows the culprit.

“Someone he was close to, or someone important, like...”

Like his son.

“...like the Chief Detective.” Robert cowers.



How could he not?

The least likely suspect.

Taylor looks up, grin slowly stretching at Robert’s blown wide eyes. Horrified.

Haha!

Boring?

When Robert is hoisted away in handcuffs, yelling and pleading, eyes wet with desperation,

Taylor only laughs and waves goodbye.

On the contrary.
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