
Chapter 1 

 

Benedict Blood had joined the police force because he felt it was his calling. He also had 

a bent for method and order. Police work satisfied both these inclinations. 

Starting as a regular bobby with a beat on the streets of Westminster, he had worn the 

uniform of a constable with honor and pride and risen quickly in the ranks. At the expense of any 

kind of social life. 

The police force was his mistress. All his time, talents and energies were devoted to it 

and the reward she gave him was promotion. He became the youngest inspector in the 

organization’s history, going on to become a chief inspector before his thirtieth birthday. 

Only one thing had interrupted his upward progression - the Great War. Called up in 

1915 at the age of twenty-four, he had seen things that had changed him, things no man should 

ever have to see. He locked those nightmare memories away and sealed them with a key. 

However, his service had prepared him to deal with murder. He was rarely shocked by a case. 

It had also sobered him as a person.  

Never the life and soul of any party, since the War he had become serious, contemplative 

and, he had heard, distant. That is until meeting Dodo. Though there was no future for him with a 

woman like her, Dodo Dorchester had sparked something in him he believed had died. She had 

stirred his soul back to life. 

Over the years he had disciplined himself to suppress any attraction to women he met on 

the job. His career was not kind to relationships; he traveled extensively and kept horrible hours. 



It was no life for a wife. And the things he witnessed made him sour at times; not a good quality 

in a companion. 

But Dodo managed to penetrate his armor—immediately. There was something about her 

that grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and wouldn’t let go. His defense was to be boorish and 

gruff. He had growled at her like the stereotypical bull of a policeman whose pride has been put 

out of joint. 

Instead of gracefully bowing out, this feisty young woman had rippled with suppressed 

anger and dug in her heels. He had admired her for it. 

He had also purposefully offended her. 

Which he had hoped would make her back off and keep his life simple. 

Instead, it had emboldened her. 

To make matters worse, Sir Matthew Cusworth had called to suggest that he include her 

in the investigation. 

Thus, began his torture. 

 


