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RUN THE
GAUNTLET

 


DI Donna Davenport and her team are under
pressure.

With the hunt on for the country’s most
notorious cop killer, and an ongoing complex international
investigation, the murder of a local thug during a football match
is the last thing the police need.

But as more incidents overload the police,
and fear brings vigilante mobs onto the streets, suspicion grows
that the mayhem is being orchestrated.

 


CUT AND RUN

 


One man can make it stop. With the city
heading towards chaos and disaster Donna prepares to abandon
caution and the rules, even if it means she is ostracised by her
own team.

***

 



Dedication

 


To Simon, Stephanie,
Brooke and Mia

My anchors in
life

***

 



Toxic killer loose on
the streets of Dundee

A Weekend Special report by Lindsey
Forsyth

In this weekend special,
we can exclusively reveal a catalogue of incompetence at the heart
of Police Scotland in Dundee, and we’ll be asking why crazed killer
Jonas Evanton has been allowed to roam free among the city’s
unsuspecting citizens for the last two years.

We can provide the
inside story about how the former Detective Inspector – arrested
two years ago as the mastermind behind a smuggling operation that
resulted in eleven horrific deaths across Tayside – was sent to
Belmarsh Prison as part of a deal. He became the only person ever
to escape from the high security facility, and has evaded police
ever since. Coincidence? We let you decide.

A source close to Police
Scotland told us how Evanton, despite being the subject of the
police force’s biggest manhunt in its entire history, managed to
sit right under their noses in Bell Street for months. The brutal
murderer remains at large, and we will be demanding to know why no
warning has been issued to the public.

In further revelations,
we have learned that lead detective DI Donna Davenport, who
recently spent several months in a psychiatric hospital, has been
given her own armed protection. We understand blu-nders made by
Davenport were responsible for Evanton’s escape following his most
recent sighting. We will be asking que-stions about Davenport’s
role in the disastrous investigation, and we’ll be looking at
concerns about her state of mind and fitness to be on
duty.

Local Councillor Hugh
Finnie has expressed alarm at the revelations, and has confirmed
that a number of vigilante groups have begun to patrol parts of
Dundee. “People need to protect themselves,” he told us, “if they
can’t trust the police to do it.”

 


Turn to the centre pages
for full story

 


 


***

 



Run the
gauntlet

Saturday


Chapter
1

 


Thud.

The team room at Police
HQ in Bell Street was unusually quiet today. Even though there were
plenty of officers about, most of them were getting on with the
laborious task of sifting through the details of the gazillion
phone calls and emails that had come in in response to their
investigation into an illegal adoptions scam that had recently been
exposed.

Thud.

Every contact had to be
logged into HOLMES, indexed and cross-referenced so that it could
be shared in what was a massive international operation. An
operation that was being led and coordinated right here in Bell
Street by Detective Inspector Donna Davenport.

Thud.

“Will you quit that?”
Sergeant Alice Moone yelled across the large room.

Several pairs of eyes
flickered towards her, but mostly her outburst received little
attention. Least of all was the attention given by the target of
her outburst, DI Davenport.

Donna was sitting alone,
casual in faded blue jeans, at a desk on the opposite end of the
room from Alice. On the desk in front of her lay open Lindsey
Forsyth’s Weekend Special. Donna let her head drop onto the open
pages, thud, sat
back upright, and let her head drop back onto the newsprint,
thud.

Alice got up and crossed
the room, sitting back down next to Donna. She squinted at the
headline and moved the paper a little so she could look at it
properly.

“They’re accurate about
the crazed killer bit,” she said.

Donna stopped and looked
at her. “I’m fit for duty, aren’t I?” she asked.

“Fit as a fruit loop,
boss,” said Alice.

Donna couldn’t help but
chuckle. “So, while my state of
mind is under a cloud,” she began, “I
might not be held fully responsible for my actions if I hunt
Lindsey Forsyth down and wring her neck.”

“Hmm,” Alice responded.
“That would be a bit of a gamble, but I’d pay to watch.”

They scanned the
report’s details again for a moment.

“Boy, you’ve really
pissed her off big time,” said Alice. “What did you do?”

“We’ve got a bigger
problem than a pissed off journalist,” said Donna, stabbing a
finger at the line referring to the source close to Police
Scotland. “Somebody in here has been leaking sensitive information
– the deal with Belmarsh, my armed protection, my fecking medical
history – none of this was ever made public.”

Alice frowned. Just
then, DC Fran Woods emerged from under the pile of paperwork she’d
been ferreting through, and Donna called her to join her and
Alice.

“Where are we at?” Donna
asked her.

“We’ve eighteen sets of
parents who’ve come forward,” said Fran. Donna chewed on the end of
a pen, taking in the details of each sorry case as Fran rhymed them
off.

They were spread all
over the country, these families. It was going to be one hell of a
task to untangle the details and decide whether a crime had been
committed in each case, and if it had, how on earth to deal with
it.

A radio in the
background played an array of current hits and 80s classics,
interspersed by the build up to the day’s cup games, with
particular attention being focused on the expected battle between
nearby local rivals Arbroath and Montrose. Donna kept half an ear
cocked whenever it was mentioned. Her brother-in-law Danny was at
the game.

The door creaked open,
and DCI Angus Ross entered the room, balancing plastic cups of
steaming coffee.

“To keep the Saturday
crew awake,” he said. He and Donna exchanged a smile.

Donna pushed her chair
back from the desk, and she, Alice and Fran each grabbed a cup from
Ross. He looked down at the empty cup holder, shook his head, then
nodded at Fran’s open case file.

“The
adoptions?”

Donna grunted and Fran
nodded.

“I take it by your eager
responses there’s not much to report there?”

They shook their heads
and Alice slurped noisily at her coffee.

“Anything on Evanton,
then?” Ross asked, flopping onto a nearby seat.

Donna sighed. “About 300
apparent sightings over the past fortnight,” she said, the misery
obvious in her voice. “All randomly scattered between Land’s End
and John O’Groats.”

“And one in Spain,”
added Alice.

“Spain, yes,” said
Donna. “So we’re down to next to nobody in here while all of those
are being checked out.”

“What’s this?” he asked,
craning his neck to look at the newspaper in front of Donna. Then
he groaned. “Oh, that! Look, don’t let it get to you…”

“It’s not getting to
me,” said Donna.

“It’s getting to her,”
said Alice.

“We’re going to have to
issue a response,” said Donna. “We can’t just let them get away
with this, especially when it’s affecting public confidence in our
abilities. I mean, we need to at least let the public know the
lengths Evanton went to to alter his appearance, so there was no
way we could have known it was him.”

“That’s a tricky one,”
said Ross. “It’s the sort of information that could spark even more
public alarm. But maybe you’re right. Maybe it’s time now to get
the information out.” He scanned the rest of the article and rolled
his eyes in frustration.

“As if we don’t have
enough to deal with,” he muttered. Then he sat up, and his
expression softened. “You’re both going to have to take a break,
before all of this kicks off. You haven’t stopped since you came
back from Turkey…”

“Actually, I’m just
about to finish for the day,” Donna said, stopping Ross in his
tracks and eliciting surprised eyes. “We’re off up to Arbroath to
have a look at a couple of houses.”

“Well good,” said Ross,
looking at her coffee cup with longing. “That’s good. It’ll stop
you whingeing about living in that cramped mansion on Claypotts
Place…”

Donna fired her empty
cup at him and chuckled.

“And I’ve booked my
tickets,” Alice announced. “I hope you haven’t forgotten you’ll be
without me for the next couple of weeks.”

“That’s great,” said
Donna, glad that Alice was flying back to Turkey, this time on
holiday rather than business. “Make sure you don’t get Efe into any
more trouble.”

Alice huffed a pantomime
huff, a twinkle in her eye. Donna felt a glow of pleasure in her
stomach for her friend. Their recent ordeal had had a silver
lining, with Alice and Efe forming a bond that went beyond their
policing relationship.

 


 


 



Chapter
2

 


Archie McKinnes ran for
his life. The freezing December air knifed into his lungs, and he
found it hard to catch a breath. But it would be suicide to stop
now. Looking over his shoulder, he felt the first stab of
anxiety.

He tried to shut out the
insults and the threats that were flying at him thick and fast.
Then, from his blind side, the big guy in the navy top barged into
him, almost sending him flying.

“Fuckin book that prick,
ref!” screamed a block of fans to his right.

“Get him off!” from the
stand directly ahead of him.

Archie stumbled then
quickly regained his balance, but the moment was gone, and his
apparent decision to allow play to go on sent a roar of fury up
from the home support.

Howls of rage ripped
into the air.

Taunting chants erupted
from the away fans, and an object was lobbed onto the
pitch.

More roaring from the
home support, then a harbinger of trouble as a trio broke from the
away end and leaped over the railing into the home
crowd.

Archie’s eyes bulged as
he scanned the pitch and the stands. These lower league local
derbies could be unpredictable and could turn nasty at any moment.
He felt things were getting close to the bone now, but there was no
way he was going to call the game off before half time. He flicked
his eyes to his watch, a gesture that didn’t go unnoticed by the
home support, who began to whistle with vigour.

Three more
minutes.

Archie kept running, and
kept trying to block out the abuse being hurled at him and to
concentrate on the game.

The last minute arrived,
and finally Archie McKinnes could call half time. He fingered the
whistle, ready to bring it to his lips the instant the second hand
touched twelve. Then he could do it. He didn’t realise his eyes had
closed momentarily, picturing what he was going to do next, until
an almighty roar assaulted his eardrums. Startled, he looked
towards the away goal, and his heart sank when he saw two opposing
players lying in the penalty area. Before he could move a muscle,
two of the Arbroath players rushed to where they lay, bouldering
into a posse of Montrose players as they went.

The shoving began
amongst the players.

Then punches began to
fly.

Now the home support and
the away fans were all shrieking for the referee’s
blood.

Archie looked towards
the linesman to his left, but his colleague drew him a dirty look,
and slowly shook his head. The other linesman was standing with his
hands over his face.

By the sound of the
reaction, Archie surmised the Arbroath player must have been
fouled. He drew out the red card. He would get one of the Montrose
players off the field, award the penalty to the home side, and then
at least one half of the crowd would shut up.

The Arbroath player took
the penalty, hit the top bar, and Archie blew the whistle on half
time as fast as he could.

The players continued
scuffling as they filed off the pitch towards their respective
changing rooms. The linesmen didn’t look surprised when Archie made
his excuses to leave them to go to their locker room without him.
Then he made his way nimbly towards the office he’d been told
contained the cash. It was a fair amount, by all accounts, and
Archie wasn’t about to question why a drugs middle man would hide
it here at Gayfield park – must know somebody who worked here, he
reckoned. The main thing was, Archie was tipped off and knew where
to find it. In all the hustle bustle of half time, nobody would be
stopping to chat. By the time anyone ever figured out what had
happened to the money, Archie would be long gone. A new start, away
from this dead-end life of his.

He didn’t notice the
large figure in the black bomber jacket who followed him from
outside the locker room, and who kept on his tail along the club
building and on into the office.

 


As the minutes ticked by
after the end of half time, the linesmen stood scratching their
heads. The players were jostling in front of the Directors’ stand,
trying to keep warm in the face of the icy blasts coming off the
North Sea that billowed next to the park. The fans were getting
restless. Things had calmed down over pies and Bovril, following
the outbreak of near anarchy during the disastrous handling of the
penalty situation, but tensions were resurfacing as the demands to
know what the delay was grew louder. Where the hell was the
referee?

One of the stewards was
dispatched into the building to look for Archie McKinnes. He
scurried along corridors and up stairs, looking into each room that
he passed, and calling out the referee’s name.

Puzzled, he re-traced
his steps back towards the pitch, and realised there was one room
he hadn’t checked – the old disused office beside the changing
rooms. With a sweat forming across his brow, he placed a light hand
on the door and went in. It had lain unused for a long time, this
office, which probably explained the odd smell, he
thought.

The office was L-shaped,
and he just had to check the part that he couldn’t see from the
door.

The hairs on the back of
his neck prickled. Something didn’t seem right. He glanced around,
and felt his skin grow clammy. He grasped the two-way radio in his
pocket, and tentatively peeked around the corner.

There on the floor lay
what looked like…His eyes seemed to be deceiving
him…My God!…it
really was…The sight before him made him gag, and he rushed from
the room, with a yell of anguish.

 


 


 



Chapter
3

 


Donna stood shivering
outside the main gates of Bell Street, wondering if she would have
time for a sneaky fag before Libby arrived. Watching the traffic
snake along the road, scanning for Libby’s Fiesta, she plucked a
cigarette from her pocket and quickly lit it. She glanced at her
mobile, saw that Natesh wasn’t online, and put it away again. She
was blowing out a stream of smoke, when the toot toot of a car horn made her
turn.

Puzzled, she still saw
no sign of the Fiesta.

Toot
toot.

A white Mondeo pulled up
in front of her, a taxi, and she took a wary step backwards.
Instinctively she glanced over her shoulder, and saw that the two
armed officers who’d been assigned to her protection were watching,
discreet as always.

The door opened, and
Donna’s eyes grew wide in surprise when the driver got out. She
threw down her cigarette end and stamped on it, and took a step
towards him.

“Natesh!” she said, a
smile spreading across her face.

Natesh leaned with his
elbow on top of the driver door, and held up the car key, jingling
it in the air. “Time I got back behind the wheel,” he said
casually, with a lopsided grin. Then a whoosh of freezing air ran
under his shirt and he made a face like The Scream, squeaked, and wrapped
his arms around his slender torso.

Donna couldn’t help but
laugh as the pair embraced.

Then she caught sight of
Libby in the passenger seat, and immediately kicked the stubbed-out
cigarette under the car. Too late. Libby rolled her
eyes.

“Surprise!” said Natesh.
“Like it?”

“You kept that one
quiet,” Donna said. “Both of you.”

She knew how much it
would have taken for him to drive here, not having driven in the
eighteen months since his terrible accident. If it had been an
accident. Still, she snapped her thoughts out of the disturbing
possibility of what could have been, glad to see her old friend and
pleased that his healing journey seemed to be complete at
last.

She clambered into the
taxi behind Libby, and the two briefly entwined fingers.

As Natesh started up the
engine, Donna noticed his familiar ID badge and his Japa Mala beads
that hung from the rear view mirror, just like they had in his old
taxi. It made this one feel familiar.

Donna watched him check
carefully around before pulling out onto West Marketgait to begin
the approach towards the roundabout-fest that was the A92. Twenty
minutes later, its red tarmac took them cross country past a
patchwork quilt of fields towards Arbroath.

Donna peered between the
two front seats, reading the particulars of a house on Keptie Road
that were contained in a brochure on Libby’s knee. She could see
the brochures for the other two houses they’d decided to view were
neatly piled beneath it.

As they came into
Arbroath, passing the caravan park, Natesh took a left before the
railway bridge onto Dundee Road then along Addison Place until they
reached the first of the houses to be viewed, on Keptie
Road.

Checking the street
number on the brochure, they pulled up outside the house, and Donna
took a look around, taking an instant liking to the area and the
view from the house directly onto the pond across the
road.

“I like it,” said Libby,
standing back and taking in the front garden of the
house.

“Me too,” Donna nodded
appreciatively. The brochure actually hadn’t done the house
justice.

A man in a smart suit
opened the door and he welcomed them in with a Cheshire-cat smile,
introducing himself as the estate agent.

The first impression
continued as soon as they stepped inside. Donna could tell Libby
felt the same instant at-home warmth that she did, and at the
estate agent’s

invitation, they took a
walk around without him before getting the official
tour.

“I bags the room looking
onto the koi pond,” said Natesh, staring out of a back bedroom
window on the second of three floors.

“You got it,” said
Donna, “but don’t you think Erin will be a bit annoyed if you move
in with us?”

Natesh laughed. A little
too quickly. Donna caught the stiffening of his back and wondered
just how much grief he was still taking for their friendship. If he
was going to be getting married, then his bride to be was going to
have to melt the ice at some point. If Erin were to give an
ultimatum, Donna wasn’t sure that Natesh would choose to go ahead
with the wedding.

“You do realise it’s
within walking distance of Danny’s place?” Donna said. She
momentarily wondered how the game was going.

“I think we’ll be
hearing from him plenty once the baby arrives,” said
Libby.

“Auntie Libby,” Donna
tried out the new title.

“Auntie Donna is worse,”
said Libby.

“Uncle Natesh,” piped in
Natesh. Donna and Libby exchanged a look.

“Erm, is everything okay
with you and Erin?” Donna ventured.

“Oh look,” said Natesh,
dashing towards another window, “you can see the pond from here,
too.”

 


By the time they left
the house, there was little doubt in Donna’s mind that this was the
place for them. Libby grinned as she put her mobile
away.

“That’s our interest
formally noted,” she announced, indicating that stage in the house
buying process where you were considered a serious potential buyer.
She and Donna high-fived as they got back into Natesh’s
taxi.

“We should still go and
look at the other ones,” said Donna. She saw Libby’s eye lingering
over the front garden, and knew her heart was set on this one, no
matter how many more houses they went to view. It was fine by
Donna. She was happy with it, too. Nice area, near Danny, and far
enough away from Libby’s parents to keep everyone happy.

Her phone trilled, and
she answered without checking who it was.

“Donna?” She recognised
PC Aiden Moore’s voice. “Your office said you’re in Arbroath at the
minute. We need a DI over at Gayfield. There’s been a
murder.”

 


 


 



Chapter
4

 


Donna pulled up outside
the main gates of the football club, and took in the scene around
her. Flecks of snow peppered the air, and the previous night’s gale
had blown the Christmas lights off the high fence that surrounded
the club grounds. They lay in a heap of wire, broken light bulbs
and brightly coloured plastic moulding on the grassy verge, with
Santa grinning maniacally up at the sky.

Inside the club gates,
she saw groups of fans standing or milling around on the concourse.
High-vis vested stewards were buzzing around, responding to a
barrage of questions and calls.

Several marked police
cars were already parked there, along with the club’s mini bus and
a coach, probably for the visiting supporters. Donna decided to
continue on down the narrow lane that ran along the western edge of
the ground and that separated the football park from Pleasureland,
the neighbouring amusement arcade.

She parked half-way
along the lane, and sat for a moment looking across at the shore
and the brooding North Sea, only 100 meters in front of her. It
gave Gayfield its reputation as the coldest football ground in the
country.

Snippets of the
morning’s discussion in Bell Street about the fall-out from the
Moira Cowan and Eleanor Wallace murder cases floated through her
mind. The shore that lay ahead of her was where Moira’s body had
washed up, sparking off the investigation that became linked to
Eleanor’s murder and eventually led to the revelation about the
illegal adoptions. She couldn’t help but wonder if there might be a
connection with today’s incident. But as she chewed the possibility
over, she didn’t feel it.

Archie bloody
McKinnes, she thought. He could start a
fight in an empty room. She could hardly believe he was actually a
football referee, as if there wouldn’t already be enough people
with reason to see him gone. This was going to have scarce police
resources diverted from the real priority – finding cop killer
Jonas Evanton.

She parked up and walked
back around to the main gates, where a uniformed officer stood. As
he stepped towards her, Donna saw him tense his shoulders, an
attempt to stop shivering in the cold. His skin was pale, his nose
red, and eyes watery. Then she suddenly became aware of the biting
cold herself, and felt sorry for the young PC.

“How long have you been
standing out here?” she asked him, holding out her warrant card for
him to check. His eyes glanced over it briefly. He knew who she
was, alright.

“Couple of hours,
Ma’am,” he said. Her two armed guards slid into the club ground,
and the PC eyed them with obvious discomfort. Then an involuntary
shudder jerked his jaw, the freezing cold gaining the upper hand
against his attempt to appear unaffected by it.

“Who did you piss off?”
Donna asked. The grin twitching at the corner of her mouth elicited
a smile from the PC. “I’ll send one of the boys in there to swap
places with you.” She indicated through the gates with her thumb,
and noticed again how busy it looked in there.

“Thanks, Ma’am,” said
the PC, a grunt of relief finding its way into his
voice.

A small man in his
sixties and wearing an over-sized donkey jacket with a hi viz vest
draped over it scurried towards Donna as she made her way past the
turnstiles. Groups of fans, colour co-ordinated by two sets of hats
and scarves, loitered around the concourse. Several of them looked
at Donna, some holding their stare.

“Are you the police?”
the small man asked her.

She showed him her
warrant card, and he introduced himself as Frank, one of the
stewards on duty for the game today. “Come round this way,” he
said, leading her past the club building and onto the park itself.
She could see several stewards standing in front of the building’s
entrance in what appeared to be a barricade. Her armed guards
melted into the throng.

“It was me that found
the body,” Frank went on.

Donna looked at him in
surprise as he cackled nervously and led her past assorted groups
of people and onto the ground’s seated stand.

Several men and women,
dressed somberly in dark suits, appeared to be waiting for her
arrival, and one – a tall man with short grey hair – stood forward
and introduced himself as Niall, one of the club Directors. All of
them, Donna could see, looked shocked.

“The police are inside,”
said Niall, “where the… the… where it happened.” He swallowed
nervously. “They said to keep everyone out here, but there’s just
too many people everywhere. We can’t…”

“Don’t worry,” said
Donna. “We’ll get everything under control.” Running a football
club usually wouldn’t extend to managing a murder scene, she
sympathised. “Can you show me where?”

She followed Niall into
the club building, where a group of fans surrounded them, firing
questions at them.

“What’s
happening?”

“Is it true the
referee’s been killed?”

“I’ve got kids with me,
we need to get out of here…”

The bewildered and
disgruntled fans tried to follow Donna and Niall as they walked on,
but were soon held back by the arrival of more stewards.

Walking across the
passageway that contained the changing rooms, Niall led Donna into
a small lobby. A staircase rose to her right, and ahead of her was
the exit back onto the concourse. To her immediate right was a room
whose door stood ajar. Another uniformed officer stood outside this
door, and he nodded an acknowledgement to Donna.

“Detective Inspector,”
he said.

“Morning,
Davie.”

“Not nice in there,
Ma’am,” he warned, thumbing in towards the room. Then he turned a
glare at two football fans who were heading towards it. He placed a
hand up and told them, “Out of bounds, lads.” The pair looked at
one another, exchanged worried glances, then headed back in the
direction from which they’d come.

Donna thanked Niall and
allowed him to return to the Directors’ stand, when she became
aware of a racket that was coming from the top of the staircase.
Shouting. Lots of voices, by the sound of it. She walked to the
foot of the stairs and looked up. A large group of people appeared
to be tussling with a sole steward. Davie came to her
side.

“Are forensics here?”
she asked.

Davie shook his head.
“Not yet.”

“And is everyone who’s
making a noise up there supposed to be there?” she
asked.

He shrugged an apology.
“It’s pure chaos. I’ve requested back-up, should be here any
time.”

“This is going to be a
forensics nightmare,” Donna muttered. “Who’s with the body just
now?”

“Ehm, Sergeant Scott
Dexter and DC Wilma Cornton,” said Davie, reading from his
notebook. “And I’ve started collecting details of everyone who’s
been in there since the body was found.” Donna nodded approval,
although she didn’t like the sound of everyone.

Another group of fans
barged through the exit door into the lobby, and again Davie sent
them back out.

Donna looked back up the
staircase, and spotted a couple of uniformed officers, before
remembering her promise at the club gates. “Who’s the poor bugger
standing guard out front?”

Davie made a face while
he searched his memory. “Stewie McClure,” he said. “He drew the
short straw.”

“Bring him in here, will
you?” said Donna. “He’s about to snap like ice with the cold. Get
one of the guys up there to take a turn outside.”

“Ma’am,” said Davie,
following her line of vision, and making his way towards the foot
of the stairs. She watched as he instructed one of the officers,
and ignored the look of disdain he threw her as he lumbered outside
to swap places with PC McClure.

Pulling on a pair of
latex gloves, Donna pushed the room door fully open, and took a
step inside. Although not like the usual murder scenes, the
familiar ferrous smell of blood was in the air. The shouting that
was going on all around became muted in here.

Her eyes quickly
adjusted to the gloom, and she saw that the room turned in an
L-shape to her left, from where a harassed looking uniformed
officer hurried. He held out his hand to Donna. She saw that he was
wearing latex gloves, too, and his shirt sleeves were rolled up,
despite the chill in the air.

“Sergeant Scott Dexter,”
he said, sounding out of breath. “And this…” as a young woman in a
suit appeared at his back, “is DC Wilma Cornton.”

Donna could tell right
away that neither of them looked particularly overjoyed to be
there.

“I was the first
attending officer,” Dexter went on, “but it’s been like herding
ferrets since I got here. Back-up’s been taking its
time.”

“Alright then,” said
Donna, following Dexter and Cornton back around the L-shape. “Let’s
go and have a look at what we’ve got.”

 


The body lay the length
of the office floor, on its front and in a pool of blood around the
head area. His feet were closest to the door. Donna’s eyes took in
the worn black trainers, the black socks and shorts, the bright
yellow top with black trim and blood-stained shoulders, the grey
face lying side-on with its grey eyes staring at the opposite wall.
And the wooden-handled axe planted firmly into the back of his
shockingly crimson skull.

She glanced up at the
surrounding walls, and wondered what story the blood spatter she
saw there would tell.

Archie McKinnes is
dead, she thought, leaning in to take a
closer look at the all too familiar face. The world was a better
place. She caught the look that passed between Dexter and Cornton,
and wondered if she’d said it out loud. Not that it mattered. She
was pretty sure they were thinking the same thing.

“Don’t waste your time
trying to find out who killed the useless fucker,” came a woman’s
voice. “There’ll be a queue a mile long.”

Donna flinched as much
in annoyance as in surprise that someone else was here at the
murder scene. The newly widowed Agnes McKinnes stood in a corner of
the office, staring at her husband’s cleaved head, with her arms
folded firmly across her bosom, and an expression on her face that
could stop a train in its tracks.

“There
is a queue a mile long,”
said Donna, picturing the 780 fans who’d been at the
game.

Agnes drew a cigarette
from her pocket and went for her lighter.

“Put that away,” said
Donna, “this is a crime scene.” She turned to Dexter. “And what the
hell is she still doing in here, anyway?” There were too many
McKinneses in here. Even if one of them was dead. “Get her out of
here.”

Dexter mumbled something
about the imminent arrival of the FLO.

“She’s hardly shocked or
upset,” Donna told him. “It’s not family liaison she
needs.”

Dexter’s cheeks flushed,
but he dutifully began to usher Agnes away from the crime
scene.

As they were leaving,
Agnes seemed to have a change of heart, and she broke free of
Dexter’s steer, hurrying back to Donna’s side. In a small voice she
asked, “Is it you that’s going to lead the
investigation?”

In that moment, Donna
saw the version of Agnes that she’d seen many times before. The
Agnes with the fire belted out of her guts. The Agnes with her life
in pieces, who endured the sting of failure and the bitter taste of
self loathing over and over as she would let the words of some
ludicrous excuse cross her lips – an excuse that would make an
arrest pointless.

Donna saw the stock
reaction in Agnes’s eyes, even now when the brute lay dead and
could never lay a finger on her again. Even now, the woman felt she
might have to come up with an excuse for him. For her own repeated
suffering.

Donna glanced back down
at Archie’s body. “I’ve got paperwork to do now, because of this,”
she said. Agnes chortled. “But since you ask, do you know what
Archie was doing in here, anyway? He should have been with the
linesmen along at the changing rooms.”

“How should I know?”
Agnes said. “He never consulted with me about anything, did he?
Anyway, if I can’t have a fag in here, I’m going
outside.”

She stomped towards the
door, making Dexter jump to attention in an attempt to look as
though he was escorting her out as he’d been instructed to do in
the first place. He was about to open the door, when Agnes looked
back towards Archie’s axe-embedded head again. An anxious twitch
took hold of the corner of her mouth. “Is he definitely dead, then?
You’re sure?”

“We’ll have a better
idea when we cut him open down the mortuary,” said
Donna.

“Ha bloody ha,” said
Agnes, pulling together her act of bravado. It didn’t fool Donna,
though, and she watched Agnes’s eye linger a split second too long
over her deceased husband’s body, as though terrified he might
suddenly spring up, snatching away her chance of freedom. Watching
her finally leave with Dexter, Donna just hoped to God the woman’s
fingerprints wouldn’t be on the axe handle.

 


 


 



Chapter
5

 


The forest loomed ahead,
threatening to swallow the silver Audi as it left the A97 and crept
onto a rough woodland track that led towards Loch Kinord. Jonas
Evanton liked his Audis, and he grimaced as the track overwhelmed
the suspension momentarily. Taking the speed right down, he
manoeuvred the potholes that had appeared over the course of this
unusually harsh early winter.

Despite the trees having
hardly any leaves left, the sun barely penetrated this part of the
birchwood, and Evanton found himself straining to make out the way
ahead. He’d only been this way once before, and he remembered how
tricky the track was to navigate. That was part of the appeal,
though. It wouldn’t be easy for anybody to come looking for him out
here.

Up ahead and tucked into
an enclave near the loch was a small stone cottage with an
outhouse. The cottage belonged to an older couple, Mr and Mrs Marr,
who’d lived there for the best part of their 40 years of marriage.
No family, the couple kept pretty much to themselves and were
rarely seen in any of the surrounding village shops. When the
police had visited during their sweep of Deeside properties in a
desperate attempt to find Evanton’s bolthole, the Marrs had little
to tell them. There were no visitors, and walkers rarely came
around this side of the loch. They would certainly have noticed
anything out of the ordinary. The cottage was logged in a file with
all the rest, being of no further interest in the
investigation.

A week after the police
had been, Evanton paid the Marrs a visit. Now the Marrs lay side by
side in a shallow grave amongst the trees, and the cottage was free
of attention for Evanton to use as he pleased.

A clunk and a muffled
torrent of incoherent words suddenly came from the boot of the car,
and almost made Evanton swerve off the track. A flash of anger
brought him back to the present. His unwilling passenger had better
not cause him any trouble.

Eventually, the track
curved round and down towards the enclave, and the cottage came
into view. Evanton brought the Audi to the rear of the building and
killed the engine. He sat for a moment, savouring the silence and
catching a ripple of reflection off the loch through the trees.
This was a truly spectacular spot, he appreciated. It was a pity he
wasn’t here for the view, he thought, before his attention was
drawn again to more thuds from the car boot.

He opened it up, and
yanked out the cuffed and gagged youngster who lay there. He set
her onto the ground roughly, and loosened the ligatures as she
stumbled to maintain her balance.

“Let go of me, you
pervert!” she yelled, taking an unsteady step back from
him.

“Just get a move on,”
Evanton growled back, shoving her away from the car.

She swayed on her feet,
and put her hands out in a reflex to hold onto something. Evanton
saw her eyes grow wide, probably in fear, as she took in the
surrounds and the total silence that engulfed them. She seemed
pretty streetwise, and must realise something of the predicament
she was in.

Righting herself, and
flicking a stray strand of hair from her eyes, she took in the low
white cottage.

“Where are we?” she
demanded.

“Shut up.” Evanton
overtook her and began to walk around to the front of the cottage,
not even checking to see if she was following him.

“Pervert!” she yelled
after him again. “You’d better not touch me, you filthy
bastard.”

He spun on his heel, and
he saw her face blanch in fear at the expression on his.

“You’re a fucking
child,” he spat. “What do you think I am?”

“I’m sixteen,” she
retorted, then bit her lip.

She should think twice
before putting up an argument that could backfire on her, Evanton
thought, letting his eye slip over her body.

“A child,” he repeated,
and disappeared round the side of the cottage.

He knew she would follow
him. And so would her father, Abrim Kozel – the country’s most
wanted gangster – just as soon as he found out his daughter was
being held by its most wanted killer. Evanton knew now that, with
Kozel in his pocket, he would have the manpower he needed to begin
his revenge on that bitch, Davenport.

 


 


 



Chapter
6

 


Donna turned to DC
Cornton. The newbie detective was leaning over the body, a frown of
concentration on her face.

“Your verdict?” Donna
asked.

Cornton looked up
quickly and stared like a startled rabbit. “Erm, murdered fairly
recently,” she blustered.

“Murdered?” Donna held
up a cautionary finger. “First rule of detective work: never
assume. Other potential causes of death?”

Cornton turned her stare
back on to Archie McKinnes’s axed skull. Her mouth formed several
words, but none came out. Then she jumped at Donna’s explosion of
laughter.

“Sorry,” spluttered
Donna, “couldn’t resist.”

Cornton laughed, too.
“You had me there, Ma’am,” she said.

“Look, what’s with all
the Ma’am stuff
today?” Donna said. At that moment, a wall of noise erupted into
the office as the door opened and PC McClure hurried inside,
bringing with him a remnant of the icy air from outside.

“I really appreciate
this, Ma’am,” he said.

“For crying out loud, my
name is Donna!” She threw her hands in the air. “I hate being
called Ma’am.
Just stop it! It’s Donna.”

McClure and Cornton
glanced at one another.

“Ogilvie will be here
shortly,” Donna told them. “But in the meantime, what are your
observations on the crime scene?”

“Well, obviously it was
a murder,” said Cornton. “He couldn’t have axed himself in the
head.”

“He’d have been too vain
to have done a thing like that, anyway,” said Donna. “Anything
else?”

“The blood is fairly
fresh,” said Cornton, reverting to her first comment. “So it must
have happened recently.”

“Which means?…” coached
Donna.

Cornton
hesitated.

“Which means the killer
won’t be far away,” said Donna. “Unless they have a getaway
helicopter. But we’d have noticed that, and it’s a tad windy today
for a helicopter, anyway.” She caught herself, suddenly aware that
she was beginning to witter.

“We need to focus our
efforts on identifying the radius of where the killer could be
now,” said Cornton, “in case he poses a danger to
others.”

Donna nodded her head,
deciding on this occasion not to add, or
she. “I’ve seen more splatter on the walls
of a murder scene; most of the blood is under the wound,” she
said.

“He died very quickly
where he fell,” Cornton guessed. “So, probably a very heavy blow,
delivered by somebody with a lot of strength.”

“Upper body strength, at
that,” said Donna. “It would be difficult otherwise to strike a
blow like that to somebody as tall as Archie McKinnes.”

“Couldn’t he have been
knocked down first?” PC McClure piped in.

“It’s possible,” Donna
said. “Ogilvie will be looking for signs of other injuries or a
struggle when he does the PM. So maybe, although there aren’t any
obvious signs in here of a struggle.” She saw McClure’s cheeks
flush with pleasure at having been taken seriously by a
DI.

“He could have been
leaning down looking for something,” Cornton suggested.

“So, let’s see what
Ogilvie can tell us,” said Donna. “See if we got any of that right.
You two can babysit Archie. I’ll be back in a minute.”

She made her way through
the building and onto the dug-out by the side of the pitch, where
she spotted one of her armed guards. Scanning the Directors’ stand,
she found Niall and beckoned to him.

“Ehm, how does it seem
in there?” he asked.

“It’s going to take a
while for us to get organised,” Donna told him. “But I’d appreciate
if you could walk me around the premises, show me where everything
is and where you would have expected Archie to go during half
time.”

Niall seemed relieved to
be given a role in what must have looked to him like a scene from a
horror movie. He pointed out the track going from the pitch into
the building.

“This is where we last
saw him,” he said. “He would have gone in there and to the right,
to sit with the linesmen during half time. Well, he would have done
if, you know…”

He walked Donna along
the corridor, showing her where the linesmen had waited. Then back
out to the lobby, studiously avoiding the old office, and on up the
stairs. A large group of fans from both teams were at the top of
the landing, with some heated discussion and jostling going on. A
command roared from beyond the group made
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