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Dear Reader,
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Thank you for purchasing our book Pistols in the Park. We hope you will enjoy the mystery as you join Kathy and Sandy in tracking down the truth behind one dead body and too many bullets. 



Kathy chides herself for wondering, “what did he do to deserve being shot?” But as she learns more about the victim, that question doesn’t sound so unreasonable. 



We invite you to relax and enjoy the twists and turns of this investigation and, if the duo survives it, we look forward to sharing more collaborations of a nosey journalist and a cautious detective with you in the future. 



Janet Davies and Stephen Rayfield.
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Chapter 1 Body in the Park
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Kathy Chatsworth was enjoying a power walk in the park. It was a cool September morning with mist rising from cold wet grass and a dazzling sun breaking free of the trees, and she was feeling a little natural high on the smell of autumn leaves when she heard the gunshot.

She spun round to the east, looking straight into the sun and, shading her eyes, she saw a figure at the top of the hill. Then she heard another noise, the sound of human wailing, and broke into a run up the hill.

When she reached the top, she found a man on the ground with a hole in his chest oozing red blood into the green grass. As she knelt and felt for a pulse, she heard a whimper and whirled round to see a woman collapsing on the ground, with a gun in her hand. She glanced quickly back to the bloody man then, finding no trace of a heartbeat, turned to the woman. 

Kathy knelt and wrapped the bottom of her t-shirt around the woman’s trembling hand and prised the gun from her curled fingers. The woman was pale, sobbing and shaking as Kathy pulled her into her arms. The face was wet with tears, her eyes wild, but the voice was soft. “I should have shot him again!” she hissed, then fainted.

Kathy fumbled for her phone and hit speed dial. She didn’t call 911, she called Detective Sandy Brampton, figuring he would be handed the case, so why go through a middleman? He picked up after two rings.

“Brampton, how can I help you, Kathy?”

“I’ve got another one,” she almost shouted, then added more quietly, “In Midland Park. I’m up on Pridmore hill sitting beside a dead man, and there’s a lady in my lap with a gun in her hand.” Sandy waited. “I’m pretty sure he’s dead, but you’d better bring an ambulance for the woman.” She paused, “I took away the gun.” She waited for his response.

Brampton’s first thought was, “How does she do it? This is a quiet town, but she runs across a lot of stiffs.”  But that wasn’t fair. She had discovered one other corpse in the time he’d known her, but she’d got herself involved in the investigation of a lot more crimes. His second thought was she’s touched the gun and compromised the crime scene. Dr. MacDugon is not going to be pleased.






Up on the hill, Kathy checked again for a pulse and decided the man really was gone. He was a nice-looking guy, apart from the ruined chest. The woman in her lap was breathing steadily but she was out cold, the gun resting on her chest where Kathy had carefully placed it. She studied it. She was no expert but she could see it was a small one, a lady’s gun, maybe what they called a Saturday night special. She frowned. She didn’t like that expression much, it was callous and smart-ass, like calling a muscle t-shirt a wife beater. 

She took a deep breath. Yoga breathing, she thought, be calm. But she was worried a jogger or dog-walker might appear and ask questions or trample on the evidence. 

She tried to recall the last time she’d seen Detective Sergeant Brampton. Kathy Chatsworth was a journalist. The press and police are not usually known for their warm relationships, but she and Sandy worked well together. He thought she was over-enthusiastic to the point of foolhardiness sometimes, but she occasionally found him infuriating, too. She smiled at the thought. 

Brampton was smart, but cautious. She respected his clear thinking and discipline, but they could drive her a little nuts when her instinct was to break through rules and regulations and paperwork and just solve a crime.

The woman in her lap groaned and Kathy’s heart leapt, but she showed no signs of waking up.

She thought back to their last collaboration on a case she had labelled in her files A Dagger for Danger. Despite some dreadful circumstances, she gave whimsical titles to cases she got involved with, whether covering for the newspaper or assisting her detective friend. 

As a student, she’d dreamed of writing novels, but working on high school newspapers revealed a flair for investigative reporting.  After university she gravitated to the daily press and now had a weekly column, which gave her ample time to moonlight with Sandy Brampton. 

The dagger murder case had been awful. Innocent women had been slaughtered, there were several suspects, but her insight and his dogged determination led them to the real killer. 

But that was then. Right now, Kathy’s ass was damp, sitting on wet grass with two inert bodies for company and a chill creeping through her blue track pants. She was relieved when Brampton walked up the hill. Her heart sank a little when she recognized the district coroner Dr. Linda MacDugon right behind him. 

MacDugon immediately knelt by the victim. After a few moments she rose.

“Well, you’ve found me another hot body, Kathy.”

“Yes ma’am, and I’m learning the ropes. Other than checking for a pulse I didn’t do anything to screw up the crime scene. I used my t-shirt to move the gun.” 

“So that person laying on top of you is not part of the crime scene? It looks like you’ve touched her plenty. We’re gonna need your clothes.”

Kathy groaned. She’d been careful not to touch the gun, but of course fibres from her t-shirt would be on it, and the comatose woman would be transferring forensic evidence, maybe even gunpowder residue, to Kathy’s clothes, to the ground and God knows what else. She was undeniably part of the crime scene herself now, but there was no way she could have kept her distance, was there?

Fortunately, she wore a sturdy sports bra and decent underpants, but she wasn’t thrilled about stripping off in front of them. Brampton was taking off his jacket to give her when the coroner pulled a pair of grey coveralls from her bag and thrust them at Kathy.

“Here you go.” She turned her back and pulled Brampton around with her. “He’s dead. Multiple gunshot wounds centered round the heart. First shot probably killed him, the others were likely just emotion but we’ll know more after I get him back to the office.”

The unconscious woman stirred in Kathy’s lap. Thank God, my legs are getting numb, Kathy thought. The woman didn’t try to rise, just stared blankly at them and flinched as Brampton knelt down. 

“Stay calm, ma’am. I’m taking the gun. We’ll get you out of here as soon as we can.” He took a wooden chopstick from his breast pocket and slipped it through the handle of the gun, then dropped it into an evidence bag and sealed it.

He stood up and Linda MacDugon took his place. “Miss, I need to bag your hands, and I’ll need your sweater. When we get to the police station, I’ll have your shirt and pants, too, but we’ll give you something to wear.”

The woman submitted meekly. Colour was returning to her cheeks and Kathy noted she was young. Linda turned to Kathy. “Your turn. You didn’t touch the gun, but let’s do it right, so some smart DA doesn’t jump all over it in the future.”

Kathy gently removed the woman from her lap and sat her up, then stood up herself. Her feet were numb. She hobbled over to Linda and held out her hands to be swabbed. 

Paramedics had arrived with a gurney. They checked one more time to confirm they really did have a dead man then turned to the live young woman who now seemed fully recovered and was insisting she could walk by herself. But procedures had to be followed. Before climbing onto the gurney, she turned to Sandy and said, “Please, can I kick him? Just once?”

Brampton kept a straight face. “No ma’am, we’ll just leave him be for now.” 

She nodded seriously, climbed onto the gurney and lay back with her arms folded over her chest.




...





The sun rose higher and Kathy stood gratefully in its warmth wearing the spare coverall. She was glad they hadn’t taken her underwear.

Crime scene tape was wrapped around the brow of the hill and officers stood guard, giving curt answers to the curious joggers and dog walkers who gathered.

“Okay, now tell me what you know about the scene,” Sandy said, and she carefully went through all that had happened from the sound of the gunshot to his arrival. She was still shivering slightly, and he resisted the urge to put his arms around her, just nodded gravely and took notes. 

“When I saw the woman, she didn’t look dangerous, she had slumped to the ground, so I just took the gun from her and got hold of her and then she passed out.” Kathy had been staring into the distance, but now she turned to him, looked around to see if anyone was close enough to hear, then leaned in and said quietly, “Get this. Before she fainted, she said, ‘I should have shot him again.’ A pretty damning thing to say, right?”

He closed his notebook and placed his hand on her shoulder. Here we go, he thought. “Maybe. But things aren’t always what they seem. My job would be so much easier if they were. I’m going with her in the ambulance. Wanna come?”

Kathy glanced down at the grey jumpsuit. It was wide enough for two people but short in the leg, showing three inches of bare shin between the elasticated ankle and her sports socks. She placed her bagged hand over his and looked into his eyes. “Absolutely, there’s a murder to solve here.” 

The woman was now fully conscious and didn’t seem hostile. Sandy would try to get some information from her before they got to the station. Who was she, why did she have a gun, who was the man and why did she want to kick his corpse?
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Chapter 2 Lainey Brook – The Ex
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Before she started down the hill to the ambulance, Kathy said to the coroner, who was watching the crime scene photographer work, “I’ll meet you downtown. Is there any chance I’ll get my jacket back today?”

“I’m sorry,” Dr. Linda MacDugon replied, not sounding sorry at all. “We’ll have to keep it until after the trial, or whatever happens. In fact, you might want to buy a new one. I might have to use chemicals, maybe even cut a piece out of it. 

Kathy was not happy to hear that. It was one of her favourites. She turned without a word and tugged the grey coverall down, trying to get it closer to her shoes before jogging off down the hill. The paramedics were still trying to convince the young woman to stay on the gurney. She was playing with an oxygen mask and a young man in scrubs kept taking it away from her and putting it back on its hook. He tucked the sheet tightly around her legs to try to keep her still. 

As they slid her into the ambulance, Allie Groves, head paramedic, turned to Sandy, “We’re taking her to the hospital to have her checked out, but you can ride with her. She’s suffering a little from shock but she’s fully cognizant and understands what’s going on.”

Sandy climbed in and got settled. Allie had cranked up the gurney so the woman was no longer flat on her back. “Ma’am, I’m Detective Sergeant Brampton and I’d like to ask you a few questions.” He saw Kathy approaching. “This is my associate Kathy Chatsworth who’ll be observing, are you okay with that?”

The young woman smiled. “I’m fine with her riding with us, she’s been very kind and I’ll be glad to answer your questions.”

Sandy flipped open his notebook. “Let’s start with your name.”

“My name is Lainey Brooke. I work as a patent attorney. The man on the hill is my thieving ex-husband Sebastian Saunders, and I’m glad he’s dead. I only wish I could have shot him again.”

Sandy held up his hands. “Whoa, whoa, slow down. Just answer the questions. Now based on what you just said I have to place you under arrest.” He read out her rights and she listened carefully.

“Thank you. I understand.”

“Would you like a lawyer present before I ask more questions?”

“That’s a good idea,” she said pleasantly. “In the meantime, do you have any non-case questions for me?”

Lawyers, he thought, and felt a small pain behind his eyes. “Not many. I’ll just get your home and work address and we’ll talk again at the hospital. Can you call your Attorney to meet us there?”

Her purse had been tucked in beside her and she reached for it now. Sandy was glad he had searched it thoroughly before returning it to her. She pulled out a phone and dialled a number. She doesn’t have her attorney on speed dial, he noted, that’s a good sign. 

She asked for Sheldon Jackson and spoke briefly before disconnecting and clapping her bagged hands lightly.

“There we are, Sheldon will meet us at Grace General Hospital and he told me not to say another word until he’s here.”

Kathy had been listening. This didn’t sound like a murderous woman, so why did she say that about shooting him again? The woman leaned to her right to see past Sandy, she smiled at Kathy and gave her a wave, and Kathy automatically returned them both thinking, this is going to be interesting.

They rode the rest of the way in silence, Allie monitoring her vital signs, Lainey laying on the gurney with hands crossed like an ancient queen, Sandy scribbling notes, Kathy counting off questions in her head, including What had the guy in the park done to deserve being shot? She reminded herself that was not the right question. The correct question was ‘what circumstances led to his murder?’ Did Lainey do it, or was someone there before her. If they were estranged, what were they doing there together so early in the morning? 

I should have shot him again. Had Lainey put all those bullets in his chest today? Or had she shot him on another occasion. The timing was what mattered. Who, what, when, where, why and how were the six questions crucial to any story, and journalists instinctively added another one, why should anybody care? The police were mostly interested in who, and Kathy was, too, but she loved to uncover the back story, especially the why.

The ambulance pulled up to the hospital, and Lainey Brooke pulled a small brush from her purse and carefully fixed her dark shoulder length hair.
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Chapter 3 Two Bullets One Smoking Gun
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Sandy arrived first at the city morgue and pulled into a spot reserved for emergency vehicles and police. He was locking up as Kathy pulled in fifty feet away in a spot for official visitors. 

As she got out of the car, he caught a glimpse of long slender legs that made his mind drift, once again, to why he hadn’t asked her out to dinner yet. It was all very well meeting over corpses but a little more ambience might help them get closer.

They walked together down the dim echoing green corridor of the morgue area to meet Dr. MacDugon. The district coroner was a respected expert in pathology and, despite her brusque manner, trusted by everyone. Not necessarily liked, but trusted.  

Linda looked up. "You’re bright and early, did you ride over together? No? Whatever. Let’s do it. I have some good news and some I-don't-know news."

The man from the park lay on a metal table with a white sheet covering his lower torso. Cross hatch stitches bisected his chest. Sebastian Saunders, Kathy repeated to herself, taking a deep breath. His name is Sebastian.

"I can tell you a shot to his heart killed him. I can also tell you he was shot with two different guns.” The coroner paused for a reaction but none came. “One of the bullets is from Lainey Brooke’s gun, a Colt Government .389, the other is from a .357 Magnum pistol. Frankly, I'm not sure which one killed him. I'll know after we’ve done more tests.”

Kathy glanced at Sandy. She had a hunch Linda wasn’t finished, she was right. 

"The other funny thing is the bullets’ path. The Magnum bullet is dead centre in his chest, but the trail of the other bullet is odd. It entered from the front of the chest and went into the heart, but it's all smashed at the front."

"Smashed how?” said Sandy. “Did it hit a rib on the way in?”

"Again, more testing required, but it seems way too squashed to have just hit the ribcage. It's like it hit something very hard, like a brick wall, but there are no walls on the top of that hill. We’re checking for trace elements to know what it hit."

"Lainey Brooke said she wished she’d shot him again, or more precisely, I should have shot him again. Can you tell if she fired more than one bullet?”

Linda mimed pointing a pistol at her. "Good question, and the answer adds to the mystery. Her gun had fired three bullets. One is in his heart, but we have to find where the other two went."

This was going to be complicated. They had one smoking gun but evidence pointing to two weapons, two bullets in the heart but more unaccounted for. They had to get back there with metal detectors. Sandy suddenly felt tired. Searching for needles in haystacks was not his favorite thing. 

"Do we have enough to charge her?" he asked.

Linda folded her arms, leaned her head back and said to the ceiling, "Nope. If the Magnum killed him, then Lainey’s bullet was just insult to injury. If hers hit his heart before the Magnum, she killed him, but it’s a weird one. I really do need to do more tests before I can give you a real answer."

“How about an educated guess, off the record. Which would you say killed him?" 

She thought for a minute. She was looking at her shoes now. Sandy glanced at Kathy who smiled faintly. It was sometimes hard to tell if Dr. MacDugon was pissed off or just thinking.

“Okay. The .357 Magnum went right through the heart and out his back. It exploded the heart and my guess is it killed him. If the Colt bullet went in first, it would have been in the way of the Magnum bullet, which would have pushed it out of the body. At the very least, when the heart exploded, the Colt bullet would have been dislodged but it’s right there sticking in what’s left of the heart muscle.”

Kathy tried to picture the action and failed, but Sandy nodded thoughtfully. "Thanks. We’ll hold off charging her until you’ve done your tests. She’s not a flight risk and she works for a law firm,” he grimaced. “I really don’t need the paper work."

Kathy felt Linda was still not finished. “Anything else odd about the autopsy,” she asked.

Linda grinned, made an approving face and nodded. "There sure is. Am I that easy to read? I can't put my finger on it, but his blood looks odd, the color. The basic scan tells me blood type and any drugs in the system, but there are a number of other things that might be present. I'll run a toxic screen, it will be about 48 hours before I can let you know results."

It was Sandy's turn. "Is there anything else worth mentioning at this point?”

"I haven't done all the tests yet,” she said sharply, “so I'd rather not say.” Then she softened. “There’s a couple of things about the kidneys and liver that don't look right, they’re swollen. Could be the result of adrenaline when he was killed, or it could be something else.” She sat at her desk and woke up her computer. “That’s it. I’m not going to say anything else right now.” She looked up, smiled tightly and gestured to the door. 

...






In the parking lot, Sandy leaned against Kathy’s car as she pulled out her keys. 

"This is usually the point where I tell you not to go off on your own and start investigating, but I am going to need your help. You’re good at finding stuff online. We need to find out what we can about this guy, and who wanted to kill him,” he laughed, “apart from Lainey Brooke.” 

“I'm glad you said that because I'm already in. I’ll do the social media, LinkedIn, Twitter, Instagram, see if he’s had any press.” 

Sandy was grateful. The internet was a necessary evil, but he would gladly avoid it. He understood why people talked about going down rabbit holes. 

“I’ll get back there with metal detectors to look for the other two bullets from her gun. Too bad it couldn’t be a nice clean kill.” 

“What?” She couldn’t help laughing. “Is there such a thing?”

He colored faintly. “You know what I mean. God forbid the killer is the woman who hates him and is found standing over him with a gun. That would be way too easy.” 

They stood quietly. 

“Linda’s right, a Colt wouldn’t make that big exit hole.” He was thinking out loud. “I’ll get back there this morning. Good thing we left the tape up. The Park Commissioner wasn’t happy about that, but it keeps souvenir hunters from wandering all over the site. That and the officer posted there.”

Kathy was eager to start. "I’ll get on this right away. Meet for breakfast tomorrow? And you will send me the autopsy report as soon as you get it, won’t you?” She smiled sweetly. “I promise I’ll have something for you by tomorrow, even if it’s just a start. See you at Rosy’s.”

Sandy felt a spark of happiness. The prospect of breakfast with Kathy made an afternoon searching for bullets feel less disagreeable.

She stood on tiptoe and just grazed his cheek with a kiss. "Have a good day then. See you tomorrow."

He waved as she pulled out, but waited until she was out of sight before bringing his hand to his face to stroke the spot where her soft lips had been. 
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Chapter 4 A Body at Breakfast
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The sun was strong and the shadows dark in the parking lot of Rosy’s diner. A breeze made the shadows dance, and Kathy stopped to enjoy it for a moment before locking her car and heading to the door. She was parked in the sun, but spotted Sandy's car in the shade and grinned. It was pollen season. He’d have a fine coat of tree dust by the time they’d finished breakfast. She wouldn’t spoil his bacon and eggs by telling him.

Inside, Lucy hurried over. "Oh my gosh, look at you, are you okay? Come, sit down. I heard you were shot in the park.”

Kathy laughed. "No, no, it wasn’t me. I found somebody who’d been shot in the park."

"How horrible! Did they die on you? Were you holding them like,” her voiced dropped to a whisper, “like that girl last year? Oh Kathy!” Lucy was gripping Kathy’s elbow, guiding her to the booth where Sandy sat.

Kathy gently removed her hand and patted it. "He was dead when I got there, but there was a woman in distress and she fainted on me,” she didn’t mention the gun in the woman’s hand, “so yes, I guess I ended up with somebody in my arms.”

“Oh, my goodness, like something out of a movie,” Lucy was thrilled. “I’m glad you’re okay.” 

At the table Lucy pulled a cloth from her pocket and dusted the leatherette seat before letting Kathy slide in. Sandy had overheard them and he rolled his eyes as Lucy left. Kathy grinned. He held her eyes. “How are you really?”

"I’m okay, I'm fine." She picked up the menu. They knew the regular dishes, but lately Vinnie the cook was adding things like sliced avocados, vegetarian sausages and, on one memorable occasion, quinoa for breakfast.

"You’re fine. Okay, but that was nasty in the park. He was a bit of a mess. Magnums are brutal. Then having Ms. Brooke pass out on you like that, you sure you’re, okay?"

She leaned over the table until her face was close to his. "Look at me. I'm fine. I appreciate your concern, and I was shaken up, but I had a chat with the counselor at work. It helped to talk to someone other than the police about it, and I felt better.”

"That’s good, I'm glad, but it might take more than one session.” She felt a little jolt of annoyance and he saw it on her face. “Listen to me, I’ve seen it before. It’s happened to me. You think you’re fine, then you start feeling bad and you get disturbing thoughts, it’s natural. Don’t be shy to go back to her, that’s what they’re there for.”

With her usual magic touch, Lucy appeared at the table just as he finished speaking. 

"Something special today, Kathy? Vinnie’s done a nice oat
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