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“It’s hideous.” muttered Ellie in disbelief.

“Utterly horrendous.” agreed Kate as she stared at the scene before her.

“In all my life I’ve never seen anything like this...I’m lost for words.” said Peggy.

“Alright you lot, fine! I get it, you don’t like the dresses!” shouted Aggie from the couch. She had been showing them the wedding dresses she had found online. Ellie was horrified by the sheer amount of lace and netting involved in the dress that Aggie had found for her. 

“I thought Ellie would look lovely in this, I mean with her height and posture she could really pull this look off.” explained Aggie. Ellie looked over to Kate in panic ‘help me!’ she mouthed. 

“Mum it’s just...well ...it’s not really us.” Kate explained gently. “When have you ever seen Ellie in a dress? We haven’t decided what we plan to do for outfits yet but when we do, you will be the first to know”. 

This seemed to pacify Aggie slightly and Ellie saw the opportunity to make a swift exit before her future mother-in-law started making any more plans for their wedding.

“I’d better go to work, Gavin text me earlier saying he needed help on a case”. 

“Really? You never said anything earlier. What case is it? I thought you were quiet now?” Kate glared suspiciously at Ellie who squirmed a little.

“Oh, it’s a new case that came in. I don’t really have many of the details, but I better go and help him. You know how flustered he gets”.

“Uh huh...ok go, save yourself.” Kate muttered.

Ellie didn’t need any further encouragement; she kissed Kate quickly and left with a wave to the others.

“Did you hear the road runner ‘meep meep’ sound as she left?” Peggy joked. 

As Ellie walked through the doors of the office, she noticed Gavin with his feet up on the desk, fast asleep. She grinned evilly as she crept closer to him; she grabbed the panic alarm that sat on her desk. She stood behind him and twisted the switch. An almighty din erupted from the alarm, Gavin shot up and backwards as he toppled out of his chair in panic. Ellie killed the alarm and looked down at her partner as he lay; legs in the air, still processing what had just gone wrong in his life.

“Good morning princess; how was your nap?” she asked sweetly.

“Great...just great...I love it when my heart does that panic beating thing. I love it more when my spine separates from my hips when I stick the landing.” he grumbled as he rolled like a helpless turtle to try to get himself untangled from his chair. 

“Are you gonna give me a hand or just stand there?” he huffed. Ellie dutifully gave him a round of applause.

“Aye very funny, tee-hee. Have pity woman!” he whined. Ellie relented grabbing his hand and pulling him to his feet.

“I would thank you, but this little farce was all your doing.” he muttered as he hobbled back to his desk and lifted his chair back into place. 

“What are you doing here anyway? We’ve got no cases and you aren’t due in today. What’s happened?” he eyed her with suspicion.

“Nothing’s wrong, I just thought you could use some help with the paperwork.” she shrugged as she sat at her desk and started pulling files from her drawer. Gavin stared at her blankly.

“Ellie in all the years I’ve known you, you have never voluntarily come in to do paperwork. What’s wrong?” he looked concerned for a moment and then he broke into a grin. “Aaaah, I’ve got it. Aggie the wedding planner is in your house, isn’t she?”

“Yes, I figured that work would be the one place where I could escape discussions about veils and place settings. She’s been like a dog with a bone since the day of the proposal.” explained Ellie as Gavin chuckled.

“Why are you stressing? Are you reconsidering getting married?” asked Gavin seriously as he got up to make them both a cup of tea.

“No! Not at all, I love Kate and I want to marry her, of course I do.” Ellie responded earnestly. “It’s just that Kate and I sat down and looked at possible dates, this year is a big year for her. She has a tight deadline for her latest novel, the promotion schedules her publisher has arranged are hectic and on top of that, the Arts Council work is taking up a lot of her time. There is no way we could arrange a wedding for this year, so we have decided to wait a while, just so that we aren’t rushing it and adding more stress to Kate’s life right now”.

Gavin had switched on the tv while he was boiling the kettle, the local news was doing a report on the Arts Council. Gavin turned up the sound just as Kate appeared on the screen. He turned to Ellie confused “I thought Kate was at home?”

“She must have left just after me, I forgot that she was announcing this today. She’s at the City Chambers.” she shushed him as the report continued.

“We are joined today by the Arts Council committee as they promote the newest venture in their bid to make Art accessible in Glasgow. Before we hear from the head of the Council, the Dean of Glasgow Art School Dr. Vera McColgan, I would like to talk to the newest committee member. Katherine Mitchell is an award-winning crime author whose most recent novel has topped the bestseller list for the past 4 months. Katherine how are you finding your first few months with the Council?” asked the reporter.

“Well it’s a lot more involved than I thought it would be.” Kate said with a small chuckle. “I’ve been really impressed with the values of the Council and I believe in the importance of the Arts to people’s lives. I’m honoured to have the opportunity play my part in this”.

“Well I believe the Council is lucky to have you.” joked Vera as she stood beside Kate. She was a striking looking woman, her hair dark but with a shock of white running along the sides. She wore brightly framed pink glasses and leggings to match followed by tartan Doc Martens. ‘A bold choice.’ thought Ellie as she continued to watch the news.

“We are here today to announce a new grant that we are now able to provide. It is aimed at female artists of all kinds who are massively underfunded in every aspect of the arts compared to their male counterparts. This grant is being awarded to help fund women in painting, writing and the performing arts. Details of the amount we are offering and how to apply for the grant will be available on our website from today. We have four spots available for the grant for this year and we will be announcing the first of the winners in the coming weeks. We hope that we can provide financial assistance to the very best of the Glasgow Arts community. I would like to open up the floor for any questions.” Vera looked at the gathered journalists and a hand was raised from the middle of the room.

“Ms McColgan, this grant is in every way a piece of sexist liberal propaganda! The grant excludes men, how is that fair?” Kate was trying to peer around Vera to find the person asking the question. Vera remained cool as she looked at the man. “First of all, could you kindly address me as Dr McColgan, not Ms.” She said coolly before continuing in her usual tone. “Women make up just 35% of the painters and writers based in Scotland. This grant is to help with that gender imbalance, there are several grants available to both sexes, but we feel that the time is right to promote females in the Arts”.

The moment that Vera finished her statement, the doors were flung open and a chanting group marched in carrying placards. They were heading towards the council members chanting “Femi-Nazis! Shame! Sexists!”.

Several of the journalists started to run towards them to head them off. Ellie looked at Gavin and they bolted from their office and headed to the City Chambers to help break the protest up.
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Ellie and Gavin pulled up outside the City Chambers just in time to watch the protesters being dragged out by uniformed officers. They were still chanting and shouting as they were being led away. Ellie was scanning the faces for the one person she was desperate to check on. Kate was walking down past some scuffling protesters; she was furious as they cat-called in her direction. Ellie could see her fists clenching.

“Uh oh...I know that look.” Ellie said with a sinking feeling as Gavin caught up with her. He gulped “I’ve seen Peggy give that look before she picks a fight with bus drivers”.

Ellie moved quickly to intervene before Kate lost her cool in front of the press. She got to her just as Kate spun around to answer the latest catcall and Ellie led her away quickly.

“Are you ok? What the hell was all that?” asked Ellie as she continued to steer Kate away from the protesters and cameras.

“They are from some group called Men4Scotland. I don’t know anything about them, other than them being a bunch of entitled, arrogant and chauvinistic bastards!” Kate yelled this last part, her temper still in free-fall. 

“What were they doing protesting an announcement about an arts grant?” Ellie asked with confusion.

“It’s part of a long-standing feud they have with the Committee. They’ve been trolling the Committee members on social media for weeks; some members even get it on their private feeds”.

“Have they done this to you?” Ellie asked concerned.

“No, I’m one of the few that didn’t get it. I think that’s only because I don’t have a huge social media presence, I don’t really use Twitter or Instagram. I’m glad of that now; Vera gets hundreds of vile tweets and DMs daily from their members. She even reported them to the police but there’s nothing they could do.” Kate stopped to watch the remaining protesters getting led away; she caught sight of one of them still holding a placard. She was surprised to see that he was smirking at her. She glared back at him and Ellie caught the look.

“Who is getting your death stare right now?” she asked as she scanned the sea of faces that Kate was glaring towards.

“That guy holding the placard; he’s smirking at me. I bet he’s properly pleased with himself with all this”.

“He probably is honey, but that’s not a crime unfortunately. Come on, let’s get you home before that glare scares the locals.” joked Ellie.

“I do not glare!” huffed Kate with a menacing glint in her eye that was so Aggie and Peggy-like that Ellie almost burst out laughing. She kissed the side of the fuming red head and escorted her to the car. They met Gavin at the car door, he had remained far, far away from Kate when she was angry. He had enough experience of driving the rest of the women in the family around to know when to keep away.

“Gav, I’m going to take Kate home. I’ll drop you back at the station, could you do a little digging into this protest group Men4Scotland? This was coordinated and planned, I doubt they will stop at this and I want to be prepared.” Ellie explained once Kate was in the car.

“No problem boss lady; are you worried about the future Mrs Boss Lady?” he asked.

“No; not really, judging by the look she was giving them today she can more than handle herself against them. I just have a feeling about this lot. I can’t really explain it right now”.

“Say no more, your instincts are spooky sometimes Els and I’ve learned to trust them. I’ll do a bit of digging and I’ll let you know what I find.”

“Thanks, big guy, hopefully I’m just winding myself up over nothing and you can go back to drooling on your desk in no time.” she joked.

“Ha ha, very droll.” Gavin deadpanned.

“Are you two going to stand out there all day?” said the voice from the car as Kate wound down the window.

They dropped Gavin off and headed home, Ellie was quiet as she drove along Sauchiehall Street. There was a warning bell ringing in her head, but she couldn’t figure out why. Yes, she was concerned for Kate after the protest. She knew how worked up a mob with a cause could get and she didn’t want Kate to be in the firing line of that. 

Kate watched Ellie drive; she had her pensive frown in full scowl mode. She was worried about something and Kate guessed what it would be; she didn’t want to be a cause for worry.

“Ellie honey? I know you are worried; I can see that brain of yours working furiously and I love you for being concerned for me. I promise to be cautious when I’m dealing with the public on the Committee’s behalf and I can take care of myself, especially against some misogynistic knuckle-dragging arseholes”.

Ellie chuckled and the frown disappeared. She laced the fingers of her left hand with Kate’s right hand and squeezed gently. 

“I have no doubt in your ability to look after yourself, I’ve seen you angry.” Ellie laughed “I’m just concerned about that group; I don’t like the feeling I’m getting about them. Maybe I’m stressing over nothing but if you get any hassle from them please let me know. We’re a team and I want to make sure you’re ok.” she explained gently as she lifted Kate’s hand to kiss her knuckles.

“I promise I will.” said Kate simply. 

They arrived home and were greeted at the door by Bruiser and Bella who both got a good scratch behind the ears before they could pass. They found Aggie at the kitchen table with a cup of tea. She was flicking through a bridal magazine and making notes in the notebook that seemed permanently attached to her these days.

“Don’t you have a home to go to or a business to run?” quipped Ellie as she passed to the kitchen to make coffee. Aggie gave her a motherly glare before answering.

“You know perfectly well that I’ve hired staff for the shop so that I don’t need to spend as much time there. Now I have you both here, I need to talk invitations!” she said excitedly as she started pulling out paper samples. Ellie slumped in the chair as Kate sat beside her and gave her mum an exasperated look.

“Mum how many times do we need to go through this? We aren’t planning on setting a date this year, we have far too much on and neither of us want to rush the happiest day of our life. There’s no way we can do invitations or dresses or any of the other things you have in that bloody notebook of yours”.

“Katherine Margaret Mitchell you are not too old to go across my knee. You know better than to answer back to your mother!” Aggie was giving her a fully stern maternal glare that even Ellie was terrified of.

“I’m sorry mum, I didn’t mean to snap. It’s been a long morning and I’m not feeling like myself.” Kate got up and hugged Aggie in apology. Aggie took a good look at her daughter and saw the stress and exhaustion in her eyes. She patted her cheek lightly.

“Apology accepted Katie. I know you two aren’t setting a date for this year and I know that you are both busy, but a rough estimate of numbers would help in the long run when it comes to booking venues.” Aggie explained gently.

“Ok Aggie, we can sit now and get a list together. It probably would be a good idea.” Ellie admitted as Aggie beamed with delight and grabbed her notepad again.

“Excellent now Katie I already have a few names down from our side. Peggy obviously, and Seb will need to get a flight over from New Zealand...”

“That’s great; I’ll finally get to meet your brother. I’m looking forward to seeing him after all the stories I’ve heard about him.” said Ellie.

“Uh huh...he will want to do the brotherly ‘take care of my sister’ thing on you but just put him in a headlock and he won’t say another word.” replied Kate as she looked over her mums list. 

“Ellie we need to get your list too; obviously your dad and aunt Ann are top of the list and Gavin too, who else would you like to come?” asked Kate as she jotted down Bob, Ann and Gavin.

“Well I’ve got a couple of friends from Uni and my old partner at the PSNI. I would probably need to invite the team from work, but I think that’s all”.

“Oh, Ellie you’ve forgotten your mother, she should go on the list too.” replied Aggie as she was making notes. She paused as the room went silent; she looked up to see sadness in Ellie’s eyes.

“I doubt my mum would come, I’ve not seen her in twenty years so...” she shrugged and didn’t finish the sentence as Kate squeezed her hand. The awkward silence was broken by Ellie’s phone ringing. She picked it up grateful for the distraction.

“Hi Gavin, what’s up?”

“Els you need to get over here, I’m heading to the Art School, there’s been an explosion and we need to work the scene”.
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The Art School was a short drive from Kate and Ellie’s home; she drove along Sauchiehall Street once again and had to stop just before the turn on to Scott Street where the back of the Art School was located. The emergency services had cordoned off the streets surrounding the building. Ellie flashed her ID at the officer standing at the cordon and he waved her through. Fire engines were parked all along Renfrew Street. Sadly, they had been to the school twice before as it had been devastated by fire. Ellie walked past the old Art school building that was surrounded by scaffolding. Glaswegians were very proud of the building as it was designed by Charles Rennie Mackintosh and the city mourned its destruction. Vera McColgan had been brought in as the head of the school 6 months previously to raise the funds for refurbishment of the building. The students and faculty were relocated to the architecture school known as the Bourdon building after the last big fire. Behind the cordon at the other end of Renfrew Street there was a throng of people standing watching, many of them students and some reporters were setting up at the perimeter to make the evening news.

Gavin had arrived just before she did and was waiting at the entrance for her. He was looking stressed already so whatever had happened here, she knew it was bad.

“What have we got Gav?” she asked as they walked through the main entrance. She had never been in the old building, but Kate spoke very fondly of it.

“There was an explosion here about 45 minutes ago, fire and ambulance arrived within minutes and the school was evacuated. The firemen were doing a sweep of the building and found that the explosion was localised to one office and they found a body in the room. They think it was a bomb Els; a small incendiary device is their best guess. SOCO are already in processing the scene”.

“Do we know who the victim is?” asked Ellie as she was taking in her surroundings, several exit points and not many CCTV cameras which would make it difficult for them.

“Yeah...it’s the head of the school, Vera McColgan.”

“Shit, really? Is that confirmed?” Ellie asked in shock, Vera was the head of the Arts Council too; Ellie had met her on a couple of occasions when she had picked Kate up from meetings.

“We don’t have a confirmed ID of the body, it’s in bad shape Els. It looks like she was directly in the blast zone. Her PA was at lunch and arrived back just after the explosion. She confirmed to uniform that her boss was in her office when she went to lunch and no one else would have reason to be there. Vera was not part of the evacuated staff and no one has heard from her so it’s looking likely”.

“Ok, we will need to get a DNA match to confirm it’s her before we release any details. The press will have a feeding frenzy over this as it is, and I don’t want any information going to them that isn’t necessary”.

“No problem boss lady, I’ll make sure the doc takes the sample during the post-mortem.” said Gavin as he made notes.

They got to the office and the smell of charred wood and burnt flesh filled Ellie’s nostrils. SOCO were processing the scene and taking pictures of debris. She took in the area; it was a small explosion that charred the walls but had done no damage to any other room. Ellie spotted the body lying behind a large wooden desk; she put gloves and plastic booties over her shoes as she slowly walked into the room. The body had severe blast damage but mainly to the face and upper body. Ellie looked and spotted the shoes; they were tartan Doc Martins. Vera was wearing them earlier; Ellie had seen them herself. There was no doubt in her mind that Vera was the victim.

“Gav, I’m no expert but look at the desk, the scorch marks radiate out from a point in the centre of the desk. I would say that whatever exploded; did so from this point. It would explain her injury pattern too”.

“Good spot DCI McVey.” said the Doc as she stood up from her examination. 

“I do try.” quipped Ellie. “Can you get DNA from the victim and get a rush on it? We need to officially identify her as soon as possible”.

“Already done, I sent young Freddie back to the forensics lab with a sample just before you got here.” replied the Doc.

“We would be lost without you, you know that?” replied Gavin.

“Oh, I know love, I take gratitude payments in the form of Jaffa cakes.” she joked.

Ellie was scanning the corridors outside; The PA’s desk was stationed outside the office and there was no way to get into Vera’s office without passing it. She noticed that a CCTV camera was stationed at the other end of the corridor.

“Gavin can we get the CCTV feed for the last few hours? I think we should talk to her PA too; she might have seen something”.

“The PA has been taken home; she’s waiting to be interviewed via telephone, I think. Her name is Carol Taylor. I’ll get in touch with campus security to get the CCTV footage.

“Detectives.” came the call from the office. Ellie turned to enter the office again; the SOCO team were directing her towards some fragments on the floor. 

“We think these are parts of the detonator, we would need to analyse them to confirm it. You see these wires and this battery? I think this is how the bomb was detonated”.

“Can you tell what type of detonator it is from these parts?” asked Ellie.

“I wouldn’t like to guess at this stage, I would need to send these to our bomb expert. You remember old Tom? He worked with the bomb squad for years. There’s nothing he can’t figure out about bomb parts, but it might take him a little bit of time as there is so little to go on right now”.

“Good idea yeah, get these to Tom as soon as you can so he can work his magic. If we can figure out what the bomb is then we can hopefully track the bomber through the parts purchase somehow.” said Ellie thoughtfully. She turned back to Gavin and said “there’s nothing much we can do here for now. We should head back to the station and wait for the lab results; you go through the CCTV footage and I’ll contact Carol Taylor to see if there’s anything she remembers about today”.

“Sounds like a plan, I’ll meet you there. I’m going to pick us up some coffee and burgers; I think we will be there a while.” said Gavin as his stomach growled in protest at the lack of food.
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In the incident room Ellie had rolling news on the TV just in case anything was said about the bombing. Gavin had access to the CCTV and was hunched over his desk. He was gripping a coffee in one hand and a double cheeseburger in the other as he trawled through the footage. Ellie got the PA’s contact details up and called the number.

“Hello?” a quiet female voice answered the phone.

“Hello, may I speak to Carol Taylor please?” replied Ellie.

“Speaking”.

“Hello Ms Taylor, I’m DCI McVey with Police Scotland. I’m sorry to disturb you, I know you’ve had a shocking day, but I would like to ask you some questions regarding the incident at the Art School today. Are you free to talk?”

“Oh...yes; of course, I’ll help in any way I can. Can you tell me though...is Vera...?”  she sniffled, unable to finish the question.

“I’m afraid I can’t confirm anything at the moment Ms Taylor.” Ellie said gently. “We are awaiting confirmation from the medical examiner. Could you tell me, as best you can, who had access to Ms McColgan’s office today?”

“Oh...hold on, I have her diary here on my laptop. Just give me a second to bring it up. She had the weekly teaching staff meeting at 9am and then she had a meeting with the admin team at 9.30am. She needed them to send out the details of a function we
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