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CHAPTER 1
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It was raining heavily when High Court Judge Lord Robert McKinlay rushed from the Italian restaurant ‘Roma Scotia’ with the pizzas and ice cream he had just bought for his supper. He had parked his car behind the restaurant and as he started the engine there was a knock on the window. Recognising the face through the glass he wound down the window.

‘Hello! What brings you to Bonnyrigg on a Friday Night?’

‘Listening to you telling me how good the Italian cuisine is.’

‘Who are you dining with?’

‘My friend Gianni, he’s Italian.’

A small slim figure stepped out of the darkness, smiled and using a Beretta pistol fitted with a silencer fired three shots at short range into the Judge’s throat, chest and groin killing his victim instantly. Wearing leather gloves Gianni calmly opened the driver’s door, wound up the window and turned the engine off then disappeared into the night with his companion, who was overcome with emotion.

All that was left at the scene were the pizzas and ice cream which was rapidly melting.

There was no rain fifteen miles away in North Berwick where James Offard was sitting at the back door of his house admiring the moonlight view over the Firth of Forth towards the Fife coastline. He had gone outside, as he did most evenings after work, to relax with a cigar and a whisky while reading his newspaper prior to dinner. Suddenly his body was punctured by three lethal bullets to the chest and neck from a Smith & Weston pistol despatched silently causing him to slump in his chair as blood poured out of his body.

The killer placed the gun in his back-pack, calmly took out a rake with a telescopic shaft to which he fitted a small torch mid-way down. Retracing his steps this tool allowed him to rake and remove his presence all the way back to where he had entered the Offard’s garden. He placed the tools back in the back pack, closed the garden gate and crossed a narrow road into the dark shelter of the North Berwick West Golf Course. From there he jogged the five miles through the undulations of cut grass fairways until he reached Gullane where he had earlier parked his motorbike down a side street. He calmly retrieved his helmet from the bike’s storage unit placed his back pack into the empty space and set off down country roads back to England.

Half an hour later James Offard’s wife Felicity went looking for him and let out a scream on seeing her dead husband. Her scream alerted the neighbours who rushed to the murder scene and called the police.

‘Pass the bloody ball along the line!’ the man standing next to D.C.I. Grant McKirdy shouted in such a commanding manner which made everybody think he was an authority on oval ball tactics ‘That’s it boys, keep it going wide out to Quinton on the wing – nobody will catch him!’

The red haired outside centre obeyed the spectator’s call and Quinton duly obliged by diving over the line for the winning try. All the home supporters cheered ecstatically when shortly after the referee blasted the final whistle.

DCI Grant McKirdy had welcomed the break from the potential difficult case that had been reported overnight. He had already committed himself to spend some family time watching his eldest son David playing for the Stewart Melville first fifteen. Brian, three years younger had joined his father on the touchline to cheer for his big brother. The teams trouped off and the McKirdys headed for the clubhouse where parents formed a circle and began their post-mortem on the match.

Quinton’s father kicked off the conversation ‘Hello I’m Chuck Cunningham, Quinton’s dad. What position does your son play?’

‘Oh he’s the outside centre you were screaming at to get the ball along the line for the winning try - David McKirdy. I’m Grant McKirdy and I don’t appreciate parents shouting at schoolboys, especially my son, when he had  already fed the ball out to the wing three times only to see the winger knock-on at every occasion!’ raved the policeman with more on his mind than a game of rugby.

Cunningham was surprised at McKirdy’s reaction which had jarred a nerve causing him to stare back at the policeman ‘Well they won and that’s all I care about. Winning is everything in my world.’

And at that he left.

Driving home later Grant questioned his son about Quinton Cunningham ‘What sort of a guy is Quinton Cunningham, David?’

‘Quinton’s a good player on the park but a nightmare in the classroom. He’s always getting into trouble but gets away with it as his dad sponsors events all the time.’

‘What does his father do for a living?’

‘I’m not sure Dad, but Quinton is dropped off at school in his mother’s Porsche or his dad’s Rolls Royce.’

‘That figures’ thought the DCI who had taken an instant dislike to Chuck Cunningham whose demeanour had signalled a warning light to a man used to assessing personalities quickly. He would not let it rest there.

That afternoon Cunningham was still on Grant’s mind as he drove the short journey from his house in Corstorphine to Police headquarters at Fettes. After settling down at his desk with a coffee in his hand, he carried out a quick search on Charles Robertson Cunningham to give Chuck his full name. There were no criminal charges relating to his search but he was able to ascertain a good address at Barnton Gate, a very exclusive area of Edinburgh. Chuck Cunningham was listed at Companies House as the managing director of Abercorn Marine, a shipping company based at Leith Docks which posted very successful financial returns.

Grant McKirdy parked all thoughts on Chuck Cunningham to one side and returned to the case which had been taking up all his attention since it had been reported overnight. There had been a double shooting at two different addresses on the same night, one in Lasswade ten miles out of Edinburgh involving a judge, Lord Robert McKinlay, and the other in North Berwick twenty miles away of James Offard, a financier. Both men had died three hours apart but not killed by the same weapon which immediately made Police Scotland think it was the work of contract killers.

McKirdy’s mind raced into overtime thinking of the various reasons for these heinous crimes: - . WAS THIS A REVENGE KILLNG? OR COULD IT BE POLITICAL?

ARE THEY PERHAPS THE ACTIONS OF A LEFT-WING ANTI-ESTABLISHMENT MOVEMENT?

ARE THE TWO VICTIMS FRIENDS AND THEREFORE THE MURDERS LINKED IN ANOTHER WAY?

McKirdy took a last swig of his coffee and thought to himself ‘This is going to be one very interesting case to solve.’



CHAPTER 2



––––––––
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Nine years previously.

Brian Sands took a sip of whisky prior to making a strange enquiry to his drinking partner Roger Lusk ‘Roger, what is the best way to kill someone? You’re a crime writer so what would you recommend?’

‘Why do you ask Brian? Is that girl from ‘The Rhubarb Club’ still stalking you?’

Brian retorted ‘No nothing like that, I just wondered how you planned the perfect plot in your books. If it is a trade secret then forget it and I’ll figure it out for myself!’

The author smiled at his friend before answering 

‘Well before you commit a murder you have to decide on an escape route otherwise you’ve failed and you will be in prison before you know it. Most unsolved crimes are carried out by individuals who travel about for a living like lorry drivers, pilots and even salesmen like you. The other complication to creating the perfect murder is how you dispose of the body. If the police don’t have a corpse, there is minimal forensic evidence to commit the accused. It is these ingredients that crime writers search for when they are creating a best seller.’

‘Thanks Roger for giving me a quick insight into the mind of the crime writer. I must be off home now and get ready to drive down to Birmingham tomorrow morning,’ Brian replied before leaving the Pilgrim’s Rest pub on Edinburgh’s Royal Mile.

During one visit to Birmingham six months previously, he visited The Dream Club, an up-market brothel, where he had too much to drink.  Sands got into a relationship with Aneka Walters, a Dutch prostitute, who satisfied his requirements in return for an exceptionally high fee. She further inflicted her long-term interest in him by filming their performance and later phoning Brian, threatening to put it on social media unless he gave her an additional £2000 in cash very quickly! Sands valued his reputation, raised the required ransom and thought that would be the end of the affair, but Aneka had raked his pockets when he was comatose and copied down all his contact details including his business address.

Two weeks later when he was back in Edinburgh he was surprised to receive another phone call from Aneka. She informed him she was resuming her blackmail tactics by carrying out her threat to circulate the video on social media unless she received a further £2000 which she now looked upon as her monthly illicit earning fee from the hapless finance entrepreneur. This would eat into his savings and he could not sustain that level of extortion – something had to be done about resolving the situation!

Brian had set up his company ‘Sands Financial & Pension Solutions’ (SFPS) after retiring from a successful career as a professional footballer. He had witnessed first-hand how ignorant highly paid 

footballers were at providing for their future. Always having been frugal with his own money he built up a large retirement fund to ensure him of a comfortable lifestyle.

His reputation for assisting his fellow footballers to plan their pension income had spread rapidly during his ten years in business. His portfolio of clients now stretched from Aberdeen to Southampton.

Success had weighed heavily on his personal life which caused his long-term partner Amelia Osborne to walk out on him. Amelia wanted to get married, but Brian was more interested in the development of SFPS to notice. Following her departure Brian adopted a policy of paying for his carnal needs but he had not accounted for the mess he was in now.

He decided the best course of action was to phone Aneka using a mobile number nobody would recognise ‘Aneka , Brian Sands here, I have been thinking about your recent telephone call and I think we should meet to discuss the situation as I do not have the funds to satisfy your ongoing demands.’

‘Really Brian, that‘s not what the Company House Report I did on Sands Financial & Pensions Solutions tells me!’ There was the sound of rustling paper on the other end of the phone before Aneka continued ‘Let me see, turnover £1.5m, profit £900k and that’s after paying for your nice car, staying at the best hotels and claiming tax relief on your family home in Oswald Road. You seem to be able to keep your expenses to a minimum and live off the generous commission the pension funds pay for introducing high-rolling clients to them. I wonder how the newspapers will react when they receive the video of our night of passionate sex.’

‘You are a conniving bitch!’ Brian snarled and put down the phone.

More demands followed before he was back in Birmingham a few weeks later to see Dieter Schulz, a Serbian. Dieter had recently hung up his football boots and decided to settle in the Midlands with his English wife who he met six months after arriving in England. Dieter did not understand the finance industry but had plans to start a security company.   Many people close to him thought his new venture was more akin to a protection racket, bearing in mind his employees were all East European immigrants. Some had escaped imprisonment in their own countries and taken advantage of the lax British vetting procedures to gain entry into the United Kingdom. This had not escaped Brian Sands notice and he was desperate to know if Dieter Schulz could resolve his predicament.

Brian arrived at Dieter’s palatial home in Solihull where his attractive wife Jenny served them coffee before leaving for the gym. Brian laid out the pension plans he had put together for his new client which they discussed for the next two hours until they had agreed on a policy.  The conversation moved on to a more personal nature with Dieter posing the opening line.

‘Are you married with kids Brian?’

‘No, I got close to getting married a short time ago but I prefer my own freedom to the extent that I am prepared to pay for my satisfactions. I visited a club here in Birmingham recently but that was not the best move I have ever made in my life.’

‘Why?’

‘I made the mistake of having too much to drink and the lady who entertained me filmed our liaison and is now blackmailing me.’

‘In what way?’ asked Dieter?

‘She is asking for £2000 per month or she will sell her video to the newspapers which would probably result in ruining Sands Financial & Pension Solutions.’

‘Brian, you are helping me so maybe I can reciprocate by assisting you with your problem. Tell me who this woman is and where I can find her?’

‘How would you resolve the situation Dieter?’

‘Ladies in her line of work sail close to the wind, with little by way of police protection since they operate on the wrong side of the law. I will get a couple of my men to pay her a call which should be enough to change her mind about bothering you Brian.’

Sands relaxed and smiled at Dieter ‘That sounds just what’s needed Dieter. Let me give you Aneka’s details.’

A couple of days later Dieter instructed two of his most threatening security guards to call on Aneka but they failed to carry out his directions since they were fully occupied preventing a site invasion from eco warriors who were targeting the HS2 Rail Project in Buckinghamshire. Instead, they ‘sub contracted ‘the visit to West Indian rivals.

Leroy Shepherd and Jacob Partridge knocked on the door of 52b Wellington Street in Smethwick at 2.00 P.M. and after a long wait Aneka unlocked the door and enquired ‘Can I help you?’

‘Are you Aneka Walters?’

‘Yes, but what the bloody hell has it got to do with you two?’

‘We understand that you are causing discomfort to a Mr Brian Sands. It has to stop.’

‘Who are you to tell me to stop and ruin my source of income? I’ll do what I want and neither you nor anyone else will stop me!’

‘Clearly, you’re not understanding me’ responded Leroy reaching into his jacket. He produced a pistol and without warning discharged three bullets into Aneka’s chest, killing her instantly, before fleeing down the stairs.

The shots alerted neighbours including the housebound Mrs Amy Cantwell who was sitting at her window. Not only did she get a good view of the murderers but noted the registration number of their escaping car. The Smethwick ‘Miss Marples’, as Amy became known, dialled 999 and the West Midlands Constabulary reacted by sending an armed response unit to apprehend the killers. They caught up with them in Handsworth at the high-rise Northfield Tower block where they sealed off all exits and any chance of escape.

Leading the police assault was Chief Inspector Geoff Whitaker, who addressed the killers by megaphone appealing for them to surrender since the police had sufficient evidence to lock them up for years. His warnings fell on deaf ears as Leroy, Jacob and their driver Daniel had all taken some crack cocaine to calm themselves down after the excitement of killing Aneka. Their flat contained an arsenal of weapons and they opened the windows and fired off several rounds of bullets in the direction of the police vehicles, positioned at both the front and rear exits to Northfield Towers.

Whitaker reacted by giving his men the order to attack, ‘The targets are ignoring our warnings and could be a threat to the rest of the residents in Northfield Tower. Lads don’t take any chances; they are heavily armed so I am instigating the ‘Shoot to Kill’ procedure which has been sanctioned by the Home Secretary.’

A gun battle proceeded to occur which resulted in the three West Indians being killed in a hail of bullets from police sub-machine gun fire after they had surprised their targets by knocking through the walls of the adjacent apartment and throwing in tear gas canisters.

Across the city in Solihull, Dieter Schulz received word of Aneka Walters’ murder which devastated him as he expected that the police would trace her death back to him.  He immediately contacted Franz Welkom one of the men who was only supposed to frighten Miss Walters ‘Franz! What’s going on? You and Willi Gladschoen were instructed to frighten the girl not assassinate her!’

A frightened Franz replied ‘We didn’t have time to go personally as we were held up by HS2 protesters over in Wendover. Willi knew some nasty West Indians so we invited them to visit Aneka Walters, but not kill her! We couldn’t believe it when they phoned to say what they had done. Anyhow Dieter, I think we have got lucky, as I just heard on the radio they have all been shot dead. When I protested about them messing up our arrangement they actually had the nerve to demand payment of £5000 - which I told them they could sing for. Leroy Shepherd’s chilling reply was ‘You’re only another piece of lead to us!’

A month later, Brian Sands received a phone call from Chief Inspector Geoff Whitaker ‘Mr Sands, West Midlands Police here. We are tidying up our inquest into the death of Miss Aneka Walters with whom we believe you had intimate relations.’

Brian Sands felt very faint as the Chief Inspector continued ‘We know that you were the victim of a blackmail scam, but you were not the only one. You have been receiving the same treatment as many of her other customers which proved a very lucrative business for Miss Walters. We are closing the case so you will not be hearing anything further from us. Arresting anyone for using the services of a prostitute is, in our opinion, a waste of West Midland Police resources. Goodbye.’

Ending the call Brian Sands poured himself a large malt whisky before screaming ‘I DID IT! I BLOODY WELL DID IT!!  - Roger Lusk would be proud of me!’



CHAPTER 3





On the surface Lord McKinlay and James Offard had nothing in common.

Lord McKinlay (58) was a pillar of the Edinburgh legal establishment renowned for handling serious crimes in the High Court. James Offard (42) was one of the new breed of equity dealers who had come north from Oxfordshire to Scotland. In a short time he had become a much respected darling of the financial community in Edinburgh.

Police Scotland investigated all the usual channels, looking for some common ground which may have sparked off a revenge killing by a third party. The drug squad checked out all their informers in the hope of unearthing the non-payment of a large consignment of cocaine big enough to justify assassinations but came up with no positive leads.

McKirdy was getting frustrated at the nil response to his efforts and assembled his team for a briefing in Meeting Room 3. The room serviced top level investigation discussions and had all the latest technology available at any presenter’s fingertips. Grant stood in front of the whiteboard and looked round the room at the light wood shaded desks backed by matching chairs which could accommodate up to twenty attendees. A few minutes later his team of twelve detectives filtered into the room each carrying a note-book which they knew from experience would not be empty for long. The team purposely consisted of eight men and four women of varying ages, as experience had taught McKirdy that criminals came in all shapes and sizes. His job was to match them up with someone they would converse with freely.

‘Good morning, I trust I haven’t ruined your weekend and you are ready to solve these disturbing shootings.’ Heads nodded as the DCI turned to face the whiteboard behind him which had the photographs of the two victims blue-tacked onto the shiny surface.

‘So far there is nothing to connect Lord McKinlay and James Offard. Both of them were shot at close range, most likely by weapons with silencers attached. Lord McKinlay had gone down to pick up an Italian carry-out in Bonnyrigg and was killed when he returned to his car. Offard, according to his wife, had gone outside for a cigarette so his killers must have been stalking him for some time and knew his routine.’

‘Our task is to confirm and bring to justice those responsible. Let’s discuss Lord McKinlay first. As you can imagine our leaders here in Fettes are under extreme pressure from the Government to solve these murders quickly. Failure to do so will mean it will only be a matter of time until we get interference from the security services. Assassinations of High Court judges take priority over normal crime, for fear that this action could be repeated and lead to civil strife on our streets. I am looking for everyone in this room to make sure we solve theses shootings quickly, before every trumped-up anarchist resorts to copying these attacks and we have to call out the riot squad!’

Turning back to address his team the D.C.I. continued ‘I am splitting you up into three groups. Inspector Ian Lomax, supported by DCs Burnet, Davidson and Hislop, will delve into Lord McKinlay’s background looking for any discrepancies in what appears to be an immaculate persona. However as we know Pillars of the Establishment have been turned into Pillars of Salt when examined below the surface.’

‘James Offard is not an individual widely known to the public at large but is highly regarded in Scottish financial circles as a dealmaker who has put together a number of financial packages. These deals have led to large sections of Scottish industry being subject to take-overs – not all of which were seen as amicable. Often they involve foreign nationals so he may have made enemies along the way. Offard has only been operating in Edinburgh for eight years and is originally from Banbury in Oxfordshire so I am sending D.S. Sandy Motion and three officers down south to dig into Offard’s past.’

‘That leaves D.S. Kenny Wilson and his team to investigate Offard’s movements in the Edinburgh area. Don’t leave any stone unturned when it comes to grilling his staff or speaking to his neighbour’s in North Berwick. DC Dunn and I will pay a visit to Mrs Offard. All progress, no matter how minimal you feel it might be, should be reported to me or my P.A. Doreen Clark. Have you any questions?’

‘Yes Sandy?’ McKirdy asked of the grey –haired stocky officer wearing a charcoal grey suit who had raised his hand to attract the D.C.I...

‘How long will the team and I be in Banbury?’

The D.C.I. smiled before replying ‘As long as it takes to uncover the killer of James Offard. If there are no further questions let me wish you all the best of luck.’



CHAPTER 4





‘Dr. Montgomery is ready for you now D.C.I. McKirdy’ announced the young lady as she put the phone back on the receiver ‘follow me, and I’ll take D.C. Fraser Dunn and yourself along to the laboratory.’

Grant made small talk with the receptionist as they walked along the long corridor which had glass windows and pictures featuring views of Edinburgh’s Old Town in contrast to the grey walls opposite with no windows - only doors which had concealed the secrets of the deceased for centuries.

Dr. Archie Montgomery, the pathologist, was dressed in his green scrubs and looked up when they entered his domain. He directed them both to put on the protective clothing he had laid out for them. Archie was a small man with crinkly grey hair which used to be red to match a face reflecting a rich over- indulgent lifestyle. Once they donned the clinical gowns Archie came forward and held out his gloved hand for the official welcome ‘Morning Grant, when I see you I know we are still in business. Where’s your usual companion Ian Lomax?’

Pressing the flesh of a hand covered in blue rubber gloves McKirdy replied ‘Oh Ian has been promoted to inspector and this is my new gopher Fraser Dunn. He’s been recently released from internal duties so may not take kindly to your department.’

Fraser interrupted ‘I’ll be okay Sir I used to help my dad in his butcher’s shop at the weekends before I entered the force.’

Everyone turned their attention to the two cadavers laid out shrouded in white sheets. Montgomery pulled back the cover of the one nearest him which revealed the portly body of Judge McKinlay who had more hair on his body than his head.

The pathologist began his analysis: ‘Lord McKinlay was shot three times at short range by a Beretta hand gun which was fitted with a silencer. As you can see the bullets entered his heart, throat and lower abdomen killing him instantly. There is no evidence of a struggle so we can only deduce from that he was unaware of being stalked or, although it may seem unlikely, he actually knew the killer. The forensic teams have looked at the surrounding concrete area where the judge had parked his car. They have not been able to identify any footprints as being the killers. 

Judging by Lord McKinlay’s florid complexion he was a man, like me, who enjoyed rich food and a more than a regular intake of alcohol. His skin pigment resembles someone who has spent a lot of time outdoors most likely fishing or sailing. There are calluses of hard skin on his hands that you would not expect to associate with someone earning his living listening to the pleas of guilty criminals all day.’

Dr. Montgomery replaced the cover and moved to the next stainless steel slab with James Offard aboard it. His assistant Selena Dougal removed the sheet exposing the well defined fit body of the middle aged Offard spoiled by three bullet holes to his chest and neck as he had attempted to turn away to escape his assailant.

Looking down at the corpse Montgomery gave his analysis: ‘James Offard was shot at close range by an assassin using a Smith & Weston pistol with a silencer attached. Like the McKinlay shooting I think this is also the work of a contract killer. My reason for saying this is the angle from where the shots were fired was from the direction of the bushes where you would expect to find footprints. But the killer took time to rake over the area all the way down to the garden gate. James Offard is the perfect example of a young ambitious executive who has taken to exercise to overcome the stresses and pressures he most likely incurred in his role as a private wealth deal maker. People in his position are usually obsessed with their appearance and in Offard’s case his body shows signs of drug use and heavy nicotine intake to assist his weight.’

Montgomery continued ‘As you can see he was athletic and pumped iron to firm his physique as well as being a frequent participant at the local squash and tennis club.’

‘What traces of narcotics did you find in his body Archie?’ sought D.C.I. McKirdy ‘from my perspective that could be a possible lead if we can trace his dealer.’

Montgomery beckoned the two policemen to take a closer look at Offard’s body ‘See how the nostrils are wide and loose – he was on cocaine.’

The pathologist’s last remark brought the meeting to a close. McKirdy thanked Montgomery for his help and made his way back to Fettes with Fraser at the wheel. ‘Well Fraser that was interesting. We can visit Mrs Offard with something positive to discuss – her husband’s drug habit.’



CHAPTER 5



The five hour journey to Banbury by car gave D.S. Sandy Motion more than ample time to discuss James Offard with his team - detective constables Myra Delahunt, Andrew Baldock and Bob Turnbull. Sandy had made arrangements with Detective Inspector Martin Church at the local constabulary in Banbury for the use of an additional car and advice on accommodation for the duration of their stay. A booking for four rooms for an unspecified period were made at the four-star Whately Hall Hotel in the centre of the town.

Every member of the team had a file on James Offard which contained a photograph of the deceased obtained from his wife. Offard’s death had shocked the Scottish financial community who played an important role in the global wealth industry. Steeped in centuries of completing successful transactions the leading figures in the financial community were still a little suspicious of a newcomer like Offard.

At fifty Bob Turnbull was the elder statesman of the team and he was first to give his opinion of the financier ‘Offard does not appear on the surface to be typical of an Edinburgh financier. There is no mention of private education or attending one of the favoured universities like Oxford, Cambridge or St. Andrews. He was educated locally at Banbury Comprehensive, left school with a few O levels and got a job in the Inland Revenue at Clerical officer level. Three years later he left the Inland Revenue and joined F.T.S. which stands for Forward Stock Traders, Forward being the crest on the Birmingham Coat of Arms. He progressed during the next fifteen years to the very senior position of Investment Director. About eight years ago he suddenly left F.T.S. and nine months later he entered the Edinburgh financial sector. Why this sudden desire to relocate north of the border is something we have to find out?’

Sandy Motion accepted Bob’s analysis before making his own thoughts known ‘Tomorrow morning I want Myra and Andrew to comb through all James Offard’s relatives and friends who still live in the Banbury area and his academic records at Banbury Comprehensive which may help us build up a picture of the deceased financier. Bob and I will trail through his working life both at F.T.S. and the reason for his sudden departure.’

The van came off the M40 at the exit for Banbury and twenty minutes later they were in the foyer of the Banbury Police Station. The M40 had brought great changes to the Oxfordshire market town which in earlier times hosted one of the biggest cattle markets in Britain and is home to one of the largest food producers in the U.K. The new motorway provided easy access south to London and north to Birmingham so it was not long before white collar companies were attracted into the area along with scientific research companies. Being on the edge of the Cotswolds employers had little difficulty in getting staff to relocate out of London.

Through the swing doors of the foyer came the imposing figure of D.I. Martin Church who at six foot five inches towered over his Edinburgh colleagues ‘Good afternoon you’ve made good time on your journey, so you would probably welcome a drink. Follow me, I have asked the kitchen to set something up in the meeting room.’

Everyone was grateful to relax with a beverage of their choice served with a variety of sandwiches and biscuits. D.I.s Motion and Church made small talk about the differences in policing between Scotland and England until everyone was ready to sit down round the oval table. At this point the door opened and an attractive young lady with blond hair entered the room. Martin Church did the introductions ‘Allow me to introduce one of my newest members of my department, D.C. Angela Bartlett who has come into the force straight from university where she graduated with a first-class in forensic science. Now D.I. Motion you can tell us why you are here and how we can be of assistance?’

Sandy Motion opened up the folder on James Offard before replying ‘We have had a double murder in our area last week, on the same night, involving a High Court Judge Lord Robert McKinlay and a financier James Offard who used to reside in Banbury. We are not aware at this stage if the two victims had ever met each other and because of the status of the victims, senior government officials are anxious to get a quick solution to the murders. My team are here to meet, first-hand, members of the public who knew Offard in the hope that we can get a lead which may provide a link between the two.’

‘D.I. Motion – can I call you Sandy? - I’m Martin by the way – my colleagues have been briefed to give you every assistance you require, including office accommodation and transport. Regarding the latter we can’t spare a driver but the vehicle at your disposal is fitted with sat-nav. I’ll leave you in the capable hands of Angela Bartlett who is handling your stay on my behalf as I have a pressing engagement with my dentist which I am not looking forward to!’

Everyone in the room had a little chuckle at Church’s last remark as he made for the door. All the Edinburgh team’s eyes turned on D.C. Bartlett who began to speak in an upper class accent ‘Sorry I was late in arriving. It has been a long day for you all. It’s 4.30 P.M. and I think we should call it a day but I will accompany you along to The Whately Hall to make sure the accommodation is sorted. D.I. Motion if you come in my car I will supply you with some information on the Banbury crime scene.’

‘Certainly D.C. Bartlett it will be my pleasure’ replied Motion turning and winking at his colleagues as he gathered up his papers.

On the way to the hotel Angela used the short journey to find out about policing in Scotland by manipulating Sandy with her feminine charm and asking some direct questions ‘Sandy are you married?’

‘No, I have been divorced for five years, the force interfered with my marriage and I had to choose between my wife and my career. Yourself?’ asked Sandy putting the ball back into Angela’s court.

‘Presently I’m footloose and fancy free’ Angela answered with a smile on her face ‘I just finished with my partner Adrian I met at university and had been living with for three years.’

‘Well you’re an attractive young girl so you won’t be single for long.’

Looking Sandy in the eye Angela replied ‘I think in the future I’ll try for someone more mature.’

D.I. Motion was not used to being propositioned and was able to break the awkward silence by crying out ‘Ah here we are at the hotel!’

Angela responded ‘I’ll park the car and come in to see there are no problems with your booking.’

The Whately Hall Hotel was situated not far from the famous Banbury Cross mentioned in the rhyme of the same name. The Hotel was built in 1677 and was originally known as ‘The Three Tuns’. The décor inside consisted of white walls resting within broad oak beam which extended up and across the ceiling.  Myra, Andrew and Bob were already waiting in reception for their boss to produce the booking-in forms from his briefcase. The receptionist wasted no time in issuing the officers with computer generated keys.

Before they all made their way to their respective rooms Sandy made an announcement ‘We’ll meet down in the bar at seven o’clock for drinks before dinner.’

Everyone nodded their approval. Angela realised it was time to make her exit ‘I hope you all have a good night and I look forward to seeing more of you in the next few days.’ Her last remark was aimed at D.I. Motion.

The Berkeley Restaurant within the hotel boasted a truly international menu which was devoured by the team who then retired back to the bar for a nightcap. Finding a quiet corner they discussed their strategic plan for tomorrow then, as it had been a long day, they retired for the night.

––––––––
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CHAPTER 6





Everyone was down early for breakfast and soon on their way back to Banbury Police Station to pick up another car. D.I. Motion pulled rank and took the Audi 6 for his journey to Birmingham to visit the Forward Stock Traders office. Myra and Andrew would be carrying out their searches locally and as D.I. Motion judged ‘They would have no need for a flash car when they were traversing the council estates around Banbury the original home of the now deceased James Offard.’

It took Myra and Andrew twenty minutes to reach the Banbury suburb of Stanton St. John and 11 Cherry Tree Lane, where James Offard’s sister Olivia lived in an attractive semi- detached villa. Andrew rang the bell and stood back waiting for the door to be answered when a middle-aged woman appeared at the window and asked ‘What do you want?’

Myra and Andrew produced their warrant cards and asked to come into the house. Seconds later the door opened and a plump lady with her greying hair pulled back in a bun spoke ‘Sorry about being cautious but when you live on your own you tend to be wary of strangers, come in.’

Olivia led the police officers into a dismal lounge hosting dark brown furniture to match the brown velour curtains. The only sign of life were two Siamese cats, which jumped down off the sofa to vacate the seats for Myra and Andy.

The hostess settled into an armchair before asking the obvious question ‘How can I be of assistance to the police?’

Andrew replied ‘Miss Offard we are from Police Scotland and are leading the enquiry into the shooting of your brother James in North Berwick a few days ago.’

‘Shooting! What shooting?  I have been away for  ten days visiting friends in Cheltenham and only got back last night. Was James hurt badly?’

Her last comment caused a pregnant pause in the proceedings and Myra Delahunt provided the answer to her question ‘Miss Offard, I must apologise on behalf of the Police authorities that nobody has informed you that your brother James Offard was murdered outside his house in North Berwick last Friday night when he was sitting in the garden enjoying a cigarette.’

The news of her brother’s death drained all the colour from Olivia’s cheeks and nothing could stop the tears appearing in her eyes ‘I...I don’t understand, how did this happen?’

D.C. Baldock provided the answer, ‘At this stage it is a mystery but we have travelled down from Scotland to interview those close to your brother in an attempt to build a profile of the victim. Can I ask you when did you last see James?

Olivia wiped her eyes with a paper hanky from the box on the table next to her seat and cleared her throat ‘I have not clapped eyes on James since he decided to move to Scotland eight years ago. There was a disagreement between us over my mother’s will. Mum had left everything to me as James was comfortably off being a partner in Forward Stock Traders whereas I suffered from epileptic seizures and being a spinster had nobody to support me. My mother was worried that in later life I would require a carer and possibly reside in a home. My condition prevents me from holding down permanent employment, but I help a friend who runs a call centre so I can work from home.’

‘ James challenged Mum’s will and employed a clever solicitor, who managed to get a ruling in his favour which left me having to sell the family home and give James half of the proceeds from the sale. I moved in here five years ago but I have never forgiven James for the stress and damage to my health he caused me.’

Myra sighed ‘Sorry to hear about your misfortune Olivia, but moving on, tell me what sort of person was James and did he have any close friends?’

‘James was not what you would call a team player although funnily enough he was a good footballer. At school he was not academic in the sense that he did not possess enough qualifications to go to university but he was a lad who could sum up situations quickly. He joined the civil service but it was too boring for him and that’s when he moved to Forward Stock Traders. He started as a wages clerk in the office but quickly realised that the big earners were the share dealers. When a vacancy arrived in the share department he applied and much to everyone’s surprise he passed the interview with flying colours. Five years later on his thirty-second birthday he became a partner in Forward Stock Traders.’

‘Socially he started moving in higher circles and I think the only friend he kept up with was Gary Aitcheson who I believe still works in the civil service. I met him a few times – a nice lad who could tell you more about James.’

D.C. Baldock broke the silence ‘Miss Offard thanks very much for your help. You have given us an insight into your brother. In our line of work many hours of our time are spent trying to build a jigsaw as to how a victim has become the target of some heinous crime. Often the answer is provided by some purely innocent remark which sets the investigation off on a different tangent.’

One last question, did you get on well with James’s wife?’

Olivia Offard shook her head prior to replying ‘No sir, I have never met the woman who he met after he moved to Scotland. What I do know, he abandoned his long-term girlfriend Donna Fell and left her to bring up his illegitimate son.’

‘Thanks for letting us know about Mr Aitchison and Miss Fell who we shall interview before we return to Scotland.’

The detectives bade farewell to Miss Offard and set off to the local Social Security Office in search of Gary Aitchison.

Banbury is an affluent town so it was no surprise to find that the Social Security offices were smaller than you would find in the major cities around the U.K. The two officers presented their warrant cards to the girl on reception and, as what often happens she became very assertive and disappeared into the back office to announce there were two police officers at the front desk wanting to speak to Gary Aitchison.

Five minutes later the door leading to the back office opened and a man in his early forties with blond wavy hair, dressed in casual clothes strode up to Myra and Andrew and announced in a broad Birmingham accent

‘Hello I’m Gary Aitchison, how can I help you?’ he asked, thinking it would be another social security fraud that the police were investigating.

The two officers shook hands with Gary who sat down on one of the seats surrounding a wooden table as Myra spelt out why they were calling on him. ‘Gary thanks for seeing us at short notice we’re here to ask you about James Offard who was killed last week by three bullets being pumped into his body by persons unknown at this stage’

Gary was shocked by what he had just heard. He sat head-bowed with his hands shielding his face for thirty seconds until he took several deep breaths He removed his hands from his face and nodded to Myra ‘Carry on.’

‘D.C. Baldock and I are part of a team who have come down to Banbury to build a profile of James in the hope we may unearth a clue as to his murder. Can you tell us when you last met James and anything about his character which might attract the criminal element?’

The civil servant wiped a tear from his eye before giving his assessment of his close friend  ‘James and I joined the Service at the same time as clerical officers working here in the Social Security department handling benefit claims. James built up a reputation as a hard negotiator, often unsympathetic to deserving cases, unlike myself. We were known in the office as ‘Good Cop, Bad Cop.’

D.I. Baldock intervened ‘How long did he work here?’

‘About six years. He left suddenly when he fell out with the Head of the department Mr Crummy, who James used to refer to as ‘Crummy the Dummy!’ Unfortunately he said it once too often, within earshot of the boss who told him he had no future in the civil service. He was out of work for a couple of months then took up a position of wages clerk with Forward Stock Traders which was a bit of a demotion from what he had been doing in this office. We kept up socially so he told me of his progress and the money he was then making which was several times what he would have taken home from here.’

Myra spoke up ‘Gary what did you get up to socially?’

‘Like a lot of

















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































[image: ]




















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































[image: ]



























































































































































































































































































































[image: ]
























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































[image: ]
























































[image: ]





[image: ]






























































































































[image: ]






















































































































































[image: ]




























[image: ]































d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





