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Chapter One
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Kevin woke up to his usual 7.00am alarm beeping, though something in the air felt different, something he quite couldn’t put his finger on.

Next to him his wife, Helen, was still fast asleep, so instead of waking her, he slipped out of bed as quietly as possible and made his way downstairs to watch the news.

He checked the answering machine – no new messages – so he headed into the kitchen, put the kettle on, to get the first cup of many coffees for the day – he was going to need it.

“Gran said she’d make a pie for me, for when I got back,” he mumbled, as the kettle hissed informing those around that it was ready. He slowly poured the boiling water into an already discoloured mug, unconcerned that he ought to have cleaned it first, as the smell of the strong black coffee hit his nostrils and instantly perked him to attention.

“Ah, what a great thing to have as a pick-me-up in the morning,” he muttered pleasantly before taking his first sip of the scalding hot brew.

Kevin wasn’t due to be at the depot until 8, so he hopped into the shower, got himself dressed in his company’s all dark blue attire – polo shirt, denim jeans and size 10 safety boots- and went back into the kitchen and made himself a bowl of cereals. He was pleased with himself by the time he gulped down the last remaining flakes and drained the remnants of his coffee as he belched loudly before Helen appeared in the doorway, covered only in a floral design dressing gown.

“Morning,” said a disgruntled Helen, pointing at the empty, discarded mug. “You made one for me?”

“Sorry darling, no time,” came a rushed reply. “I’m late as it is,” as he rushed out the kitchen, almost knocking Helen to the floor, grabbing the van keys and bulldozing his way through the front door, slamming it behind him.

“That’s great, thanks a lot you knob,” grumbled Helen. “You’ll have leftover’s tonight.”

It was now 7.45am and Kevin was having trouble getting his Ford Transit van started, even though he knew it needed a new starter motor, the tight-fisted man wouldn’t pay for the necessities if he didn’t have to. ‘I’ll see Jimmy at the scrap yard later and get this sorted,’ he thought as he sprayed WD40 inside the engine bay and gave what he thought was the starter motor a hit with a wrench. He tried to start the van again as it spluttered and rocked before finally kicking into life after the 4th attempt.

He pulled away without due care and attention, nearly knocking over an elderly cyclist, giving the shocked man a frightful stare before giving him the ‘middle finger’ and driving off.

“He deserved it,” roared an angry Kevin. “Damn cyclists shouldn’t even be on the road, they don’t pay road tax like us motorists do.”

One of the neighbours came flying out their front door to check on the elderly man, who was still in a state of shock, leaning against the side of a house.

“That man nearly killed me,” came a shrill voice. “Did you see what he did to me?”

“Yes, I did. Are you ok?” asked a timid female voice.

“Almost. Almost. Thanks for checking up on me,” croaked the old man, before getting his wind back, climbing back on his bike and continuing on his journey to collect his daily paper.

‘People these days don’t have any respect,’ thought Carmen as she watched the old man go and then went back inside to continue the housework.

Kevin’s work depot was only a 10-minute drive from his house, but he wanted to get a paper, to check if any food-related events were coming up soon and some chewing gum, before starting work. His next passion behind playing rugby and squash was pies, particularly his gran’s apple pie, and loved going to food festivals in his spare time.

Although he was going to some unheard-of place in Scotland, he expected to be back before 11 tonight. The thought of his gran making him a pie whet his appetite, his mouth was full of saliva, so he lowered his window and spat it out at the nearest object – a passing mother with a pushchair.

“You bastard,” screamed the infuriated mother, wiping away the spittle that had nestled on her jumper sleeve, whose cries fell on deaf ears as Kevin trundled on regardless.

Arriving at his works depot, Dynamic Distribution Ltd, Kevin could feel the eyes of his boss burning into the back of his neck as he parked up and headed towards the depot’s main office, newspaper in hand.

“Morning boss,” spoke a calm Kevin. “Where’s my load at?”

Michael Plankin, Kevin’s boss, just stared in amazement at the arrogance of the bloke standing in front of him. It’s always the same with him, arriving in his usual bravado and expecting to be welcomed like a hero.

“Just a quick word Kev,” stated Michael, motioning his arm for Kevin to take a seat. “This load is extremely vital to the customer. It must be there by 2pm today, 3 at the latest. If not, we’re gonna be lumbered with a penalty. Do you understand Kev?”

“Alright boss don’t get your knickers in a twist,” retorted Kevin, who always liked sticking one to his boss for how he gets treated, however justifiably so.

“You know how much it winds me up when you say that,” replied Michael.

‘If only you knew how much I really do know Michael,’ thought Kevin.

“I know and that’s why it’s so fun,” joked Kevin, winking to emphasise his point, sitting there patiently awaiting his final orders.

“Your load’s the one at the far end of the yard Kev,” said a businessman-like Michael. “And. Don’t. Fuck. Up. Or it’ll be the end of your career.”

Kevin left the office with the relevant paperwork for his next task, headed over to dispatch to get clearance and pick up the keys for his truck.

Tracey, the blonde, model-esque dispatcher sat there chatting away on the phone, when the door opened and the bulky lump of Kevin stood there aghast at her presence.

“Alright love,” came a high-pitched squeal as Kevin couldn’t get his words out quickly enough, always being tongue-tied around her. “I’m here for the important load to go to some place near Stirling and I’m kinda in a rush.”

The dispatcher half-heartedly passed him a wad of papers as she continued her conversation on the phone, whilst gesturing to Kevin for a signature on a separate sheet of paper, which he duly signed.

Kevin blew Tracey a kiss and waved to her as he opened the door and left, walking quickly to the waiting truck and this ‘ever so important load’. He scanned the paperwork to get an idea of what it was that he was transporting and most of the details were sketchy at best, nothing absolute.

‘What is this load?’ he thought as he proceeded to do the standard pre-safety checks of the truck and trailer. Upon completion, he radioed through to inform Tracey, who was still gossiping on the phone, that he was about to leave.

It was approaching 8.30am when Kevin left the depot, and he knew his first place of call was to the ‘Greasy Cabin’ for a bacon roll and a couple of cups of coffee in preparation for the 5½ hour drive ahead.

It was a five-minute drive to the lay-by where the Greasy Cabin operated from, so plenty of parking space for him. He placed his order and sat in one of the plastic garden furniture style chairs, flicking through the Food Diaries paper, he’d purchased earlier, chewing on one of the gums, as he spotted an event opening later just south of where he was heading. His eyes lit up and he let out a gasp as he couldn’t believe his luck.

Gary Billson, the ‘geezer’ running the Greasy Cabin, called Kevin over to collect his order, wishing his best customer well as he got paid.

Sitting in the truck’s cabin, Kevin was contemplating the journey ahead as he threw the disfigured gum on the floor and chomped his way through his thick crusted bacon roll, sipping on the highly sugared coffee and set-up the Satnav to his destination.

He was used to these long drives, although they’re not his favourite, he managed to cope with them. 5½ hours was long enough for his appetite to turn to pies, especially his gran’s and the one she’d be making him today.

He tossed one of the empty coffee cups and the wrapper from his roll out the window, always doing his bit for the environment was Kevin, started the truck and began making his way to Stirling.
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Meanwhile, Pattsie McCloud was just getting up after what seemed like a long night of playing bingo with the girls. Although at her age, an hour seemed like a long time now. She had promised to make her grandson one of his favourite pies, an apple one, so she got herself ready, ate a few grapes as her breakfast and prepared all the tools and ingredients to make the pie.

She loved the look in his twinkling eyes when he saw the freshly baked pastry with the alluring smell of the contents that he adored so much.

‘He won’t be back until later,’ she thought as she tied her apron, patterned with kitchen utensils, around her waist. “I’ve got to get this right,” she mumbled as she prepped the work surface.
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