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CHAPTER 1
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The air hung heavily on the canal towpath. The night was slowly layering a thin veil of misty shrouding over the surface of the green and stagnant water. Water that had started spawning large algae blooms, that gave it colour and texture. There was a slight chill in the air, but it was neither cold nor warm. It should have been warmer at this time of the year. The canal side reeds were flushing with a warm hue that would be clear during the day but go unnoticed at night. Any waterside activity would be confined to the odd water rat, or vole, scurrying along the edge of this forgotten, and neglected architectural monument from a bygone age. This engineering masterpiece was all but a derelict ghost of past histories. Evidence of recent activity lay on display through a discarded tyre, that was floating on the calm surface, and the merest hint of a handle, from a supermarket shopping trolley that someone had cruelly, and wantonly abandoned in its murky depths. The moon shone brightly, and a bridge over the canal displayed a mosaic of various coloured and artistic endeavours, of the local graffiti sprayers and artists. The noise was at an absolute minimum, and there was no discernible movement in the canal water. No one would travel along this stretch of canal at night, in a boat. And thus, no locks would be opening, so there would be no large-scale movement in the water flow. It would be questionable if any boats had recently used this stretch of water. 

The quiet was disturbed only by a man walking his dog down the towpath, a journey he made every evening. Just as he neared the bridge, the man was jolted by the sudden sound of what he took to be local youths, letting off fireworks. He called his dog back to his side for fear of it being spooked by the sudden loud bangs. The mini explosion reverberated around the canal towpath and bounced off the walls of the inside of the bridge, echoing all around; it gave the impression of a wartime bomb going off. Two very loud bangs disturbed his quiet time and thought processes. His dog came back to him after he had called it. He was deciding whether to go on or turn back. While he was quietly contemplating what to do, his dog was doing what dogs quite often do on a walk. When it had finished, the man retrieved a poop bag from his pocket to dispose of the evidence. When he had finished tying up the bag, he turned around and slowly walked back. His dog walked behind him, sniffing around. He was about to curse himself for turning tail at imagined trouble when his train of thought was broken. He heard a very loud splash on the other side of the bridge. It was followed quickly by a second one, a few seconds later. He supposed that whoever was responsible for the splashing noise, might very well be the same person, or persons who had discharged the fireworks. However, there was a few minutes’ distance between the two events. He saw the equivalent of a canal-side mini tsunami, as it ripped along the length of the previously quiet and still waters. He was in two minds about whether to go back the way he was returning from. He didn’t want trouble, so he put the lead back on his dog, and turned around again. He noticed a large object floating in the canal at that precise moment. He was unsure but thought it looked like a body’s shape in the dark. He heard a car’s engine turn over, just past the bridge above himself. He glanced up and saw a man in a dark hoodie getting into a car. It then wheel spun as it pulled away, screeching as it was floored. He saw its taillights disappear in the short distance of his field of vision. He walked under the bridge and took a torch from his pocket that he always carried when walking here at night. He shot the torch’s light across the canal, under the bridge, and edged his self-closer to the object in the water. It was then that he realised, with a certain amount of revulsion, that his first thought that it was a body was correct. There were two bodies floating face down in the water, without any movement. He grabbed his mobile phone from his pocket and called the emergency services. He spoke, or more accurately, babbled on to the operator. A certain amount of shock, and an awful lot of disbelief, made his conversation a little disorganised and near incomprehensible. The conversation was made up of a lot of repeated sentences. The operator at the other end of the line, tried to calm and reassure him that help would be sent at once.

The ambulance, and fire brigade crew, arrived five minutes after the call, making their way from the road and onto the towpath. Overgrown weeds and bramble bushes were crushed underfoot without due deference. They were merely an inconsequential, inconvenience, on the route being followed. After a brief chat with the dog walker and a look in the canal, two fire brigade officers set up a couple of spotlights at the edge of the towpath. Two other officers joined them and entered the canal with a rope attached around their waists. They were fully kitted out in all-in-one waterproofs. The large halogen lamps, set up at the canal’s edge, shone a beam across the night-time waterside’s murk and gloom. As they reached the first body, a police car pulled up at the bridge, followed by another two cars. Two police officers erected a barrier across the road above the bridge. They were effectively closing the road and enforcing a diversion to any traffic that may venture this way, which at this time of night, in this area, was very little. Two armed officers got out of one of the cars in case there may have been real shots fired. Soon afterwards, a forensic police scene of the crime vehicle arrived, and a home office pathologist made an expected arrival, as was the procedure. 

When forensics finally reached the canal side, the second body was pulled out onto the towpath. At the same time, Detective Chief Inspector Jack Wigginton, appeared. Known as plain old Jack to friends and colleagues, he was a quiet but very efficient detective with a very good logical process in working out situations. At thirty-four years of age, he was one of the youngest detectives in his nick. He had an almost laid-back approach but a calculating manner to how he would go about his business. Jack didn’t look like a police officer. He was more of an ordinary-looking person. It would be quite easy to imagine him being an insurance broker, or an office worker. He was about six feet tall, with deep brown hair, and a medium build. He always wore a suit for work and looked very smart.

‘Evening, Jack,’ said the forensic officer at the scene.

‘Evening, Julie,’ he replied. 

Doctor Julie Smithson was a home office pathologist, who could be described as a very attractive-looking woman. She had long strawberry blond hair. Julie was thirty-two years old and single. She and Jack had a very good working relationship, and they had got to know each other very well the last couple of years, as they had on numerous occasions been called out to the same shouts. 

‘What have we got here then?’

‘It would appear to be a Priest and a Nun.’

‘Any idea of how they died?’

‘Yes, this is a simple one, I would suspect.’

‘What makes you so sure?’

‘Easy, both have single gunshot wounds to the back of their heads. By the look of it, both were shot at very close proximity. Death would have been instantaneous. Whether they were dead before they were shot, well, we won’t know until we have the PM reports back; however, it would be highly unlikely someone would shoot them after killing them another way.’

Jack donned a white forensics suit, and shoe covers, before entering the potential crime scene. He completed it by putting on a pair of latex gloves. He walked near the bodies and crouched down next to Julie.

‘I thought it was your night off?’ He remarked.

‘It was supposed to be. I was out for a meal with friends, but we have been short-staffed since Cecil retired. They haven’t appointed a new pathologist yet.’

‘That would explain it then.’

She looked at Jack with a certain amount of puzzlement in her eyes and said, ‘Explain what?’

‘The perfume. It’s Chanel Number five. I love the smell; it’s my favourite.’

Julie blushed slightly; she certainly found Jack attractive, but work had always got in the way of any social intercourse, so their paths had never mixed socially outside their working environment. Jack inspected the bodies at close quarters, while still crouched down. He surveyed the immediate vicinity looking for any signs of a clue as to why someone would murder a priest and a nun. He would unlikely find any clues here because they had been pulled from the canal. But it still had to be examined for any leads.

‘There is Saint Mary’s down the road from here,’ offered Julie, attempting to explain where they may have come from. ‘What do you think, Jack? It may be worth a shot. It might be that it also provides us with their names.’

‘I would very much doubt it, Julie.’

‘Why do you say that?’

‘Julie, tell me how many nuns you know would wear a five-hundred-pound pair of Jimmy Choo shoes. She is also wearing a wedding ring; and if I’m not mistaken, that bracelet she’s wearing would be solid gold. Twenty-four-carat, I would hazard a guess?’

‘She’s not wearing a bracelet,’ said Julie holding the nun’s hand while examining it.

‘I never mentioned her wrist. Try her right ankle. Tell me, Julie, do you know any nuns who would wear an ankle bracelet? Let me re-phrase that. How many nuns do you think could afford an ankle bracelet like that? That’s got to be at least a thousand pounds worth, maybe more?’

‘To answer your question, Jack, I don’t know any nuns. So, you’re saying you don’t think she’s a nun?’

‘I know she’s not a nun. That’s blindingly obvious. She’s wearing make-up as well, and expensive jewellery. Shoes that are way out of the league of a nun and most working people, and she is also wearing a wedding ring. So, I would guess he’s not a priest, either. Maybe they had been to a fancy-dress party?’

‘Do you suppose they are married to each other?’

‘Could be,’ said Jack. ‘Do us a favour and look under her habit for underwear, just to rule every possibility out.’

Julie carefully lifted the nun’s habit from the bottom hem until the corpse’s knickers were visible. They were very posh knickers, bought from a fashionable lady’s boutique.

‘Well, I guess you are right, she’s still wearing her knickers. No sign of sexual assault or of anything untoward having taken place. I guess you are also right about her not being a nun. I wouldn’t think a nun would be wearing a skimpy little thong like that?’ Jack leaned in close and saw a tiny black thong with a little red thrill edge. The priest, who was also very close, was wearing a watch. But not any old watch. He was wearing a Rolex, and it was no imitation. It was authentic. He was also wearing a wedding band on the third finger of his left hand. ‘So, are they a married couple out at a fancy-dress party who were mugged on their way home?’

‘Yes and no,’ replied Jack.

‘Sorry, I don’t follow you.’

‘Well,’ said Jack. ‘I think they may very well be married. But possibly, not to each other.’

‘Okay, Sherlock!’ Julie said sarcastically. ‘How do you make that one out?’

‘Simple, if a married couple were out to a fancy-dress party, I’m sure she wouldn’t be wearing if you could describe those knickers as wearable, a thong like that. So, I suspect, and I may very well be wrong, that she’s wearing them for him because, maybe, just maybe, they are having an affair?’

‘Very flimsy Jack, you wouldn’t get my vote on that one,’ said Julie.

‘Yes, but factor into the equation that they were not mugged.’

‘How do you work that out then, clever clogs?’

‘Simple. With that amount of expensive jewellery, they would not be walking around this area at night and would have taken a taxi. And, my dear Julie, if they had been mugged, the muggers would almost certainly have taken his watch and probably her rings, and the bracelet. I am also certain that if you conduct a forensic search of their clothes, you will probably find a wallet on him. In the immediate vicinity, her handbag will turn up with everything in tacked. So, that would leave a motive to put on this. Jealous partner, possibly? Maybe something altogether more sinister? Who knows until we find out more about them.’ 

A uniformed police officer approached Jack and told him there was at least a witness to part of the crime. He introduced the man to Jack, as Michael Smyth.

‘Hi Michael, you don’t mind me calling you Michael, do you?’ Michael Smyth nodded in the affirmative. ‘I am Detective Chief Inspector Jack Wigginton. I would be grateful if you could tell me everything you told the Constable. Take your time and try to remember as much as you can. Even if it seems insignificant to you, it might help us.’

‘Well,’ said Michael Smyth, ‘I was walking Dora. She’s my Jack Russell,’ he glanced down at his dog. ‘I walk her down this towpath most nights. It’s quiet along here; to be fair, you don’t get a lot of noise or rowdy youths along this stretch, as a rule. As I approached the bridge, I was suddenly taken by surprise. No, shock would be a better description. There were two sudden loud bangs in quick succession. At first, I thought it might have been kids messing about with fireworks. I shouted for Dora to come to me. When she got here, I knelt and put her lead back on. Dora then decided to answer a call of nature. When she had finished, I took out a bag and cleaned the mess up. Then, I thought it might be best to walk back where we had come from. Just in case, you know? Just then, I heard a loud splash in the water and saw many ripples and water splashing upwards. Followed seconds later by an equally big splash as something else entered the water. I was curious as to what it was, but also a bit afraid. So, I just walked a little way towards the bridge. That’s when I noticed what looked like a body floating face down in the canal. Then it dawned on me that it wasn’t one object, but there were two similar objects in the water. When I got closer, I could see they were bodies. That’s when I rang the emergency services. Then you lot turned up.’

‘And you didn’t see anyone else?’

‘No. No one.’

‘And you’re sure about that?’

‘Well, thinking about it now, I did hear a car with its engine running. So, it must have been on the road above the bridge. And, if I think about it, I remember seeing someone on the bridge who may have got into the car.’

‘Did you get a look at their face?’ 

‘No, they had their back to me when they walked towards what may have been the car on the bridge. And it was dark as well. Besides, whoever it was, had got one of those hoodies on, it may have been black, or navy blue. It was definitely dark!’

‘So, you think it may have been youths?’

‘Normally, with a hoodie on like that, I would say yes, but thinking about it, whoever it was, would have more than likely been an adult. They had quite broad shoulders, or at least I think they did. And I’m afraid that’s about as much as I can remember.’

‘You didn’t catch a glimpse of the car, did you, as it drove down the road?’

‘I did see a quick glimpse of the back end of a car, but it disappeared quite quickly.’

‘Colour or make?’

‘Colour was dark, maybe blue or black.’

‘Make?’

‘I would say, Three Series BMW, about two years old.’

‘You seem very positive about the make and model, since you didn’t see it. Any reason for that?’

‘Yes, I own a garage. I am a mechanic. I would know the sound of that engine anywhere.’

‘Well, Mr. Smyth, thank you for your assistance; you’ve been very helpful. We may very well contact you again. If you could give your address to the Constable over there, I would be very grateful.’

‘He’s already taken my address.’

‘Oh, just as a matter of interest, how long?’

‘Sorry, how long what?’

‘How long from when you heard the bangs, to when you had got Dora back on her lead, and cleaned up, before you heard the splashes?’ 

Michael Smyth paused for a moment, computing in his head how long.

‘Probably somewhere between four and a half, and five minutes, or thereabouts.’ Jack Wigginton thanked Michael Smyth. He was then joined by Detective Sergeant Jane Roscoe, who had wandered onto the crime scene, complete with white Tyvek overalls and gloves. Sergeant Jane Roscoe, referred to as Roscoe by many of her colleagues, was Jack Wigginton’s trusted Lieutenant. They had a good working relationship and often shared a pint in the local at the end of their shift.

‘Hi, Governor; I got here as soon as I heard. What’s the story?’

‘Oh! Haven’t just got you out of the pub, have I, Roscoe?’

‘No, Governor, I was going to wash my hair and have an early night.’

‘Well, what we have here is a double homicide by the looks of it.’

‘Do we know who they are?’

‘Not yet. We are still investigating the bodies, aren’t we, Julie?’

‘Yes, Jack, we are. Evening Jane, how are you?’

‘Fine, Julie. Any clues yet?’

‘Well, they certainly aren’t a priest or a nun. Are they, Jack?’

‘Not by looking at the jewellery. I would say they are probably away from their normal haunts. This would be alien territory for them, one would assume.’ 

A police Constable approached Jack and interrupted his thoughts.

‘Excuse me, Sir; you might want to look at something on the bridge.’ 

‘What would I wish to be looking at, Constable?’ The Constable held up a small polythene evidence bag. Inside it was what appeared to be the end clasp, of a black or maybe navy-blue zip. It took much work to discern in the artificial light that the fire brigade lamps were shining around the canal bank. The exact colour at this instant in time was of secondary importance. ‘And the significance of this is, Constable?’

‘Well Sir, it was found roughly where the victims came over the bridge wall. On the footpath above. I wondered if it might be off the jacket or hoodie that the person who threw the bodies over the bridge was wearing?’

‘Excellent work, Constable...?’ 

‘Franklyn, Sir. SOCO has already photographed its position.’

‘Very good spot; I’ll mention this to your Sergeant.’

‘Thank you, Sir.’

Jack took the forensics evidence bag from the Constable and examined it in the poor light, by holding it slightly to the left of the lighting’s glare. He passed it to Julie and asked her if she could get this examined when she returned to the laboratory. He thought it was possible that it might not have anything to do with the murders; however, it also crossed his mind that when they did find a suspect, it might just supply a substantiating link between the crime scene and the murderer, or murderers. She took the bag from Jack and looked at it against the light. She noted, as did Jack, that a designer motif on the zipper clasp ended with the letters AJ.

‘Jack, I recognise the motif AJ, but I can’t quite remember where from. Still, it’ll come back to me soon enough.’

She popped the bag into her crime scene case and labelled it against the exact location at which it was discovered.

‘Jane, could you see if we have any CCTV cameras in any direction from this bridge, but specifically any going from the top of the bridge down towards the left side of the road, going away from here? It’s the direction the vehicle travelled in, immediately after the two bodies were dumped over the bridge.’

‘I’m ahead of you there, Guv’. I’ve called it in already. As we speak, the factory is already pulling the footage to check it.’ The factory was a name they gave to the police station where they worked. 
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CHAPTER 2
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‘Did our problem manifest itself as we had expected?’ Asked Sir Walter Smart, the CEO of American Irish Equity International Banking limited.

‘Not really, Sir Walter. The end of trading went well. We have made good gains on the sterling. We were five cents up on yesterday,’ said his deputy CEO.

The party they were attending was a charity auction for a local organisation supplying relief to Syria and Iraq. Reconnecting fresh water supplies, supplying medicine, food, and architectural support for when the ongoing fighting in the country eventually ended. Building work would have to begin to replace much-needed infrastructure that had been destroyed in large swathes during the conflict between various warring factions, during the bloody, and desperate battles that had taken place in the fight for control. Battles that had made most civilians in this area reliant on outside help. It was now looking ever likely that an end to the out-and-out fighting on the ground could be on the horizon. However, it would inevitably lead to the dispersal of terrorist fighters, battle-hardened combatants, desperate in their actions, who would scatter undercover inside other countries and Syria. They would probably continue some aspect of guerrilla warfare from wherever they ended up. It was felt they would not be defeated but propagate terrorist attacks in Europe. 

This party was for the rich and powerful, bankers, financiers, hedge fund managers, and stock market speculators—people who wanted to be seen as compassionate, caring, and sympathetic. Many probably were, but they also saw an opportunity to further their causes while helping less fortunate people. The event they were attending, was a vicars and nuns fancy dress party. About one hundred and eighty people were attending, who had paid a thousand pounds each for a ticket.

The charity auction was being held in a large conference room. It was inside the bank, just for these sorts of functions. It nestled between the top floor, mainly a computer storage facility, and the floor below, which housed the senior managers, and executives’, offices. 

The food had been the whole package—Cordon Bleu cuisine. Starters, main courses, and desserts were served with large amounts of alcohol, by waitpersons and servers at the top of their given profession. No expense had been spared for these well-heeled people. The best expected the best, even if it was for a worthy charity cause. 

It was around ten thirty in the evening, and one or two guests were gathering their belongings together and looking to exit this charity event. Reasons varied depending on who was asking and who was replying. The not-so-party animals made excuses that they needed to get back to relieve the babysitters. Early starts in the morning were a major excuse for an escape, and some people that had been up for nearly twenty-four hours already—a variety of excuses, of the true, of the not-so-true, and the damned right exaggerated.

A raffle had been drawn here tonight, and the prize to the highest bidder was the services of the CEO, Sir Walter Smart, for a day to do whatever chores were needed. A servant person for the day, if you like. It was all in the cause of charity. Sir Walter Smart was one of many who had been on offer. Junior executives had put themselves forward for auction for varied reasons known only to the participants themselves. The total for the services of these high rollers had raised an additional twenty-three thousand pounds—a not inconsiderable sum of money, and certainly nothing to be sniffed at.
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‘So, Jack, do you have any theory yet about the motive?’ Asked Julie.

‘Not yet. Could be any number of reasons? Jealous husband. Or the wife come to that. One thing I am sure of, is that it’s not a robbery gone wrong. That would be, of course, unless it were a robbery for a specific item.’

‘Such as?’

‘That, my dear Julie, will become clear when we get some background on our mystery couple. I will not speculate at this time, nor would I rule anything out, or in, just yet. Do we have any more forensics off the bridge?’

‘No, and that troubles me a little.’

‘Why?’

‘If they had been out of the car when shot, I would have expected to see blood splatter and brain residue on the bridge. And a not inconsiderable amount of it.’

‘So, he or she shot them in the car?’

‘Maybe, but if that were so, you would expect to see shattered glass from a bullet through one of the car’s windows as it left the other side of the head. There isn’t any. Furthermore, if it hadn’t gone through the glass, the shot must have been in the car at an angle where the bullet would have exited through the bodywork’s metal. So far, metal detectors have picked up no discernible metal remnants, yet. I know it’s inconclusive at this point, but it’s unlikely that either of them was killed here, Jack.’

‘Interesting? How long would you say they have been dead?’

‘Looking at the fact that rigour hasn’t set in yet, maybe one or two hours, hard to say without running further tests.’

‘Interesting. So, that means wherever they were leaving from, always assuming it was some fancy dress do, to getting murdered, to ending up here, it must be a relatively short space of time? That would indicate a reasonably close location. Possibly?’

‘Yes, I would assume that’s quite probable.’

‘Well, Julie, let’s look at the facts. One, it’s probably been about an hour and twenty minutes since they entered the water, going on from what Mr Smyth says, that he heard and saw. That’s always considering that he is telling the truth, and I have no reason to disbelieve him. Two, rigour mortice hasn’t set in yet.’

‘Yes, Jack, but rigour mortice can take between two and six hours.’

‘Yes, Julie, but if you look at his neck, there is a red mark. I would hazard a guess that it’s lipstick. If it’s hers, and I have no reason to think otherwise, she would be more likely to be kissing him after the evening rather than before. You know, alcohol, inhibitions, and all that. Consider the fact that it’s now twelve-thirty. Let’s just say for argument's sake, our couple left wherever they were, about ten thirty-ish. That puts them here given the circumstances, and known timings, not long after, say, possibly ten to twenty minutes later? So, we need to work out a range of how far to look.’

‘You could be right, but I’d rather wait for some results to come back and see where we are when we have a complete picture.’

‘I understand what you’re saying, Julie, but I must move quickly before the trail goes cold.’

‘Well, it’s no different from any ordinary murder, we gather the evidence, and you follow the clues, and from there on, you draw your conclusions, follow the trail, and put the puzzle together.’

‘Quite correct, Julie, but this case would appear different. One thing is, I don’t believe this is an ordinary murder, if such a thing exists. Looking at the facts, this looks like a professional hit. A cold-blooded execution. Bullets in the back of their heads. No evidence at the scene, hardly. I would bet that when we find the car. Correction, if we find the car, it will be burnt out and turn out to have been stolen, probably in the last few days. So, no, this doesn’t feel right. Something is out of kilter, but I can’t put my finger on it yet!’
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CHAPTER 3
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Sir Walter Smart answered his cell phone. He spoke at length in private, excusing himself from the main body of people still dancing at the fancy dress party. Sir Walter had moved outside onto a balcony area. The noise from the party was dampened out once Sir Walter had shut the doors behind himself. Music could be heard as a background annoyance, but only just. It did not detract from the call that he was involved with. 

‘Are we sure that it’s been taken care of? The honest answer is, I don’t know for sure, but I would be confident that all roads won’t lead back to you.’

There was a pause in the conversation from Sir Walter’s end of the phone while he listened to the person on the other end. The call had an edge in its tone. A tone that put Sir Walter into a slightly raised state of agitation. The call ended after a couple of minutes. Sir Walter gazed out over London’s square mile. The square mile where he was feared and admired in equal measure. He pondered the call that had just ended and wondered how he had been dragged into this situation.
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Jack Wigginton sat at his desk; it was about one thirty a.m. when Sergeant Jane Roscoe walked in. 

‘Any news yet, Jane?’

‘We have got hold of the CCTV footage from the nearest cameras each way. Something has shown up, and it’s a couple dressed like a nun and a priest getting into a taxi, that pulled up along the side of them. They got close to the car’s window to speak to the driver. So, it would appear to be our victims, but there also appeared to be someone else in the taxi.’

‘Have you got a registration on the taxi yet, Jane?’

‘Yes, we have, but there is something else.’

‘What else?’

‘Well, they are false plates from a stolen vehicle taken the day before yesterday.’

‘Well, no surprise there then?’

‘Well, yes and no. No, because they get in the taxi, and it does look like one of the figures in the car seems to be pointing something, possibly a gun. Whoever it is, looks to be in the passenger side. But here is the weird thing. Another camera further down the road does not pick the taxi up again. It’s a thirty-mile-an-hour stretch of road; it should take less than three minutes to pass at that speed. But it doesn’t appear anywhere again. So, I think we might be safe in assuming they were murdered somewhere in between, then put into the BMW, maybe. And that always assumes Mr. Smyth is correct with his version of events?’

‘Excellent work, Jane; at least it gives us somewhere to widen our search?’

‘The really weird thing though, Guv’, the number plates?’ Jane paused for a second.

‘Well, spit it out, Jane; you have already told me they were false.’

‘The plates don’t match the taxi, that is correct, but they were, four days ago, on a car flagged up on our computer as not to stop under any circumstances.’

Jack Wigginton straightened up in his seat and leaned forward like he’d been given some shocking news. He looked at Jane, and the expression on his face conveyed what he had already thought; something was not quite right about this case. Not stopping under any circumstances could only mean a few things. Criminals under investigation; or it might just be spooks, the secret service. That could explain certain aspects of this case, whatever this case was.

*
[image: image]


Sir Walter Smarts’ phone buzzed again. He walked back out onto the balcony for a second time in ten minutes; he answered the phone. He spoke for a few minutes assuring the person on the other end that he would take care of everything. Then, he clicked the phone connection down and shut off the signal to the caller. He held his phone in his hand, and once again, he looked out over the square mile and pondered how deeply he could be getting involved. Once more, he swiped his phone and inputted his pin code. He then looked up a number stored in the phone book. Then once again, he rang the same number for a second time tonight. Finally, a voice on the other end spoke. 

Sir Walter then told the person that, ‘We have a problem; the police already suspect something may be wrong.’

The person on the other end said, ‘You have nothing to worry about; leave it to me. I will make it go away.’

The call ended again, and Sir Walter felt reassured that all was okay. 
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Back at the factory, Jack was trying to ponder all the variables in this case. 

‘Jane, have we had any luck with a handbag or a wallet, yet?’

‘Nothing on either of them, neither has anything turned up yet from the canal; However, Guv’.’

Jack looked at Jane, waiting for her to share with him whatever it was. Jane always liked to hesitate for effect.

‘Well, Jane, will you keep me waiting all night or put me out of my misery and tell me what you have found?’

Jane Roscoe explained to Jack, that all the CCTV footage from all the local cameras around that area had been down. From the bridge to the next junction, all the way down to the square mile area. They had all been switched off around the time the bodies had been deposited into the canal. Jack looked at Jane with a certain amount of bewilderment. She could see that the cogs were turning over in his mind. He leaned back in his chair, stretched his right hand to his desktop, and scooped up his pen. It was an Aston Villa pen, he had purchased it from their souvenir shop, on a trip to a match he had attended last year, just before he was promoted and transferred from Birmingham to London. Jack had been a keen football fan. He grew up supporting Aston Villa, because his father had been a season ticket holder for over forty years. As the old saying went, ‘Like father, like son.’ He, like most sons, had become a typical football club supporter, by proxy. He carefully scribbled something down on a notepad on his desk. He then pulled the back end of the pen up to his mouth and rested it against his lips. 

He looked back up at Jane and spoke, ‘Well, Roscoe, that’s knackered it. I was hoping we might have gotten some information from the CCTV. But how typical when you need them, they’re not working.’

‘Well, that’s the problem. They were down from ten-thirty-six p.m. until just after twelve-fifteen a.m. They are working now though. Which is a little bit inconvenient, or convenient, depending on whichever perspective you look at it?’

Jack stood up from his chair and told Jane that he just had to pop out.

‘Where are you going, Guv’?’

‘Just going to check out the murder scene again, to see if we missed anything. While I am gone, continue trying to find out what you can. Usual stuff, see if anybody’s reported a missing husband or wife. That might give us something to go on.’

Jack drove out of the yard in his Vauxhall Insignia. He returned from where he was based, driving the few miles back towards the murder scene. Jack drove his car very carefully, but steadily. He looked all the while at every building, factory unit, and pieces of waste ground. All the time, something was bugging him. How come they were captured on CCTV getting into a vehicle, but after that, all the other cameras were out of action until after they were killed?

Jack slowed his Vauxhall Insignia about a hundred yards from the bridge above the murder scene. He pulled to a stop and got out. He walked around the area near the bridge. A mixed collage of small factory units was dotted in and around the route to the bridge, in between a scrub of waste ground, breaking up factory units into separate small oases of industry. There was also a scrap metal dealer. The yard had a high fence around it, topped with razor wire. It protected old, disused, and abandoned vehicles that were neatly stacked against the surrounding fence. Jack surveyed the factory units and the scrap yard. He was unsure what he was looking for, but Jack was sure he would recognise any clue, as and when it presented itself. He was reasoning that they might have been murdered somewhere around here, deducing this from the fact that the witness had heard what he believed to be fireworks, or maybe gunshots, when he was under the bridge. Jack believed they might have been transferred into the BMW, after being shot, so there was confusion in the events and few fixed and static clues. There again, it might be that the BMW was just for an escape. A confusion that would help to diversify events and disrupt any investigation. Jack strolled along the path to the bridge, looking around to try and spot anything that may have been overlooked—gazing over towards the canal from the side edge of the bridge. It was still a hive of activity. A forensic tent had been erected up on the towpath. Jack turned around and leaned against the side of the bridge, on the other side of the blue and white police tape, that was protecting the evidence. He gazed back down the road to the factory units, and the scrap yard. Suddenly something triggered in his mind. The neurons in his brain were busy making connections, networks that would suddenly bring a revelation into his thinking. When Jack walked to his car, looking around, it hit him whilst he stood next to the scrap yard. But, of course, why had he not thought about this before?
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Back at the factory, a storm was brewing in Jack’s absence. As he arrived back there, he was not prepared for what awaited him. He parked his Vauxhall in his space, which displayed a nameplate depicting it was his possession, at least at this nick. That was when he noticed a Jaguar, parked in another space. He recognised that it was a vehicle that belonged to Robert Hawthorn. Jack had what could be best termed as a polite but fractious relationship with him. Robert Hawthorn was, to an extent, Jack Wigginton’s one-time nemesis. They had known each other for years, and both had a grudging admiration for each other, although it was nothing that showed.

Robert Hawthorn was the new Assistant Commissioner, of the Metropolitan police force or, the A.C., for short. Jack walked into the nick and made his way towards his office. When he entered, he was presented with the A.C., sitting at his desk. Sat on the righthand side of Jane Roscoe’s workstation, was a stranger, whom Jack did not recognise. He looked like he could be an undercover cop, with dark hair, a few days of stubbly beard, and a pale complexion. He certainly had the look of an undercover cop written all over him: Scruffy T-shirt, dark grey jeans with holes in the knees. The killer detail was the hoodie he was wearing. Classic street credibility for an undercover cop, Jack thought to himself. Robert Hawthorn stood up as Jack walked towards his desk and held an outstretched arm towards him.

‘Chief Inspector Wigginton, how’s it going?’ It riled Jack, as he believed they were old enough acquaintances to be called by his first name, Jack. He knew Robert Hawthorn always did this to annoy him, and wind him up.

‘Fine, thank you, Sir. What brings you down here at this deathly hour?’

‘Please, Detective Chief Inspector, this is informal; call me Robert.’

Jack was slightly taken aback by this show of friendliness towards himself. So, it was okay for Hawthorn to be referred to as Robert, but not for him to call him Jack. The man sitting at Jane Roscoe’s desk stood up and moved closer towards Jack. Robert Hawthorn raised his left arm side-wards to gesture in the direction of this stranger in their midst.

‘Jack, this is Inspector Joe Mansell; Joe is going to take over the double murder inquiry that occurred at the canal last night.’ Jack looked at Robert Hawthorn with a level of contempt. This is why he’s knocking about at this time of the morning. Jack surmised.

‘With the greatest respect, Sir, we don’t need another head on this investigation. My team can more than oversee all the excitement, Sir.’ 

‘Sorry, Jack, he won’t be joining your team. His team are going to take over this investigation. Full stop!’

‘What team would that be, Sir?’

Joe Mansell stepped forward and held out a hand in Jack’s direction. Unfortunately, he did not reciprocate the gesture.

‘This is not open for discussion, Jack. Joe and his team are taking over this inquiry, and you must hand over all you have gathered so far.’

‘Sorry, Sir, who’s his team? And no disrespect, mate,’ Jack said while turning to look in Joe Mansell’s direction. ‘What makes you think your team are better placed than mine to run this investigation?’

‘Sorry, but this case is now the authority of special branch. And I’m sorry, but I can’t discuss this with you. However, I must insist that you hand over all data and forensic information you have gathered so far, Sir?’ Said Inspector Joe Mansell. 

‘Jack do not fight me on this. It’s come from above me, and you have just got to follow orders, like I am,’ said Robert Hawthorn. 

At that moment, half a dozen officers walked into the room and visited every desk. They requested, and removed any information, or data that had been gathered. Then, various officers around the room handed over anything they had obtained.

‘I don’t understand this. So, it’s a double homicide, and that is our jurisdiction, surely?’

‘Not this time, Jack; it’s national security; that’s all I know.’

After a few minutes, Joe Mansell and his team started to leave with a final parting shot.

‘I hardly need to tell you this information is now restricted and sensitive. As such, you are requested not to discuss it with anyone outside these walls.’ 

Joe Mansell turned and walked out of the room, followed by his team. They were carrying a small cardboard box, with very small amounts of information, that had been committed to paper. There were also a couple of flash drives that held the contents that were on Jack’s team’s computers. They had copied the data and then wiped the computers clean. 
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The next morning, Jack walked into the office a little later than usual. He had not got home until nearly three a.m. He had struggled to sleep due to certain worrying aspects of the case and the unexpected intervention of the security services. Jack was a dogmatic stickler for getting to the truth. He didn’t take kindly to losing a case, and this one was worse because it had stimulated his curiosity. And now, as much as he had been told otherwise, Jack didn’t want to let it go. Although he realised that’s what should happen. It would certainly help his cause if he knew who the murdered couple were.

Sitting down at his desk and scanning the morning newspapers was a ritual. It was something Jack did every morning if he had the chance. It was the only concession to normality that he could enjoy since being promoted. Besides, it let him get a handle on current new cases. Sometimes a case in the news might cross over into one of his investigations. 

Sergeant Jane Roscoe walked into the office and stood behind Jack. She looked over his shoulder at the newspaper, reading the headlines, and spoke, ‘I see we might be getting more support in the future then, Guv’.’     

‘Morning, Jane. And yes, we could be getting some more help in the future. Apparently, in her infinite wisdom, Mrs McCorkindale has decided so.’  

‘Do you think the Prime Minister will get the new anti-terror laws passed?’  

‘Well, I don’t think she would have gotten it through the house of commons before last month’s terror attack. But after the death of forty-five members of the public, in that shopping centre suicide attack, in Bristol, I think there is a definite appetite for the measures to be introduced. And that could be interesting as well.’  

‘What’s that, Guv’?’  

‘Well, Jane, it’s only a little piece. It would normally be much bigger news, but because of the terror attacks, it’s only made a small paragraph. That massive tech company, I Tec partners, is merging with that big phone company, Roll com.’ 

‘Doesn’t Roll Com have some commercial link up with GCHQ?’

‘Yes, I believe so, Jane. Not sure how that is going to work. A Chinese Tec company linking up with Roll com, one of our biggest communications companies that has an input into our security at GCHQ. Still, ours is not to question why.’
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Later that day, in the House of Commons, the Prime Minister, Mrs. McCorkindale, stood up in the despatch box to address parliament. She had addressed the house on this issue nearly six months ago. At that time, it failed to secure a vote in favour of her new Prevention of terrorism act. The reason was generally accepted that the passage of this law would probably be considered too totalitarian to be compatible with Western democracy. Later that day, the vote in the Commons sailed through with a comfortable twenty-six-vote majority. It contrasted quite significantly with a lost vote on the same issue, six months earlier when defeated by four votes.  
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Jack Wigginton perused the paper further. Then he said, ‘I see Lord Schudders, Mrs. McCorkindale’s ex-foreign office minister, has been appointed to the American Irish Equity International bank’s board of directors. But hey, Roscoe, some people never have to get their hands dirty, do they, not like the way we clean up everyone else’s mess?’  

‘Sorry, Sir, I don’t know who he is?’  

‘It’s not anything important. But, Roscoe, do you want to check out that witness, Mr James, from the Lucas murder last week? To see if he has remembered anything new, you never know, he might have had a brain makeover since then?’  

‘Okay, Guv’. What are you going to be doing?’  

‘I don’t know; I’ll find myself something to run through. Give us a call if anything has been remembered, though I doubt if it will have been?’ 

After Roscoe had left the station, to visit the witness for the Lucas murder, Jack decided to take another look at last night’s murder site, despite having been unceremoniously dumped off the case. It was a fair assumption that Jack was still miffed about it. The introduction of Joe Mansell from special branch and having been warned off the case had certainly piqued his interest. Besides, it was a murder, or rather a double homicide. And in Jack’s book, it was on his manor, so he should be the one to investigate. Jack grabbed his car keys and jacket and went out to his Vauxhall. He pulled out of the station and drove slowly towards the scene of last night’s incident.

The traffic was reasonably heavy but no more than normal at this time. He stopped about a hundred yards from the bridge, where the bodies had been deposited. Jack got out of his car, put his jacket on, and flicked the button on his key fob to lock his car. He stood and looked around the surrounding area. He had spotted a traffic camera. Probably one of the cameras that had not been conveniently switched-on last night. Jack walked slowly and purposefully in the direction of the bridge; However, he wandered off into the scrap yard he had spotted last night. It was about twenty yards away from the bridge on the other side of the road.   

It was what would be expected of a breaker’s yard: Broken-up cars, oily dirt on the floor and shards of scrap metal buried into it. Oily water puddles littered the ground like tiny bomb impacts. An office was positioned at the back of the yard; it was a portacabin-style configuration. It had two functional windows, a door with a step up to it and a small handrail. The outside of the cabin was covered in a stippled effect, grey coating. There was a light on inside. A couple of people were milling around, maybe employees. Someone in the yard was using an acetylene gas welder or a plasma cutter. Its bright blue flame, very intense and casting reflected dappled shadows around like dancing sprites. Its appearance resembled a mini firework display, of sparks arcing away from the metal and flame.   

‘Can I help you mate?’ Came a voice from the side of the yard.   

Jack turned around to look at a man dressed in oil-soaked blue overalls. He reached into his inside jacket pocket and pulled out his warrant card. He flipped it open and thrust it towards the man’s face and said, ‘I am Detective Chief Inspector Jack Wigginton, from the Murder squad. I was wondering if we could have a chat?’    

‘You better step into the office then,’ said the man.   

Jack followed him in and sat at a corner desk. The man in the overalls asked how he could help. They chatted for a couple of minutes. 

‘Was anyone working here late last night, and if so, did they hear any gunshots?’ Jack asked.   

‘No, chief, we were all locked up and gone by six, maybe quarter past. Usually, we finish up at around five, but we were trying to clear a couple of vehicles before we left.’  

‘Oh well, it was worth a try. Thanks for your help, anyway.’  

‘So, where was the murder then?’ The man in the overalls inquired.  

‘By the canal bridge, over the road.’   

‘That’s funny
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