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This book is for Allan Campbell Reid Jardine, my main man, 
my son. Although this dedication will embarrass the hell out of him, 
the world needs to know just how proud of him I am.




One

‘How’s she doing?’ asked Neil McIlhenney.

‘Maggie?’ Mario McGuire’s heavy black eyebrows rose. ‘For a woman who’s just had her womb and ovaries removed because of cancer, and who’s in the middle of follow-up chemotherapy, she’s doing bloody well. But why are you asking me? Why haven’t you been to see her yourself?’

‘I haven’t been given the okay.’

‘Come again?’

‘Her sister said she would phone me when she was ready for visitors.’

‘Her sister?’ Mario snorted. ‘Look, Bet’s only just come back into her life after fifteen years or so. She doesn’t know who’s who. You’re not bloody “visitors”; you’re family, as near as damn it. Phone her first, just to make sure she’ll be in, then get your arse down to Gordon Terrace and pay her a visit.’

‘Will do. How’s the baby?’

A big smile creased McGuire’s swarthy features. ‘Stephanie Margaret is blooming. She’s up to six and a half pounds, and she’s absolutely drop-dead gorgeous.’

‘Who does she take after?’

‘Her mother, mostly; it looks like she’s going to have the same red hair. But if you look closely, around her eyes, you can see her dad in her: you can see Stevie.’

Neil frowned. ‘Will that be good for Maggie? It’s only a couple of months since he was killed.’

‘Wee Steph can’t be anything but good for her. She’s what her life’s all about now; she’s her reason to beat this damn disease. And she will, too.’

‘What if she doesn’t?’

Detective Chief Superintendent Mario McGuire’s face had always been his weakness as an interrogator. Invariably, his feelings were written across it. At his friend’s question, it darkened. ‘That’s not an option,’ he growled.

‘That’s what I said about my Olive, when she was in treatment. The trouble is, mate, sometimes strength of will isn’t enough. I know that the surgeon was optimistic after the operation, but you can never take anything for granted. So I’m asking you. What if she doesn’t make it? How will you feel?’

‘What do you mean, how will I feel? How the fuck do you think I’ll feel?’

‘Like you’re feeling now: guilty. Only ten times worse.’

Mario’s mouth opened, but the words of denial died in his throat. He shrugged his shoulders helplessly. ‘Wouldn’t you, in the same circumstances? Suppose you had walked out on Olive and the kids . . . not that I’m saying you ever would have . . . and then she’d taken ill.’

McIlhenney nodded. ‘Sure, if that had happened I’d have torn myself apart . . . but I’d have done it anyway, for having been such an idiot. Chum, our circumstances, yours and mine, can’t ever be the same. Your marriage was over, yours and Maggie’s. Splitting up was the biggest favour you could have done each other. You let her enjoy the happiest time of her life with Stevie, and she let you and Paula get together as you should have done years before.’

‘Her happiness didn’t last long, though, did it?’

‘No, but what the hell has that to do with you? You didn’t set the booby-trap that Stevie walked into: you didn’t kill him. Dražen Boras did that, beyond a shadow of a doubt. If I’d been on duty at that time, it could just as easily have been me that went through the door and triggered the grenade. If you’d been nearest the scene, it would have  been you. Suppose it had been, and Stevie was still alive, would Mags be going on a guilt trip right now? Would she hell!’

‘But that’s not what happened.’

‘Aw, for fu . . . Look, Mario, before you give yourself any more grief, go back and see Maggie, and ask her whether she harbours the slightest grudge against you for leaving her. Know what she’ll do? First she’ll laugh, and then she’ll thank you for it.’

‘Maybe.’

‘No “maybe” about it. Know what you really should do?’

McGuire shrugged again; a small, slightly sheepish grin crossed his face. ‘Seems like you’re in the fucking Mastermind chair, so you’d better tell me.’

‘You should go home to Paula, give her a very large hug and thank your luckiest star that it wasn’t you went through that door.’

‘That’s advice I don’t mind taking.’ He checked his watch. ‘Or, I should say, I won’t in about seven hours. But for now, is this just a social call, or do you have something to tell me? Is Edinburgh ablaze with crime?’

Detective Superintendent McIlhenney looked at the head of CID, then rolled his eyes. ‘In the second week of the July Trades Holiday? You have to be kidding. If you didn’t insist on the two of us meeting at ten o’clock every Monday morning, then I wouldn’t be here. I’d have gone fishing,’ he paused, ‘or maybe I’d have gone out and pulled off a couple of robberies, just to give my people something to do.’

‘Are you telling me that we’re victims of our own success?’

‘That’s a nice way of putting it. I don’t have a single serious unsolved crime on my books. I’ve got detectives sitting on their hands in every office in the city. I can’t even send them out to do crime-prevention lectures, because the schools are on holiday, and just about every other bugger along with them.’

‘How are the burglary stats? Holidays mean empty houses, ready to be broken into.’

‘That’s become a problem for the uniforms, rather than us.  Nowadays empty houses mean burglar alarms going off in the middle of the night, but nine times out of ten . . . no, that’s not true, it’s more like nineteen out of twenty . . . it’s been caused by a spider walking across a sensor.’

‘Tell me about it,’ McGuire grunted. ‘Ours went off the other night because Paula left a window open in the living room; the wind got up in the middle of the night and blew a door shut. The alarm company called it in but, thank Christ, the control room recognised the name and address, and called me to check it out before they despatched a car.’

‘That would have looked good in the Evening News. But no,’ McIlhenney continued, ‘even burglary’s going out of fashion. And street muggings are down too: Brian Mackie’s extra patrols in high-risk areas seem to be doing the job there.’

‘Good for the new ACC. A few more like him and we’ll be hearing the word “redundancy” around this building.’

‘It won’t come to that.’ The superintendent chuckled. ‘Our deputy chief constable will be back from his sabbatical soon; Bob Skinner attracts trouble like a magnet attracts pins.’

‘True. He’s got another fortnight off, hasn’t he?’

‘That’s right, but he’s thinking about coming back next week.’

‘Is he at home?’

‘No. His kids are off to spend the summer with their mum in the US and he’s at his place in Spain for a couple of weeks.’

‘Alone?’

‘No, the Scottish Parliament’s in recess, so Aileen’s gone with him.’

‘Do you think this new relationship will last?’

‘Bob and the First Minister? Yeah, I reckon it will. She’s been great for him, just when he’s needed it. I was really worried about him for a while, after that armed incident up in St Andrews. I even thought we might have lost him; with that and his marriage break-up coming so close together, I was afraid he might have walked away from the job. Thank God for Aileen de Marco, I tell you; she helped him through  it, and got him refocused. Now, six months on, he’s as contented as I’ve ever seen him.’

McGuire made a small sound of agreement. ‘Identifying Boras as the man who killed Stevie,’ he said, ‘that helped him too, I reckon. You should have seen him interrogate the key witness. He even scared me shitless, and I was on his side of the table.’

‘He’d get a bigger lift if we actually caught the bastard. Have you had any more feedback on that?’

‘I make a point of asking every week. I wish to Christ it was our inquiry, not the Northumbrian force’s . . . and I think they’re beginning to feel that way too. I’m becoming a nuisance to them . . . not that I’m apologising for it . . . but the story I’m getting hasn’t hanged. “We believe that Dražen Boras is in the USA and we’ve asked the FBI to assist in tracking him down.” Big help that is! I bloody well know he’s in the USA: it was the DCC and me who told them so. We also told them they’d need political pressure to stir the FBI into action, and that’s where they’re failing. Maybe we’ll get some movement when the big man gets back from Spain. He knows the buttons to push.’

‘Sure,’ said McIlhenney, grimly, ‘but nothing’s going to happen in a hurry . . . if it ever does. Boras will be well under cover by now; he’ll have a new identity, maybe even a surgically altered appearance. He’ll never come within our reach again.’

He started, as the mobile phone in his pocket began to vibrate. He took it out and flipped it open. ‘Yes?’ he said.

‘Sir, it’s Jack McGurk,’ a voice replied. ‘I’m in Corstorphine, up the hill, in a wooded area just above Murrayfield golf course.’

‘Crime scene?’

‘Maybe, sir; a suspicious death for now. I’m looking at the body of a young woman, fully clothed, lying on her back. Her eyes are closed and there’s no sign of a struggle.’

McIlhenney felt a prickling in the short hair on the back of his neck. ‘Jack,’ he ordered, ‘take a photo with your mobile and send it to me, on this number.’

‘Is that secure, sir?’

‘It’s as secure as we need for now. Do it.’ He closed the phone and held it in his hand.

‘What’s that?’ McGuire asked, his curiosity underlined by his expression.

‘Maybe nothing. Wait.’

After a few seconds the mobile vibrated once again. The superintendent opened it, and accessed the incoming picture message. He stared at the image, then whistled softly, and handed the open phone to McGuire.

The head of CID’s eyes widened. ‘Jesus,’ he whispered.

‘Yes,’ said McIlhenney. ‘Does that look familiar or what? We’d better get out there.’




Two

Andy Martin had a secret: well, maybe no longer a secret, as he had shared it with Karen, his wife, and with Bob Skinner, his closest friend, but it was definitely something that, with those two exceptions, he kept strictly to himself. The subject had not come up during the interview that had taken him to chief officer rank in the Tayside force. If it had, he doubted that he would be wearing the extra braid on his uniform.

The young Martin had been raised in a Christian family. He had been baptised and confirmed in the Roman Catholic Church; its values had been instilled in him throughout his childhood, and carried with him into his adult life. Yet he was in no way a prude. He had played rugby at near international level, and had been as ruthless as the game required. As a single man he had gathered a reputation as something of a swinger, with a succession of partners leading up to an ill-fated engagement to Alexis Skinner, Bob’s daughter. For a while, he had endured his friend’s wrath, but eventually they had been reconciled, and the bond between them renewed. In fact it was stronger than ever, and had survived the acrimonious break-up of that relationship.

Its ending had been due entirely to the influences that had moulded Martin’s character. He had loved Alex, but when she had terminated a pregnancy without consulting him, he had found it unforgivable. His Christianity was founded on the principles of the Ten Commandments, and although he and Alex had laughed about coveted asses,  when it came to ‘Thou shalt not kill’, he could find no room for compromise.

They had split and he had drifted into a couple of dangerous liaisons, before finding security with Karen Neville, a serving officer herself at that time. They were happy together, with Danielle, their toddler, and with another on the way, and if a small part deep within him still yearned occasionally for Alex, he managed to keep it suppressed. He felt a warm contentment as he glanced at his wife, sitting beside him at the coffee-table in their conservatory, enjoying a rare Monday together after Andy had spent the weekend supervising the policing of an outdoor music festival.

His secret? No, not that: the world knew he had carried a torch for Alex for a while. No, the elephant hiding in Andy Martin’s briefcase, the truth that might have constrained his career if he had brought it out into the open, had to do with drugs.

For much of his police service in Edinburgh, he had been involved in the suppression of the illegal trade, and in the pursuit and prosecution of users and dealers alike. In his time he had met a few cops who had been known to smoke a wee bit of grass, and he had let it be known quietly that if they ever indulged around him, he would do them, just like any other punter. On his arrival in Dundee, to take over the deputy chief’s post, he had made it just as clear that, however liberal public attitudes had become, any of his serving officers caught with cannabis, or any other proscribed drug, would be sacked.

And yet although he enforced the law on illegal narcotics as stringently as any officer in Scotland, privately Andy Martin did not agree with it. He had searched the teachings of his faith for grounds to justify the control or prohibition of what people might choose to take into their bodies, and had found none. There was nothing in the Ten Commandments that said, even by implication, ‘Thou shalt not take drugs’. And in his view, if there was no moral basis for a law, then that law was flawed.

While he recognised the terrible effects that hard drugs could have  on users and their families, he knew that control by prohibition was proving to be globally unsuccessful. His core belief was ‘prescription not proscription’. He felt, instinctively, that legalisation and licensing was the only long-term way to rid the streets of dealers and the world of their brutal suppliers. The US had proved in the Twenties and Thirties that legal prohibition of alcohol, another narcotic, was untenable, and governments around the world continued to draw much of their revenue from the taxation of tobacco. Therefore, as he saw it, if the same was recognised to be true of the narcotics trade, and it was legalised, regulated and taxed, with the resources currently devoted to the pursuit, prosecution and imprisonment of those involved in it being diverted to health education, society could only be improved.

Martin believed, sincerely, this to be true. But he knew with equal certainty that if he ever said so, publicly, he would be putting his career on the line. This had been brought home to him forcefully by Bob Skinner, a natural politician for all that he had said about the breed over the years.

‘Many people would agree with you, Andy,’ he had said, in one of their after-dinner discussions of the subject. ‘To be honest, when you put it like that, it’s difficult to see the counter-argument. The trouble is that many more people would disagree with you, vehemently, because that’s the way they’ve been conditioned to think. The truth is that you and I and the entire Association of Chief Police Officers could stand up and argue the case and it wouldn’t make any difference. Even if we did secure majority support in this country, even if decriminalisation became government policy, even if it became the goal of the entire European Union, it wouldn’t matter a damn. Any about-face of that size would have to be implemented internationally. First and foremost, the Americans would have to be on board, and believe me when I tell you that there is not the slightest chance of that happening. If you want my advice, keep your mouth shut and get on with the job.’

Martin smiled as he remembered Skinner’s finger jabbing into the table to emphasise every point.

‘What are you grinning at?’ Karen asked.

‘I’m recalling a lecture from my old mentor,’ he told her.

‘Which of the many?’

‘Something to do with this.’ He picked up a large white envelope from the table and handed it across to her, watching as she opened it and read the contents.

‘Director, Scottish Crime and Drug Enforcement Agency,’ she said. ‘It’s an application form. Did you send for it?’

‘No. Somebody in the Executive decided to circulate it to all assistant and deputy chief constables.’

‘Including Bob Skinner?’

‘I suppose so.’

‘Are you going to go for it?’

‘I dunno. What do you think?’

‘It’s a big job, high profile. A few years in there and you’d be favourite for the Strathclyde chief’s job when it comes up again . . . and that’s the biggest of the lot.’

‘That’s if there is a Strathclyde.’

‘What do you mean?’ asked Karen, intrigued.

He looked at her. ‘Within these glass walls . . . there’s a rumour that the Executive might consider merging all the Scottish forces and creating a single national constabulary.’ He paused. ‘Only it isn’t a rumour; it’s true. Aileen de Marco’s asked Bob to do a feasibility study, highly confidential, her eyes only. That’s how he’s spent a lot of his sabbatical. He’s done a potential command structure already. It stands up. I know because I’ve seen it; Bob’s been taking soundings among those senior colleagues he can trust to keep it to themselves. If it happens, it’ll even swallow the SCDEA; that’s part of the plan. It might still exist as a unit, but there would be no need for it to be a separate agency; its commander would report to the new commissioner.’

‘Commissioner? As in the Metropolitan?’

Andy nodded. ‘Yup. Bob’s thinking is that if this is to happen it’s best if the old structure changes completely. The posts of chief constable, deputy and assistants would disappear, or at least the titles would. There would be a commissioner and a deputy operating nationally, and assistant commissioners at regional level, running uniformed policing and community relations. There would be two criminal investigation units, each headed by another assistant commissioner. One of those would be the SCDEA, and the other would be an amalgamation of existing CID units, with a regional structure, but reporting to a national commander.’

‘All based in Edinburgh, I suppose. The Glaswegians will love that.’

‘No. The central command won’t be in either of the main cities. Bob’s plan is that it should be physically separated from the politicians. He’s proposing that it should be centred in Motherwell.’

‘Motherwell?’ Karen exclaimed.

‘Why not?’ Andy retorted. ‘It’s Bob’s home town.’

‘So there are no prizes for guessing who the first commissioner will be.’

Her husband laughed. ‘You can stop right there,’ he told her. ‘This is a study, that’s all. It works in principle. Greater London’s twice the size of Scotland in population terms, and it has a single force . . . if you ignore the City of Westminster force, which is small by any standard, an anomaly, really. Ontario’s another good comparison: bigger than us, but with a single police force. Bob’s done some research over there. But putting it into practice, that’s another thing altogether.’

‘Who’s to stop it?’

‘Aileen de Marco. She’s a tremendously powerful figure just now. She may lead a coalition administration, but what she says goes. If she wants it to happen it will, if not . . . forget it.’

‘And where does Bob stand on it?’

‘As far as I know, he’s neutral. He’s done it because Aileen asked him, that’s all.’

‘So,’ Karen continued, ‘while we’re waiting for the revolution,  what’s going to happen?’ She picked up the form. ‘Are you going to apply for this? Because I’m damn sure you’d get it.’

‘What about Bob?’

‘Come on, you know there’s no danger of him going after it.’

‘That’s true, so would you like me to?’

‘Your career, your decision. I’ll support you, either way.’

‘In that case . . . I won’t bother.’ He ran his fingers through his thick blond hair. ‘It sounds glamorous, but I doubt whether my heart would be in it, for a reason which will remain between you and me.’

‘Ah, Andy’s drugs philosophy, is it? I can see how that might make it difficult. Does that mean you’ve settled for this nice quiet backwater?’

His green eyes drilled into her until his face creased into a smile. ‘That will be the day, my love. No, there’s something in the wind for me, and it might not be too long till it blows to our door. Until then, we’ll both have to be patient and bide our time in leafy Tayside.’




Three

‘How long has she been here?’ the head of CID asked.

‘The doc reckoned about ten days, sir,’ Jack McGurk replied, his voice muffled by his face mask. The space in the copse was restricted by overhanging branches, forcing the towering detective sergeant into an awkward crouch. ‘He can’t be certain, though,’ he continued. ‘He was going by maggot infestation, mostly. It’s been hot for the last week, and he did say that could have affected it. Poor lass,’ he murmured, ‘she’s not a pretty sight.’

‘That went without saying,’ Neil McIlhenney growled. The ears, mouth and nasal cavities of the body were filled with pupae, and with black crawling insects that were feeding on them in turn. He turned to McGuire. ‘You’re in no doubt, now you’ve seen her close up?’

‘None,’ said the chief superintendent. ‘The way she’s been left, been laid out. It’s . . . it’s very similar to the others. Come on, let’s get the smell out of our nostrils, and let the crime-scene people back in.’ Stripping off his mask, he led the way out of the small clearing and on to the green hillside below. A woman dressed in a white tunic, like the three men, stood waiting for them on the edge of the golf course. She was in her mid-thirties, tall and slim with dark, close-cropped hair.

‘Is it what you thought?’ she asked McGurk.

McGuire answered for him. ‘No, Inspector, it’s as Superintendent McIlhenney and I suspected when we saw the image on the mobile. Jack wasn’t at any of the earlier crime scenes. The body’s laid out in exactly the same way as they were. It looks like an overdose, a suicide  or a natural death, except there’s no sign of drug use, no empty pill bottles, and the victim was young and apparently healthy. The only difference is that the others were in fairly public places and were all found immediately after the kill. This girl’s off the beaten track.’

‘Are we sure about that?’ McIlhenney asked him. ‘Don’t people walk through these woods?’

‘I’ve never imagined so, but maybe I’m wrong. There is a path by the fence, but it’s pretty much overgrown.’ He looked at McGurk. ‘How was she found?’

‘By a golfer,’ the sergeant told him. ‘He hit a big hook off the tee, and knocked his ball into the woods. It’s out of bounds, but he went looking for it just the same.’

‘He hit it that far off line?’ McIlhenney exclaimed.

‘No. The ball was just inside the tree-line. He said to the uniforms it was the smell that attracted him, once he got in there.’

‘Have you spoken to him?’

McGurk winced. ‘I thought I’d leave that to you, sir. He’s a High Court judge.’

‘Who?’

‘Lord Archibald. I was in the witness box before him once. He gave me a hard time.’

McGuire laughed. ‘Archie Nelson gives everybody a hard time; it’s what makes him a great judge. Did you learn from the experience?’

‘Yes indeed, boss. I learned never to cross his path again if I can avoid it.’

‘I’ll interview him, if you like,’ said the woman.

The head of CID nodded. ‘You do that, Becky,’ he said. ‘You should be getting to know landmark figures like him. How are you settling in at Torphichen Place, by the way? I do plan to come and visit you there, honest.’

‘I like it,’ Detective Inspector Becky Stallings replied. ‘It’s a change from Charing Cross and no mistake, but it’s so much more civilised.’ Stallings was a newcomer to the Edinburgh force. She had been  seconded from the Metropolitan Police to assist the internal inquiry into Stevie Steele’s death, and had applied for a permanent transfer shortly afterwards.

‘Do you understand what we’re talking about here? You know all about the Boras investigation, but are you up to speed with everything that went before?’

‘Not completely,’ she admitted.

‘That’s okay,’ said McGuire. ‘There’s no reason why you should be: those cases were all closed. Let me give you a run-down. Earlier this year, a young artist named Stacey Gavin was found dead near South Queensferry. There was no sign of a struggle, and the body was . . . how do I put it? . . . composed, as if she had simply laid down to die, just like that girl in there. This caused the officers who attended the scene to . . .’ he paused ‘. . . I’ll use a technical police term here . . . to fuck up, and assume that Stacey had either ODed accidentally or topped herself. This led to the autopsy being given low priority, so it was over twenty-four hours before she was properly examined and we discovered that she’d been killed by a single shot to the back of the head.’

He sighed. ‘Almost as soon as the fan started dispersing the shit, we pulled out all the stops . . . and came up blank. Stacey was a genuinely nice girl, and if she had an enemy in the world, we couldn’t find him, at that point at any rate. No blame was attached to Stevie Steele, who led the team; once all the available lines of enquiry were exhausted, he had nowhere else to go. He did a reconstruction, even got it on Crimewatch, but there was no arrest, not even a viable suspect.’ He glanced at McIlhenney. ‘Does that sum it up accurately, Neil?’

The superintendent nodded. ‘Yes. Stevie reported to me. He didn’t miss anything; former boyfriends, family members, life-sentence prisoners out on licence, he checked them all out. And then . . .’

‘A couple of months later,’ McGuire continued, ‘a second body, another young woman, was found on a beach near Gullane, killed and laid out in exactly the same way as Stacey had been. There was  nothing on her to tell us who she was . . . nor was there on Stacey, by the way. By sheer chance, the driver of the vehicle that came to collect the body had been at school with her.

‘It took some time, some forensic evidence and a bus driver with a good memory to help us identify the second victim as Zrinka Boras, another artist, the daughter of the businessman Davor Boras, address, a flat just off Princes Street. We found the tent that she’d camped in the night before she was killed, and a short while later we also found the body of her boyfriend, a poor lad called Harry Paul. There was nothing neat about his death. He was killed and his body stuffed away in the bushes for the foxes to get at.’

‘Was there any sign of a struggle this time, near the woman’s body?’ Stallings asked.

‘None at all. We decided, in the absence of any evidence, that she had left young Harry asleep and gone for a walk, or maybe to wash herself in the sea . . . they’d had sex. The killer tracked her and shot her. Maybe he killed Harry first, or maybe he went back and did it.’

‘Probably the latter,’ McIlhenney interjected. ‘It must have taken him some time to dispose of the lad’s body.’

‘True,’ McGuire conceded. ‘Anyway, this time, we had something to go on. Zrinka’s mother told us about an ex of hers, a man named Dominic Padstow. They’d had a thing until she’d dumped him. Straight away, this opened a lot of doors for us. We took the name to the Gavins and discovered that Padstow and Stacey had also had a relationship, post-Zrinka, serious enough for her to have painted him in the nude. We also found out that Zrinka and Stacey knew each other.’

Stallings frowned. ‘The parents didn’t mention this?’

‘No. Doreen Gavin was deeply shocked by her kid’s death, plus she’s a bit unworldly at the best of times. As for her husband, it turned out that he’d been giving Zrinka one on the side, so he wasn’t for volunteering much. To be fair, though, he might not even have known about Padstow. Whatever, our information on Zrinka led us to a third  woman, a hairdresser called Amy Noone. She’d met Padstow, and couldn’t stand him; she told us that Zrinka and Stacey fell out over him, and that eventually Stacey binned him too. We started looking for Padstow, and when we did, we discovered that he didn’t exist; the name was a phoney.’

The head of CID sighed again, even more heavily. ‘I’ve been kicking myself ever since. Neil was on leave, and Stevie was reporting to me. Amy was a key witness, the only person who could place him with both women. I should have given her protection, straight away, but I didn’t, and she was killed too, shot dead in her flat and laid out in the same way as Stacey and Zrinka. The only difference was that she was naked.’

‘Had she been sexually assaulted?’

‘No. He wasn’t into that, it seems.’ McGuire paused. ‘But this is more or less where you came into the story, Becky. We identified Padstow as a fairly seedy investigative journalist called Daniel Ballester, out to dig the dirt on the dealings of Davor Boras . . . and there was dirt in plenty. Then you and Stevie Steele traced him to a cottage in Wooler, in what’s now called Northumbria, and Stevie went up there, alone. When he looked through a window, he saw Ballester, hanged by the neck from a light fitting. He charged in there, but the door was booby-trapped: end of Stevie.’

‘Only it wasn’t Ballester who rigged the door, was it?’ McIlhenney growled grimly. ‘The Borases knew where he was too, before we did, thanks to a very iffy security firm that Davor had on his payroll. Dražen went up there; he beat Stevie to it. He killed Ballester, made it look like a suicide, right down to a goodbye note on his computer confessing to the four murders, then he rigged the door, not to get Stevie but to eliminate the security guys his dad had sent up there: the only people who could put the two of them in the frame. It was meant to look like a last vicious killing by Ballester, one that could never be pinned on them.’

‘Or so they thought,’ said McGuire, ‘until Bob Skinner got involved,  and found a witness, and some DNA evidence that nailed Dražen fair and square. It did hand us Ballester as our multiple murderer, though. We found all the evidence we needed hidden around the cottage: the gun, personal effects from all three women, including a couple of Zrinka’s paintings that had vanished from the scene of her death. It all went to prove that Daniel Ballester committed all four murders; we reported our findings, the case was written up by the procurator fiscal, and signed off, closed.’

Becky Stallings looked at him. ‘And now?’ she murmured.

‘And now we’ve got a body in that wood, not as fresh as the others, but laid out in more or less the same way. Neil and I have going on for forty years’ police service between us; I know he’s as worried as I am that the pathologist is going to find a bullet in the back of that woman’s head.’

McIlhenney nodded, firmly, in agreement.

The inspector took a breath. ‘You’re saying we’ve got a copycat killer on our hands.’

‘That I am, Becky; that I am.’

