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It was happening again. The crushing weight on his chest suffocating him, the paralysis of his limbs and his voice. Fear was the only thing that moved, surging through him like a bolt of lightning, tingling his skin. He tried again to open his eyes. If he could do that the night paralysis would end.


His eyes finally sprang open on darkness and the realization that something was still wrong. Usually once the bond was broken, he could move again. He would be shaking with shock, but around him the normal images of his bedroom would take form and reassure him.


Not this time.


This time his eyes had opened on something entirely different.


A figure was crouched next to him, formed by shadows, but he still recognized it as human.


Then the figure turned and he saw the face, and with horror he remembered.
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I do not focus solely on the why of my endeavours any more, but increasingly on the how, as evidenced by the books I surround myself with and the various classes I take to assist me.


Her lectures are the best. I note the audience of around sixty participants – police officers, mortuary assistants, social workers – all of whom hang on her every word. The scene reminds me of an Indiana Jones movie where Harrison Ford, as the famous Professor of Archaeology, faces a class of entranced students. One girl blinks in order to show him the words on her lids . . . I love you.


I do not know if there is a similar wannabe lover among the current contingent, but I imagine there will be someone, other than myself.


The course is approaching completion. I have considered whether I should submit the required paper to gain a diploma in forensic medical science. I like the idea of adding that to my list of qualifications. Should I decide to do so, then I think the topic will be ‘Buried and Hidden Bodies’, a speciality, I know, of Dr MacLeod.


But I haven’t decided, because the sins of the dead take up so much of my time.
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Izzy shone the torch on the padlock. Vertical to the gate, the metal gadget required a four-digit combination. Fortunately, Izzy’s relationship with the minder of the entrance was still going strong. Ellie sometimes wondered if it was sex, true love or, on Izzy’s side at least, a sacrifice required for her one true love . . . her Harley.


They could of course have shone their beams rather than the piddly torch, but that would have alerted local residents to the fact they were entering the tunnel. With tenements on one side and the car park of Paradise, Celtic’s home ground, on the other, they’d even pushed their bikes the last hundred yards rather than roar in.


Someone else had been inside the outer cordon recently, probably having dreeped the wall on the Paradise end. This was evidenced by a cluster of beer cans, empty Buckfast bottles and a rather splendid new gang slogan adorning the brick wall which sealed the tunnel they were intent on entering.


The combination complete, Ellie smiled at Izzy as the gate clicked open.


‘Sex still good?’


‘Looks like it,’ Izzy said.


The other two wheeled their bikes out of the darkness to follow them. Immediately they were through, Ellie locked the gate behind them.


The next barrier was the steel door set in the brick wall. Ellie felt in her pocket for the Yale key, a copy of which had also been acquired from Izzy’s playmate. The newly painted gang slogan, pure white and outlined in black, had seamlessly included the steel door in its indecipherable message.


Reaching the door, this time the key had to be wriggled back and forth before it finally conceded, which did cause some consternation among the four women. The steel door free, now came the hardest part – manoeuvring the heavy bikes through the opening.


When the door finally clanged shut behind them and the smell of the tunnel hit their nostrils, a cheer went up as four sets of headlights blazed on.


‘Fucking hell.’ Izzy gave Ellie a wide grin. ‘I’m looking forward to this.’


The old railway tunnel ran in a virtual straight line, about 400 yards short of a mile, under the East End of Glasgow. It was, according to legend, the original link between Parkhead South station and Bridgeton Cross, having been closed down in 1964, although since then there had been talk of using it to provide a second circle for the Glasgow Subway. A favourite with urban explorers, it had eventually been bricked shut by the council to keep them out.


But not us, Ellie thought as the roar of four engines punctured the silence.


Closed to the public years before they’d started racing here, the tunnel offered a selection of obstacles to circumvent at speed. It was, Ellie thought, a bit like playing a computer racing game, but for real, complete with the smell of petrol.


Ellie had been brought up with a similar scent, although speedway bikes ran on ethanol. Her father had been a rider with Glasgow Tigers and she’d spent her formative years alongside a speedway track. Trouble was, women didn’t ride speedway, not back then and rarely now, so she’d decided if speedway riding wasn’t an option, then a real motorbike was.


Her father’s face had been a picture at that decision.


It would be even more of a picture if he knew I was down here.


The three women with her shared the same love of bikes, or more precisely, Harley-Davidson bikes, all being frequent visitors to the HD shop where Ellie worked. Although all four were welcome among the mainly male Harley riders on the various club outings, they’d fancied doing their own thing.


Which is why they were down here.


Now lined up, engines revving madly, at the agreed signal they took off, their back wheels throwing up a shower of stones. The race, Ellie knew, would be dominated by her and Izzy, although Gemma had vastly improved in her control of the bike since they’d made their first visit here. Mo was the beginner, her fear factor still too high to take the chances required, especially when negotiating the route.


Ellie felt a surge of pleasure as her thighs gripped the bike, her eyes focused for the sudden emergence of obstacles in her headlights which had to be avoided. The faster the ride, the swifter the encounter. She gave an excited shout as she swerved just ahead of Izzy and only just in time to miss the frame of an old pushbike.


Izzy was behind her but only just. If she fucked up again, Izzy would overtake. Something Ellie definitely didn’t want. Being leader of the pack meant you had to win – or expect a demotion. The races were supposed to be friendly, but you didn’t enter to lose.


The next major obstacle was the old Ford Sierra Cosworth, a classic car of the nineties which had found its way down here, probably to race like they were doing now. Stripped of its dignity, it sat across the tunnel with just enough room on one side to pass. Whoever got there first would take the lead.


They were now running neck and neck. Without looking, Ellie knew what the expression on Izzy’s face would be. Gallous, determined, Izzy in moments like this had no fear.


Ellie urged the bike on with a sudden blast of the throttle. As it jumped forward, like a stallion running free, she whipped the handlebars round so that, like a speedway bike, the back end swung round to block her opponent’s path. A dangerous move, but one that Izzy would have attempted had she had the chance.


The tunnel wall reared up on her left, the Sierra Cosworth to her right, and by the skin of her teeth she was through.


Now the way was free, though Izzy wouldn’t be far behind. The race wasn’t over yet. The route ended at the next obstacle, a discarded oil drum, just short of the air vent. A quick turn about that, then back the way they had come.


Izzy was good on this stretch and she could still overtake her.


Ellie glanced behind, expecting Izzy to be tight on her tail. Yet she wasn’t. Had she got stuck passing the Cosworth? Just as she skidded towards the oil drum, a flashing torch beam from the tunnel ahead caught Ellie full in the face before being swiftly extinguished.


Fuck, was someone down there with them?


Realizing Izzy hadn’t followed her, Ellie slowed and turned the bike to face back the way she had come, only to discover the other two had roared up and were parked alongside Izzy, who’d already dismounted just short of the Cosworth.


Had they spotted the torch beam too? Was that why they’d come to a halt?


In her headlights, Ellie saw that Izzy appeared to be checking out the wreck, albeit from the other side.


So it wasn’t the possibility of someone else down there that had stopped them, but something about the Cosworth.


Starting up again, Ellie cruised forward, her heart skipping a beat, not from excitement, but from what she now saw.


‘Tell me it’s not what I think it is,’ Izzy demanded, her voice sharp with fear.


Ellie doused her engine and a sudden and ominous silence descended. She shot a quick glance behind her, but if someone had been down there, they had gone or at least had turned off the torch.


Here the Cosworth and its associated horror were illuminated in the Harley’s headlights. From her side at least there was no doubt what she was looking at.


It was the body of a male, fully clothed, stretched out alongside the wreck as though in sleep.


Dismounting, Ellie approached, the wide-eyed trio opposite watching her every move.


Ellie held her breath, having no wish to smell death, and, quickly hunkering down, reached for the exposed neck.


They’d retreated as far as the frame of the abandoned pushbike, keen to get away from their view of the Cosworth.


‘Well?’ Izzy demanded.


‘There’s no blood, but I think he’s dead,’ Ellie said, glancing down the tunnel, wondering if she’d imagined the torch beam and whether she should even mention it.


‘Maybe it was suicide?’ Mo suggested, almost hopefully.


‘Or he was murdered and dumped down here?’ Gemma said.


‘What the fuck do we do?’ Izzy’s raised voice bounced back at them from the walls.


Ellie studied the three frightened faces in turn, then answered Izzy’s question.


‘We go now and quietly,’ she said, trying to keep her own voice calm.


Izzy said, ‘Do we call the police and tell them?’


Ellie didn’t know the answer to that. For once, it appeared her decision-making process had ground to a halt.


All she could think was, if he had been murdered maybe whoever had flashed the torch in her face had killed him.


They’d probably stashed the body here, because they thought no one would find it. It was, to all intents and purposes, buried.


Except they’d been here and seen it, and if they reported it they would become potential witnesses.


Did that, could that, put them in danger?


Ellie had been born and brought up in Glasgow. She knew its underbelly as well as its face. This part of the city had been regenerated. The Emirates Stadium built for the Commonwealth Games was just along the road. That didn’t mean the gangs had deserted the place or had moved to only artistic pursuits like the graffiti on the bricked-up entrance. If it was a gang killing . . .


‘We go,’ she said, ‘as quietly as we arrived.’


‘And hope no one’s watching.’ Izzy’s nose studs glittered in the single light they’d left on, wishing to avoid any further image of the Cosworth and its contents. At that moment the defiant piercings seemed at odds with her fearful expression.


Ellie suddenly felt sorry for Izzy, for the others, for the person that lay beside the car.


‘We go now,’ she stressed. ‘We’ll decide once we’re clear.’


Ellie remembered how earlier she’d been worried about losing her position as leader of the pack, yet wished now that she had. Then Izzy might have taken the lead on this and made the decision.


Turning their backs on the nightmare, they headed in silence for the exit.
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Rhona stood for a moment just inside the doorway. The air that met her face was cold and dank, in contrast to the warm stickiness of an August heatwave above. The throb of a generator indicated a source of power had been supplied for the arc lights, the bright beams of which were visible in the near distance.


The call-out to attend a crime scene had come late into the night. She’d been out, hence her arrival here dressed inappropriately. That had been dealt with via the boiler suit she now wore, although the high-heeled shoes had proved a problem, eventually solved by their removal and a double helping of forensic boots. The tunnel floor, however, which had apparently once housed a railway line, was a mix of mud and the sharp stones of old ballast, which wasn’t easy on the feet. Fortunately, the dedicated path had already been laid.


As Rhona stepped out across the metal plates that would be her stepping stones, a thought fleetingly crossed her mind.


If I’d just said I’d had alcohol, they would have found someone else to attend.


But she hadn’t been drinking, although she almost wished she had. Then she could have blamed that for her stupid decision of earlier.


Instead, I have no one to blame but myself.


Acknowledging this, Rhona then banished those thoughts from her mind. She was here now, and concentrating on the job meant she could forget everything else. Mistakes in her personal life included.


Reaching the locus, she took in the scene. The brick tunnel was, at an estimate, twenty-five yards in width. On the walk here, Rhona had observed nothing but scurrying rats, decaying rubbish and a rusted bicycle frame. Now, sitting horizontally across the tunnel, was a car. Or, more correctly, the body of a car, its skeleton shape suggesting it had come from a previous era.


How such a vehicle had got down here, she didn’t know.


Then again, in Rhona’s experience, if folk wanted in somewhere, however tricky or even dangerous, they generally managed it. Certainly, at some time in the past, someone had driven through here in what DS McConnachie, crime scene manager at the entrance, had knowingly informed her was a Ford Sierra Cosworth, once the car of choice for criminals because they could outrun any cop car.


‘One gangster who had his stolen put it about that if it was brought back by the next morning, the thief would be allowed to live.’ DS McConnachie had told her a tale as illustration. ‘Next day there were three Cosworths outside his door,’ he’d finished with a grin.


The famous model, classic or not, was now little more than an empty shell and, it seemed, marked the final resting place of the victim she’d come to examine.


Male, approximately five foot eight or nine, and at a guess in his mid to late twenties, he lay on his back, hands together on his chest. From where she stood, his face appeared unmarked and there were no obvious wounds or blood. He was dressed in a dark padded jacket, blue jeans and brown leather pointed shoes. His auburn hair was styled longer on top, shaved at the sides, and he sported a three-inch beard, shaped and trimmed.


He was in fact a good-looking young man who would have blended in at any Merchant City or West End drinking establishment – had he been alive, that is.


Rigor mortis was still present, although on its way out. Said to start between two to six hours following death, the stiffening began with the eyelids, neck and jaw. In this case the peak had passed and gradually the body was becoming flaccid again as decomposition set in, but, as Rhona knew, standard rigor patterning was a poor indication of time of death.


Rhona was also aware that locations such as this, before they’d been sealed off, had been a magnet for urban explorers, who ventured below ground to catalogue and photograph a forgotten Glasgow. The entrance itself had recently been a hangout for a gang, as indicated by the fresh bottles, cans and graffiti between the gate and the door, but once inside, she’d seen nothing to indicate the gang had gained access to the tunnel.


The victim’s mode of dress didn’t suggest a gang member or an urban explorer, but then appearances could be deceptive.


Rhona stepped away as a team of SOCOs began raising the tent. She was suddenly aware of the throb of the portable generator resounding off the tunnel walls, like an echo of itself, suggesting earplugs would be a good idea.


The dead always had something to say to her, but rarely out loud.


Detective Sergeant Michael McNab joined the other vehicles parked alongside the football stadium. Despite the circumstances, viewing the giant images of key figures in the history of Celtic football club displayed at the entrance, in particular the statue of the Big Man Jock Stein, always brought a smile to his face. McNab took a moment to salute the former manager’s genius before heading down the slope to the big metal gate, which stood open and guarded by a uniformed officer.


McNab flashed his badge. ‘Who’s scene of crime officer?’


‘DS McConnachie, sir.’


The gate, McNab noted in passing, had a combination padlock, the inner door a standard one.


‘Were these unlocked when we got here?’ he asked.


‘When I got here, yes.’


The rank smell of damp and disuse met McNab as he stepped through the open doorway. Glasgow had plenty of these subterranean tunnels, which had provided, in the past at least, a good place to hang out, get drunk and on the odd occasion shag. He’d frequented a few such locations in his own heady youth. This one, so close to Paradise Park, being a favourite. Back then, though, they hadn’t been gated and padlocked.


Kitted up now, he approached the tent, in which he knew he would encounter Dr MacLeod. Not something he was looking forward to for a variety of reasons, including what had taken place earlier that night.


McConnachie met him halfway, looking surprised to find him there at all.


‘Wasn’t expecting you, Sergeant?’ he shouted above the generator noise, his big jowled face puzzled.


‘I was about when the call came in and I know the area.’ McNab glanced around. ‘And this location in particular.’


McConnachie acknowledged his look. ‘Ah. A teenage haunt?’


‘I always got lucky when Celtic won at home,’ McNab told him with a smile.


Pleasantries over, he signed his name on the scene log and headed for the tent.


Rhona had her back to him and didn’t turn on his entry. McNab knew that would be for two reasons. She was likely wearing earplugs against the noise from the generator and, more importantly, she was fully focused on what she was doing. McNab stood quietly, waiting for her to sense his presence, aware that her reaction to his arrival wouldn’t be positive.


Eventually she turned and, registering him, stood up. Above the mask her eyes met his and McNab flinched under their penetrating gaze.


‘What are you doing here?’ she said in what he acknowledged was a far from welcoming tone.


And who could blame her?


McNab wasn’t as glib with the explanation for his visit a second time. In fact he found himself momentarily incapable of coming up with a suitable answer.


Rhona’s response to this was to release her gaze and move a little to one side, to allow him a view of the corpse.


Considering the area, McNab had been expecting one of three sights. A bloodied knife victim, common enough in Glasgow. Alternatively a shooting, which was increasing in popularity, especially among the drug barons. Or maybe just some poor homeless bastard who’d taken shelter here and hadn’t managed to find his way out.


None of these was what he was looking at now.


Coming from an Irish background, McNab had been to wakes where the coffin had been left open, so that the deceased, in all their Sunday best, might be viewed. As a child, he’d found the tradition unnerving. As an adult, he still felt the same, but at his age he could drink copious amounts of whisky before viewing Great Aunt Marie, or her male equivalent, lying like a waxwork doll, hands clasped together, make-up on. Some relatives, he recalled, had looked better in death than life.


The young male victim here might be missing a coffin, but the seemingly unmarked body was arranged as though he lay in one. With no obvious evidence of a violent death, McNab’s first thought was that the guy had committed suicide, although he didn’t voice it.


‘Any ID?’ he tried.


‘Nothing in his pockets to tell us who he is, no wallet, no mobile phone,’ Rhona said.


That was weird, McNab decided, although suicides often ditched their identities before carrying out the act, as though wiping out their past together with their future. And, if it turned out to be a homicide, then the perpetrator might not want the identity of their victim known.


‘Did he die here?’ McNab asked.


Rhona threw him a look that suggested he should know better than to imagine that she would give her opinion on that before studying the evidence.


McNab knew there were folk, guys for the most part, who liked to photograph hidden Glasgow. The victim, he supposed, might be one of those, although his mode of dress suggested something other than a stroll through a disused railway tunnel.


‘Take a look inside the car,’ Rhona suggested.


Crouching, McNab did so.


A white cloth the size of a large napkin had been spread out on the remains of the back seat. On it, surprisingly, was a half glass of what looked like red wine, and a chunk of bread, partially eaten.


‘His Last Supper?’ McNab quipped.


By Rhona’s expression his attempt at a joke either hadn’t registered or hadn’t been appreciated.


‘There are no visible signs of a struggle or a wound. And no blood. And the positioning of the body is very precise,’ she said.


McNab decided to try the suicide angle. ‘People can be quite ritualistic about taking their own life.’


Rhona acknowledged that with a nod. ‘But,’ she said, ‘someone may have been down here with him.’


‘And you know this how?’


She indicated the area alongside. ‘There’s an impression, a heavy boot by the pattern. It’s a smaller size and doesn’t match his footwear.’


Her explanation was interrupted by McNab’s mobile ringing. Surprised that he even had a signal, he checked the screen to find Ellie’s name.


‘I’d better take this,’ he said, but Rhona had already turned her attention back to the body.


Nevertheless, McNab chose to wait until he was well away from the tent before answering.


‘Where are you?’ Ellie’s voice sounded shrill, which immediately put him on his guard. That, and guilt about his movements earlier in the evening.


‘At work,’ he said, exasperation in his voice. When she didn’t respond, McNab added, ‘Is something wrong?’, hoping there wouldn’t be, because he didn’t want to deal with any more relationship shit tonight.


‘No, it’s fine,’ Ellie said, as though mustering herself. ‘Everything’s fine.’


As she fell silent again, McNab suddenly registered why she might be calling. In a post-coital moment of madness he’d agreed to accompany Ellie to the next speedway meeting, where Ellie and a group of fellow female enthusiasts were to lead the teams out on their Harleys.


When she’d invited him to tag along, McNab had been initially quite taken with the idea, but his enthusiasm had since waned, especially when he’d learned that Ellie’s father, an ex-speedway rider, would be there.


Already planning his excuses, McNab bit the bullet. ‘About the speedway tomorrow night—’ he began, before being interrupted by Ellie.


‘You don’t need to come,’ she said.


This surprising response flummoxed McNab, and he found himself swithering between relief that he didn’t have to turn up at Ashfield and meet her father and the sudden thought that he might get dumped if he didn’t.


A real boyfriend would keep his word, his conscience told him, but then again he was a shite boyfriend. ‘Can I call you about it tomorrow?’ he tried.


McNab decided on his way back to his car that Ellie’s subsequent reply of ‘okay’ was definitely not okay. Something was obviously wrong. But what? There was no way Ellie could know he’d met with Rhona earlier, unless she was tailing him. Which she obviously wasn’t.


Things had been going well with Ellie, at least until recently, and better than any of his previous attempts at a relationship. Usually by now he’d fucked things up via too much work, too much drink or sheer bloody-mindedness.


They’d met in the tattoo parlour where she had her second job, her first being in the Harley-Davidson shop where she fitted up the bikes with extras. McNab, a former motorcycle cop, had been seriously impressed by both lines of work, especially the Harley connection.


Ellie had seemed to take the fact that he was a detective in her stride, and, he realized, until this moment she had never sounded fearful of anything. The opposite in fact. McNab, trying to imagine again what a real boyfriend would do, glanced at the mobile, wondering whether he should call her back, but knowing that wasn’t going to happen.


A car drew in as he approached his own, a quick glance in at the driver’s window alerting him to who had officially been sent to check out the scene. DS Clark’s expression when she spotted him was a picture.


He and Janice went way back. They were even friends, despite the fact he’d made more than one play for her, which she’d summarily rejected. As he’d been promoted to DI, she’d risen to DS, then he’d met her on his way back down, with his demotion after the Stonewarrior case.


The very case that had resulted in tonight’s issue with Rhona.


‘What are you doing here, McNab?’ Janice sounded exasperated as she shut the car door.


McNab gave his rehearsed speech of earlier.


‘I thought you were off tonight?’


‘I was. I heard it through the grapevine,’ he said, being suitably vague.


McNab could almost hear the silent words, like hell you did, being muttered as Janice studied him intently.


‘Is Dr MacLeod here?’ she finally said.


McNab mustered himself and said, ‘She is,’ before quickly changing the subject. ‘Any idea who placed the call?’


Janice shook her head. ‘Anonymous and muffled, the operator said.’


‘You need a key to get in the steel door and a combination for the padlock on the outer gate,’ McNab told her. ‘You should check with the council who has access.’


Janice threw him a withering look. ‘You trying to tell me how to do my job?’


‘Not brave enough for that,’ McNab admitted.


Watching Janice head for the tunnel, McNab spotted a message sprayed on the retainer wall behind the leafless bushes.


Mikey is a wanker.
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Ellie flung the mobile on the bed.


Calling Michael had been a bad idea, especially when she’d had no idea what she was going to say to him. And he was immediately suspicious. She’d had some forlorn hope that hearing his voice would help her decide what to do. Then, when she’d realized he was out on a job, the full impact of him being a policeman had descended and she’d lost her nerve. Even more so when he’d started talking about coming to the speedway tomorrow night.


What if he linked the four of them riding round the track with the tyre impressions in the tunnel?


Ellie shuddered at the thought, however unlikely.


She and Izzy had come back to her flat, telling the other two girls to go home and keep quiet about what had happened.


‘But shouldn’t we call the police anonymously?’ Gemma had tried before she’d departed.


‘They can trace calls,’ Mo had reminded them, her face still fearful.


‘Reporting something doesn’t make you guilty,’ had been Izzy’s response.


When Mo and Gemma had finally gone, she and Izzy had discussed it further.


‘Maybe he’ll never be found?’ Izzy had tried.


The idea of waiting and watching the papers and news for such a thing had freaked Ellie.


Seeing her hesitation, Izzy reinforced her line of thought. ‘If the police do go down there, they’ll find the tyre tracks. They can do stuff with tyre impressions. Maybe even trace them back to us.’


‘Shut up!’ Ellie had fired back, even though she knew what Izzy had said was true.


Izzy had thrown her a belligerent look. ‘I don’t want to get involved,’ she’d said sharply.


‘Neither do I.’ Ellie had softened her tone in an attempt at reconciliation. Whatever they did must be agreed upon.


‘Dougie’ll shite himself about this,’ Izzy had said.


‘He doesn’t have to know.’


‘So he’s not going to think it weird we’re not using the place any more? And what about when he goes down himself?’


‘How often does that happen?’


‘I’ve no fucking idea, but he does have to check it out now and again. And he knows we were down there tonight. So if he finds the body, he’ll know that we did too, and didn’t report it.’


‘But he won’t tell the police that, because then he’d have to admit to giving us a key,’ Ellie had reminded her.


‘So do I keep having sex with him?’ Izzy had demanded.


‘Do you want to?’


‘He gets a hard-on just thinking about me riding my bike through his tunnel,’ Izzy had said. ‘When I wanted to keep the key that was fine. Now I’m not so sure.’


Ellie had realized at that moment that they hadn’t even told a lie yet, and a web of deceit was already being spun.


Izzy had come back in then. ‘The walls are running with water so, over time, the tyre tracks will fade, won’t they? There’ll be no connection with us and the bikes if we just wait. So,’ she had come to a decision, ‘I’ll break it off with Dougie and give him back the key.’


She’d stood up at that point, her mind made up. ‘That’s what we do. Agreed?’


Ellie had nodded, but alone now, she realized that she wasn’t convinced. The dead guy was bound to be reported as a missing person. She had barely looked at him, but even a swift glance had told her he wasn’t a poor soul living on the streets. He would have a family, a girlfriend or boyfriend, and workmates. They would need to know what had happened to him.


She hadn’t wanted to touch him, to check for life, yet knew the others expected her to. She’d had to force her finger to meet his neck, all the time telling herself he had to be dead. He had to be, but . . .


The horror of the scene replayed in her mind. He’d looked so peaceful lying there. Nothing had suggested he’d been attacked. Then there was the strange arrangement behind him in the car. Bread and wine? How bizarre was that? When she’d mentioned it to Izzy, she’d agreed with Mo that it had to be a weird suicide.


That thought brought a wave of emotion, because it hadn’t been the first time Ellie had viewed a suicide. She definitely didn’t want to relive those memories. But what if her wee brother Danny had just disappeared? Would we all have preferred that, rather than discovering that he’d killed himself?


Ellie knew the answer to that one, for her anyway. She could have survived for years in the hopeful belief that Danny had finally gone on that world trip he’d always talked about. Instead they’d had to face the fact that her little brother had been so sad and desperate that he’d taken his own life.


I should have told Michael what we were doing down there and what we found.


That thought was immediately accompanied by a flurry of others. If she had done, all four of them would be called for interview. They might even be suspects. The press would jump on the story of them racing in the tunnel. They’d be in the papers. Jeez. Dougie might even lose his job for giving them the key.


No, if she was to tell the police, it would have to be anonymously.


Ellie decided to wait at least until the morning. Maybe, by then, she would have decided.
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Rhona checked her watch. It would soon be morning, although down here there was little chance of seeing daylight. Left alone in the tent, she’d worked throughout the night. They wouldn’t move the body to the mortuary until she indicated she was satisfied she’d collected as much evidence as possible from it in situ.


A thorough taping of the clothing and accessible body had resulted in a selection of fibres, including one from the victim’s nostrils. From the neck area she’d lifted a partial print. This, coupled with a heavily ridged footprint, smaller than the victim’s, and a tyre impression, painted a picture of someone on a motorcycle being in the vicinity of the dead man, either before or after his demise.


The decision on whether to remove the clothing at the locus was always a tricky one. In this case Rhona had worked the clothes here, rather than strip them off and bag them. They’d be removed at the autopsy and further examined in the lab, but she had wanted to be sure that nothing would be lost in transit. She’d bagged the head, feet and hands, after she’d taken samples from all three areas. The covered parts of the body would have to wait until the PM.


From what she’d observed, there were no outward signs that he’d been attacked, just as she’d told McNab. She’d detected no drug traces on the body or in the immediate vicinity, although that didn’t mean he hadn’t died of an overdose. Had he planned suicide, then he would have come here with the means to accomplish that. Since he hadn’t attempted to hang himself, the likelihood was he’d swallowed something or injected it, although she hadn’t located an injection point in the visible skin or a syringe in the area.


DS Clark had joined her just after McNab had departed. Rhona wondered if Janice was aware that McNab had been there. She didn’t have long to wait to find out.


‘I met McNab in the car park. He said he’d heard about this on the grapevine,’ Janice had said.


‘He heard it from me.’ Rhona had put Janice straight, without enlightening her as to the circumstances.


Janice’s ‘Oh’ in response had been, Rhona thought, a question in disguise. She was a detective after all. Plus DS Clark was well aware that there was history between McNab and Rhona. Sexual as well as professional. Janice had also been involved in the Stonewarrior case, so knew things had been bad between them after that.


But only McNab and I know the full story.


Rhona hadn’t needed to change the subject at that point, because by then Janice was more interested in taking a closer look at the crime scene, after which she’d quizzed Rhona about her take on it. Rhona repeated her earlier interchange with McNab.


‘And this has all been recorded?’


‘The full works,’ Rhona said. ‘Three-hundred-and-sixty-degree video recording and my own photographs.’


‘If his death wasn’t self-inflicted,’ Janice indicated the contents of the car, ‘could this be a signature?’


An organized killer had a modus operandi, the manner in which they chose to end the life of a victim. In a case of strangulation, the ligature chosen and how it was used was regarded as the killer’s signature. There was no evidence yet that the body here was a murder victim. Should that turn out to be the case, the strange arrangement of food and drink alongside the body might well prove to be a signature. Rhona said so.


‘Should we bring in Professor Pirie?’ Janice asked.


That thought had crossed Rhona’s mind. The last case the Professor of Forensic Psychology had worked on with her had been in Orkney, where Magnus was originally from. He’d been invaluable then, bringing both local knowledge and a psychological understanding of the perpetrator.


‘I could make these images available to him?’ Rhona suggested.


‘How much longer are you going to be with the body?’


‘Another hour should do it.’


‘I’ll give Magnus a call,’ Janice said, ‘ask if he’s free to come down and take a look before we move it.’


When DS Clark left the tent to check on the SOCOs working the perimeter, Rhona settled down next to the body to write up her notes, a habit she’d acquired early in her career for two reasons. No one else wanted to be in there, so she had peace to concentrate, and more importantly, it was her way of paying her respects to the dead.


Magnus reached out, hoping to find the other side of the bed still warm. Pulling himself upright, he realized with regret that any hope of warmth was as unlikely as the coupling he’d just imagined in his sleep. The woman of his dreams wasn’t here and, he acknowledged, unlikely ever to be.


Rising, he padded to the French windows to drink in the dawn sky and the wide expanse of the River Clyde. He never tired of this view of his adopted city, but often imagined it as it had once been. The distant shore alive with the clang of metal, the shouts of the men who’d built the great ships. There was still evidence of this in the shining beacon of the last giant crane just downriver from him, the regeneration of the city personified by the nearby needle-like structure of the Science Centre, a favourite with Glaswegians of all ages.


This morning the sky was so clear Magnus could make out the distant rise of Glennifer Braes to the west and Cathkins Braes to the east. Not quite in the same league as his view across Scapa Flow to the island of Hoy from his Orphir home, but at least he was as close to the water here in Glasgow as he was to Houton Bay in Orkney.


After setting up the coffee maker and popping a bagel in the toaster, he checked his phone to find a voicemail had arrived while he’d still been asleep and fantasizing. Recognizing the name and number, Magnus immediately called them back.


‘DS Clark,’ he said, tempering the excitement in his voice.


The truth was he hadn’t been called upon by Police Scotland since the Sanday murder, and he was missing the challenge of a real live case.


The unearthing of a grave in one of the most northerly islands in the Orkney archipelago had brought both Rhona and DS McNab north. DS McNab, Magnus remembered with a smile, had been more than a little uncomfortable in such a location.


‘Sorry to be in touch so early . . .’ she began.


‘No problem,’ Magnus quickly assured her. ‘How can I help?’


Minutes later, he was dressed and ready to go. Carrying his coffee and bagel down to the low-level car park, Magnus reminded himself that relishing the prospect of a case wasn’t the same as wanting someone to die in suspicious circumstances so that he might be called upon to offer his advice.


Exiting the building, he took the riverside route. He was already familiar with the East End of Glasgow and some of the tunnels that lay beneath that part of the city. The first case he’d been invited by DI Wilson to participate in had centred on the Molendinar Burn, which ran in a beautiful brick-built culvert close to where he was now headed.


The memory of his contribution to that case brought with it a swift rush of embarrassment.


I really screwed that one up, he thought. It’s a wonder I was ever invited back. DI Wilson had a forgiving nature, Magnus acknowledged, although his team not so much.


Drawing his mind away from such painful thoughts, he contemplated what DS Clark had told him, which wasn’t much. An anonymous call from a muffled voice, indistinguishable as male or female, had led them to a disused railway tunnel near Parkhead, where a body was discovered in suspicious circumstances. Then the really good news. Dr Rhona MacLeod was already on the scene and would like Magnus to take a look in person, before she authorized the transport of the remains to the mortuary.


Rhona had been involved in the Molendinar case too. In fact, that was where they’d first met. Magnus grimaced at the thought of how badly that had gone for her, mainly because of his own actions.


But she forgave me too.


At this time of the morning the traffic was light, and he was soon drawing into the car park next to the football stadium. Parking his car next to the line of police vehicles, Magnus made his way under the outer cordon and down the concrete ramp that led to the bricked-up entrance. He took a moment or two to observe the area around the tunnel entrance, registering the gang slogan and photographing it. From his experience, many of the gangs now had a presence online, often through their graffiti. It wouldn’t hurt to check out this one.


The scene of crime officer, whom he didn’t know, had obviously been warned of his visit because he swiftly waved Magnus in, kitted him up and sent him along the designated path in double-quick time. On entry, Magnus’s highly developed sense of smell had alerted him to petrol and, as he strode across the metal treads, he noted that two SOCOs were busy taking casts of what looked like tyre impressions.


Further in and nearer the tent, the scent changed to diesel, obviously caused by the portable generators which supplied the lights. Around the tent, concentric circles had been marked out and the team of SOCOs had reached the outer ring on their dedicated search.


Magnus halted at the entrance to the tent, glancing down into the further darkness of the passageway, wondering where else someone might gain entry, if not by the way he had used. By the quality of the air minus the diesel, he concluded that there had to be air vents further along the tunnel, if not an open exit.


He found Rhona inside the tent, seated by the body, busy writing up her notes. Her smile when she spied him was welcoming, although he could tell this only by the way it shone in her eyes, above the mask.


‘I’m pleased you got here in time. We’ve taken video and stills but . . .’


‘There’s nothing like seeing the real thing,’ he finished for her.


As they both lapsed into silence, Magnus moved closer to the remains. First impressions were often the truest. The immediate presence of death, its scent, its appearance, imprinted on the brain emotionally as well as physically.


Magnus took in the image and processed it. The clasped hands, the partial rigor mortis, the apparent absence of violence. He dropped to his knees for a closer look and saw the strange arrangement on the back seat of the car, whereupon a similar image immediately sprang to mind. An uncomfortable image, which provoked a sudden but fleeting memory.


‘What is it?’ Rhona said, registering his alarm.


Magnus shook his head. ‘Not sure, but the Last Supper connotation certainly suggests something.’


‘McNab made a similar comment,’ Rhona said.


‘The sergeant’s here?’ Magnus looked around in surprise as though expecting the tall, auburn-haired detective to stride in.


‘Not officially,’ Rhona said. ‘But you know McNab. He doesn’t like anything going past him and this is his neck of the woods.’


Magnus found himself rather sorry that DS McNab wasn’t on the scene. They’d had their differences, mainly around the fact that McNab thought Magnus a charlatan due to his profession and wasn’t afraid to say so.


Forensic Psychology wasn’t rated highly amongst the police rank and file, who preferred to rely on years of experience coupled with gut feeling. Magnus was inclined to agree with them, although he thought of their intuition as real psychology in action.


Something Magnus wasn’t inclined to voice to McNab.


‘The picnic appears highly symbolic,’ Magnus said. ‘Is it wine in the glass?’


‘Yes,’ Rhona told him.


‘If it is a homicide,’ Magnus offered, ‘the bread and wine would be significant. But then again it could be important in a suicide too.’ He paused. ‘I wonder who ate the bread.’


‘Whoever it was will have left their DNA on it,’ Rhona told him.


Magnus suddenly recalled what the image of the body, the bread and the wine had reminded him of.


‘What?’ Rhona said, catching his look.


‘Have you ever heard of a sin-eater?’
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After departing the crime scene, McNab had made for home, planning a few hours’ sleep before he was back at work. As he’d undressed for bed, he’d contemplated calling Ellie. Now he was far enough away from Rhona, common sense was beginning to rear its head again.


He had no wish to break up with Ellie or to have her break up with him. As far as he was aware, their relationship had been exclusive up to now, and on both sides. Contemplating the late and peculiar call from her, plus her hesitancy, had made him think she was about to finish with him. And the closer to home he’d got, the more he began to believe this.


Better not to give her a chance, had been his final decision as he’d rolled into bed. Unfortunately his brain had got hold of the idea and had replayed such a scenario numerous times during his troubled sleep, so that by the time he surfaced at seven, he even believed it to be true.


Now, under the shower, McNab mulled it over again. It would be best to meet Ellie face to face. She’d been direct with him up to now, so this was an aberration. If he saw her in person he would know for sure. And that could happen tonight at the speedway meeting. McNab decided to ignore his concerns about her father being there. It wasn’t as though he was going to be a future son-in-law.


Arriving at the station, he was greeted by the desk sergeant who blithely reminded him that he was due at the funeral parlour ten minutes ago. Sergeant Drew McIvor was a character suited to his post on the front line, and well known for his unique sense of humour.


McNab gazed back at him, awaiting the punchline, which would probably have something to do with the way he looked from lack of sleep. Now that he was on the wagon, the remark couldn’t refer to a hangover.


When nothing was forthcoming, except a steady grin, McNab eventually said, ‘What are you on about, Sergeant?’


‘Bodily interference with a cadaver.’


McNab was none the wiser. When that became obvious, the sergeant filled him in.


‘Marshall’s, the funeral directors? They’ve reported that someone’s been messing with their bodies.’


‘What the fuck . . . that’s hardly my department.’


‘The boss said you were to go along and get the story.’


McNab had been about to declare that this was a job for a uniform, but once DI Wilson’s name was mentioned, he shut up. The repercussions from the last major investigation had seen him, if not grounded, then shackled, which was probably why DS Clark had got the heads-up on the tunnel body.


McNab turned on his heel without a response. Best way to play this was to do as told, in the hope he would be back in business sooner.
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The funeral parlour wasn’t open for business yet. Claire liked this time of day as much as the evening after she’d locked up, when she was alone with her charges. People thought working in a funeral parlour was a weird job, but she loved it. When she’d applied for the post, it had been out of necessity. Three weeks late with her rent and with most of her savings gone, she’d had to accept the first job on offer, even if it was with the dead.


She hadn’t done that well in the interview and had no experience of the work, but Mr Marshall had given her a chance – he told her later it was because he thought she seemed kind and that’s what people needed when they came into the shop. Claire’s mantra from then on had become just that.


Be kind. It could be you walking through that door.


She’d thought the work would be sombre, but instead she’d found it joyful. There was much laughter among her fellow workers and Mr Marshall himself had a wonderful sense of humour.


Strangest of all, she found she liked being with the dead. She’d thought she would be afraid of them but she wasn’t. She greeted them when she came in and talked to them as she worked. It was surprising that without life they still had characters.


And she had her favourites.


Like Mr Munro who’d wanted to be buried with a photograph of his dog, Bella, who’d gone before him. Claire had really missed Mr Munro when he went. Some made her sad, like Chloe, the young girl who’d hanged herself. Claire had talked to her a lot, and to her family. She’d done her make-up and Chloe’s mum had asked her to paint her daughter’s nails. Even brought in the polish, a lovely purple colour.


Claire had discovered it wasn’t easy painting the nails of someone lying in a coffin. She’d been worried she would drip the polish as she leaned over the side, but had finally solved the problem by asking Chloe if she would hold the bottle. Sensing she was happy to, Claire had propped the bottle in her clasped hands and completed the task. She’d even told Chloe’s mum how she’d done it, and the poor woman had smiled, a little light coming into her troubled eyes.


‘Chloe would have liked you,’ she’d said.


‘I think she does,’ had been Claire’s own genuine reply.


Some bodies were cantankerous even in death. Where Chloe had been sweet, Mr Martin had been an awkward cadaver. Claire wondered if he had been the same in life, but when no one came to view him, except one man who, having looked at the body, declared Mr Martin wasn’t who he thought he was and had promptly left, Claire wondered if it hadn’t been loneliness that had made Mr Martin the way he was. After that she was more patient with him.


Claire cherished her charges, which made what had been happening to them personal as well as terrible. At first Mr Marshall had been sceptical, but she’d at last convinced him with the before and after images, even though she wasn’t supposed to take photos of the deceased.


It was the crumbs she’d spotted at first. Mr Martin’s red waistcoat had been sprinkled with them. Initially she’d suspected a mouse. Now that had scared her. She didn’t fear the dead but was less sanguine about live rodents. Then she found red wine splashed on a white shirt worn by Mr Robertson, a lovely old man whose daughter was quite distraught at losing him.


‘He was a real stickler with his shirts,’ she’d told Claire. ‘Used to iron them himself.’


So there was no way Mr Robertson would have a blood-red wine stain, dead or not.


It was at this point Claire had spoken to Mr Marshall, convinced now that it wasn’t forgetfulness or carelessness on her own part. He had drawn his bushy eyebrows together and declared he had never met anything quite like this in his thirty years in the job.


‘Are kids sneaking in?’ he’d said.


Claire wondered why everyone, including nice Mr Marshall, always blamed the young for the bad things that happened in life.


‘Could whoever it is be getting in during the night?’ she’d suggested.


That had been the trigger for the phone call to the police station, which had resulted in Claire ready and waiting for a policeman, who was already late, to arrive.
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McNab pulled up on a yellow line in front of the funeral parlour and stuck an ID on the window, indicating he was on duty. The shop front was glossy and black with gold lettering spelling out the name MARSHALL’S FUNERAL HOME.


McNab had never set foot in such a place before. When his mother died, the priest had handled everything and McNab had paid for it along with a generous donation to the church. His mother had appeared in her casket, chosen by Father Donovan, in the chapel as required. Father Donovan had said the mass, then she’d been taken to the graveyard and buried. McNab had no memory of which funeral director had made this all possible.


He hesitated now at the entrance, feeling by entering he was courting death. It was, he accepted, a stupid thing to think, but it didn’t make any difference. Stepping over the threshold felt like entering the underworld. He was therefore surprised at who awaited him there.


Being met by a young female, not dressed in sombre black, but in a summery dress and with a welcoming smile on her face, had McNab nonplussed, so much so that she spoke first.


‘Are you the police?’


Her voice, McNab noted, was warm and welcoming, and he suddenly realized that she might be employed to make it easy for people to come in here.


He showed her his ID. ‘Detective Sergeant McNab, miss.’


‘Claire Masters.’ She offered him her hand to shake and McNab did so. ‘You’re a detective,’ she said, looking impressed. ‘I assume you’ve come about the interference with the deceased?’ she checked.


Her description of the crime worried McNab as it brought to mind a sudden image of some bastard sexually molesting a cadaver. Something that did happen. If that were the case, he would have preferred talking to Mr Marshall about it rather than the girl.


‘Yes,’ he said, stalling for time. ‘Is Mr Marshall here?’


She shook her head. ‘He’s out with the hearse. Anyway, it happened on my watch,’ she told him determinedly. ‘And I have photographs to prove it.’


McNab glanced about, looking for cameras. She must have guessed this because she said, ‘I took them with my mobile.’ She hesitated for a moment. ‘I think you should come in the back with me and I’ll explain.’


As she ushered him through a set of heavy velvet curtains, any noise audible from the busy main street was immediately extinguished. The silence of the grave, McNab mused. Something that obviously didn’t worry the girl.


‘I prepare the deceased. They like to look nice for their loved ones.’ She smiled her pleasure at this. ‘Make-up, even for the men. Death drains the face of colour, you know.’ Spotting McNab’s expression, she added, ‘They don’t want to look like a ghost.’


McNab, for once, was lost for words. Seeing this, Claire continued, ‘That’s how I know exactly what they look like when I leave them. And how I know when they don’t look the same when I come back next morning.’


‘You believe someone’s been breaking in?’ McNab said.


‘How else would they manage to spill crumbs on Mr Martin’s waistcoat and red wine on Mr Robertson’s lovely white shirt?’


McNab had been waiting to hear about disturbed clothing, maybe a semen stain, so the bread and wine had come as a surprise. ‘Bread and wine?’ he checked. ‘Consumed over a dead body?’


‘I don’t know if it was actually consumed over the body,’ said Claire, obviously a stickler for accuracy.


‘But it was consumed in the vicinity of the body?’ McNab tried.


She nodded, willing to accept that.


‘Do you keep food and wine on the premises?’ McNab asked, somehow confusing the lying in state with an Irish wake.


Claire shook her head. ‘Definitely not.’


‘So whoever broke in would have brought these things with them?’


‘Yes.’


‘Show me the photographs and then let’s take a look round the premises and try and work out how our intruder gained entry.’


When Claire went to fetch her mobile, McNab took stock of his surroundings. The entire room was draped in blue velvet, which made him think of the Hollywood movie of that name in which sexual perversion and death went hand in hand. Not a comfortable thought. As for the Last Supper connotations . . .


Claire arrived as he’d reached this stage in his thoughts, and held her mobile up for him. On the screen was an open casket in which lay an elderly man she called Mr Martin, who looked almost ruddy and definitely not dead. Wearing a tweed suit and a rather splendid red waistcoat, he cut a dashing figure. If this was Claire’s work then McNab was impressed.


‘Look more closely at his waistcoat,’ Claire demanded, enlarging the image.


Now McNab could see the waistcoat was splattered with crumbs, some of them smeared in, turning it into a child’s bib.


‘I had to brush out the coffin and sponge his waistcoat down. He wasn’t happy about that,’ Claire declared indignantly.


She swiped the screen again and another gentleman appeared. Mr Robertson, as she referred to him, was the elder of the two, his crinkled face serenely calm. He too was smartly dressed as though about to go to a wedding, with a bright white shirt and maroon tie. The next photograph showed the damage. The shirt was ruined by splashes of a dark-red liquid, which Claire said smelt like wine.


‘Obviously I had to change his shirt. I was embarrassed to tell his daughter in case she thought I did it, so I went out and bought a new white shirt, ironed it and put it on.’ Claire looked distressed by the subterfuge she’d employed.


‘That was kind of you,’ McNab found himself reassuring her.


She looked mollified by that, then said what McNab had been thinking: ‘Why would anyone do that, Detective? Why would anyone so disrespect the dead?’


McNab shook his head. ‘I don’t know, Claire.’ He paused. ‘Let’s see if we can work out how they got in to start with.’
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‘Shouldn’t you be in bed?’ Rhona’s forensic assistant, Chrissy, asked in an accusatory manner.


‘I have been,’ Rhona responded, without mentioning how little time she had spent there.


Chrissy regarded her with suspicion, but chose not to say anything further. An unusual occurrence for the colourful and garrulous Glasgow girl that she was.


‘Coffee, strong?’ she offered instead.


‘Please.’


‘I’ve sent out for two filled rolls.’ Chrissy glanced at the clock. ‘They shouldn’t be long.’ Her admission made it clear that regardless of how much time Rhona had spent with the body, Chrissy knew she would be at the lab first thing.


Five minutes later, Rhona was sitting at her desk nursing a coffee that would have made even caffeine-addict McNab’s eyes water, with a breakfast roll that contained the full works – bacon, egg and black pudding topped by a potato scone.


Silence was maintained as they scoffed this particular Glasgow delicacy, Rhona’s minus tomato sauce, Chrissy’s with copious amounts of the stuff.


‘So,’ declared Chrissy after wiping the smeared ketchup from her mouth. ‘What’s with this body under London Road?’


As Rhona began her résumé of the previous night’s proceedings, she became aware from Chrissy’s expression that her assistant’s personal grapevine had delivered much of this information already.


‘I spoke to Janice this morning,’ Chrissy admitted. ‘I wanted to check when you’d finished up last night.’ She gave Rhona a knowing smile. ‘I believe our handsome Viking is on the job.’


‘He is,’ said Rhona, fully aware of Chrissy’s soft spot for Magnus, his Orcadian accent in particular.


‘What does the Prof have to say about it then?’


‘He didn’t elaborate.’


In the interim, Rhona had set up her laptop. ‘Want to take a look?’ she offered an eager Chrissy.


Video footage was never a substitute for being at a scene. It was like watching a documentary, rather than being a participant in the story. And an image was odourless, where smell was forensically important. Context was everything and being inside that tunnel was completely different from viewing it on a laptop screen. Nevertheless, Chrissy was engrossed. She sat in silence until the end, then asked to have it repeated.


‘I’ve been down there,’ she finally said. Chrissy pointed at the wreck. ‘To see that car. It was famous, or infamous, back in the day,’ she explained.


Rhona assumed Chrissy was referring to her teenage years, when, according to her assistant, she’d been intent on being more of a delinquent than her brothers, albeit briefly.


‘Was the tunnel bricked up then?’


‘Well, I didn’t go in via that ramp,’ Chrissy said, remembering. ‘We used the air vent along the road near the new Emirates stadium.’ Noting Rhona’s surprise and relishing it, Chrissy continued, ‘Someone has to lift the heavy grid, but below there’s a metal ladder leading straight down.’


‘Is there another entrance apart from the vent?’ Rhona asked.


‘I think you used to be able to climb over the wall at the old Bridgeton Cross station, which was on that line. Don’t know how accessible the London Road stretch is from there, though, and the air vent’s closer to the Cosworth.’


Rhona considered whether the Cosworth itself might be significant in the death scene, other than somewhere to lay the bread and wine. ‘Might the dead guy have gone down there because of the car?’


Chrissy smiled, knowing her prompting had led Rhona to that point. ‘It’s a possibility. You get Cosworth spotters. And he doesn’t look like an Urbex to me,’ she added with a further glance at the screen.


‘What’s an Urbex?’ Rhona asked, bemused.


‘An urban explorer,’ Chrissy informed her.


Rhona contemplated this. If the death was a suicide, placing himself next to the car suggested it meant something to him. If it was a homicide, maybe the perpetrator lured their victim down there using the car as bait.


Chrissy was reading her thoughts, as she often did. ‘So, when do we know if it’s a homicide?’


‘The PM’s this afternoon.’


‘You’re going?’


‘I want to know how he died,’ Rhona told her.
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Ellie hadn’t slept, except for a short spell between two and four during which she’d found herself paralysed by fear, unable to move her limbs or cry out. She’d imagined herself buried alive, the roof of the tunnel she’d ridden through earlier descending relentlessly down on her. Although her mind had known it was a dream, nothing she had done could break that spell.
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