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Prologue

1971

As always, Ricky got off the train at Haymarket and made his way down the alley behind Hamish’s boxing club, off Morrison Street. He’d more on his mind than updating the terms and conditions of his deal with the dirty copper from Edinburgh who enjoyed lording it over the criminal scum. Fuck’s sake only someone who thinks they’re better than everyone else would insist on being called the Gaffer, right? Stuck-up bastard!

Glad of the cover of darkness, which he planned to make good use of, Ricky arrived early, making sure he’d time to scope the place out. There had been a time when he’d trusted the Edinburgh crew – but no more. He’d gambled all his money on their partnership – but then the bastards had betrayed him in the worst way imaginable. Worse than stealing his investment, worse than stabbing him in the back over a smack deal gone wrong. Even worse than screwing his missus. Christ, if that had been all they’d done then he could have lived with it. Licked his wounds and got on with it, but this was so much fucking worse and ‘The Big I Am’ Edinburgh bastard was about to pay for being part of what had gone down.

Ricky ignored the nagging wee voice that sat on his shoulder gabbing in his ear, telling him it was his own fault. That he’d been seduced by the Gaffer’s false promises of fame and fortune. Like every other Gorbals boy, Ricky had wanted to scramble out of destitution and give himself, his wife and the bairns a better life than he’d had. He didn’t want them growing up with empty bellies and a clout round the ear on payday from a dad who drank to forget the misery of his tawdry existence. It wasn’t a bad ambition for a laddie with a growing family and few options, and Ricky was prepared to do whatever it took to succeed. He’d never had a good relationship with the polis, so taking a step further into the darkness wasn’t a big deal. Not when the potential to rule his city was his for the taking. Besides, he had brains and, more importantly, the gift of the gab. He already had a following of criminals with similar ambitions, but without the nous to capitalise on the opportunities presented by the heroin that was flooding the market.

The other Glesca gang lords were complacent. Too bloody old to see the prospects a canny liaison could bring. Too blinkered to see potential from abroad. Their territory was ripe for the picking and, with all the gallusness of youth, Ricky was ready to step in. He couldn’t get enough of the white stuff for the city’s demands and there was no prospect of it drying up the Gaffer’s plans to oust the increasingly complacent career criminals from their respective cities, the sincerity had been encouraging, the lightness of tone appealing. ‘A Tale of Two Cities, eh, big man? Edinburgh and Glasgow. You and me.’

Ricky hadn’t been sure about the posh voice, big ideas and ready smile and he was hesitant about throwing his lot in with the polis. Wee Frankie, the right-hand man – with his gruff approach, stony silences and mangled puss – was more relatable to Ricky. He was what Ricky’s ma would call ‘a braw-looking chookie’. ‘Ugly sod’ would’ve been Ricky’s choice of words. Frankie was building up a reputation over in Pilton for being tough. Christ! Even Ricky over in Glasgow had heard of him. Wee Frankie and the Gaffer combined had connections and weren’t afraid to use them. Word on the street was that by using the Gaffer’s intel, Wee Frankie and a couple of stooges executed a few successful post office raids.

It had been the similar raids that Ricky had organised in Pollokshields that had attracted the Edinbugger crew’s attention. It had shown he wasn’t afraid to get his hands dirty – unlike the Gaffer, he’d been in the thick of it. Got a buzz from the action, Ricky did. He couldn’t understand the appeal of going to all the bother of planning the action, but staying in the shadows. He’d soon learned the Gaffer’s motivations for being a ghost – deniability. Never in the firing line, the Gaffer could hold both hands up saying, ‘It wisnae me, guv,’ and of course, it held a ring of truth, because it was the truth. The Gaffer was never there. It was just Ricky in Glasgow and Frankie in Edinburgh who were in the firing line. The Gaffer was the puppet master pulling strings in both cities. Ricky appreciated the genius of it all.

Although he was on the Gaffer’s territory now, he wasn’t scared. They’d been on each other’s territory often enough, so it wasn’t unusual to arrange a meet in Edinburgh.

Over the past year the Gaffer and Wee Frankie had become extensions of Ricky’s family. Then, that wee fucker had gone over the line. Completely over the fucking line and the Gaffer had let him. That’s when Ricky’d started to do a bit more research. Should’ve done that before he got in tow with them, but hey ho, hindsight’s a wonderful thing, is it not? That’s when he realised that the Gaffer had as much to lose as him, if not more. That’s when Ricky realised just how connected and just how corrupt the fucker really was. He wouldn’t be the only one glad to see the bastard get shafted. Not by a long shot.

The smir of rain in the air soaked through his coat as he chased some tramps away and took his place in the shadow of the bins. He threw his fag into a puddle and shoved his hands in his pockets as he waited. Hunkered down, the stink of urine and excrement – some of it human – was nauseating. Adrenalin fizzed through Ricky as the Gaffer’s words echoed in his head. ‘It’s all right there, Ricky mate. I’m telling you, this smack’s going to make us rich quick and we’ll be in at the start of it. We can create our own markets, make sure the stuff flows between the two cities. It’s a genius idea. A no-fucking-brainer and with my connections, it’s as guaranteed as a good shag round at Dora’s in Stockbridge on a Saturday night, ken?’

Ricky had laughed at that. The threat that Dora Noyce might expand her prostitution empire to Glasgow had the pimps and punters grabbing their balls in anguish. Yet, here was the Gaffer bandying her name about like she was a personal friend. Ricky was in awe and despite being nervous, he was wholly intrigued. Although, he had more to lose than the other two, Ricky was aching to take on the world. What a fucking gullible wanker he’d been! Visions of ousting the kingpin Arthur Thompson from his throne were too tempting. Before long he was up to his smelly, wee oxters in it. A Tale of Two Cities indeed. In hindsight he should have stuck to his gut instincts and minded what his dad said. Never trust an Edinbugger, Ricky. They’re all slithery wee bampots – and he’d been right. Now it was up to Ricky to get it sorted and move on.

It was time now and as per the arrangement they came alone. That was the deal. Whistling, the Gaffer entered the alley. The theme from Shaft, would you believe? Like the Gaffer was on that stratosphere. Some bloody big ‘I am’. Ricky nearly jumped up there and then, with his knife in his hand. He wanted to shaft the fucker, but something made him hesitate. A spark of light flickered as a smoke was lit. The pungent smell wafting through the drizzle. ‘I know you’re there, Ricky.’

He froze, hand tightening on the knife. How the hell did the dobber know he was here? Did one of those wee Edinbugger goons see him getting off the train? He’d been careful. Kept his wits about him as he left the station.

‘Get up, man. What the fuck do you think you’re doing hunkered down in the shit like Lipton’s bloody orphan.’

Ricky got up and edged from the shadows. Standing there, smoking, eyes narrowed, smirking, the Gaffer said, ‘Looks like you and me have got to the end of the road, eh?’

With a step towards him, well-toned arms reached up, circling his shoulders. Ricky shrugged them off and twisted so they were face to face. Blood whooshing through his veins made him dizzy and without thinking he thrust the knife hard, aiming for the bastard’s gut. The Gaffer sidestepped it and tutted. ‘For God’s sake, son. Maybe no’ do that, eh? Neither of us is going to die here tonight, you get it? We’ve worked well together. Made a load of dosh and now it’s time to part ways amicably like. Put this minor event behind us.’

The half-smoked fag flicked over Ricky’s head into the darkness beyond and an amused laugh filled the air, making his blood fair boil. ‘I’ll make an agreement with you, okay? You and your crew will never set foot in Edinburgh again, and me and mine won’t trade in Glasgow. We’ll both still be quids in.’

Ricky lunged again, but the cocky fucker dodged out of his way. Two figures sidled into the alley – Wee Frankie and Fat Boy Gibbsy. The Gaffer didn’t even glance at them. ‘Just hold up a minute, lads. We’re just coming to an agreement here, me and Ricky.’

Ricky bowed his head like a subservient slave. The Gaffer slapped his back and thrust a wad of twenties towards him. ‘That’s the boy. Now, I heard about what’s gone down with you and I regret it. That should never have happened, but c’est la vie, as the frogs say, eh? No point in getting all aerated about something that can be easily sorted, is there? Here’s something for your trouble.’

As the flutter of notes landed by his feet, a forceful yell left Ricky’s throat. ‘Now.’

From the other end of the alley Ricky’s men appeared. Did the eejit really think he’d not come prepared? All three of them hesitated and that’s when Ricky made his move and rammed his knife up to the hilt in the Gaffer’s gut and twisted it. ‘Take your fucking money and shove it up your arse. You’ll need it. Mark my words, I’ll bring you down for what happened. I’ll bring you down in the only way that’ll hurt you. In your fucking pocket. But just you remember.’ He jabbed the Gaffer’s shoulder with a bony finger as the blood pumped from the stomach wound. ‘Glasgow belongs to me and, before long, so will Edinburgh.’

Ricky yanked the knife out, and he and his men ran like shadows from the alley and made their way back to their own territory.

Ricky hadn’t expected to read the Gaffer’s obituary in the Daily Record. That had never been his plan. It was always about lessons taught, threats made and fear instilled. It was about showing the Edinburgh underbelly that Glesca wasn’t that far away and that hiding behind a badge might not be enough. Not even for the Gaffer.
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Chapter 1


‘As warfare between gangs in Edinburgh and Glasgow peaks, a new report into the extent of criminal gang activity in our cities and proposals to combat it will be published today by the Scottish Government. Later on we’ll have an MSP spokesperson to comment on the impact of the report as well as …’



The drive from Livingston police station to the Lang Whang – otherwise known as the A70, which stretched between Edinburgh and Ayr – should have taken no time, but it was rush hour and it was February in Scotland.

‘Bloody gangs!’

DS Jasmine ‘Jazzy’ Solanki waited, knowing full well that her partner DC Annie ‘Queenie’ McQueen was just getting started on a rant that had become ever more frequent in recent weeks. And cue …

‘Bloody clarty wee toerags, that’s what they are. Mucky wee scumbags, filthy wee bawbags who need a sharp kick up the jacksie. Bloody Loanie Gibbs and Jimmy Nails, who the hell do they think they are? The eejits in Holyrood, with all their proposals and reports and committees, haven’t got a bloody scooby.’

Couple of lowlife gangsters? Jazzy hadn’t had the pleasure of meeting either the Edinburgh gangster Loanie Gibbs nor the Glasgow one Jimmy Nails, although their reputations were known to everyone in Police Scotland. Gang warfare had become a regular occurrence over the past few months and it seemed that no one – not even with their ears on the ground – could pinpoint what had caused it. For decades now, only minor scuffles had arisen between the two cities’ criminal underbellies and those had been swiftly squashed, diverting police attention away from the respective gangs’ covert criminal activity – drug dealing, prostitution, fraud, money laundering and such like. Talk of turf wars, possibly involving gangs from outside Scotland or from the north of the country, had been mooted, but no concrete motivation appeared to have been established.

Jazzy didn’t disagree with Queenie. How could she? The gangs were becoming the bane of Lothian and Borders Police’s life and the all-out antagonism between the two cities’ gangs was diverting valuable policing away from the more rural areas. Livingston was only one of the stations feeling overworked and getting the sharp end of the local folks’ tongues for delays in responding to their demands. Only the previous week a known Edinburgh criminal had turned up murdered in Peebles and that had landed in Lothian and Borders Police laps. Thankfully not Livingston, but still it had implications for the entire division.


‘… the Scottish Cold Case Unit are repeating last year’s appeal for information regarding the unidentified male, dubbed Cairnpapple Man, who was found in a shallow grave near the prehistoric burial site near Bathgate over three decades ago. Forensic artist, Dr Hazel McLeod, from Glasgow Caledonian University, has expressed her optimism that the rerelease of this facial reconstruction created using techniques like those used on the Woman in the Bin might finally result in Cairnpapple Man being identified.’



‘Barlinnie! That’s what they deserve. A stretch in the BarL, a wee incarceration in the Big Hoose, a length o’ time in the Bar, eh? What do you say, JayZee?’

Again, Jazzy couldn’t disagree. Things were becoming intolerable for officers on the streets and the sneaking suspicion that the crime scene they were heading to was an extension of the open warfare that had leached from the cities’ borders and into the surrounding areas was preying on her mind. Since her near-death experience last year, Jazzy had been reinstated to her previous role of sergeant. It had come with the proviso that she, Queenie and the rest of D team remain on office duties at DCI Dick’s convenience. Of course, the dickless wonder – as D team not so affectionately called him – had rubbed his hands in glee, and, despite the obvious need for more detectives working active cases, he’d kept them relegated to desk duty.

This small taste of freedom sent adrenalin rushing through Jazzy’s system. Should she have deflected DCS Afzal when he directed her and Queenie to take the call? Was she storing up a shedload of grief by defying her DCI’s specific instructions to ‘stay in the office and leave the policing to those who are able’? She exhaled and tried to ignore Queenie’s relentless chuntering. She’d acted on a direct order from the big boss, so DCI Dick could swivel on it. Besides, she’d been cleared by her consultant to return to her role as a detective, providing she stuck to observational and light duties.


‘… Here at Radio Lothian, you’re listening to Kirsty Ndibanje and now here’s one from our very own Paolo Nutini. “Through the Echoes”, one of my favourites …’



As Queenie pulled the Land Rover onto the grass verge behind a line of police cars and CSI vans, Jazzy turned the radio off. Her physiotherapy was going well and she hoped, albeit without much conviction, that her appointment later in the week would confirm that she could drive again. Much as she appreciated Queenie’s help, Jazzy preferred to engage in some downtime as she drove to and from work, but with her partner around, downtime was impossible. Besides, Jazzy couldn’t quite let go of feeling ill at ease at being beholden to someone. Her issues around being in control made it hard to navigate that fine line between accepting help from a close friend and the accompanying feeling that she was selling her soul.

Jazzy cursed her partner when she was forced to slither on sleet-covered grass between the car and a marshy ditch. Behind them, the mortuary van pulled up and, in deference to the black ice that had developed overnight, braked to a gentle stop. The gloominess of the occasion was intensified by freezing weather. Further away, beyond the flapping police tape of the outer cordon, was a second tape that stretched across the road. Just visible through the lightly swirling snow was yet another string of tape. Within this inner cordon, a group of white-clad figures erected the crime scene tent, whilst others searched the areas for forensic evidence. Already yellow markers were dotted around the verge and on the concrete itself.

Jazzy took a moment to remember the last major crime scene she’d attended. It had been before Christmas, in an office in Armadale, and was responsible for the nightmares that featured continually in her sleep. She rolled her shoulders, feeling the movement pull on her arm. She’d injured it whilst trying to catch a serial killer and had been lucky to survive the encounter. Although her luminous pink neon stookie had been replaced by another identical one, Jazzy still needed the accompanying sling to support its weight. However, to get into the crime scene suit, she’d have to dispense with the support bandage for a short while.

Jazzy braced herself against the chill breeze and watched on as Queenie rummaged in the boot looking for fresh unopened crime scene suits and cursing the jumble of junk that had become muddled with her work equipment – toys, wellies, changes of clothes, snacks, a buggy, courtesy of her granddaughter Ruby. Queenie and her husband Craig had cared for their granddaughter since their daughter’s murder and Ruby was the light of Queenie’s eye.

‘There ye are, ye bugger!’ A mottled-faced Queenie emerged from the chaos with two crime scene sets and waved them in the air. ‘Got the bastards. Let’s get going.’

‘I’m still half expecting Dick to get wind that we’ve been freed from captivity and turn up, that damn moustache of his twitching, as he banishes us from the scene. You know we only got it by default because the idiot had left his phone in his office whilst he went to the loo.’

Queenie snorted. ‘He’ll still be in there. He took the sports pages with him. That man wasn’t for having a quick crap – oh no. He’s in there for the long haul. Besides, wasn’t it your— I mean, the chief super who ordered us to go?’

A red bloom flashed across Jazzy’s cheeks. ‘For God’s sake, Queenie, shut up, okay?’

In a moment of weakness, she’d confided to her colleague that the chief super was her biological father and she was loath to acknowledge the relationship, much less have it become common gossip, even if Waqas Afzal was keen to mend bridges. Not going to happen!

For once Queenie looked abashed. ‘Sorry, but I’m right, aren’t I? He outranks the dickless wonder, so we’re good to go, yeah?’

‘Yeah, I suppose so, but don’t expect to be on this investigation for long. I bet Dick will allocate B team to this one. He’s got a bee in his bonnet about all the gang stuff going on.’

They were an unlikely pair. Jazzy, tall and slender, her long, waist-length hair tied back in a ponytail, and Queenie, short and stumpy with hair not dissimilar to Oor Wullie’s. But they worked well together. Who’d have thunk it? Jazzy gripped Queenie’s arm and lightly squeezed to take the sting from her words. ‘Although, maybe it’ll be harder for him to bounce us once we’re in? So, no puking, Queenie. No compromising the scene, okay? No matter what we’re confronted with, you can’t throw up. We can’t give Dick any ammunition.’

‘Aye, okay. You’ve made your point, JayZee, but, as I’ve told you before, it was just a dodgy pasty, that’s all.’ Queenie, nose in the air and crime scene suits tucked under her arm, marched past Jazzy, heading towards the cordon. Jazzy’s warning yell came a second too late as Queenie, unaware of the black ice in the shadows of the trees, found herself hurtled into the air, crime scene suits in their plastic bags scattered to the wind. She tried a mid-air backpedal and a sort of twisty desperate manoeuvre while cartwheeling her arms in the air, but the inevitable crash landing was unavoidable as she ended up on her substantial bahookie, glaring at the officer who’d stepped forward to help her to her feet. ‘Jeez, oh, JayZee. Could you no’ have warned me? I’m no Torvill, you know?’

Jazzy swallowed her laughter. ‘You’re right there and – just for clarity – you’re no Dean either. Come on, let’s see if you can make a more dignified entrance.’

Still grinning, Jazzy used her left arm to howff Queenie to her feet.

‘I’m not usually so clumsy, like.’

Jazzy hid her smirk. ‘Och, don’t say you’ve already forgotten about the scene with the homeless lad? Remember, you slid on the ice and tumbled down the hill, nearly landing in the River Almond. Or what about the time you managed to find the only moist cow pat in a field with no coos and ended up skiting on your arse, or …’

‘Aye, aye, all right, you’ve made your point. But, you know, I’m not sure you should be parading about out here in these conditions Not with your arm.’

Jazzy ignored her friend’s concern and gingerly walked over the icy road. Flashing her warrant card, she ducked under the first tape. She suited and booted herself in crime scene overalls – her hair bundled on top of her head, which pushed the top of her hood out like a malformed rhino horn – and ducked under the inner cordon tape. After signing both herself and Queenie into the scene she followed the treads laid out by the crime scene investigators to avoid contaminating or damaging any possible evidence and headed towards their victim, who had been conveniently dumped by the side of the road.

Franny Gallagher, the crime scene manager, was standing beside the body as her team finished erecting the tent over it. ‘Good to see you, Jazzy. How’s the arm?’

‘Och, you know? It’s all right. Getting better.’

That wasn’t strictly true. Her arm was still painful and she’d had an operation a fortnight ago to insert some pins to increase her eventual mobility. But she’d learned that showing weakness in this job was a sure-fire way to lose the respect of some of the more Neanderthal officers she had to work with – her boss, DCI Tony Dick, being a prime example of that. Although Franny wouldn’t judge her, habit made Jazzy downplay her injury. ‘What have we got, Franny?’

Before the CSI manager could respond, Queenie, huffing and puffing like a reluctant pig on a treadmill, joined them. Her face, nipped as it was by the hood elastic of her overall, looked like a scowling, whingeing turnip. One scary enough to frighten the life out of any bairn on Halloween.

‘Bloody ice. Bloody criminals. What the hell were they thinking, dumping a body on the Lang Whang? You know, we might get away with palming it off on Lanarkshire. Keep those lazy sods busy for a change, eh?’

Queenie was right. This crime scene probably fell under Lanarkshire’s remit, but with no physical boundary between the two police divisions at this point and the likelihood that this body was linked to ongoing Lothian and Borders investigations, it would be prudent for them to take the case.

‘Two.’ Franny looked from Jazzy to Queenie and back again.

‘What?’ Jazzy and Queenie had almost identical frowns on their faces.

Franny’s eyes crinkled above her mask. ‘There are two bodies. Did nobody tell you? There’s another one less than a mile up the road.’ She hesitated, then winked at Jazzy. ‘And that one’s definitely in Lothian. The paramedics have confirmed death but we’re still waiting for Dr Johnston to arrive – he’s at the other crime scene – so we’ve not moved either body yet. You know Lamond, he likes to be thorough, especially with suspicious deaths. Says that seeing them in situ can contribute to a stronger assessment of cause of death during the post-mortem.’

With a recent increase in bureaucracy after a couple of malpractice incidents, Jazzy couldn’t blame him for being thorough. ‘It’s his signature on Form 11 at the end of the day.’

Medical Certificates of Cause of Death, commonly called Form 11, were subject to random review. However, that wasn’t the reason Lamond Johnston was so particular about his work. Over the time she’d been working with the pathologist, Jazzy had learned that, like her, he felt a duty of care about the deceased. He’d confided that when someone’s life had been snuffed out prematurely through an act of violence, it made him determined to use every scientific and forensic tool at his disposal to bring the culprit to justice. The fact that he – very subtly and briefly – employed the unscientific power of prayer, had initially made Jazzy uncomfortable, however, until she realised his few words of supplication before he commenced his examination were mostly to maintain his own sanity. They all had to cope with their trials in whichever way they could, after all.

With Queenie muttering and moaning beside her, Jazzy approached the body.

The deceased was male, maybe late teens or early twenties, wearing jeans and one of those oversized hoodies. The lad’s clothes were stained – a combination of blood, muck and shit. Whether the kid had voided his bowels at time of death or beforehand would be ascertained during the post-mortem. After studying the position of the body as it lay on its side with its back to the road, Jazzy exhaled. ‘Shoved from a moving vehicle you reckon, Franny?’

‘That’s my best guess.’ She moved a few metres away from the body and pointed at some tyre tracks on the road. ‘Here you can see evidence that the vehicle braked abruptly, but didn’t completely stop. Then, presumably after pushing his nibs here out of the vehicle it accelerated again, leaving skid marks on the road. We’ve already processed the treads and sent them to the lab for identification. Hopefully, if you find a vehicle we’ll be able to match it.’

‘Any ideas on that?’

Franny grinned. ‘You know that all of this is just educated guesswork at this stage, Jazzy.’

‘I’ll take anything to kick-start the investigation. We’re pretty much going in blind at the moment. There’s no CCTV in this area but we’ll release an appeal, just in case someone happened to be out and about and saw something. So, until the PM is complete, anything you can offer might help.’

‘Well, judging by the width of the treads, you’re looking for a large car, but as I say until I’ve run the treads through our database, I can’t be more specific than that. What I can tell you, though, is that the skid marks indicate that the vehicle was heading towards Carnwath, which tells us that the other victim was dumped first – just this side of the Wester Crosswood Hill Farm.’

Jazzy looked along the road and tried to visualise it. She’d seen the farm before and had a rough idea of where the first body had been dumped, but of course that prompted many questions. Why had no attempt been made to hide the bodies? It was almost as if the killer wanted them discovered sooner rather than later. Whilst Queenie jotted down the information, Jazzy crouched beside the boy. She sighed. ‘What did you do to warrant this?’ Although she couldn’t tell which of the boy’s injuries had been caused when he’d been rolled from the moving vehicle, she guessed that at least some of them would have been inflicted peri-mortem. What the hell was going on? Were these two more casualties from whatever war seemed to have spilled over into her territory from the two major cities in the area?

‘Well, hallo, hallo, hallo, officers and forensic scientist, how are we today?’ Dr Lamond Johnston approached them and, although his smile was obscured by his mask, the crinkly lines by his eyes showed he was smiling. Jazzy wouldn’t have expected anything less from the pathologist. Lamond was an optimist and tried to bring that to his work, no matter how awful the scene he’d been called to was.

‘Hi, doc. Just the man I wanted to see. I’m hoping you’ve got some information I can use. We need to ID the bodies to notify next of kin. Any thoughts?’

‘Well, Jasmine, I’ve just been to the other crime scene.’ He paused and met her eyes, his smile dulling as he continued, ‘And before you ask, you can rest assured that a crime – murder to be specific – has been committed.’

Jazzy hadn’t been in any doubt that this was an act of violence. In her years in policing she’d never come across anyone who’d fallen out of a moving vehicle by accident, never mind two people one after the other. If it had been accidental, then it would have been phoned in straightaway. However, Dr Johnston was a pedant who liked to dot his i’s and cross his t’s. As he studied his second corpse of the morning, he exhaled and then with a tut straightened his shoulders. ‘My first impressions of this unfortunate young man indicate that he too has been the recipient of a severe and deadly beating prior to death.’

The pathologist made a quick cross sign before hunkering down onto one knee. It sometimes made Jazzy uncomfortable that he did that. She had been brought up by her aunt and uncle from the age of twelve and understood the power of faith to heal and soothe. It wasn’t for her, though. The destructive force of religion – like that between her mum’s Hindu family and her biological dad’s Muslim one was not something she could ignore. And then in her job, she found it hard to reconcile the depravity she witnessed with belief in a higher being. Surely if there was a God, then these atrocities wouldn’t happen?

‘The other victim was quite a bit older than this one and, despite the facial bruising, I suspect you’ll find they are related.’ He glanced up at Franny. ‘I think the other CSI team found ID in his back pocket as I was leaving.’

As he spoke, Franny’s mobile vibrated. She opened an image of a driving licence and showed it to Jazzy.

‘Marcus Jones? Any idea who he is?’


   

Chapter 2

Vengeance

I am Vengeance! Vengeance with a capital V.

I’ve not always considered myself that way, but, well, sometimes things happen and radical changes are necessary. I know it’s a dramatic name – some might say over the top – and many of my acquaintances would be surprised because, despite my many faults, I’ve never been a flamboyant person, but that’s how I consider myself now.

So much time has passed since it all began and in truth there are many stages to my story, all of which I want to share so that – just in case I leave it too late – it’s all documented. I’ll rest easy knowing this.

It was November last year when I realised I was actually going to go through with this. After all, when you’ve got nothing to lose, there’s no real risk, is there? So, here we go … my story.

Before I embarked on this journey, I’d entertained visions of being made whole on my return to my homeland. I’d been convinced that an overwhelming warmth would suffuse me, body and soul, reassuring me that my decision to return wasn’t based purely on hatred. That some iota of fondness lurked there deep inside me, awaiting this great reunion to be enacted, like a fledgling chick on its first solo journey. I’d hoped that the hollow void that had always occupied so much space in my heart and my head – a millstone weighing more than the sum of all my parts – would melt away. That the gnawing, festering rage would shatter and disperse into the ether with all my failed, fragile hopes and dreams, past and present.

What a bloody fool I was. What a bloody fool I am.

So much for that rush of familiarity washing over me the moment the plane hovered over the city of my birth. So much for those endless prayers that my broken heart would be miraculously mended. That I can be whole again, not the shell of a person masquerading as a human.

I allow my mind to take me back those few short months. I feel nothing as the plane descends. Not a sodding jot of emotion! Maybe it’s because the view is obscured by clouds and rain, or maybe it’s because I’ve never seen an aerial view of my home town before. I mean, the jet lag’s bound to be playing its part, right? It’s understandable, isn’t it? Of course, a long-haul flight including two stopovers and two delays would set me off kilter. Then there’s that indefinable apprehension that filled my gut before we even took off from Auckland all those hours ago. It still lies there, rotting inside me, as we circle the airport in ever-decreasing loops. It’d been slowly leaching into my stomach lining the entire journey – as tart as the rhubarb we used to dip, as kids, into our little cones of sugar as a treat, and as heavy as the massive tumshies Dad used to carve for Halloween.

With my insides churning, I avert my gaze from the window and stare straight ahead, uncomfortable with the memories of my past. A childhood of false promise and dubious safety. A childhood that had been happy – until it wasn’t. That had been safe – until it wasn’t. I slip the folded paper from between the pages of my book and, glancing round to make sure my fellow passengers aren’t looking, I flip it open. It’s tattered now after being opened and closed like this so many times. Tears prick the backs of my eyelids and I inhale to stop them slipping from my eyes. That starts off the coughing.

Christ, just get a grip. Stop drawing attention to yourself.

Head bent, trying to stifle the racking coughs, I fold the paper, slip it back into my book and reach a shaking hand for my water bottle.

‘You okay there, eh? You need some more water, like? I can ask the flight attendant, if you want?’

I shake my head and instead begin tapping the fingers of both hands against my thumbs one at a time, starting with my index fingers. One, two, three, four. Two, two, three four. Three, two, three, four. Four, two, three, four.

The bloke next to me misinterprets it as anxiety about the landing. ‘It’ll be okay. Don’t worry. We’re on the home stretch now.’

His accent is pure Glasgow and it adds to the sensation of me slowly losing my shit. The desire to punch his smiling, reassuring face is strong. I want to yell at him to mind his own sodding business. To remind him that he doesn’t know me. Knows nothing about me. For all he knows I could be an axe murderer off on my jollies to disembowel a few Glaswegian nosy bastards. I paste my usual bland smile to my lips and resist the temptation to take my unfathomable rage out on him – but only just. Instead, I nod and turn my eyes back to the window, close them and keep up my slow, measured counting and tapping. One, two, three, four. Two, two, three four. Three, two, three, four. Four, two, three, four …

The air pressure changes as we begin our descent and my ears pop. I check my seatbelt and watch the tarmac loom closer and the airport vehicles grow larger. The plane judders as the wheels hit the runway at Glasgow International Airport and it begins its last few bumpy metres of my journey home. This is a significant moment, a pivotal one. I could disembark, stay the night in an airport hotel and forget all about my reasons for being here. I could take the next flight back to New Zealand. However, that ship has sailed. I smile at my mixed metaphors. Nothing like a good metaphor – especially a mixed one – to make the point, eh?

The jet glides to a standstill and my fellow passengers begin grabbing cabin bags and gathering up their things, desperate to make a speedy exit. I flick back to my earlier thoughts, managing a smile as the Glaswegian, oblivious of my nasty thoughts, passes me my small bag from the locker above. Being realistic, though, the main reason I’m so disconnected, so flat and emotionless, is probably a combination of everything I’ve just itemised in my mind’s eye.

I’m one of the last to leave the plane and weariness makes my movements slow and laboured. I decline the flight attendant’s offer of a wheelchair. My first steps back on Scottish soil will be on my own two feet, no matter how difficult that will be.

I finally reach the baggage reclaim area and prop myself against the wall as I wait for my luggage. I’m sweating and a little dizzy too, but there are no seats available. As I wait, the unflattened vowels and Glasgow burr that fills the concourse transports me back fifty years. No, it had been more than fifty years since I’d been back home. Home? Now there’s a word I didn’t think I’d ever use about Scotland. Not ever.

A smile twitches my lips. What’s that they say? You can take the wean out of Scotland, but you can’t take Scotland out of the wean? Well, I’d hung my hat on that one. Hell, I’d hung everything on that single – and in hindsight – fragile and completely unrealistic hope. I’d been ripped from Scotland yelling and screaming and transported halfway around the world. Yet, despite my current nostalgia, it felt like Scotland had been ripped from me. The dialect floods back like a long-lost lover returned to my bed. Even the folk are familiar – their gestures, their good-humoured chaff, their ready smiles and jokes – all of it is contagious. I’m too knackered to join in, too knackered to insert myself with my weird hybrid accent into their scenarios, even if I wanted to. Which I don’t. It’s like an alien culture – familiar only because I’ve seen it on the TV or read about it or something. Not real. Not part of me. Not anymore.

A lad, basketball cap flipped backwards, glances at me from his plastic chair and within seconds he’s jumping to his feet, grabbing my hand luggage and guiding me over to take his place on the flap-down seat. ‘Here, sit yourself down there. Take the weight off your feet. They’ll take forever to get the baggage carousel up and running, like.’

As I thank him and fall onto the seat, he smiles and nods before joining a group of youngsters a bit further down. I wonder what he sees when he looks at me. A grey-haired, pale, emaciated elderly tourist? Maybe I remind him of his grandparents? Maybe he thinks I’ve not got long for this world. I smile. He’s not wrong there. I’ll shuffle off this mortal coil before too long. But not before I’ve done what needs doing. Not before I’ve righted the wrongs – all of them. Those from fifty years ago and those more recent.

The Glasgow chill infiltrates right into the heart of the airport as I settle in for the long wait the lad promised. Pulling my jacket tight round my chest, I close my eyes, rest my head on the wall and allow my mind to wander. I’ve got four things to do before I die and I’m determined to complete all of them. Four obsessive aims that propelled me across the world and I will not fail in my quest. By the time I die, I will have found what’s mine, taken my revenge, destroyed my enemies and committed at least one murder.

I am Vengeance.


   

Chapter 3

Unobserved, Loanie Gibbs studied his archenemy, Glasgow gangster Jimmy Nails, from across the restaurant. The tenuous semi truce that had existed for decades between the two had been going down the pan for months now and Loanie was determined to discover why. His bullshit radar told him that nothing was quite as it seemed. He could think of no inciting event that might have triggered such unwarranted violence from Jimmy’s crew and he knew that whatever was behind the violence attributed to his Edinburgh gang, he hadn’t sanctioned it, nor had any of his team. Which left him wondering if all the argy-bargy, and the deaths and violence were a skilfully engineered plan by an external force – a takeover bid to oust Jimmy in Glasgow and Loanie in Edinburgh.

Jimmy’s family had been ruling the roost in Glasgow since the Seventies. Loanie’s family, starting with his departed dad and followed by his uncle, Wee Frankie, had functioned the same way in Edinburgh. In fact, a deal between the two sides had been mutually beneficial until something happened that blew the whole lucrative pact in the air with both sides going their own ways. Although they avoided confrontation with each other within their cities, both had continued to grow their criminal enterprises throughout the rest of Scotland, the North of England and abroad.

There was no need for the pact to be broken. No need at all. Over the years, the younger generations on both sides had become more savvy and had on occasion rubbed shoulders when the financial benefits were high enough. Still, their mutual distrust ran too deep to withstand anything more than a transitory accommodation of the other’s interests. Besides, it wasn’t likely that Nails was leading this turf war. He had his own demons to deal with, having until recently been imprisoned. Word was that he’d come back to a shithouse of internal wrangles so the timing was wrong for him to go on the radge with Loanie. No, something else was afoot, and even though he hated doing it, Loanie had to reach out to his nemesis to find out what.

For all he’d not long been released from the Big Hoose, Jimmy Nails looked remarkably well. Loanie grinned. Amazing what a few sessions on a tanning bed could do to eradicate that uncooked jailhouse pallor. In fact, if he hadn’t known the man, he’d have thought the wee Glasgow bawbag had just got back from the Maldives, not a four-year stretch in the Bar L.

They’d agreed to meet on neutral territory and the Inn on the Loch was an ideal location, besides which, their haggis burger was to die for. Jimmy had chosen a table facing out over Lanark Loch and now with it blowing a hoolie outside, whipping up the loch and sending ferocious ripples over its surface, it was a sight to behold. Not that Jimmy was watching the view – he was too engrossed in his phone.

Jimmy ‘Hardass’ Nails – as he liked to be called – had lost a bit of weight since Loanie had last seen him. That looked good on him too. But the swirls of grey threading through his dark hair indicated that it hadn’t all been a walk in the park in Barlinnie for him. They were both in their fifties, so the salt-and-pepper look was also an age thing. Which was why Loanie shaved his off completely. He preferred to look the tough guy rather than the auld guy.

As Loanie pulled out a chair and slid into it, Jimmy glanced up and, in pure Glasgow, deadpanned, ‘Thought you’d got cold feet there, Lionel son. The amount of time you spent gawping at me before you came in made me wonder if you were feart?’

Loanie shrugged when Jimmy showed that his phone had been on selfie mode to check out his entrance. ‘Aw, you’re too smart for me, Jimmy. Too damn smart. So, what do you want to do first? Business or food?’

The lines on Jimmy’s face deepened as he smiled. He shook his head. ‘And what makes you think I want to break bread with you, Loanie Gibbs? After all, you and your little Edinbugger fuckers took advantage of my absence when I was in the nick, didn’t you? Nah, man, this isn’t a social occasion.’ He smirked. ‘It’s not a bloody date, if that’s what you think, with it being Valentine’s Day and all. Nae chance.’

Loanie grinned. ‘You’re not my type, Jimmy.’ He gestured to a passing server. ‘Coffee please, son. Cappuccino, eh, extra sprinkles and one of your brilliant haggis burgers eh? Extra chips with that.’

When the server looked at Jimmy, he relented. ‘Oh, go on, then, I might as well join you. Can’t have you on your own on Valentine’s Day now, can I? I’ll have the homemade steak pie, please, extra gravy.’

The lad walked off with the menus, and Jimmy winked at Loanie. ‘Nothing like a homemade steak pie to celebrate your freedom, is there?’ He lifted his half of bitter and took a swig. ‘What’s with the cappuccino, Loanie? Extra sprinkles, tae? That how it is, eh? You going up in the world, like? You a cut above the rest of us now, eh? Bonnie tells me you’re in Morningside now. Too posh for the likes of us, maybe?’

‘Och away with you, man. That carry-on with your brother-in-law and nephew wasn’t down to me, as well you know. That was …’ he circled two fingers in the air ‘… shall we say a rogue enterprise among the ranks on both sides. Our break got dealt with, which is more than I can say for the break in your ranks, from what I’ve heard.’

‘Aye, well, I’ve only just got out of the Big Hoose, but it’s in hand. Nothing for you to worry your wee head about.’

Loanie shrugged and leaned forward, elbows resting on the table. ‘But I am worried, Jimmy. This is bigger than what those wee toerags got up to. You do realise that don’t you? It’s like there’s an orchestrated attack on us and on our businesses and I’m not entirely sure where it’s coming from. On the one hand it seems arbitrary – like some Sassenachs are casting a net around, looking to snag themselves a big cash cow, and then on the other it’s like it’s …’ he shrugged ‘… I don’t know – targeted?’

‘Aye, that’s why I agreed to meet. We need to squash them like fucking ants before they get their nasty wee pincers up our arses.’

‘So, we’re agreed. It’s some new outfit yanking our chains? Trying to set us off against each other so they can swoop in and take our businesses?’

‘Aye, it seems that way. Putting aside the whole Ned and Dan business and your two stupid fucking cousins Tommy and Markie – and their nonsense – it’s too organised. First one of your shipments goes missing and then one of my containers.’

‘One of your blokes gets his knees capped, then a couple of my employees get duffed up.’

‘Yeah, one of your illustrious establishments gets firebombed, then one of mine. It’s too neat. Too premeditated. Definitely targeted.’

‘You heard anything from the Glasgow end?’

Jimmy finished his beer then gestured for another. ‘I’m hearing nothing. Getting heehaw from my sources, which is why I’m here. Since my time in the nick I’m persona non grata among our boys and girls in blue. Wondered if you still had any influence with the Edinburgh pigs? The Gaffer maybe?’

Loanie’s snort was loud enough to draw the attention of a couple on the next table, but one look at the two men had them focusing back on their meals in no time. ‘Fuck off. You’re not serious? The Gaffer. No, that boat’s long sailed. The Gaffer’s retired and I’m the big man now.’

A gust of wind rattled the windows and Jimmy sighed. ‘Well …’

‘Aye, well … You know as well as I do that the reason you’re here is to reinstate that fucking agreement from when we were weans. We’re both struggling to keep on top of things. Both struggling to work out if it’s the bloody Scousers or the Geordies. Hell, I’m worried it might even be the Aberdonians. We need to work together on this.’

‘Aye, you got that right. You don’t think it seems personal, do you? I mean, if I was wanting to expand my business enterprise, I’d look towards Dundee, or maybe even Aberdeen. Neither Gordy Mac in Dundee nor Alfie in the granite city are as tight as we are. It’d be easy to usurp their contacts.’

‘I don’t think this is going to be solved in the short term, Jimmy. I think we’ll need to be hypervigilant and tighten our inner circle to weed out the weak links. Whoever is doing this, they’re like a corbie mithering a dead rat. It won’t give up till there’s no meat left on the bones.’

The server set two steaming plates before them and Loanie unwrapped his cutlery from the napkin. ‘Well, fingers crossed this tit-for-tat shite isn’t a bad omen, Jimmy. But, if I’m honest, it feels like it is. You know that Hitchcock film, The Birds – well, that started off with just a few crows, didn’t it and look how that ended.’

‘Aye, everybody covered in bird shite and a whole load of dead bodies.’


   

Chapter 4

‘Noooo!’ Queenie’s response to seeing Marcus Jones’s name on the driving licence of victim number one sounded more distraught than sorrowful. A beetroot flush flashed over Queenie’s round face as she jiggled on the spot like she desperately wanted to run from the scene, climb into her Land Rover and head back to the station.

Jazzy frowned and laid her hand on Queenie’s arm. ‘You know him, Queenie?’

Lifting a shaking hand, Queenie yanked at her tight-fitting hood and nodded. ‘Aye, I know him and let me tell you, if the body up the road really is him, then a planeload of shite is about to land on our heads.’ Wafting a hand in front of her bright red face she glared at Jazzy. ‘Should’ve hammered on the bog door when we got the call, like I told you. Should’ve sent Haggis or Geordie in to drag Dick away from his “me time”. Should’ve got Hobson to make an announcement over the tannoy, but, oh no, you wanted to get back in the action.’ Her glare intensified. ‘Well, let me tell you, JayZee Solanki, never have I been more disappointed in one of our Jazz Queens. No’ even that wee Smurf Haggis has disappointed me as much.’

‘Eh, I think you’ll find it was me who made all those suggestions, Queenie, and you were the one who vetoed every one of them. In fact, you were so keen to get out of
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A deadly gift
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On her way home from a police training conference, Felicity notices something odd about the white van in front of her. A hand has punched through the car’s rear light and is frantically waving, trying to catch her attention.

Felicity dials 999 and calls it in. But whilst on the phone, she loses control of the car on the icy road, crashing straight into the vehicle ahead.

Pinned in the seat and unable to move, cold air suddenly hits her face. Someone has opened the passenger door … and they have a gun.

With Felicity missing and no knowledge of whether she is dead or alive, DS Nikki Parekh and DC Sajid Malik race to find their friend and colleague.

But Felicity was harbouring a terrible secret, and with her life now hanging in the balance, Nikki can only hope that someone will come forward and break the silence …
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