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Afore—Before

Ain— Own. On ma ain. On my own.

Aye—Yes

Awfy/Awfa— Awful

Bawbag—Gla

sgow insult, (literally) scrotum.

Bides—Lives (Where’d ye bide? Where d’you live?)

Bowkin—Vomit-inducing

Cannae—Can’t

Deid—Dead

Dinnae—Don’t/do not

Dunderheid—Idiot

Fancy piece—Cake

Hame—Home

Hae—Have. We widnae hae (We wouldn’t have)

Hen—A term of endearment, usually to a female

Heid—Head

High Heidyin—Boss, leader, management etc.

Ken—Know. Aye, I ken him weel (Yes, I know him well)

Ma—A term meaning either Mother, or more usually, my

Naebody—Nobody

Numpty—Idiot

Ony/Onythin—Any/anything

Oor—Our

Peely Wally—Pale, sickly

Polis—Police (Pronounced to rhyme with Morris)

Run a message—go on an errand

Snitch—Informant 

SOCO—Scenes of Crimes Officer

Summat—Something

Wheesht—A plea for silence - Haud yer wheesht (Shut up)
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McClure Logistics, Carsgate Road North, Inverness 5:15am
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Having walked the half-mile from the main road, they stop at the gates. It’s still nice and dark and none of the neighbouring units are lit up. Continuing through the gate and up to the front of the building, Relic Black pauses and turns to face the road.

‘What’s up?’ says McKay.

‘Thought I’d keep a lookout.’

‘Away tae fuck. Get inside wi me. Ye need to ken how to dae this—I’m no always gonnae be here tae hold yer hand.’ Ali McKay digs into his pocket and pulls out two pairs of latex gloves.

Relic stifles a groan. He takes the gloves and pulls them on, then waits until McKay has unfastened the locking bar and opened the side access. Pushing the door, McKay steps inside.

The place looks the same as on their last visit, almost forty-eight hours earlier. Fortunately, nothing has changed, which suggests no-one else has been in the unit. Aside from the ancient portacabin that passes for an office, rolls of carpet and racks of laminate flooring take up most of the storage space. But it’s the two chest freezers that are the focus of McKay’s interest.

Crossing to the corner, he lifts the lids of each one in turn. He stares down at the two men currently taking up residence and satisfies himself that the bodies of Fat Frank and DCI Callaghan haven’t been touched.

‘Still dead, then?’ says Relic.

McKay grunts. Using two lengths of timber, he props open the lids of both freezers, just in case no-one thinks to check inside. ‘Let’s get this done afore some fucker comes nosin around, eh?’

Relic climbs the two steps into the office and picks up a handful of papers and files from the desk. Stuffing them into an empty carboard box, he carries it to the corner of the unit nearest the entrance. Leaning a few offcuts of carpet against the box, he pulls a bunch of loose papers out and crumples them up. McKay finds a bin bag of rubbish and adds the contents to the pile.

‘That be enough?’ says Relic, picking up a sheet of newspaper.

The other man surveys their work. ‘Aye.’ Taking the Coke bottle from his jacket pocket, he unscrews it. Pouring half the contents over the rubbish, he dribbles the rest across a few rolls of carpets. Replacing the screw cap, he nods to Relic.

Twisting the newspaper, Relic takes out the lighter he bought for the occasion and sets fire to one end. Waiting until McKay has stepped outside the building, he leans down and lights several bits of paper and card around the box. The flames flicker for a moment then there’s a whoosh as the petrol ignites. Relic steps through the door.

‘Leave it open,’ says McKay. ‘Dinnae want the place to burn to the ground afore the brigade get inside.’

They stand for a minute, watching the blaze, then cross the yard and follow the road back to the car. As they round the corner, McKay takes the burner phone from his jacket and makes a call.

‘Fire brigade, please,’ he says in a high, sing-song voice. He pauses, grinning at Relic. ‘Oh yes. I’m just walking my Chihuahua along Carsgate Road North and it looks as if one of the factories might be on fire. That’s right, yes. I believe it’s called McClure Logistics. I’d hurry along if I were you, young lady, before it really takes hold.’ He ends the call and throws the phone into some bushes at the entrance to the Arnold Clark repair shop. ‘Seven minutes. Eight, tops.’

Back in the car park at the B and M Garden Centre, they stand by the Audi for a while, listening. Within a minute, a distant siren whines into life.

‘Harbour Road?’ says Relic.

‘Aye. Be comin past shortly. Wanna stay an watch?’

Relic laughs. ‘Nah. Reckon it’s time for breakfast. I’ve got bacon an eggs if ye like?’

McKay nods. ‘Aye, why the fuck not?’
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Divisional HQ, Old Perth Road, Inverness 8:26am
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Detective Inspector Rebecca McKenzie rubs the bridge of her nose and slips her reading glasses back on. Blinking, she stares at the screen in front of her.

‘Mornin, boss,’ says Koch. He pauses. ‘Done somethin wi yer hair?’

She raises an eyebrow. ‘Ye takin the piss, Detective Constable?’

He inclines his head. ‘Oh, it’s the glasses. Nice.’

Koch crosses to his own desk and sits for a moment, sipping freshly made coffee—a meagre reward for working on Sunday morning. ‘Swinney’s no comin back, then?’

McKenzie continues to stare at the screen. ‘He put in for a transfer, so disnae look like it.’

‘D’ye think he might’ve been, ye know...pressured?’

She sighs and swivels her head. ‘By?’

Koch shrugs. ‘The DCI, maybe.’

‘Wouldn’t hae thought so. Swinney and Dirty Barry are like the fuckin Chuckle Brothers without the irony.’

‘Who’re the Chuckle Brothers?’

She rolls her eyes. ‘Cultural icons for the middle-aged, Gary.’

‘Oh.’ He frowns, opens his mouth to say something, then the office door swings open and a couple of the plods come in. ‘Hey, Robbie,’ he says to the man. ‘Ye needin somethin?’

The PC nods at McKenzie. ‘Just a word with the DI.’

Rebecca looks up. ‘PC Kikelomo, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, ma’am.’

‘Well, ye’re obviously not here to sing me happy birthday, so what’re ye after?’

‘There’s a lady downstairs, ma’am.’

‘A lady? My, we are honoured.’

The constable coughs. ‘It’s Mrs Callaghan.’

Here it is, then. McKenzie takes a sharp intake of breath, holds it, and lets it out slowly. ‘The DCI’s wife, ye mean?’

‘That’s her.’

McKenzie leans to one side and peers at the door. ‘Don’t think he’s in yet.’

‘That’s just it, ma’am. She says her husband’s missing.’

‘Really?’ She glances at her DC, manufactures a troubled expression. ‘Sounds ominous.’ To the young copper, she says, ‘I’d better hae a word, then. In reception, is she?’

Kikelomo nods and goes off.

The door closes and Koch looks over. ‘Missin? Doesn’t sound like the DCI. Think somethin’s happened to him?’

‘Haven’t got a Scooby.’

‘I’ll come down wi ye, if ye like, boss.’

‘Nah, ye’re alright. Finish yer coffee. Callaghan’s probably drunk in a pub somewhere after a lock-in.’

Koch watches her go and wonders, not for the first time, if this is connected to all the other shite that seems to surround McKenzie.
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Edith Callaghan sits at the table near the window, clasps her hands and stares up at McKenzie.

Closing the door, Rebecca slides into the chair opposite the DCI’s wife and asks again if she’d like coffee.

‘No. Thank you.’ She sniffs.

‘So,’ says McKenzie, noting the red-rimmed eyes and the pale face. ‘Why don’t you start at the beginning?’

Mrs Callaghan sniffs again and looks at her hands. ‘He had a phone call. About half past six on Friday. I almost had dinner ready so wasn’t best pleased when he told me he had to go out.’ She chews her lip. ‘Of course, it’s not uncommon for him to have to go out at mealtimes to deal with something...’

McKenzie takes out her police-issue notebook and writes a few lines. ‘Did he say what it might be, or where?’

The DCI’s wife shakes her head. ‘He never does, but that’s understandable, isn’t it? Confidentially and suchlike.’ She pauses. ‘So, away he went. I thought about switching off the cooker and postponing my meal until he got home but then I thought, no, why should I wait? I’m always the one left hanging around.’ Another pause. ‘Must’ve been after seven when I finished eating, so then I washed up and sat watching television for a while. And that’s when I got the text.’

‘On your mobile?’

‘Yes. It said—Don’t wait up...likely to be late... Seemed odd to me.’

‘Why odd?’

‘Well, because he hadn’t signed it. You see, Barry never sends me a text without signing it. Always the same—Love you. B.’ She looks hard at McKenzie. ‘And he’s always told me, if something looks off, doesn’t matter how small a detail, it’s important.’

‘That’s absolutely right, Mrs Callaghan. So, what happened next?’

‘Well, I didn’t think about the signing thing again. Thought maybe he’s in a rush and hasn’t got time. So, I went to bed. In the morning, he still wasn’t home. Then, about ten o’clock, I got another text. This one said he had to go into the office and he’d be back soon.’

‘Do ye have yer phone, Mrs Callaghan?’

The woman rummages in her shoulder bag and pulls out a sealed plastic folder. ‘I’ve written my password on the note so it’ll be easier. And the charger’s there, too.’

McKenzie takes the bag, glances at the post-it note stuck to the phone. All praise wives of coppers. She smiles. ‘Is there anything else ye’d like to tell me?’

Edith Callaghan rubs her eyes. ‘Well, his car’s gone, of course. And he must’ve taken his wallet.’

‘In his own car?’

She nods.

‘An the reg number is..?’

Edith Callaghan rattles it out.

McKenzie jots down the number, then pushes her chair back. ‘If ye could just wait here, I’ll get someone to take a formal statement.’ She puts on her best concerned face. ‘Try not to worry. I’m sure there’s a simple explanation.’ 

Back upstairs, she places the plastic bag on Koch’s desk. ‘There ye go. Get that off to forensics, then pop down to interview room two and take a statement from Mrs Callaghan. I’ll check wi traffic, see if we can track his car.’

‘The DCI is missin, then?’

‘He is.’ McKenzie takes a breath. ‘In the meantime, I’d better let the Wide-Mouthed Frog ken what’s goin on.’
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34 Millburn Court, Inverness 9:03am
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Davy Angus tries the bell again, pressing it longer this time. Knowing McClure’s penchant for slapping folk about, he’s reluctant to make too much fuss. Still nothing. Leaning forwards, he listens. Nothing. One more go. This time, he bangs on the door itself, prompting the doorknob to drop off. As it rolls across the floor, the door swings open a few inches.

‘What the fuck?’ Picking up the metal knob, Davy peers at it. The key has been drilled through. He looks at the hole where the doorknob came from. Something’s not right, that’s for sure. Hamish McClure never leaves his flat door unlocked. Carefully, just in case Hamish is standing there watching him, he pushes the door fully open.

The smell wafts upwards and he steps back, rubbing his nose. Though Davy can’t say he’s ever actually smelled death before, he very quickly understands what people mean by the phrase. The body closest to him lies face down, the back of the head shot away. Further along the passage, almost in the living room doorway, McClure the Younger appears to be staring at the ceiling. Or at least, his one remaining eye is. Like his brother, portions of his brain decorate the carpet.

Davy turns and throws up, spattering the landing and stair rails with half-digested bacon and eggs. Leaning against the wall for support, he pulls out his phone and for the first time in his life, calls the police.
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Divisional HQ, Old Perth Road, Inverness 9:27am
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McKenzie stands outside the door, considering her options. It’s likely the Frog will want to keep an eye on things until the DCI returns and, considering the DCI’s gonnae be goin nowhere except the mortuary any time soon, they could be stuck with the mouthy tart for months on end.

She knocks on the door. There’s no answer and she’s about to knock again when it  opens.

‘DI McKenzie,’ says the Wide-Mouthed Frog. She has an empty mug in one hand. ‘What brings you up here?’

‘Wonder if I could hae a word, ma’am?’

The woman looks Rebecca up and down. ‘Get me a refill, would you? Coffee, black, no sugar.’

‘Yes, ma’am.’

McKenzie walks along to the small kitchen and switches on the kettle. Rooting around, she locates the necessary requisites and makes the coffee. There aren’t any other mugs in the cupboard and in any case, she hasn’t been offered a drink, so best leave it.

Back at the office door, she knocks and enters.

Detective Superintendent McMullen sits behind a ridiculously wide desk, no doubt to take the focus off the size of her mouth. The woman stands to take the mug and motions for McKenzie to sit on the only other chair in the room.

‘We don’t often see you up here, Detective Inspector.’ She stares at McKenzie. ‘Rebecca, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, ma’am.’

‘Not been here long, have you?’

‘No, ma’am, but I think I’m settlin in well.’

McMullen nods several times. ‘Hmm. Right, then. How can I help?’

‘Well, ma’am, it’s about DCI Callaghan.’ She proceeds to give a succinct account of the morning’s events, keeping her gaze on the back of the superintendent’s computer screen.

‘Missing?’ McMullen sounds flabbergasted. She leans back, cradling her coffee mug. ‘And we’re assuming foul play, are we?’

‘I cannae imagine the DCI wanderin off for nae reason, ma’am.’

McMullen sits for a moment, and McKenzie is forced to meet her gaze. The mouth seems wider than usual, and the cheeks have a tinge of red to them. McKenzie concludes it’s probably the makeup. Clownish.

‘Right, then. Well, I’ve a meeting with the divisional commander in half an hour, but I’ll come down later and see where we’re at. I assume you intend to start at the house.’

‘Yes, ma’am.’

Ordeal over, McKenzie leaves and heads for the stairs.
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Millburn Court, Inverness 9:39am
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Detective Constable Ella Gibbons and PC Robbie Kikelomo hike up the stairs to the first floor. Having gained entrance via the service button, they stand for a moment looking at the still-open door to number 34. A dining chair has been placed in front of it.

‘So, that’s the McClure residence, is it?’ says Robbie.

‘Aye. Hamish. The elder brother. And the stupidest, by all accounts.’

A sound behind them heralds the entrance of the neighbour.

‘You the police, eh?’ says the man.

‘That’s right,’ says Gibbons, nodding at Kikelomo. ‘Uniform’s a bit of a giveaway.’

Davy Angus indicates his own front door. ‘D’yous want to come in here, or..?’

DC Gibbons points at number 34. ‘Ye found it like this, eh?’

Davy explains about the doorknob. He hands her the offending item. ‘Looks like someone’s drilled through it.’ He pauses. ‘I put the chair there. Keep folk out.’

Pulling on a pair of gloves, Gibbons moves the chair and pushes the door. She stands for a minute, staring at the bodies. Without looking at Davy, she says, ‘You haven’t been in there, have you?’

‘Christ, what? No, no me. It’s obvious they’re deid, like.’

Kikelomo places himself in between the door and the neighbour’s line of sight. ‘Do you have any idea who the other man might be?’

‘Oh, aye. That’s Danny. Danny McClure. The brother.’

DC Gibbons moves to the top of the stairs and makes a call.

Kikelomo takes out his notebook. ‘And how did you happen to find the bodies?’

‘Hamish had asked me to give him a hand with somethin this mornin.’

‘He asked you this morning?’

‘Aw, no. He called me a couple of days back. Said he could put some work my way, an that.’

Robbie glances at the DC, then ushers the neighbour back into his own flat. 

DC Gibbons signs off the radio. A tingling sensation in her stomach reminds her that this is why she joined the force. Excitement. Murder. Catching bad guys. When Robbie comes back onto the landing, she sends him down to the car to fetch a roll of police tape.
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Divisional HQ, Old Perth Road, Inverness 9:56am

––––––––
[image: ]


‘Yes, ma’am. That’s right, ma’am.’

McKenzie puts the phone down and takes off her glasses. Explosion number two. She slots the glasses into their case and drops it into her bag. Sitting with her fingers intertwined, she wonders when the next big bang will occur.

DC Koch returns with another one of his fancy coffees.

‘Drink too much of that stuff an ye’ll be buzzin all day,’ says McKenzie.

‘Rather be buzzin than dozin.’

The desk phone rings, making Rebecca jump. ‘Jeezas. Hello, McKenzie...’ She listens for a moment. ‘Ye found what? Christ on a bike. Okay. What’s the address?’ She scribbles a note on her pad. ‘Aye, thanks.’ She thumps the phone down into its cradle. ‘More shite.’

Koch looks over. ‘Aye?’

‘Aye. Not only do we have two suspicious deaths at a flat owned by well-known ne’er-do-well Hamish McClure, but the factory unit owned by that same individual is on fire.’ She pauses. ‘Until a few hours ago, anyway. And d’ye want tae guess what else they found there?’

Koch shrugs. ‘Another body?’

‘No. Two more bodies.’

‘Bloody hell.’

McKenzie stands. ‘DC Gibbons is at the McClure flat. I’ll send Sergeant Finn over to the factory unit as soon as she’s back from her break.’

‘Shouldn’t we go to the factory?’

‘Aye, but the Wide Mouthed Frog wants us over at the Callaghan residence first. After that, we’ll head to the factory. Meet me downstairs in ten minutes.’

Walking to the door, she takes out her own mobile phone and scrolls through her contacts. She clicks on a name.

‘Magnus? Aye. As they say in the movies, the eagle has landed.’
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Harbour View, Anderson Street, Inverness 10.12am
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Relic pushes his plate aside. ‘Not bad, that.’

Ali McKay helps himself to another slice of toast and mops up the last of the tomato sauce. ‘Aye. Cheers.’ He munches away for a moment, gazing out of the window at the industrial landscape across the River Ness.

‘We got anythin else on?’ says Relic.

‘Meetin wi Magnus.’

‘Oh, aye? About what?’

McKay shrugs.

‘Might be the fallout over the Callaghan thing, eh?’

‘Might be. More likely to be another job.’

Relic coughs. ‘A hit?’

‘That is what we dae, ye ken?’

‘I know. Just...’

‘An sooner or later, you, my friend, are gonnae hae to pull a few triggers.’

‘Me? Why?’

McKay laughs. ‘D’ye think Magnus and Chrissy are gonnae let ye float along reapin the rewards without contributin?’

‘I am contributin. I just thought...’ He sighs. ‘Aye, I thought I might.’

McKay lets his gaze slide across the room. Aside from a few cardboard boxes, there’s no sign of Relic having moved any of his possessions from Aberdeen. ‘Organised the removals, yet, hae ye?’

Relic makes a phhtt sound. ‘I have been busy, ye know?’

‘Ye had yesterday off.’

This is true. But the move to Inverness signifies a complete change in his lifestyle and so far, Relic Black hasn’t quite got his head around it. ‘I’ll get it sorted.’

McKay stands. ‘Come on. Magnus disnae like to be kept waitin.’
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The Twa Heids Barber Shop, Castle Street, Inverness 10:23am
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Big Sheila sits by the open door of her office and watches the new boy. He’s popular with the punters right enough and seems to know what he’s doing—they’ve acquired several new customers wanting one of those textured quiffs he’s been knocking out by the dozen. Aye, men’s haircuts are all about big volume and texture these days. Thank Christ the new boy’s got a bit of style. And let’s face it, she thinks, eyeing his muscled torso, he’s easy on the eye, too. That said, he’s no Hughie. Sheila chews her lip. The memory of the former barber brings a tear to her eye. She wipes it away. No point getting maudlin about it.

The current customer stands and fishes in his wallet. After he’s paid and left the shop, Sheila jerks her head. ‘Got a minute, Nils?’

The new boy comes in and slides onto a chair near the office door. ‘Everything is all right, is it, Sheila?’ Just the sound of the man’s voice almost makes Sheila come in her knickers—and that’s not a thing that happens often. What is it about these Nordic types that’s so fucking appealing?

‘Aye,’ she says, forcing herself back to reality. ‘Ye’re doin a grand job. It’s just the paperwork.’

The blond-haired hunk takes a breath. ‘Ah. I see. You need me to be legal. Above board, as you say.’

Sheila coughs. ‘We’d prefer it, but it’s not essential. The owner, well, he likes everythin to be just so, ye ken? But I’m happy to continue payin ye cash in hand just now.’ She gives him a wink. ‘We’ll just not tell him.’

The shop door pings, heralding another customer.

‘I’ll get back to work, then,’ says the hunk.

Sheila watches him for a moment, the way he greets the punter, gets him seated, asks relevant, topical questions. Aye, he’s got the gift, alright.
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The Red House, Inchmore, Inverness 10:41am
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They find the house in a quiet cul-de-sac just south of the Beauly Firth. Never having had the pleasure of visiting the DCI’s previous residence, McKenzie thinks this place has a lot going for it—surrounded by beautiful countryside, and less than ten miles from town, it would’ve been perfect for Dirty Barry’s retirement. Shame the old git won’t get a chance to enjoy it.

A red Mini—clearly a woman’s car—stands in the driveway but there’s plenty of room for a least two more vehicles. McKenzie pulls alongside the rose bushes that border the lawn, and gazes up at the house. Three bedrooms at the front and probably a few more at the back. Plenty space for the family, she muses, though she can’t imagine there’ll be many celebrations going on over the next few months.

Mrs Callaghan answers the bell at the first ring. ‘Oh, hello, Inspector. Please come in.’

McKenzie and Koch follow her through to the lounge at the rear of the house. McKenzie notes the look of anticipation on Edith Callaghan’s face. 

‘There’s no news,’ she says, taking a seat on the sofa. ‘We just wanted tae take a little time to build up a clearer picture of what happened.’

The little woman sits opposite. ‘I’ve already told you everything.’

‘We realise that, Mrs Callaghan,’ says Koch, earning himself a glare from McKenzie. ‘But it’s important we go over your account again, to ensure we haven’t missed anything.’

McKenzie wonders why Koch’s using his posh voice—does he think the DCI’s missus will appreciate it? She stares at him until he gets the message. He pushes himself back in the chair.

‘You’d like me to start from the beginning, then?’ said Mrs Callaghan. ‘Again.’

‘If ye don’t mind,’ says McKenzie, taking out her notebook.
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Whitehouse Lodge, Blackpark, Inverness 10:49am
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Magnus Flood perches on one of the bar stools in his kitchen. He picks up his coffee cup and takes a drink. ‘We may have a problem.’

Relic and Ali settle themselves on stools at the other side of the kitchen island. The lack of offers re coffee etc give Relic the impression Flood is not in a good mood.

‘What sort of problem?’ says McKay.

‘The Norwegian.’

Relic glances at his partner, recalling how they disposed of the Norwegian’s body. ‘Somethin come back from forensics?’

Flood shakes his head. ‘If it has, I’m sure Rebecca can deal with it. No, this is a little more serious.’ He takes another drink. ‘I have an acquaintance in the Norwegian police force. He tells me Stig Halvorsen has been missed.’

McKay leans across the counter. ‘Who by?’

‘We employed him on the usual contract, which precludes details of that contract being shared with anyone else, but it seems Halvorsen did share something.’

‘Ye think someone might come lookin for him?’ says Relic.

‘Good question,’ says Magnus. ‘My informant believes a person is already in the city. We have no name, no description...’ He pauses. ‘No clue if this individual is male, female, black, white or whatever, but my informant suggests we take care.’

‘We’re talkin retaliation, then?’ says McKay.

Flood nods. ‘The original intelligence came via one of my informant’s snitches—someone who is aware of Halvorsen’s particular talents.’

‘So, how do we find him? Or her?’ says Relic.

‘I’ll talk to Rebecca. You two better start by checking our current list of associates. And hope that someone, somewhere, knows something.’

Relic frowns. ‘And if not?’

‘Then we’re in the shit, good and proper.’
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Ridley Steele Recruitment, Bank Lane, Inverness 11:15am
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On the fourth floor, Chrissy Ridley ushers the applicant into the meeting room. As she does so, her mobile buzzes. ‘Have a seat. I’ll be with you in a moment.’

Perched on the edge of her desk, Chrissy checks the message. Magnus—one of his longer texts. And it’s not good news. Chrissy sits for a moment, staring out over the roof of the Ramada Hotel. Oh, well. The smelly stuff had to hit the wind machine eventually.

Back in the meeting room, she takes a seat at an angle to the woman in the multi-coloured trouser suit. Looks like Borgo De Nor, she thinks, which isn’t shabby by anyone’s standards. The woman’s long blonde hair shines like a moonbeam in the dark. Abnormally shiny, she thinks, like it came out of a bottle, but maybe Ms B is just naturally gorgeous. Chrissy wonders if this person has any idea what the work entails.

She scans the application form. The name is familiar, but she can’t think where she’s heard it. ‘So, Ellen. I see you’ve just moved here.’

‘Yes. I had an...ahm...an unhappy split with my husband. Decided to put some space between us.’ Her accent is English, Home Counties, cultured.

‘Ah. Sounds sensible.’

‘I believe you run Ridley Steele together with your husband.’

Chrissy lifts her chin. ‘In theory.’

‘Sorry?’

‘My husband recently ran off with a Latvian tart. I don’t expect he’ll be coming back.’

‘Oh, that’s awful. I’m so sorry.’

Chrissy smiles at her. The woman does look genuinely sorry. ‘It’s fine. He’s a count. That’s count, without the ‘o’.’

Ellen stares at her, then grins. ‘At least you can laugh about it.’

Chrissy slides the application form back into the folder. ‘I’m not sure this work will suit you. Most of our staff are...how can I put it? Poor. They work hard for their money.’

‘I can work hard.’

Tapping her fingernails on the table, Chrissy purses her lips. ‘Fair enough. You can start tomorrow. The Ramada Hotel.’ She points through the window. ‘Seven-thirty til four-thirty. Half an hour for lunch. Sunday’s off.’

‘That sounds perfect.’

‘I’ll introduce you to Stephanie—she’ll sort out your paperwork and give you a couple of uniforms.’

‘Thank you. You’re very kind.’

‘Let’s see if you feel the same in a week.’

In the main office, Chrissy watches as Ms Ellen Brody follows Stephanie out to the locker rooms. The woman appears genuine enough, but there’s something about that name...
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Caravan Park, A862, Near Inverness 11:55am
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Relic recognises the place from the last time they visited. On that occasion, their business involved passing on a car to be scrapped in a manner that would leave no paper trail. Pulling up outside the last mobile home on the far side of the site, McKay gives Relic a nudge. ‘Leave this tae me, aye?’

The bearded man with the toothy grin appears as if they’re expected.

‘Aye, aye, mannie.’ Casting an eye over Relic, he says, ‘The new boy doin okay?’

McKay glances at Relic. ‘Aye, nae bad.’

Beardy inclines his head and leads them into the caravan.

The interior is well-kept, though clearly the realm of a single man.

‘Ye’re no here about a motor.’

McKay sniffs. ‘No.’

‘Information, then?’

‘Aye. We’ve reason to believe someone from northern Europe may be in town.’

Beardy scratches his chin. ‘What’s that? Sweden? Denmark?’

‘Could be.’

‘Mannie? Wifie?’

McKay shrugs.

‘And what might this person be doin in town?’

McKay just looks at him.

Beardy nods. ‘Aye, I see.’ He scratches his chin again. ‘I’ve a couple of folk I can talk tae, but have tae say, it disnae sound promisin.’

‘Mind, keep it vague. We dinnae want anyone to ken we’re askin questions.’
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Back in the car, Relic fastens his seat belt. ‘How can he ask questions if he has to keep it vague?’

McKay fiddles with his eyepatch, adjusts the elastic. ‘Maybe that’s a skill ye’ll learn.’ He gives Relic a sly smile. ‘If ye live long enough.’

‘Jeezas, you know how to make a bloke feel good.’
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McClure Logistics, Carsgate Road North, Inverness 12:26pm
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Two squad cars block the entrance to the McClure’s yard. McKenzie spots the blonde bob of Detective Sergeant Molly Finn waving her arms at one of the plods.

‘Aye, aye, it’s yer girlfriend
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