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      Former Chief Superintendent John Barrow lay back on his bunk with his hands behind his head.

      ‘You all set for tomorrow?’ he asked his pad-mate lying on the bunk above.

      ‘Yeah. I can’t fucking wait,’ he replied with a contented sigh.

      ‘And you remember everything we discussed?’

      ‘Of course, John. We’ve gone over it half a dozen times. I’ll make sure that things go according to plan. The wheels are already in motion. Don’t worry.’

      Barrow smiled to himself. He was facing life in prison with no chance of parole for another twenty-four years because of that bitch Grace Carter and her gang of thugs. The Carters were the scum of the earth as far as he was concerned, and he couldn’t wait for the day when they were finally brought to their knees. They had ruled Liverpool for far too long and it was about time for a changing of the guard. To his disgust, most of his colleagues and former friends had disowned him when he’d been arrested for murder and child sexual exploitation. People were hypocrites. Nobody had given a thought to the kind of women and girls he’d sought the services of when they were alive. That was how people like him had been able to prey on them so easily and for so long. But he still had enough contacts, and enough dirt on enough people, to be able to pull some strings – even from the confines of his cell in HMP Wymott.

      The thing with prisoners like him was that they were all put on a wing together for their own protection. Vulnerable prisoners. So, when he bumped into a former associate of his, it wasn’t a huge surprise. But it was a stroke of luck that this particular associate had a reason to hate the Carters just as much as he did. Well, one Carter in particular. The man who had stolen the love of his life – at least, that was what his pad-mate believed anyway. And John Barrow wasn’t about to point out the sheer stupidity of doing anything for the love of a woman when it wasn’t going to serve his own ends. He didn’t care what his associates’ motives were, he only cared that they shared a common goal – bringing down the Carters. If it hadn’t been for their interfering in something that had fuck-all to do with them, he wouldn’t be sitting in this tiny, stinking cell.

      Since he was an ex-copper, most of the screws hated Barrow as much as the cons did, but there were some who recognised the authority and power he still held, and they treated him well. He was able to ensure that he and his old friend were padded up together, and with nothing but time on their hands, they had spent the last six months plotting the downfall of the Carter empire.

      ‘Don’t underestimate this new crew,’ Barrow warned. ‘They might be feral, but they are ruthless and not quite as stupid as they look.’

      ‘I know the score,’ came the reply. ‘Stop fretting, John. I promise you that the Carters’ days are numbered. I will bring them to their knees, and then I will take back what is rightfully mine.’

      ‘I only wish I could be there to see the arrogant grins wiped off their faces when you do.’

      ‘Hmm,’ his cell mate mumbled into the darkness. ‘Soon they will all know that she belonged to me first.’
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      Devlin King’s fingers curled around the handle of the Beretta handgun as he stared out of the car window into the darkness. This shooter was the real deal. He’d used guns before plenty of times, but they were converted replicas or antiques and as such they weren’t always reliable, as the missing tip of the thumb of his right hand could attest. But this one he held onto now was the dog’s bollocks. He and his older brother, Jerrod, had a new benefactor, and while Devlin didn’t trust him as much as Jerrod did, he had to admit he had come through for them in getting them four of the finest quality clean handguns Devlin had ever seen in his life in order to pull off this job. And given who they were going up against, they would need to prove that they had the balls and the resources to be contenders for the top spot.

      Now the King brothers and two of their most experienced soldiers were sitting in an old Ford Estate on a dark country road somewhere in Scotland, waiting for a shipment of Connor Carter and Jake Conlon’s cocaine to be delivered. The brothers had recently come by some new and interesting information about how the drugs were being transported, and it was too good an opportunity to miss out on. They were using a local car-hire firm to transport the goods from the border up to Glasgow, with minimal security. It was easy pickings as far as Devlin was concerned. The thing with Conlon and Carter was that they were a pair of arrogant pricks, and one day it was going to be their downfall. They believed they were untouchable. And while half of the city of Liverpool might shit their pants at the mere mention of their name, Devlin and his brother knew what they were really about. Too interested in looking pretty to get their hands dirty anymore. They sat in their fancy fucking cars and their flash designer suits, looking down at people like him, who knew what it was really like to graft your arse off to get what you want. Conlon and Carter had gone soft and now it was time for the Bridewell Blades to show everyone what they were capable of and step into the limelight for a change.

      ‘Shouldn’t he have been past by now?’ Jerrod barked from the front seat of the car.

      ‘It’s only been ten minutes,’ Devlin reminded him.

      ‘We better not have missed them!’ Jerrod growled.

      ‘We haven’t! Our lads saw the handover. He’ll be here,’ Devlin snapped. They had two of their men stationed four miles down the road where the drop-off was taking place, and they’d confirmed the drop had gone without incident.

      ‘Here he is now. A white Renault Mégane, right?’

      ‘That’s them,’ Jerrod snapped as he opened the car door and jumped out, quickly followed by the other three men. It was Jerrod who fired the first shot at the car, causing it to veer off the road and straight into a ditch.

      The four men ran to the car. Devlin peered inside to see the driver slumped over the wheel with blood pouring from his head. He was either dead or unconscious. Devlin pointed the gun at the window beside his head. He may as well make sure, he thought to himself.

      ‘Dev!’ Jerrod shouted, full of excitement. ‘We have hit the fucking jackpot here, kid! Come on. Give us a hand?’

      Devlin lowered his gun and jogged to the back of the car where his brother and their two associates had forced open the boot to reveal four black holdalls full of cocaine. Devlin smiled at the sight as they lifted the bags from the car. This stuff had to be worth a fucking fortune, and if it was good-quality gear, they could cut it with something else and double their profits.

      ‘Come on, before someone sees something and phones the bizzies,’ Jerrod snapped again, breaking Devlin from his daze, as he was already thinking of the new motor he was going to buy himself. He took a holdall from his brother and the four ran back over the road to their own car, stashing the four black bags beneath the back seat before jumping inside. Adrenaline thundered around Devlin’s body as the driver started the engine and sped off down the narrow country road.

      ‘How fucking easy was that, lads?’ Jerrod laughed loudly and the rest of them joined in. The atmosphere in the car sizzled with excitement and electricity as they congratulated each other on a job well done.

      ‘Big things are about to happen for us,’ Jerrod went on excitedly. ‘Those pretentious pricks aren’t going to know what’s hit them.’

      ‘Too fucking right!’ Devlin agreed with a vigorous nod of his head. They hadn’t needed the shooters in the end, which only proved to him further that he and his brother didn’t need anyone but themselves and their loyal soldiers.

      Devlin leaned back against the seat and smiled to himself. Jerrod was right. Big things were about to happen for them. He could feel it in his bones.
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      Two days later

      Jake Conlon leaned back in his chair. The old leather creaked as it shifted under his weight. For a second, he was reminded of his father, Nathan Conlon, who had once owned this club and run Liverpool, and all from the comfort of this very same seat. Following his murder eight years earlier, Jake had taken over the reins at the age of just nineteen. Of course, he had been a complete idiot back then, and it had actually been his mum, Grace Carter, who had needed to step in and not only save his arse, but teach him how things were supposed to be run.

      It was only then that Jake had learned who really ran the streets of Liverpool, and it was his own mum. She was everything his father wasn’t. Smart. Calculated. Ruthless only when she needed to be, whereas his dad had been a vicious fucker just for the sake of it.

      The Blue Rooms had been a seedy strip club back when his father owned the place, but now it was an exclusive Liverpool nightclub in the docklands, and it turned over enough of a profit to enable Jake and his business partner, Connor, to justify the lifestyle they both had, and also funnel a good portion of their illegitimate money through the books. Of course, they were also part-owners of Cartel Securities, the company that provided security for most of the Merseyside area.

      Jake smiled to himself as he thought about how far he had come in those past eight years. How far all of them had come. He wasn’t ashamed to admit who he was any longer. He owned his mistakes and his sexuality, which he had felt forced to hide for years. He was afraid of no one. Most of all, he was Grace Carter’s son, and he was the new head of her empire.

      ‘What you smiling about? Danny just been in?’ Connor Carter said with a laugh as he strolled into the room.

      ‘Fuck off, you knob,’ Jake fired back good-naturedly. Connor was his stepbrother, business partner and best mate. They had been through a lot together in the past few years, including being arrested for murder, a paternity battle involving Jake’s daughter, Isla, and most painfully, the murder of Connor’s twin, Paul, who had been Jake’s partner in every other sense.

      Jake had been lost for a long time after Paul’s death, wondering if he would ever feel happy again. But his family had pulled him out his pit of despair, and then he had met Danny Alexander. Danny was the Managing Director of Cartel Securities, alongside his best mate, and Jake’s uncle, Luke Sullivan. Danny had been a ladies’ man, going through women at a rate of knots. He was so deep inside the closet that he hadn’t even realised he was bisexual himself until one night after hours at the club, when one thing had led to another. It had taken Danny time to adjust and accept who he was, but now he and Jake were officially a couple and Jake had never been happier.

      ‘Where is he anyway?’ Connor said as he looked around the room. ‘I thought him and Luke were meeting us here?’

      ‘They were, but there was some trouble at one of the pubs over in the Wirral.’

      ‘And they needed to deal with it?’ Connor frowned. Pub scuffles were way below Danny and Luke’s pay grade.

      ‘Bizzies were crawling all over the place. One of the bouncers was stabbed,’ Jake replied with a roll of his eyes. Danny and Luke used to have their own security firm, Sable Securities, and they had done well. But when rival firms kept trying to stage takeovers, they merged with Cartel Securities and became the new directors. They were well respected in their field and cultivated a fierce loyalty among their workforce, and part of the reason for that was that they looked after their employees well. They knew every one of their hundreds of staff by name and they always attended any incidents when one of them was seriously injured, which had been occurring more frequently of late.

      ‘That’s the second one this month.’ Connor frowned as he sat on the sofa in the corner of the office.

      ‘I know, mate.’

      ‘You think it’s random, or something more going on?’ Connor asked as he helped himself to a can of Coke from the fridge beside him.

      ‘Fuck knows. But Danny and Luke will sort it,’ Jake replied. He and Connor had enough to deal with, without getting involved with the security firm too. They owned part of the company, but as far as Jake was concerned, it was very much Danny and Luke’s domain now. Especially since his mum and stepdad, Michael, had gone to Spain for a few months to set up their new restaurant. They had finally handed over the reins to him and Connor, and while it had been a long time coming, Jake missed having both of them around. He knew they would be on a plane in a heartbeat if they ever needed them, but it wasn’t the same as having them right on his doorstep.

      ‘Yeah. We got enough on our plates with this fucking Scottish business,’ Connor said with a scowl.

      Jake nodded his agreement. He and Connor had controlled the supply routes to Scotland for years. It was one of their biggest earners. It had long been a target for wannabes to make their mark, or try to steal their product, but over the years they had fine-tuned their operation, and it rarely gave them much trouble. That was, until recently, when they’d changed their routine at the suggestion of one of their Scottish contacts, Derek McKeever, and as a result, they’d had almost half a million in gear stolen. Someone had fucked up and fucked them over, and once that someone was found, he would be spending the rest of his days in a deep, unmarked grave.

      Jake checked his watch. ‘What time we meeting them?’

      ‘Half eleven,’ Connor replied. ‘We’ve got an hour yet.’

      ‘I asked John to tag along, with Luke and Danny out of the picture. We can pick him up on the way.’

      ‘Makes sense,’ Connor replied with a nod. John Brennan had been Nathan Conlon’s and, in later years, Grace Carter’s right-hand man for as long as Jake could remember. John was loyal and trustworthy and he was built like a mountain. Jake and Connor worked with dozens of people every day, but there were few who were trusted enough to be allowed into their inner circle. John was one such man. Jake could handle himself when he needed to, but he preferred to let other people do the muscle work for him these days. It was something his mum and Michael had drummed into him and Connor over and over again, but after the two of them had done some time on remand for murder, they finally realised the sense in what their parents were saying.

      Jake looked over at Connor as he took a swig of his Coke. He expected that it was probably easier for him to remain hands off than it was for his stepbrother. Connor loved a good scrap. They both worked out at a boxing gym five days a week, but it was Connor whom most people feared sparring with. He was strong and he was relentless. Along with his brother, Paul, he had once been one of the best and most expensive cleaners across the country. They were called ‘cleaners’ because they were paid well to clean up other people’s problems, and that usually meant by making them disappear. Sometimes, Jake sensed Connor getting edgy when he hadn’t been able to smash someone’s face in for a while.

      Connor ran a hand through his thick, dark hair. He was the image of his father Michael, but a little broader, because he was a keen weightlifter too. Like his father and uncle Sean before him, he had a reputation for violence that made most people who crossed him shit their pants.

      ‘You think our issues with the gear going missing in Scotland have anything to do with these incidents with the clubs?’ Connor asked with a frown. He didn’t believe in coincidences, and in his experience, it paid to be suspicious of everything and everyone.

      ‘Nah.’ Jake shook his head. ‘Someone had a tip-off about our new mode of transport, that’s all. They chanced their arm and got lucky once, but it won’t happen again. Not once we’ve put Degsy and his firm straight later and let them know they’re going to be paying for our missing merchandise.’

      ‘Hmm,’ Connor mumbled, sucking on his top lip.

      ‘You still worried about those Bridewell bell-ends?’ Jake asked him.

      The Bridewell Blades were a small, two-bit firm run by the feral King brothers. They had proposed going into business with Jake and Connor a few months earlier and had been laughed out of their office for their trouble. When there had been an attack at their security offices a few weeks later, during which Danny had been jumped and seriously injured, Connor and Jake had suspected that the King brothers might have been behind it. But they had hung them over the balcony of a tower block, and whilst they had both pissed their pants, neither of them had confessed, so they were either innocent of the crime or had balls of steel. Jake and Connor preferred to think it was the former.

      ‘I dunno. They’re just about fucking stupid enough to pull some shit, mate. That’s all I’m saying. I’ve been hearing chatter about them and the shit they’re into. Using kids no more than thirteen to fucking ferry their gear around. They got their own fucked-up version of Just Eat going on that estate, but it ain’t Maccy’s and KFC they’re selling.’

      ‘I know, Con. They’re selling our gear, though. They may not get it directly from us, but that’s where it comes from. You got a problem with what we do all of a sudden? Because it’s a bit late to be growing a conscience now.’

      Connor frowned at his stepbrother. Jake was a father too. But Isla was a girl and he supposed Jake didn’t worry so much about her getting dragged into their world. Paul Junior was only eight months old, but Connor already worried that his son would follow in his footsteps, just like he and his twin brother had their own father’s, as he had before them. One day the cycle had to break, didn’t it?

      Connor Carter respected his dad more than anyone else in the world. Despite what he did, he was a good man. He had done his best to steer his two sons away from the life he’d lived, but no matter what he’d done, it had never been enough. It was almost as though it was in their blood. Even when his twin had been murdered, Connor had never considered for a second walking away from his lifestyle. And if it was in his blood, then it was in Paul Junior’s too.

      ‘I just don’t like the idea of young kids being involved, Jake. What grown-arse men and women do is their business,’ he snapped as he took a long swig of his drink.

      ‘Okay,’ Jake said with a nod of his head, sensing his partner was ready to implode. Connor really did need a kick-off. He almost felt sorry for their Scottish contacts who had overseen the operation which had resulted in five hundred grand’s worth of their product going astray, because Connor Carter was a man on the edge, and no doubt one of them would pay the price.

      ‘It’s not even just the kids doing their dealing, Jake. Apparently, they have these fucking initiation ceremonies involving girls, and the stuff they make them do…’ Connor shook his head. ‘I wouldn’t believe it was true, mate, except there is something definitely missing with those King brothers.’

      Jake screwed up his face in disgust. The King brothers were scum, and if he ever got the chance, or had any reason to, he would happily off the pair of them, because the world would be a better place without them in it. But it would simply create an opening for another crew to take their place. At least they knew the King brothers were a pair of inbred idiots. They were never going to have the nous, or the bollocks, to do anything that would touch him and Connor. Two hundred grand was nothing to them. They could lose it ten times over and not feel it, but it still had to be dealt with. Because you could not steal from Jake Conlon and Connor Carter without there being consequences. But they were so far above the likes of Jerrod and Devlin King that Jake didn’t worry about them for a second longer than he had to.

      ‘They’ll be rotting in a ditch somewhere before we know it, Con, because everyone fucking hates them. Let other people worry about the Bridewell bell-ends. Like you said, we got enough on our plates without worrying about those fuck-nuggets too.’

      Connor sighed, crushing his empty can and tossing it into the bin. ‘Shall we get going? We can stop at KFC on the way. I’m fucking starving.’

      ‘Jazz got you eating lentils and tofu for tea again?’ Jake started to laugh. Connor and his wife, Jasmine, were on a health kick, but Connor missed his junk food, and whenever he had the opportunity he would sneak a cheeky takeaway in without his wife’s knowledge.

      ‘We had lentil dahl, actually.’ Connor grinned at him.

      ‘What the fuck is that?’ Jake frowned as he stood up and shrugged on his suit jacket.

      ‘It’s nice. It’s like a curry.’

      ‘Whatever you say, mate. If it ain’t got meat in it, I’m not interested.’

      ‘Fucking philistine.’

      ‘We’re made to eat meat,’ Jake protested.

      ‘Actually, we’re not. I’ve been reading up on it. Our teeth aren’t made for meat.’

      Jake shook his head, feigning exasperation. ‘You getting veggie KFC then, are you?’

      ‘What? Fuck, no!’ Connor grinned at him and together they walked out of Jake’s office.
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      Connor turned off the engine of his Range Rover Overfinch and peered out into the dark car park in the middle of the Lancashire countryside. He recognised the silver Mercedes SUV as belonging to their associate, Derek McKeever. Theirs were the only two cars in the car park and they didn’t expect anyone to disturb them here, which was why it was the perfect meeting spot. He and Jake had done business with Derek for years, and during that time, they’d had very few issues with the man. Some of his employees were complete divvies whom Connor had had cause to slap on more than one occasion, but Derek himself was a good businessman.

      ‘They look like they brought any back-up?’ John Brennan asked from the back seat.

      ‘Nope. You expecting trouble, big man?’ Jake asked.

      ‘Always,’ John replied as he curled his fingers around the small metal cosh in his coat pocket.

      ‘Well, hopefully this won’t take too long,’ Connor said as he opened the car door. ‘I got a hot date waiting at home for me.’

      ‘Does your wife know you call her that?’ John asked with a chuckle.

      ‘Yeah, and she loves it.’ Connor laughed too.

      The three of them climbed out of the car and walked towards the silver Mercedes where Derek and two of his own employees were now waiting patiently.

      ‘Derek,’ Jake said as they reached the group.

      Derek extended his hand in greeting. ‘Jake. Connor,’ he said with a nod as he shook their hands briefly. John lingered in the background, keeping an eye on Derek’s two men behind him, as well as listening for any movement nearby.

      ‘Tony. Go make sure we’re not disturbed.’ Derek indicated his head towards the car park entrance, and one of his men walked towards it to warn off any potential intruders. They had been disturbed before in this car park, by a horny young couple in an old Mondeo who were looking for somewhere with a little privacy themselves. Derek had killed their mood pretty quickly when he had told them to get lost in his own unique way.

      ‘So, what the fuck happened, Degsy?’ Jake asked as Tony walked away. Ordinarily, once their goods left Liverpool, it was up to the receivers of them to ensure they were kept safe and delivered to where they needed to be, but Derek had asked for this meeting personally.

      ‘Somebody targeted the delivery, Jake. They knew where and when it was coming into Glasgow, because the lads never even got it into their own vehicles before they were jumped.’

      ‘You just persuaded us to start using this new car-hire company, though?’ Connor frowned at him. ‘You sure it’s nothing to do with them? Because it seems kind of fucking coincidental to me.’

      ‘No way.’ Derek shook his head. ‘That’s my uncle’s company. There is no way he would have me over like that, and we interrogated all of his men personally. I can assure you the problem is not from our end, boys. If it was, I’d have dealt with it myself. You know that.’

      Jake frowned at his Scottish associate as his mind started to kick into overdrive. It was true that Derek rarely brought any problems to their door. He was a capable and ruthless businessman, which was why they had been working with him for so long. ‘So, you’re saying the problem is at our end?’

      Derek sucked in a deep breath. It wasn’t every day he accused men like Jake Conlon and Connor Carter of not having their house in order. ‘Nobody knew about this new arrangement except for my right-hand man, my uncle and his two best drivers. I am one hundred per cent sure that the leak didn’t come from any of us, and if I’m wrong,’ he placed a hand over his heart, ‘I will personally kill the fucker who has taken us all for mugs. But I’m not wrong, lads.’

      ‘You think we have a snake working for us?’ Connor scowled. It was true their organisation was much bigger than Derek’s, but it was only a select number of trusted people who knew about the specifics of their bigger operations.

      ‘I think it’s worth exploring. Because nobody should have known about that exchange,’ Derek replied.

      ‘What the fuck?’ Connor snarled as he clenched his fists by his sides and seriously considered taking his frustration out on Derek’s face.

      Sensing his partner’s frustration, Jake spoke: ‘We’ll look into it.’

      ‘I would appreciate that, lads,’ Derek replied with a nod.

      Jake glared at him. He’d had no cause not to trust Derek before today, but the accusation that someone close to them might have leaked information on that job stung.

      ‘We’ll still be expecting payment for the missing gear,’ Connor snapped. ‘Once it’s in your city, it’s your responsibility to make sure it gets where it needs to be.’

      ‘Of course,’ Derek replied with a nod, but the vein pulsed in his temple as he swallowed his anger at the unjustness of that. But as far and Jake and Connor were concerned, Derek should have taken every precaution to ensure that their drugs weren’t stolen, and if they were stolen on his watch, then that was all on him, and they shouldn’t be out of pocket because of it.
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      They were back on the M62 heading towards Liverpool when Connor asked the question they were all thinking about the answer to.

      ‘So, who the fuck knew about that exchange?’

      ‘Hardly anyone,’ Jake replied with a shake of his head. ‘Us three. Danny and Luke. And our driver, Ray.’

      ‘Ray wouldn’t,’ John said, and both Jake and Connor nodded their agreement. Ray had been their father’s driver before being theirs. He was professional and he was discreet, and he was paid a fuckload of money for his trouble. He had never given any reason to doubt him. He also lived alone and had no family to speak of, so it wasn’t like he could be pressured in that way either. They all agreed he wasn’t a suspect, and neither were Danny or Luke.

      ‘Was there anything in the offices the night Danny was jumped?’ John asked.

      ‘You think we write this kind of shit down and leave it lying around, John?’ Jake snarled.

      ‘I’m just asking,’ John snapped at him. ‘It could have been a phone number or anything. You don’t know how people get the information they do. Because if you’re sure it’s no one directly involved, it must be someone who has found out somehow.’

      ‘Well, that’s not fucking good either, is it?’ Jake barked. ‘We still have a fucking mole, and we’re obviously leaving information around that any cretin can decipher.’

      ‘I never said they were a cretin,’ John interrupted him.

      Jake snorted his response and John leaned forward in his seat. ‘I have been in this game longer than you have been alive, lads, and the one thing I have learned time after time is that you should never underestimate anyone. Just because you think someone is a cretin, doesn’t make it so.’

      Jake clenched his jaw together, grinding his teeth in anger and frustration. There weren’t many people who could get away with speaking to him and Connor like that, but fortunately for John, he happened to be one of them. And as much as he hated to admit it, John was probably right.

      ‘I think we should pay those Bridewell bell-ends another visit,’ Connor grumbled.

      ‘You’re just looking for someone to kick shite out of,’ Jake answered him with a shake of his head.

      ‘So?’ Connor replied with a shrug. ‘It would make me feel better, anyway. We need to ask Danny and Luke if there was anything in their office that night that someone might have seen.’

      ‘And we still don’t know who targeted Danny at Cartel Securities that night,’ John reminded them. ‘Maybe they went after the money? Or maybe they were after something else?’

      ‘Hmm.’ Jake ran a hand over his jaw. Whoever was behind the incident at Cartel Securities a few months earlier was still unclear, and although he’d written it off as someone trying to make some quick cash, he was starting to wonder if it was all part of a bigger and more worrying picture. ‘So if we’re thinking this is all connected and an inside job, we need to find out who knew Danny was going to the Cartel offices that night.’

      ‘This is all getting far too fucking complicated for my liking,’ Connor said with a sigh. ‘I remember when people were too fucking scared to take us on. Are we going soft?’

      ‘I think you’ll find it’s always been the case that there is someone stupid enough and brave enough to take anyone on when there’s money at stake,’ John replied.

      ‘You think they’d come back if we asked them?’ Connor asked with a grin, referring to his dad and Grace and only half joking.

      ‘Yes, they would. So don’t bloody ask them. They deserve a bit of peace,’ John replied before Jake could, causing Connor to laugh softly.

      ‘I’ll speak to Danny when he gets home and see if we can figure out who from our own firm knew where he was going that night,’ Jake said. ‘You got any other ideas, John?’

      ‘Not yet,’ John answered with a sigh. ‘But leave it with me.’

      ‘I can’t believe we’re being fucking bothered by this shit,’ Connor grumbled in the front seat. ‘Can’t we pay other people to deal with this shit?’

      John laughed in the back seat. ‘No matter how big you are, you never stop being bothered by this shit.’

      ‘For fuck’s sake,’ Jake groaned. ‘Is this the kind of ball-ache my mum and Michael had to deal with all the time?’

      ‘Every fucking day,’ John replied.
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      Danny was home by the time Jake got back. He was freshly showered, his hair damp as he stood in the kitchen in only his shorts, having just made himself a bacon sandwich. Jake’s eyes roamed over his muscular torso as he walked in and sat at the kitchen table.

      ‘You want one?’ Danny asked.

      ‘Nah. Me and Connor had a KFC,’ he replied.

      ‘How did it go with Derek?’

      ‘He thinks it was an inside job. But he thinks the problem is from our end,’ Jake said with a sigh as he ran a hand through his thick dark hair.

      ‘What the fuck?’ Danny asked with a frown as he carried his sandwich to the table and sat down. ‘You think he’s right?’

      ‘I dunno. Maybe. He reckons he’s confident at his end, and let’s face it, it’s him who’s out a few hundred grand, not us.’

      ‘You trust him?’ Danny asked as he took a bite of his food.

      ‘I do, yeah. But nobody at our end knew.’

      ‘Some of the lads did,’ Danny reminded him.

      ‘What?’ Jake snapped. ‘Which lads?’

      ‘Some of the new bouncers. Jazz was in our office last week asking about the contract with that new car-hire firm. She wanted to know why we were paying them a shitload of money. I think she thought someone was pulling a fast one.’ Danny winced, realising not only had he just landed Jazz in it, but he should probably have mentioned it at the time. It didn’t help matters that Jake and Connor liked to keep their part of the business separate from the security firm, but they didn’t seem to appreciate that it naturally crossed over, seeing as so many of their bouncers knew the dealers personally and some of them were also always up for a little extra courier work now and then.

      ‘Fuck!’ Jake said with a sigh and a shake of his head. ‘So it is from our end, then?’

      ‘Sorry, I should have mentioned it.’

      Jake looked up at Danny’s anxious face. He had no reason to be anxious though, Jake thought to himself, as he couldn’t stay annoyed with Danny for longer than a few minutes.

      ‘Don’t worry about it,’ he assured him. ‘But how could Jazz have been so stupid as to announce that so openly? How many bouncers were there? I’m going to need to know exactly who was there, Dan.’

      ‘Fuck! I’m not sure I remember. We’d just had a meeting. They were all milling in and out. At least five or six of them heard. Maybe more? I’ll get you the names of everyone who was there, though,’ Danny assured him.

      ‘Yeah, and while you’re at it, find out who in our own firm might have known that you were going to be going to Cartel Securities that night you got jumped.’

      ‘You think that has something to do with this?’ Danny asked with a frown.

      ‘I don’t think we can rule anything out right now. I know we deal with this kind of shit all the time, but there are things happening a little too frequently for my liking, and now that I know we might have a snake amongst our own, then I’m starting to wonder if it’s much more than coincidence.’

      Danny took a huge bite of his sandwich and mumbled his agreement.

      ‘How was your night? What happened at the club?’

      Danny swallowed his food. ‘Seems like it was a bust-up between a stag do and some local lads, and one of our bouncers got caught up in the middle of it all.’

      ‘Is he okay?’

      ‘He’ll be fine. He’s going to be out of action for a few weeks, though.’

      ‘If this leak is one of your bouncers, do you think these incidents in the clubs are linked somehow?’

      ‘It’s possible, I suppose, if you think we have someone on the inside working against us. On the surface they seem like isolated incidents, but it could be someone stirring up trouble. You know it doesn’t take much to cause a kick-off when there’s ale and coke involved.’

      Jake nodded his agreement as Danny frowned. If it was one of his employees who’d had them over, he was going to string them up by their balls before Jake and Connor got their hands on them. He and Luke prided themselves on running a good business and vetted all of their employees personally. They had taken on a load of new staff in the past few months, though, and he made a mental note to look into all of them again.

      ‘I’m sorry, Jake. If it is one of our lads…’ he started to say, but Jake interrupted him.

      ‘Then we’ll find them and deal with them, Dan. There’s nothing to apologise for. When we do what we do, there’s always people who will want what we have.’

      ‘I know that, but our lads are usually sound.’

      ‘You have over three hundred people working for you. You can’t keep an eye on them all, every minute of the day.’

      ‘Me and Luke will do some digging. If there is a fucking snake among us, then we’ll find him.’

      ‘I know. And then if we can just stop Jazz from blurting out any more of our secrets, we’ll be sound,’ Jake said with a roll of his eyes.

      ‘You can’t be too hard on her. She’s only been doing the job for a few weeks. She saw a huge account for a car-hire firm, and she queried it.’

      ‘She should have done it in private,’ Jake snapped. He loved Jazz, but she was so new to all this, it made him wonder if his mum and Michael had made the right decision in choosing her to be the new CEO of Cartel Securities.

      ‘Maybe?’ Danny shrugged. ‘But maybe you and Connor should have told her about it, so she wouldn’t have had to ask.’

      Jake stared at him. Was Danny really trying to put some of the blame on him in this scenario? He wasn’t used to people questioning his decisions, but the way Danny stuck

      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  
OEBPS/images/omc-logo-bw.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Read on for an extract from Part of the Family…
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter One
      


      		
        Thank you for reading…
      


      		
        You will also love…
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Caz Finlay
      


      		
        One More Chapter...
      


      		
        About the Publisher
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Caz Finlay


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-237298-fcx-1.jpg
THERE'S A SCORE







