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Without Whom …

In writing this book I will have got some stuff wrong. Sometimes it’s on purpose, because I think it works better for the story, other times … well, nobody’s perfect are they? But anything I did get right is down to the following people:

Superintendent Jim Bilsland and everyone at Grampian Police who helped, but wanted to remain anonymous; Andrzej Jastrzebski from the Old Warsaw Bakery; Mark ‘Rentboy’ McHardy and Michelle Brady; Father Keith Herrera; Eryk Grasela of Crazy Tours, Krakow; Przemyslaw Biernat, who fixed a lot of my Polish; Antoni Cybulski for teaching me to swear; and the ever wonderful Ishbel Gall who knows everything there is to know about death, and isn't afraid to share. Thanks guys.

I also want to thank my agent Phil Patterson and everyone at Marjacq; my editorial ninja Sarah Hodgson (who had to put up with an awful lot to get this book finished); Jane Johnson and the rest of the team at HarperCollins; James Oswald and Allan Guthrie for their input; Hilary Brander, who appears as a character in this book because she and her husband donated a vast sum of money to Grampian Police’s Diced Cap Charity (www.dicedcap.org); everyone at Aberdeen Royal Infirmary, especially the nurses and support staff in the A&E Ward and Ward 49 who looked after me during my little ‘health scare’; and Fiona and Grendel for keeping me supplied with dead rodents and cups of tea.

Oh, and the next book’s getting set in January/February – sod the tourist board, writing about all this sunshine’s making me queasy.



See How They Run …
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Waiting was the worst bit: hunkered back against the wall, eyes squinting in the setting sun, waiting for the nod. A disused business unit in Torry – not exactly the most affluent area of Aberdeen – downwind of a fish factory, and a collection of huge yellow bins overflowing with heads, bones and innards that festered in the hot June evening.

Half a dozen armed police officers – three teams of two, all dressed in black, sweating and trying not to breathe through their noses – listened for sounds of movement over the raucous screams of Jurassic-Park seagulls.

Nothing.

A big man, nose and mouth covered by a black scarf, held up a hand. The firearms officers tensed.

And three, two, one…

BOOM – the handheld battering ram smashed into the lock and the door exploded inwards in a shower of wooden splinters.

‘GO! GO! GO!’

Into a gloomy corridor: grey walls, grubby blue carpet tiles.

Team One took the workshop at the back, Team Two took the front offices, and both members of Team Three hammered up the stairs. Detective Sergeant Logan McRae slithered to a halt at the top: there was a dust-encrusted desk upended on the landing; a dead pot plant; dark rectangles on the walls where pictures used to hang; four open doors. ‘Clear.’

PC Guthrie – the other half of Team Three – crept over to the nearest doorway, MP5 machine pistol at the ready, and peered inside. ‘Clear.’ He backed up and tried the next one in line. ‘This is such a waste of time. How many of these things have we done this week?’

‘Just keep your eyes open.’

‘There’s no bugger here,’ he said, stepping over the threshold, ‘it’s a complete—’

His head snapped backwards – a spray of blood erupting from his nose. Guthrie hit the floor hard, helmet bouncing off the grimy carpet tiles. There was a harsh CRACK as his Heckler & Koch went off, tearing a hole through the plasterboard at waist height.

And then the screaming started. High-pitched and painful, coming from inside the room: ‘Proszę, nie zabijaj mnie!’

Logan snapped the safety off his weapon and charged through the door. Office: broken typist chair, rusty filing cabinet, telephone directory … woman. She was slumped back against the wall, one hand clutching at the large stain of dark red spreading out from the hole in her side. And in her other hand she had a heavy-duty stapler, holding it like a club. There was blood on the end.

Logan pointed his machine pistol at her head. ‘On the floor, now!’

‘Proszę, nie zabijaj mnie!’ The woman was filthy, her long dark hair plastered to her head. She was sobbing, trembling. ‘Proszę, nie zabijaj mnie!’

Something about ‘please’ and ‘not hurt’?

‘Policja,’ said Logan, doing his best to pronounce it right, ‘I’m a Policja. Understand? Policja? Police officer?’ Sodding hell … this was what he got for not paying more attention during Polish lessons back at the station.

‘Proszę…’ She slid further down the wall, leaving a thick streak of red on the wallpaper, saying ‘please’ over and over: ‘Proszę, proszę…’

Logan could hear footsteps clattering up the stairs, then someone reached the landing and swore. ‘Control, this is zero-three-one-one: we have a man down; repeat, we have a man down! I need an ambulance here, now!’

‘Proszę…’ The stapler fell from her fingers.

A firearms officer burst into the room, gun pointing everywhere at once. He froze as soon as he saw the woman slumped against the wall, legs akimbo and covered in blood.

‘Jesus, Sarge, what did you do to her?’

‘I didn’t do anything: it was Guthrie. And it was an accident.’

‘Bloody hell.’ The newcomer grabbed his Airwave handset and called in again, demanding an update on that ambulance while Logan tried to calm the woman down with pidgin Polish and lots of hand gestures.

It wasn’t working.

The other half of Team Two stuck his head round the doorframe and said, ‘We’ve got another one.’

Logan looked up from the woman’s bloodshot eyes. ‘Another one what?’

‘You’d better come see.’

It was a slightly bigger office, the roof sloping off into the building’s eaves. A dusty Velux window let in the golden glow of a dying sun. The only item of furniture was a battered desk, with a missing leg. The air was thick with the smell of burning meat, and human waste.

The reason was lying on the floor behind the broken desk: a man, curled up in the foetal position, not moving.

‘Oh Jesus…’ Logan looked at the PC. ‘Is he…?’

‘Yup. Just like all the others.’

Logan squatted down and felt for a pulse, double checking.

Still alive.

He placed a hand on the man’s shoulder and rolled him over onto his back.

The man groaned. And Logan’s stomach tried to evict the macaroni cheese he’d had for lunch.

Someone had beaten the living hell out of the guy – broken his nose, knocked out a few teeth, but that was nothing. That barely merited a band-aid compared with what had happened to his eyes.

Just like all the others.
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‘All right, that’s enough.’ Detective Chief Inspector Finnie slammed his hand down on the table at the front of the little briefing room, then glared at the assembled officers, waiting for quiet. With his floppy hair, jowls, and wide rubbery lips he looked like a frog caught in the act of turning into a not particularly attractive prince.

‘Thanks to last night’s sterling work by Team Three,’ he said, ‘the press have somehow got the idea that we’re all a bunch of bloody idiots.’ He held up a copy of that morning’s Aberdeen Examiner, the headline ‘POLICE SHOOT UNARMED WOMAN IN BUNGLED RAID’ was stretched across the front page.

Sitting at the back of the room, Logan shifted uneasily in his chair. The first operation he’d been involved in for six months and it was ‘Bungled’. A cock-up. Fiasco. Complete and utter sodding disaster. It didn’t matter that it wasn’t his fault – he wasn’t even the Lead Firearms Officer.

He let his eyes drift to the clock on the wall behind DCI Finnie. Twenty to eight. He’d spent half the night up at the hospital, and the other half filling in paperwork: trying to explain how they’d accidentally managed to shoot a civilian. Right now he was operating on two hours’ sleep and three cups of coffee.

Finnie slapped the newspaper down on the desk. ‘I had the Chief Constable on the phone for two hours this morning, wanting to know why my oh-so-professional officers are incapable of carrying out a simple forced entry without casualties.’ He paused for an unpleasant smile. ‘Was I too vague at the briefing? Did I have a senior moment and say you could shoot anyone you felt like? Did I? Because the only other alternative I can think of is that you’re all a bunch of useless morons, and that can’t be right, can it?’

No one answered.

Finnie nodded. ‘Thought so. Well, you’ll all be delighted to know that we’ll be getting an internal enquiry from Professional Standards. Starting soon as we’ve finished here.’

That got a collective groan from the whole team, all twelve of them.

‘Oh shut up. You think you’ve got it bad? What about the poor woman lying in intensive care with a bullet in her?’ He glanced in Logan’s direction. ‘DS McRae: Superintendent Napier wants you first. Please, do us all a favour and make-believe you’re a policeman for once. OK? Can you do that for me? Pretty please?’

There was a moment’s silence as everyone looked the other way. Logan could feel his face going pink. ‘Yes, sir.’

‘And when you’re finished there, you’re on chauffeur duty. Maybe that’ll keep you out of trouble for a while. Next slide.’ Finnie nodded at his sidekick – a stick-thin detective sergeant with ginger hair like rusty wire wool – and the image on screen changed. An unremarkable man’s face: mid-twenties, grinning at the camera in a pub somewhere. ‘This is victim number five: Lubomir Podwojski.’

Another nod and the photo changed. Nearly everyone in the room swore. The happy face was gone, replaced by the battered nightmare Logan had seen last night. The eyes just two tattered holes ringed with scorched tissue.

Someone said, ‘Jesus…’

Finnie tapped the screen. ‘Take a good, long look, ladies and gentlemen – because this is going to happen again, and again, until we catch the bastard doing it.’ He left the man’s ruined face up there for a whole minute. ‘Next slide.’

Podwojski disappeared, replaced by a letter with lots of different fonts in lots of different colours. ‘It arrived this morning.’

You let them in!!! YOU let them in and they RUN WILD LIKE DOGS. These Polish animals take our jobs. They take our women. They have even taken our God! And you do nothing.

Someone must fight for what is right.

I will do what I have to. I will BLIND them all, like I BLINDED the last one! And YOU will WADE in the burning blood of wild dogs!!!

Finnie held up a collection of clear plastic evidence bags, each one containing its own little laser-printed message of hate. ‘Five victims; five phone calls; eight notes. I want you all to read the profile again. I’ve got Doctor Goulding coming in at three to update it with the new victim, and it might be nice if we can give him some input that makes us sound like we actually have a clue what we’re doing. Don’t you think?’

Meeting with Professional Standards was about as much fun as getting a tooth removed without anaesthetic. Superintendent Napier – the man in charge of screwing over his fellow officers the minute anything went wrong – droned on and on and on and on, letting Logan know exactly how half-baked and unprofessional Team Three had been during last night’s raid. And somehow that was all Logan’s fault … just because he was a Detective Sergeant and Guthrie was a mere Police Constable with a staple in his newly broken nose.

After two hours of having to explain every mistake he’d made for the last seven months, Logan was free to go. He stomped down the stairs, muttering and swearing his way out through the back doors and into the morning. Going to pick up a car so he could enjoy the privilege of ferrying DCI Finnie about.

The rear podium car park behind FHQ was a little sun-trap full of banished smokers sucking enough nicotine into their lungs to keep them going for another half hour. Logan worked his way through the crowd, making for the fleet of CID pool cars.

Bloody Finnie.

Bloody Finnie and Bloody Superintendent Napier.

And Bloody Grampian Bloody Police.

Maybe Napier was right? Maybe it was time to ‘consider alternative career options’. Anything had to be better than this.

‘Hoy, Laz, where do you think you’re going?’

Damn.

He turned to find Detective Inspector Steel slouched against the Chief Constable’s brand-new Audi, cigarette dangling from the corner of her mouth, big wax-paper cup of coffee resting on the car’s bonnet. Her hair looked as if it had been styled by a drunken gorilla – which was an improvement on yesterday. She tilted her face to the sun, letting her wrinkles bask in the glow of a glorious summer’s morning. ‘Hear you had a spot of bother last night…?’

‘Don’t start, OK? I got enough of that from Napier this morning.’

‘And how is everyone’s favourite champion of Professional Standards?’

‘He’s a ginger-haired cock.’ Logan stared at the shiny blue Audi. ‘Chief Constable’s going to kill you if he finds out you’re using his pride and joy as a coffee table.’

‘Don’t change the subject. What did Napier say?’

‘The usual: I’m crap. My performance is crap. And everything I touch turns to crap.’

DI Steel took a long draw on her cigarette and produced her own private smokescreen. ‘Have to admit he’s got a point with the “turning to crap” thing. No offence, like.’

‘Thanks. Thanks a lot. That’s really nice.’

‘Ah, don’t be so sensitive. You’re having a bad patch, it happens. No’ the end of the world, is it?’

‘Seven months isn’t a “bad patch”, it’s a—’

‘Anyway,’ she said, ‘it’s your lucky day: you get to accompany me on a tour of local primary schools. Some dirty old git’s been trying to lure kiddies into his car with the promise of puppies and assorted sweeties.’

‘Can’t today,’ said Logan, backing away, ‘got to go visit the hospital and speak to our latest Oedipus victim, and that woman we—’

‘Shot?’

‘It was an accident, OK?’

‘Aye, aye, Mr Tetchy-Trousers. Maybe I’ll tag along? Show you how a real police officer questions witnesses.’

‘Fine, you can ride in the back with Finnie.’

Steel clamped her mouth shut, sending a small cascade of ash spiralling down the front of her blouse. ‘I’d rather have cystitis.’

‘You’re going to have to work with him eventually.’

‘My sharny arse.’ She took the last inch of her cigarette and ground it out against the Chief Constable’s wing mirror. ‘You have fun with DCI Frog-Face, I’ll give someone else the benefit of my brilliance. Where’s Rennie?’

‘Not back till Friday.’

‘Oh for God’s … Fine. I’ll take Beattie, you happy now?’ She turned and stomped her way back through the rear doors, swearing all the way.

Aberdeen Royal Infirmary wasn’t a pretty building. A collection of slab-like granite lumps – connected with corridors, walkways and chock-a-block car parks – it had all the charm of a kick in the bollocks.

DCI Finnie hadn’t said a word all the way over, he’d just sat in the back, fiddling with his BlackBerry. Probably sending bitchy emails to the Detective Chief Superintendent in charge of CID.

‘If you don’t mind me asking, sir,’ said Logan, taking them on their second lap of the car park, looking for somewhere to abandon the shiny new Vauxhall, ‘why didn’t you take DS Pirie?’

‘Believe me, you weren’t my first choice. Pirie’s got a court appearance this morning; soon as he’s free you hand this over to him, understand? That way we might actually get a result.’ Finnie watched as yet another row of badly parked vehicles went by. ‘Well, much as I’m enjoying your magical mystery tour, I haven’t got time. Drop me off at the main entrance, you can catch up later. Think you can handle that without screwing it up?’

Logan kept his mouth shut and did as he was told.

Fifteen minutes later he slouched along the corridor to the intensive care ward, following an overweight nurse with tree-trunk ankles.

‘Don’t get me wrong,’ she said, ‘it’s not their fault, but still: if you’re going to move to a country, the least you can do is learn the bloody language.’ She took a right, following the coloured lines set into the linoleum. ‘Soon as they get a drink in them they forget how to speak English. Mind you, my husband’s the same, but he’s from Ellon, so what do you expect? … Here we are.’

She pointed to a private room at the end of the corridor. A uniformed PC sat by the door, reading a lurid gossip magazine with ‘CELEBRITY CELLULITE!’ plastered all over the cover.

‘Right,’ said the nurse, ‘if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got a two-hour presentation on the importance of washing my hands to go to. God save us from bloody politicians…’

Logan watched her squeak and grumble away, then wandered over to the constable and peered over his shoulder at a photograph of a bikini-clad woman with lumpy thighs. ‘Who the hell is that?’

The constable shrugged. ‘No idea. Nice tits though.’

‘Finnie inside?’

‘Aye, looks like someone shat in his shoe.’

Logan harrumphed. ‘Need I remind you, Constable, that you’re talking about our superior officer?’

‘Doesn’t stop him being a sarcastic dickhead.’

Which was true.

Logan pushed the door open and stepped into a brightly lit hospital room. Lubomir Podwojski was slumped in bed, his eyes covered with white gauze, a morphine drip hooked up to the back of his left hand. Finnie and a police interpreter had pulled up chairs on either side, the DCI sitting with his arms crossed as the female officer finished translating something into Polish.

After a long pause, Podwojski mumbled a reply. The interpreter leaned in close, putting her ear an inch from the blind man’s lips. And then she frowned. ‘He says he can’t remember.’

Finnie tightened his mouth into a mean little line. ‘Ask – him – again.’

The interpreter sighed. ‘I’ve been asking him since—’

‘I said, ask him again.’

‘Fine. Whatever.’ She went back to speaking Polish.

The DCI looked up and saw Logan standing in the doorway. ‘Where have you been?’

‘Had to park miles away. Do you want me to—’

‘No. Go speak to the woman. Remember her? The one you somehow managed to put a bullet in? It might be nice to know why she was there and exactly what she saw.’

‘But—’

‘Today, Sergeant.’

‘Yes sir.’

She looked as if she was made of porcelain, her pale skin marred by livid purple bruises. But you could still tell she’d been pretty, before all this…

A rats’ nest of wires and tubes anchored her to a bank of machinery in the mixed high-dependency ward, just the gentle rise and fall of her chest – powered by the ventilator next to her bed – marring the stillness.

Logan flagged down a nurse and asked how the patient was getting on.

‘Not that good.’ The nurse checked the chart at the foot of the bed. ‘Bullet went through the colon and small intestine, nicked the bottom of her spleen… Didn’t stop till it hit her spine. They’re going to wait to see if she gets a bit stronger before they try removing it. She lost a lot of blood.’

‘Any idea who she is?’

‘Never regained consciousness.’ The nurse clipped the chart back on the bed. ‘All I can tell you is she’s in her early twenties. Other than that she’s a Jane Doe.’

‘Damn…’ Logan pointed at the plastic pitcher of water on the bedside cabinet. ‘Can I borrow one of the glasses?’

‘Why?’

‘Didn’t bring a fingerprint kit with me.’ Logan snapped on a pair of latex gloves, picked up a glass and wiped it clean with a corner of the bed-sheet. Then opened the woman’s right hand and rolled the glass carefully across the fingertips.

He stood there, staring at her wrist. It was circled with a thin line of purple bruises, about a centimetre wide. The left one was the same. ‘Bloody hell…’

Logan put the glass back where he’d got it. ‘Help me untuck the sheets. I want to check her ankles.’

‘Oh no you don’t. I’ll just have to make the bed again. I do have other patients to look after, you know.’

But Logan wasn’t listening, he was pulling the sheets out, exposing a pair of pale legs. The ankles had the same ring of bruises. ‘Has she had a rape test?’

‘What? No, why would we—’

‘The bruises round her wrists and ankles – she’s been tied up and beaten. Pretty girl like that, do you think they just stopped there?’

‘I’ll get a doctor.’
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‘And what exactly did you think you were doing?’ DCI Finnie stood in the hospital corridor, scowling at Logan as the nurse drew the curtain around their mystery woman’s bed. ‘Did I miss a memo? Did you suddenly get promoted to Senior Investigating Officer on this case?’

‘I just thought it would save—’

Finnie poked Logan in the chest. ‘You run everything through me before you do it. Understand?’

‘But—’

‘Do you secretly yearn to spend every day from now till you retire giving road safety lectures to sticky little children? Is that it?’

‘No, sir. I just—’

‘I don’t know what kind of slapdash methods you’re used to, but when you work for me you will follow the chain of command, or so help me I’ll send you right back where I found you.’

‘But—’

‘After your performance last year, you’re lucky to still have a job, never mind be involved in a major enquiry. What, did you think the magic career pixies put you on the Oedipus case? Because they didn’t.’ Finnie poked him again. ‘You had experience with serial weirdoes and I thought, I actually thought you might take this opportunity to get your head out your backside and turn your train-wreck life around. Was I wrong? Are you the complete cock-up everyone says you are?’

Logan ground his teeth, took a deep breath, and said, ‘No, sir. Thank you, sir.’

‘And?’

‘It won’t happen again?’

‘That’s not what I meant – when are they going to get the results back from the rape kit…’ He stopped and frowned at the evidence bag in Logan’s hand. ‘Is that a glass?’ Finnie grabbed the bag and held it up to the light. ‘Why have you got a glass?’

‘We don’t have an ID for the victim, and I didn’t have a fingerprint kit with me, so I thought—’

‘You see? That’s exactly the kind of nonsense I’m talking about. We have officers posted here twenty-four-seven, do you think they might – just – have a fingerprint kit? Hmm? Do you think?’ He stared at Logan for a beat. ‘Well, go get it then.’ He held out the evidence bag. ‘And take your Junior Detective Set with you.’

By the time the fingerprint results came back from the lab, it was nearly half past two and Logan was back at his desk in CID, crunching on an indigestion tablet. That’s what he got for microwaving vegetable curry for lunch. And now he had to go tell Finnie they still had no idea who the woman was. He’d love that.

Frog-faced git.

No wonder Logan had indigestion.

It took a while to track Finnie down, but he finally found the DCI in one of the small incident rooms – just big enough for two cluttered desks, three seats, and a strange eggy smell. He was sitting on the edge of a desk, deep in conversation with a gangly admin officer.

Logan settled back to wait.

Finnie didn’t even look round. ‘Did you want something, Sergeant, or are you just worried that wall’s going to fall down with out you leaning on it?’

‘We couldn’t find her prints in the database.’

‘And?’

‘And nothing.’

‘Have you told the Media Office to make up “have you seen this woman” posters?’

‘Well … no.’

And at that, Finnie did turn round. ‘Why not? Use your initiative, for goodness sake.’

‘You told me not to do anything without clearing it through you first.’

‘What are you, twelve? You sound like my niece.’ The DCI held his hand out. ‘Photograph.’

Logan handed over the eight-by-ten glossy showing their Jane Doe lying in her hospital bed, complete with ventilation tube and drips. It wasn’t exactly the best head-and-shoulders shot in the world.

Finnie threw it back. ‘This is useless. Get it up to Photographic. Tell them to edit out all the tubes and lines, give her skin a bit of colour, lose the panda eyes… Make her look like a person someone might actually recognize.’

‘Yes sir.’

‘Sometime today would be nice, Sergeant. You know, if you’re not too busy?’

The technician in the ‘BARNEY THE DINOSAUR FOR PRESIDENT’ T-shirt made some disparaging comments about the quality of the photograph, then said she’d see what she could do. No promises though.

Logan left her to it and headed back down to the CID office for a cup of tea and a bit of a skive. Not that he got any peace there – his in-box was overflowing with new directives, memos, reminders about getting paperwork completed on time, and right at the top – marked with a little red exclamation mark – yet another summons from Professional Standards. Apparently there were some discrepancies between his version of events and PC Guthrie’s – would he care to discuss them at half ten tomorrow morning?

No he wouldn’t. But he didn’t exactly have any choice, did he?

There was a little fridge in the corner of the CID office. Logan helped himself to the carton marked ‘DUNCAN’S MILK ~ HANDS OFF YOU THIEVING BASTARDS!’ and made himself a cup of tea, taking it back to his desk, where he sat staring out of the window: watching a pair of seagulls rip the windscreen wiper blades off a Porsche parked on the street below. Wishing he’d been able to dig up a couple of biscuits.

‘…the labs yet?’

‘Hmm?’ Logan swivelled his seat round till he was facing the newcomer – Detective Sergeant Pirie, back from the Sheriff Court, swaggered across the room.

‘I said, “do you have that photo back from the labs yet”?’

‘What’s with the smug face?’

‘Richard Banks got eight years. Bastard tried to plea-bargain it down, but the PF stuck him with the whole thing.’

‘Congratulations.’

‘Photo?’

‘They’re still working on it.’

‘Rape kit?’

‘Same answer.’

‘Ah…’ Pirie ran a hand through his ginger, Brillo-Pad hair. ‘The boss isn’t going to like that.’

‘Really? That’ll make a change.’

‘Yes, well … email me everything you’ve got on our Jane Doe then you can go back to running about after that wrinkly disaster area Steel.’

Logan stared at him. ‘Do you really want a “whose DI is the biggest arsehole” competition?’

‘Fair point.’ Pirie settled onto the edge of Logan’s desk. ‘Finnie tells me you tried to take our victim’s prints with a water glass…’ His eyes roved across the piles of paperwork and then locked onto the plastic evidence bag with the glass in it. ‘And here it is! I thought he was just taking the piss.’ He picked up the bag and grinned. ‘What are you, Nancy Drew?’

‘Ha bloody ha.’ Logan snatched it back and stuffed it into his bottom drawer, burying it under a pile of Police Review magazines, then slammed the drawer shut.

‘I don’t get it: why’s he got it in for me? All he ever does is … moan.’

‘That’s easy,’ Pirie stood, turned, and sauntered out the door, ‘he doesn’t like you.’

The phone on Logan’s desk started ringing, cutting off his opinion on what DS Pirie could do with his foreskin and a cheese grater.

‘McRae?’

‘You still working for Frog-Face Finnie?’ DI Steel, sounding out of breath.

‘Not any more, Pirie’s taken over the—’

‘Then get your arse downstairs. We’ve got a riot on our hands!’

The Turf ’n Track wasn’t the sort of place you’d put on a tourist map. Unless it was accompanied by a big sticker saying, ‘AVOID LIKE THE PLAGUE!’ It sat in a small row of four grubby shops in the heart of Sandilands, surrounded by suicidally depressed council flats. A pockmarked car park sulked in front of the little retail compound, complete with burnt-out litter bin, the vitrified plastic oozing out across the greying tarmac. There was a grocers on one side, the dusty corpse of a video store on the other – its windows boarded up with plywood – and a kebab shop on the end. Everything was covered in layer upon layer of graffiti, except for the Turf ’n Track. Its blacked-out windows and green-and-yellow signage were pristine. Nobody messed with the McLeods. Not more than once, anyway.

The whole area had a rundown, neglected air to it, even the handful of kids clustered on the borders of the car park, watching the fight.

Logan screeched the pool car up onto the kerb and leapt out into the warm afternoon, shouting, ‘POLICE!’

No one paid the slightest bit of attention.

DI Steel hauled herself from the passenger seat and sparked up a cigarette, blowing out a long plume of smoke as she surveyed the scene. Six men were busy trying to beat the crap out of one other. ‘You recognize anyone?’ she asked.

They were dressed in jeans and T-shirts, all swinging punches and kicks with wild abandon. Someone would rush in, throw a fist at someone else, then retreat fast. Amateurs.

The inspector pointed at one of the combatants – an acne-riddled baboon with a bloody lip – as he took a swing at a fat bloke with a bowl haircut. ‘Him: Spotty. I’m sure I’ve done him for dealing.’

Logan tried again: ‘POLICE! BREAK IT UP!’

Someone managed to land a punch and a ragged cheer went up from the spectators.

‘I SAID BREAK IT UP!’

Steel laid a hand on Logan’s arm. ‘No’ really working, is it: the shouting?’

Logan took two steps towards the mass of flying fists and trainers. The inspector tightened her grip. ‘Don’t be an idiot – they might be a bunch of Jessies, but they’d tear you apart.’

‘We can’t just sit back and—’

‘Yes we can.’ Steel hoiked herself up onto the bonnet of the pool car, her shoes dangling a foot off the ground. ‘Come on: none of them’s got any weapons. Sit your backside down and enjoy the show. Uniform will be here soon enough with their Freudian truncheons and batter the lot of them.’ She flicked an inch of ash onto the tatty tarmac. ‘You eat that curry yet?’

‘Yeah… Had it for lunch.’

‘And?’

‘Tell Susan it was very nice. Bit spicy, but nice.’

‘You’re such a wimp. Next time I’ll get her to make you a nice girly korma.’

Another fist hit its target and this time DI Steel joined in the celebration, clapping her hands and shouting, ‘Jolly good! Well done that man! Now kick him in the goolies!’ She checked her watch. ‘Where the hell’s Uniform got to? Bunch of lazy—’

Right on cue a siren wailed in the distance, getting closer.

‘Ahoy, hoy,’ the inspector pointed across the car park at the front door of the Turf ’n Track. A large man stood on the threshold, half in shadow: mid-thirties, face like a bowl of porridge, missing a chunk of one ear, huge shoulders, a lot of muscle just starting to turn into fat. ‘Looks like the guvnor’s in. Shall we go say hello, perchance to partake in a cup of tea and a garibaldi?’

‘You’ll be lucky. Last thing Simon McLeod offered me was a stiff kicking.’

‘Watch and learn…’ She wiggled her way down from the car bonnet, then sauntered around the punch-up, hands in her pockets, whistling a jolly tune, right up to the betting shop’s front door. ‘Afternoon, Simon, how they hanging?’

He wrinkled his nose. ‘Do I smell bacon?’

‘No, Chanel Number Five.’ Steel smiled sweetly. ‘Anyway, from the look of things, you smell pies.’ She stopped and poked him in the stomach. ‘Lots and lots of pies.’ She nodded back towards the brawl. ‘These your boyfriends then? Fighting over who gets to take you to the dance?’

‘Fuck you.’

‘Lovely offer,’ she said, holding up her left hand with its sparkly wedding ring, ‘but my wife doesn’t like me playing with podgy gangsters.’

The first of the patrol cars appeared, slithering to a halt on the hot tarmac. Simon McLeod uncrossed his huge arms and took a couple of steps forward, shouting, ‘Get out of it, you stupid bastards: police are here!’

Spotty the Baboon turned someone’s nose from flesh and bone to blood and meat paste. The man sat down hard, and got a kick in the head for his trouble. But as soon as the first uniformed officer jumped out – extending her truncheon with a flick of the wrist – the fight started to break up.

The bright ones ran for it: Bowl Haircut and Hippy with a Limp made for the council housing estate. Tattooed Gimp sprinted back towards the roundabout. And Low-Budget Porn Star scarpered down the road, a uniformed officer chasing after him, shouting, ‘Come back here!’

Mr Meat Paste for a Nose lay on the ground, curled up in a ball with his arms protecting his head as Spotty the Baboon tried to kick him to death. The other officer from Alpha One Four waded in with her truncheon.

Logan watched Spotty fight back, before being battered into submission. Steel was right: Uniform could look after themselves.

He turned back to the doorway, expecting to see Simon McLeod still arguing with the inspector, but there was no sign of either of them. Right now McLeod was probably turning DI Steel into lesbian tartare. Logan swore, dug out his little canister of pepper-spray and hurried through the door.

Out of the sunshine and into the heart of darkness.

Inside, the Turf ’n Track was shabbier than it looked from the car park. The only natural light oozed in through the door, and even that was too scared to go more than a couple of feet over the threshold. The woodwork was black as a smoker’s lung, coated in the accumulated tar from countless cigarettes. A pair of televisions were bolted to the wall at either end of the counter, flickering away to themselves: a race meeting in Perthshire, with the sound turned off. The door to the back office was open.

Maybe Simon McLeod had dragged the inspector back there and put her out of everyone’s misery?

The linoleum floor stuck to Logan’s feet as he hurried round behind the counter and – WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT?

He froze.

A deep bass growl rumbled up from somewhere to his left. The kind of growl that came with lots of teeth and ripping and tearing and running for your life. Logan turned around slowly, until he was facing an ancient-looking Alsatian, lying in a tartan dog bed. ‘Nice doggy…’ Logan frowned. ‘Wait a minute, is that…?’

Simon’s voice blared out from the back office, ‘Winchester: fuck’s sake, shut up!’

Winchester – Jesus, surely the thing was dead by now? It’d been ancient when Desperate Doug MacDuff had owned it. The dog looked in the vague direction of his new master’s voice, eyes white and rheumy. Then Winchester yawned – showing off a lot of big brown teeth – and rested his grey muzzle back down on his paws.

It wasn’t quite the scene of carnage in the back office that Logan had been expecting. A large desk sat opposite the door, beneath the mounted head of a two-tonne Rottweiler called Killer, the last known resting place of Simon McLeod’s missing half ear. A collection of girly calendars dotted the walls, some going back as far as 1987. DI Steel was flicking through them while Simon McLeod made two mugs of tea.

‘Bloody hell,’ she said, peering at Miss March 1996, ‘this one’s got nipples like champagne corks. Could hang your coat on those.’

Simon handed her a mug. ‘Milk, two sugars.’

‘Ooh, ta.’ She took an experimental sip. ‘So, Simon … why are a bunch of drug dealers having a barney outside your shop?’

‘No idea what you’re talking about.’

‘No?’ Steel scratched her head. ‘What a strange coincidence. You see, a little birdie told me there was a gang of Eastern Europeans trying to muscle in on your territory.’

‘I don’t have a “territory”, I’m a legitimate businessman.’

‘Aye, aye, and Miss Stiff Nipples here is a brain surgeon. I’m no’ having a turf war in my city, Simon.’

‘You’re not listening, Inspector. I don’t know anything about it.’

Steel nodded. ‘Well, hypothetically speaking, if you or your brother did know anything about it – say you were both into protection, loan sharking, prostitution, supplying class A drugs … hypothetically speaking, would you tell your Auntie Roberta who these Eastern Europeans were?’

There was a pause.

‘Like I said, Inspector, I’m a legitimate businessman. Now if you’ve finished your tea, you can fuck off. I’ve got work to do.’
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‘That went well,’ said Steel, sauntering back out into the sunshine. ‘No biscuits though… You’d think a “legitimate businessman” could rustle up a chocolate digestive, wouldn’t you?’

Logan looked back in through the Turf ’n Track’s front door at the dark interior. ‘How the hell did you manage that? I thought he hated the police?’

‘The McLeod brothers like to think they’re old-school gangsters… Well, Simon does, Colin’s just a bloody thug. You ever met their mum? She’d tan their arses if she found out they’d hit a woman.’

‘You remembering what happened to Gabrielle Christie? Broken jaw, cracked ribs, fractured leg—’

‘Aye, but she wasn’t a woman, was she? She was a hoor.’ Out came the inspector’s cigarettes, the smoke spiralling up into the bright blue sky. ‘It’s no’ the same to these people. Prostitutes aren’t women, they’re property. And before you say anything, I know, OK? It’s just the way they think.’

Outside the bookmakers, the pre-pubescent mob had dispersed. Now there was just a single grubby child, watching as Mr Meat Paste for a Nose was loaded into Alpha One Four.

Another two patrol cars had arrived, their white paintwork sparkling in the sunshine. Spotty the Baboon was in the back of one, looking woozy and bruised from all that resisting arrest.

The other officer from Alpha One Four was limping back up the road, his black uniform trousers all torn at the knee. It looked as if Low Budget Porn Star had got away.

‘Two out of six,’ said Steel, leaning on the roof of the empty patrol car, ‘no’ exactly a brilliant arrest rate.’ She smoked in silence for a moment, staring at Spotty and his swollen face. ‘Right,’ she said at last, pinging her fag end away, ‘let’s go see what the Clearasil Kid has to say for himself.’

Logan dragged out his phone. ‘I’ll get them to set up an interview room, we can—’

‘Don’t be so wet. Here,’ the inspector dug into her pocket and pulled out a handful of change, ‘go get some ice-lollies.’

By the time Logan returned from the little grocers, Steel was lounging in the back of Alpha One Six with Spotty. Logan clambered in on the other side, sandwiching him in.

Steel leaned across the prisoner and looked at Logan. ‘What did you get?’

‘Strawberry Mivvi, Orange Maid, and a Chocolate Cornetto.’

She stuck her hand out. ‘Cornetto – gimmie.’ She un-wrapped it and took a happy bite, talking with her mouth full, ‘What about you, Derek? Fancy an orange lolly? Nah, better no’ it’d clash with your ginger hair. Strawberry Mivvi for Derek here, Laz.’

Logan held it out, but Spotty the Baboon, AKA: Derek, didn’t take it. Which wasn’t that surprising, his hands were cuffed behind his back.

‘Give it here,’ said Steel. She took the lolly and held it against Derek’s cheek. ‘There you go, that’ll keep the swelling down a bit.’

Derek’s voice was a high-pitched croak, ‘It’s cold…’

‘Aye, well, that’s what you get for being stupid. When someone yells, “Police”, you either give up like a good boy, or you run like buggery.’ She took a bite out of her Cornetto. ‘Mmmph mmmf mnn mmnnfmmmmph fmmmnnnt?’

‘Think that bloody copper broke my jaw…’

‘Then you wouldn’t be able to talk, you moron. I said, “who were you fighting with?”’

‘I’m in pain!’

‘You’ll be in a lot more if you don’t start talking.’ She tossed the lolly back to Logan. ‘My sergeant here likes to slam people’s hands in car doors. It’s his hobby. You want me to take a wee walk and see if you’ve still got all your fingers when I get back?’

‘It was … a …’ Spotty licked his top lip. ‘They were Rangers supporters; said the Dons were shite. Couldn’t let them get away with that…’

‘Bollocks.’ Steel cracked the door open. ‘Start with his wanking hand, Laz, I’m going for a walk.’

Derek peered at Logan. ‘You can’t—’

‘Can I break his thumbs as well?’

The inspector nodded. ‘Fine by me.’

‘It was just a fight! That’s all. Football. You know what it’s—’

‘Do his toes too.’ Steel levered herself out into the sunshine, licked a runaway dribble of chocolate ice-cream off the back of her hand, and slammed the car door.

Derek flinched.

‘NO, WAIT! I didn’t … I …’ He closed his eyes and shuddered as Steel climbed back into the car.

‘Make it fast, Derek, my Cornetto’s melting.’

‘They was trying to tell us we had to … sell stuff for them. You know … instead of … who we usually sell it for.’

‘Uh-huh, and who would that be?’

‘Don’t remember.’ Derek scowled out of the car window at the man in the back of Alpha One Four: Mr Meat Paste for a Nose. ‘Fucking Polish bastards. Come over here, taking our jobs, screwing our women…’

Logan poked him in the shoulder. ‘Ever sent anonymous letters, Derek? You know, lots of different fonts and exclamation marks?’

‘Eh?’

‘Where were you last night?’

‘Went round Harry Jordan’s and got wasted. Ask him. We had a party with his … we had a party.’

Steel tutted. ‘Hope you wore protection, Derek: you’ll get all sorts of nasty diseases partying with Harry Jordan’s girls.’ She slapped the Strawberry Mivvi back against his cheek. ‘So, you going to come clean about who you’re selling for? Like I couldn’t already guess.’ She pointed at the green-and-yellow Turf ’n Track sign. ‘Come on, Derek, play it smart for once.’

But Derek had no intention of changing the habit of a lifetime.

Mr Meat Paste for a Nose sat on the other side of the interview room table, repeating for the umpteenth time, ‘Nie mówię po angielsku.’

It was all he’d say, over and over again: I don’t speak English.

Lying sod.

Steel yawned, checked her watch, and told Logan to switch off the tapes. ‘Hell with this.’ She stood, then leant on the table, doing her best to loom over the prisoner. ‘Listen up, Sunshine, I know fine well you speak English: I’ve got witnesses who heard you do it. But if you want to play silly buggers we’ll get you an interpreter, and then we’ll bang you up for obstruction. And public disorder. And anything else I can think of. We’ve got a whole pile of unsolved burglaries on the books, fancy getting fitted up for some of them?’

‘Nie mówię po angielsku.’

‘Blah, blah, blah.’ She headed for the door. ‘Chuck him back in his cell, Laz. We’ll have another crack with a translator in the morning. You and me are going to knock off early and go find somewhere with a beer garden.’

It was the best idea Logan had heard all day.

Half past seven Wednesday morning and interview room three was like a sauna – the battered radiator in the corner pinged and clanked away to itself, even though the sun was blazing down outside. Logan and Steel sat at the chipped table, both of them sporting the rosy glow of a mild sunburn from three hours sitting at a picnic table outside Triple Kirks drinking lager and white wine.

The interpreter was slumped on the other side of the table, sweat darkening the armpits of her blouse as she repeated yet another phrase Logan was getting sick of.

‘He says he doesn’t know anything.’

Steel slammed her fist down on the chipped Formica tabletop. ‘Stop sodding about – I want to know who he’s working for!’

The interpreter sighed and tried again, ‘Zapytać: dla kogo pracujesz?’

The thickset man with the flattened nose shrugged and replied in bunged-up Polish. His face was one big bruise today, crisscrossed with sticking plasters. It wasn’t a good look.

‘He’s not working for anyone. He’s in Aberdeen visiting his cousin.’

‘Then why did we catch him brawling outside a known hangout for lowlife scumbags? Why have I got a drug dealer downstairs in the cells telling me Lumpy here tried to recruit him? Who – is – he – working – for?’

‘Which question do you want to ask first?’

‘Oh for God’s sake. We know the bastard can speak English—’

A knock at the door.

DCI Finnie marched into the room without waiting for an invitation. ‘Inspector, a word please.’

The interpreter waited until Steel was out of the room before asking Logan if she was always this bad. ‘Doesn’t she like Polish people?’

‘Not when they lie to her, no.’

‘You’ve got to understand it from their point of view,’ the interpreter nodded at the prisoner. ‘Polish police were a nightmare under the Communists. They were enforcers for the regime, they’d make people disappear. And they weren’t much better after independence: corrupt and lazy. So no one trusts the police anymore, and you can’t really blame them, can you?’

‘I can when they…’ Logan trailed off into silence, listening to the raised voices coming through the door.

The interpreter looked puzzled. ‘What?’

‘Shhhhhhh!’ He held his hand up for silence. It was Steel and DCI Finnie, having a stand-up row in the corridor outside.

Steel: ‘No way! I am not—’

Finnie: ‘That wasn’t a request, Inspector, it was an order.’

Steel: ‘I’m in the middle of—’

Finnie: ‘You’re interfering with an ongoing investigation.’

Steel: ‘I’m doing my bloody job!’

Finnie: ‘Not any more you’re not. And if you’ve got a problem with that you can take it up with the DCS.’

An angry silence.

Steel: ‘Fine. Laughing Boy in there’s all yours.’ She yanked the door open and glowered at Logan. ‘Pack it up. We’ve been pulled off the case.’





Three Days Later
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Logan shifted in the driver’s seat, ruffled his copy of the Aberdeen Examiner, and said, ‘Four across: “Forbid forever, like.” “B”, something, something, “I”, something, something.’

Steel looked up from an in-depth analysis of her own cleavage. ‘You know what,’ she said, flicking a tiny avalanche of cigarette ash out of the passenger window, ‘I think I’ve finally found one of these damn things that fits.’ She tugged at her bra strap, making the contents jiggle.

Logan went back to his paper – there was no way he was getting drawn into another conversation about the Detective Inspector’s underwear. Five minutes to eleven on a Friday morning and the sun was dappling its way through the trees, sending little flecks of light dancing across the speed-bumps outside Sunnybank Primary School. ‘How long do we have to keep doing this?’

‘Till we catch the bastard.’ Steel gave up on her boobs and lounged back in her seat. ‘Anyway, what you whinging about? Three days sitting on your arse in the sunshine, reading the paper and eating ice-lollies. You rather be running around after DCI Frog-Face?’

She had a point.

‘No, we lounge about here till four, sod off home for the weekend and back again on Monday for another glorious week of doing bugger all.’ The inspector took a long drag on her cigarette and blew, fogging the windscreen with second-hand smoke. ‘Not like we got anything better to do, is it? Bloody Finnie…’

Here we go again.

‘I mean, who the hell does he think he is? “Stop interviewing that prisoner,”’ she said, doing a less than flattering impersonation of the Detective Chief Inspector, ‘“You’re interfering with an ongoing investigation.” Ongoing investigation my sharny arse. Bastard just wants all the sodding glory for himself.’

She snorted. ‘And can you believe he let Derek McSpotty walk with a caution? We caught the wee bastard red-handed kicking the crap out of someone, resisting arrest, and being a lying junky tosspot. “You have to see the bigger picture, Inspector.”’ She smoked furiously for a moment. ‘I’ll show Finnie the bigger picture with the toe of my bloody boot.’

‘What do you want to do for lunch today? We could grab a sandwich, or—’

‘Kebab.’ The inspector finished her cigarette and dumped the stub into an open can of Pepsi, swirling it around in the warm, flat liquid. ‘That place in Sandilands. And while we’re there we can accidentally nip next door to the Turf ’n Track. Have another wee chat with Simon McLeod.’

‘But Finnie—’

‘Finnie can pucker up and kiss my perky bumhole. Since that wee riot on Tuesday we’ve had five Polish blokes in A&E with their kneecaps smashed. Someone took a claw hammer to them.’ She struck a pose, tapping the side of her forehead. ‘Now who do we know with form for battering people with a claw hammer? Think, think, think…’

‘OK, OK, I get it: Colin McLeod. But Finnie—’

‘What is he, your boyfriend or something?’

‘Why do you have to make everything—’

The school bell jangled through the warm, lazy air – eleven o’clock on the dot. Time for morning break.

‘We’re on.’

Screams and shouts echoed out of the school, then a stampede of five-to-seven-year-olds dressed in the standard grey-and-blue primary uniform burst out into the sunshine, hell bent on cramming as much fun as possible into their fifteen minutes of freedom.

‘Anything?’ asked Steel.

Logan checked the street. ‘Nope. Looks like… wait a minute… Blue Toyota Yaris: there, just pulling up. You see it?’

The inspector shuffled forward in her seat, peering through the windscreen at the little mud-spattered car. The driver got out and wandered over to the playground fence. Beige cardigan, grey hair, feral moustache.

‘About sodding time.’ Steel clambered her way into the warm morning, and sauntered down the road with her hands in her pockets.

Logan locked up and followed her, nipping across the road at the last minute so he could come round on the guy’s blind side.

Not that the man in the beige cardigan would have noticed, he was far too busy smiling at a little girl through the railings. Blonde hair, pigtails, big blue eyes.

‘You know,’ said the man, hands rummaging in his trouser pockets, ‘my doggie’s very sick and can’t look after her puppies. Isn’t that sad?’

The little girl nodded.

‘Would you like to see them? Maybe you could take one home? Would you like that?’ And all the time the trouser rummaging was getting faster. Sweat beaded on his forehead. ‘Would you like to see my… oh God… puppies?’

‘Jesus, Rory,’ said Steel, slouching back against the man’s car, ‘could you be any more of a cliché?’

Rory stood up fast, and hurled a handful of little paper wrappers over the playground fence. ‘I never did anything! You can’t prove I did anything, I—’

Logan placed a hand on his shoulder. ‘Rory Simpson, I’m arresting you under section five point one of the Criminal Justice Scotland Act—’

‘No – I didn’t do anything! I was just—mmmph!’

Steel had clamped a hand over his mouth. ‘Wee kiddies, Rory: let’s no’ corrupt their innocent little ears with your filthy lies. Now, you want to go quietly this time, or kicking and screaming like a girl?’

Rory bit his bottom lip, frowned, then said, ‘I think I’ll go quietly this time.’

‘Good choice, much more dignified.’ The inspector nodded at Logan, ‘Pick up whatever he threw to the lions.’ Then she marched Rory Simpson along the road to the CID pool car.

Ten minutes later, Logan climbed in behind the wheel of the shiny new Vauxhall he’d signed for that morning. Rory and the inspector were sitting in the back, like a pair of elderly relatives waiting to go for a nice Sunday drive.

‘Here,’ Logan passed a clear evidence pouch back between the seats – a small handful of white paper wrappers sat in the bottom, about the size of pound coins, ‘that was all I could find. There’s probably more, but the little buggers weren’t talking.’

DI Steel opened the bag and sniffed the contents. ‘Come on then, Rory, what we going to find when we send this lot to the lab: icing sugar? Washing powder? Crack cocaine?’

Rory shrugged. ‘You know how it is, Inspector, kids these days…’

‘Yeah, yeah: six-year-olds are all Playstations, tattoos, and gang-rape. Spit it out.’

‘It’s not like it was in our day, is it? Then they’d get in your car for a Sherbet Dib-Dab. Now they all want drugs, booze and cash.’ Rory shook his head. ‘They look like butter wouldn’t melt…’ A soft smile flitted across his face.

‘Rory, if you’re thinking about melting butter on wee kiddies, I’m going to have my sergeant here drive us out to the middle of nowhere and kick the shite out of you.’

‘Just an expression… I mean look at that little tease back there,’ he said, pointing at the troupe of uniformed monkeys screeching their way back to class, ‘she knew exactly what she was doing, didn’t she? Wasn’t going to give me anything for free. It’s depressing really.’

A tinny Banff and Buchan accent jangled out of the radio: ‘Alpha Three Sivin, from Control—’

‘Oh buggering hell.’ DI Steel fumbled for the handset. ‘We… with … non … over?’ Then she went into an Oscar-winning hissing noise: ‘Kshhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh…’

‘Aye, nice try. Incident: Primrosehill Drive. Sounds like a domestic disturbance. I’ve no’ got any patrol cars free and yer closest so—’

Steel grimaced. ‘Sorry, Dougie, but we’re in Altens, miles away, you’ll just have to find someone else.’

‘You do know these new cars have GPS in them, don’t you? I can see you right here on the screen: Sunnybank Road.’

Pause.

‘Bugger.’

‘Aye, so: Primrosehill Drive. And get a shift on – neighbour reported screams coming from the hoose opposite.’

Steel gave it one last try, ‘But I’ve got prisoner in tow—’

‘Some poor sod’s probably getting murdered, and you’re buggering about wasting time!’

Steel took her thumb off the transmit button and indulged in the kind of language that would make a social worker blush. ‘Fine, we’re on our way. You happy now?’

Logan started the car, drowning out the sarcastic response.

Primrosehill Drive was a curving line of large, semidetached houses with big gardens and four-by-fours in the driveways, sweltering beneath the hot sun. Logan killed the siren, and asked Steel for the address again.

She squinted out at the street. ‘There, on the left: that one. Looks like a building site.’

Two storeys of grey granite, almost invisible behind a forest of scaffolding and tarpaulins. The garden was home to a cement mixer, a JCB digger, a pile of rubble, and a bright blue porta-potty. A battered green skip sat on the road outside, orange cones and planks of wood blocking anyone from parking in front of the house. Logan pulled up as close as possible.

‘What now?’

Steel smacked him on the arm. ‘What do you think? We charge in and save the day. Picture in the paper. Medals. Dancing girls.’ She turned in her seat and poked at Rory. ‘You stay here. Don’t move. If I think you’ve so much as farted while we’re gone I’m going to take your goolies off with a potato peeler. Understand?’

She took out a pair of handcuffs and slapped one side on Rory’s right wrist, then dragged him forwards until he was bent double in the foot well.

‘Hey!’

‘Oh don’t be such a whinge.’ She poked the cuffs through the metal struts securing the driver’s seat to the car floor, then fixed Rory’s other wrist in place. He was well and truly stuck.

‘Surely there’s no need for this, Inspector, you know I won’t—’

‘Shut up before I change my mind and lock you in the bloody boot.’

She smacked Logan again. ‘What you waiting for?’

They climbed out into the sunshine.

The only sound was the distant drone and rumble of traffic on Great Northern Road. No screams.

They picked their way through the churned-up dirt, skirting a stack of breezeblocks. The front door was poking out of the skip at the kerb, leaving the hallway a gaping black hole.

Logan pulled out his Airwave handset. ‘DS McRae to Control, I need backup to Primrosehill Drive—’

‘You are such a bloody Jessie…’ Steel took another look at the dark hallway. ‘Come on then,’ she said, pushing Logan ahead of her, ‘you go first.’

Logan swore and pulled out his little canister of pepper-spray. According to Control there still weren’t any patrol cars free. They were on their own.

Steel gave him another shove and he stumbled over the threshold.

Gloom.

The builders had ripped everything back to the bare granite, and started again from scratch. Wooden stud-frames had been fixed in place with enormous masonry screws, lining the walls. Stiff ribbons of grey mains wiring were laced through holes in the joists, stretching out in hanging loops across the ceiling.

The chipboard flooring creaked beneath Logan’s feet as he crept inside.

First left: the living room was empty. A green tarpaulin had been stretched over the glassless window, shrouding everything in mouldy shadows. No sign of anyone. Dining room: empty. Downstairs toilet: empty, just the hole where a WC was supposed to go and a couple of plastic pipes poking out through the floor. The kitchen was little more than a storeroom for piles of wood, boxes of tiles, bags of concrete, thick rolls of Rockwool insulation, and sheets of plasterboard.

Logan worked his way back to the stairs and started to climb. If anything it was even darker up here. It looked as if the builders had started their renovating job on this floor: the granite walls were already clad; doors hung; double glazing in; architrave, windowsills and skirting nailed in place. Logan froze on the top step and whispered, ‘Did you hear that?’

‘What…?’ Steel frowned. ‘Why the hell are we creeping about?’ She took a deep breath, ‘POLICE! Come out with your hands up and no one has to get hurt!’

A voice sounded in one of the bedrooms: ‘Kurwa!’

A figure exploded out of the open bedroom door – large, male, it was difficult to tell much more than that in the dark. He had something in his hand. Something long, that glinted in a rogue sliver of light. Crowbar.

He tried to take Logan’s head off with it, swinging the thing like a broadsword.

Logan ducked and it whistled by close enough to ruffle his hair before embedding itself in the plasterboard. Logan slammed his fist into the man’s stomach.

He didn’t collapse and roll about on the floor in agony, he just grunted and yanked the crowbar out of the wall, taking a puffball of Rockwool with it.

Oh God…

Logan flipped the cap off his pepper-spray and gave him a liberal dose in the eyes.

‘Aaaaghh… Matkojebca!’

It was close quarters. Too close. The jet hit and spattered back off the man’s face, a mist of stinging liquid that coated everything within a three-foot radius. Including Logan.

‘Ah, Jesus!’ It was like being sandpapered with dried chillies, his eyes were on fire, he could barely breathe.

The crowbar smashed into the balustrade, bounced, and went spiralling down the stairwell.

Steel swore.

Clang, crash, bang, wallop.

When Logan peeled his eyes open again, the man at the top of the stairs was just a blurry figure: on his knees, swearing and panting.

God that stuff stung…

Steel shoved past Logan shouting, ‘POLICE! Get your arse—’ She smashed backwards into the balusters with a splintering crack.

Logan staggered against the wall, trying to peer through the pain and tears as a second figure loomed at the top of the stairs. Logan dragged up the canister of pepper-spray. ‘You! Face down on the ground!’

The man stepped forwards, right arm whipping out, grabbing Logan’s spraying hand and twisting it back on itself.

Logan swung a left hook, but the man blocked it, took hold of the sleeve and yanked him off balance.

‘Let go you bas—’

A knee slammed into Logan’s stomach, and his world went from bad to worse. The pepper-spray was painful, but this was agony, tearing across his scarred abdomen. His legs gave way.

A hand wrapped itself into his hair, pulling his face up.

Even through pepper-spray blur the silhouette was unmistakeable: a semiautomatic pistol. The man pressed the barrel against Logan’s forehead, cold metal on hot skin.

At this range the bullet would leave a little burnt halo around the entry wound as superheated gas forced the chunk of copper-jacketed lead out of the barrel and into Logan’s skull. The hole would be about the same size as a garden pea on the way in, bigger than a grapefruit on the way out, spreading grey and pink and red all over the nice new plasterboard walls.

Logan closed his stinging eyes.

And then the Airwave handset in his pocket went off, the voice of Control announcing that backup was on its way.

The man let go of Logan’s hair and patted him on the cheek.

‘You are lucky boy today,’ he said in a heavy Eastern European accent. ‘I let you live. You remember this.’

Then he was gone, dragging his fallen friend with him.
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Logan knelt on the floor with his forehead resting against the cool chipboard. He was still alive… Oh thank God.

He could hear the gunman and his friend thumping down the stairs; Steel groaning; a magpie cackling somewhere outside; the blood singing in his ears. Fear-induced adrenaline made his whole body tremble.

Maybe now would be a good time to be sick?

A crash sounded from downstairs and Logan struggled to his feet, forcing his wobbly legs to take him to the big window at the far end of the hall. It was double-glazed, the glass covered in blue plastic to keep it clean and scratch free while it was being installed. He twisted the handle and wrenched it open. The world was a blurry haze. Logan wiped his eyes with the back of his sleeve and squinted through the tears.

The gunman had made it out of the front door – he was half dragging, half carrying his friend across the dry mud of the drive.

Logan scrubbed at his eyes again, but the two men wouldn’t stay in focus. And then they were on the pavement and the tarpaulin-draped scaffolding that covered the house hid them from view.

He clambered out of the window and onto the little walkway of boards outside. They bounced beneath his feet as he staggered to the outer edge, yanking back a green tarpaulin sheet. Logan took a deep breath and yelled: ‘STOP POLICE!’

They didn’t even turn around. The two blurry figures hurried along the pavement towards the CID pool car: the one with Rory Simpson handcuffed in the back.

For a brief moment Logan caught sight of a pale blob – Rory’s face, peering up from the gap between the front and back seats – and then the gunman and his friend were past.

They disappeared from view, and the sound of a car starting echoed up from the street below. The engine roared, the wheels spun, and it accelerated away: getting out of there before the sound of distant sirens got any closer.

They were gone.

Logan staggered back to the landing, where Steel was lying slouched against the cracked woodwork of the banisters, head lolling, making incoherent mumbling noises.

‘Inspector? Are you OK?’

‘Nnnffff … can’t find my hat … mphhhh…’

Logan dug out his Airwave handset and called Control, telling them to get an ambulance over here ASAP. He slumped back against the banisters next to Steel, listening to the background chatter of the control room as it got everything organized.

His stomach ached, the initial biting pain settling down to a dull throb. His face wasn’t much better. No doubt about it – they came, they saw, and they got their arses kicked.

Logan stared through the open doorway into the darkness of the bedroom the gunman had burst out of. There was something lying on the floor.

He grunted his way to his feet and wobbled into the room.

It was a large bedroom, complete with ensuite
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