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  COPYRIGHT


  PREFACE


  Young Blood is the sequel to The Cartel, which tells the story of the first 30 years of Britain’s biggest drug gang, spanning the period between 1973 and 2003. Young Blood brings that story up to date, charting the last decade of the gang, between 2003 and 2013.


  The multibillion-pound organisation has gone through important changes, particularly the rise of the foot soldier and the turning point in the police’s war on drugs. In recent years, the old godfathers who previously ran the Cartel have largely been usurped by a new generation of teenage street gangs. They are armed to the teeth and refuse to play by the old underworld codes. These US-style gangs, which hit headlines following the murder of schoolboy Rhys Jones in August 2007, would stop at nothing until they were given a piece of the action by the established order of the underworld, blowing them up with car bombs, throwing hand grenades through their windows and spraying up their cars and houses with automatic gunfire. A form of urban terrorism would become the defining characteristic of the new drug dealers, and one that would require an unprecedented counter response by the police. The militarisation of the force, the formation of elite cadres and the widespread use of anti-terror laws and public-order legislation became visible on Britain’s streets for the first time. This urban-terrorist phenomenon reached its zenith in Manchester in 2012 when two unarmed policewomen, Nicola Hughes (23) and Fiona Bone (32), were killed by automatic gunfire followed by a grenade attack. According to underworld sources, the murderer, Dale Cregan, was a well-known Cartel debt collector. Before that, more than half of all grenade attacks in the UK occurred in Liverpool. During one thwarted incident, a grenade was left outside the home of former Liverpool manager Kenny Dalglish. On another occasion, a grandmother had a limb blown off after a grenade was launched through her window on the instructions of a senior Cartel enforcer.


  The violent power struggle between the older generation and the new led to the assassination of the Cartel’s de facto boss of bosses, Colin ‘King Cocaine’ Smith, in 2007. Numerous other murders followed in Britain, Amsterdam and Spain as the new pretenders, backed by hundreds of fanatical street criminals, formed strategic alliances with members of the old guard who were prepared to adapt.


  The upheavals coincided with a new offensive by the police. New law-enforcement policies, better technology and increased national and international cooperation meant that for the first time the police were winning the war against the Cartel. Young Blood tells this story from both sides, in the words of both the drug dealers and gangsters who work for the Cartel and the police officers who have dedicated their lives to destroying it.


  The Cartel was founded in Liverpool in 1973 by a used-car salesman known as Fred the Rat, who used the illegal proceeds from armed robberies to invest in heroin and cannabis imports. His business model was incredibly successful, and by the 1980s the Cartel was Britain’s number-one narcotics supplier. In 1980, Customs and Excise identified the ‘Liverpool Mafia’ as the country’s first and only drugs cartel, as defined by their investigators. A drugs cartel is a loose alliance of crime groups, underworld godfathers and crime families bonded together by shared goals and interests: the import and distribution of controlled drugs.


  Later, Fred the Rat handed over partial control to an underworld financier called the Banker, and then to an up-and-coming mixed-race gangster called Curtis Warren. Warren went on to become the richest criminal ever caught in Britain. Warren revolutionised the Cartel, industrialising cocaine-trafficking and flushing its networks with billions of pounds. Opportunities for the criminal classes opened up on a never-before-seen scale. A street dealer called Dylan Porter began peddling £5 deals of cannabis on a suburban road, before graduating to heroin. Within a decade he was a millionaire mid-ranking importer and distributor, shifting a minimum of 20 kilos of heroin a week. But by the turn of the millennium, the opportunities had run out, and he was in jail and facing a 20-year-plus stretch. In The Cartel, Dylan Porter explains in detail how he got rich; in Young Blood, he reveals the harsh reality of being middle-aged and locked up inside Britain’s toughest jails, as well as what it was like to be released into a changed underworld, where ten-year-old gang members talked down to him.


  The Cartel tells the story of old-school gangsters who fought to build up their fortunes playing by the ‘rules’ that the older criminals had taught them. Young Blood carries on that theme and reveals how they have fared over the last decade. One such underworld veteran was 60-year-old Yael Feeney, who had made his money from financing drug deals and money laundering. Though Feeney had close associations with drug lords, he refused steadfastly to deal himself. This might have been a self-serving deception, but it allowed Feeney to operate one step removed from the actual drug traffickers. He used the fact to soothe his conscience. Feeney’s authority, however, had put him in a unique position within the underworld. During the Cartel’s growth years, between 1985 and 2005, he had been brought in by drug dealers to deal with internal disputes as a mediator. In Young Blood, Feeney reveals how the situation backfired. He tells how an alliance of cocaine-fuelled street gangs set out to destroy him because his presence threatened their assault on the old godfathers with whom he was allied. Feeney ended up in prison for money laundering, where he was faced with another dilemma. In order to retain his status and power, he would have to engage with the penal economy: he would have to deal drugs for the first time. Feeney reveals the struggle he fought in jail to rebuild his life and retain his position within Britain’s most cut-throat criminal network.


  Being a young gang member with a reputation for violence did not guarantee success, however. Bubbley Shalson was a half Persian, half West Indian pistolero from the melting pot that was the Toxteth Triangle. Shalson took on rival gangs from the North End of the city and was made to pay a heavy price. He was attacked with guns and bombs and ended up in prison for drug dealing.


  But The Cartel wasn’t only about the criminal’s perspective. For the first time, a senior policeman told the inside story of how Britain’s police had reacted to burgeoning organised crime. The officer, known as the Analyst, had joined Merseyside Police as a teenage recruit in the 1970s. For most of his career he had watched drug crime grow right before his eyes, as he went from beat copper to custody sergeant to murder-squad detective. In the early 1980s, he encountered a teenager called Colin Smith as he moved on a group of noisy kids from outside a row of shops. For the next 25 years, the Analyst and Smith lived parallel lives on opposing sides. The Analyst investigated Smith as he rose through the rigid hierarchy of the Cartel; Smith tried to outfox the Analyst as he moved up the ranks and the force closed in on him. Smith was integral in setting up drug hubs in Amsterdam, Spain and Portugal, while strengthening the Cartel’s ties with suppliers in South America, Turkey and Africa. But eventually he grew too big and was killed by the young bloods in 2007 in an underworld coup d’état. The Analyst was called in to investigate his murder, and for the first time was given access to the Cartel’s inner workings. The Analyst is Britain’s number-one anti-drugs cop, and in Young Blood he reveals how he stepped up operations against the dealers – and succeeded.


  The Cartel began to tell the story of the young pretenders, the next generation of criminals who would eventually take over the business. They were born in the 1980s and 1990s, often third-generation underclass children whose mums and dads were more often than not drug addicts, offenders or both. Almost all of them were poor and inadequately socialised, and many were raised to be drug dealers. By the time they were growing up, the Cartel was a powerful force within their neighbourhoods. The Cartel offered jobs to the socially excluded, the uneducated, the uncreditworthy and the ambitious. The Cartel was now part of popular culture. Their brothers were named after famous drug dealers, and the Cartel offered a stable career path that a decade earlier had been the preserve of traditional industries, which were now long gone.


  The spiritual leader of the new gang members was a hardcore juvenile killer known as Kallas. The Cartel charted Kallas’s early years: how he rose from being a pusher on a bike to a feared gang leader, prepared to take on the old-guard hard men such as Yael Feeney. Kallas and his kind wanted into the Cartel badly and, with it, access to instant riches beyond their wildest dreams. For someone who had started off by selling drugs on a BMX bike, Kallas had done well. He’d had no backing. He hadn’t come from a big gangster family, nor did he have contacts. But he quickly realised that most of it was an act anyway, and it was possible to strip away the illusion of wealth and power from the leaders, if you were prepared to challenge them. The likes of Kallas, and his underbosses Sidious and Kaim, had nothing, but they saw this as an advantage: their nothingness was powerful. They had no beliefs, no codes, no assets, no organisations, no memberships: that made them nimble and hard to destroy. Kallas began to leap up the rungs of the Cartel’s hierarchy and ended up in Spain and Amsterdam, where he and his small gang began to deal drugs on a big scale. In a quiet Spanish urban area popular with Brit expats, they rented a large villa and turned it into an HQ from which they became responsible for selling coke in Marbella and tablets in Ibiza.


  The Cartel showed how the drug lords exploited economic and social problems within society to sell more drugs or simply expand their power. Fred the Rat had used the confusion caused by decimalisation and the oil crisis to smuggle heroin during the early 1970s. In the 1980s recession that followed, deindustrialisation provided an army of unemployed foot soldiers, such as Dylan Porter, to swell the Cartel’s ranks and extend its reach. In the 1990s, the house-price collapse and subsequent boom provided opportunities to invest the windfall profits from dance drugs into money-laundering property schemes. Young Blood tells the story of how the Cartel exploited the next financial crisis: the banking collapse of 2008.


  By 2003, the Cartel had gone through 30 years of uninterrupted growth. It had started out as a one-man band, the brainchild of Fred the Rat. Now it had grown into an international business. Thousands of people worked directly for the Cartel in multifarious roles. Thousands more were employed indirectly, or benefited from its economic activity in some other way: for instance, as part-time workers and subcontractors. The Cartel’s structure was sophisticated: a rolling, rigid hierarchy that resembled a group of trading partners. In some ways, the Cartel looked like an emerging international business with a basic command structure. Economists call the model an ‘international area network’. Over the next decade, the shape of the organisation would change again, solidifying into a pattern normally found in modern global corporations, according to the police. Young Blood reveals how the police began keeping a detailed database on the Cartel, with the help of experts like the Analyst, an everyday policeman who had morphed into a kind of crime-fighting James Bond, Britain’s number-one asset in the struggle against its most aggressive narcotic group. But he was a hero who stayed in the background and preferred law books to car chases. Scores of Cartel managers and hundreds of employees were identified, meshed together in an extremely complex network of revenue flows and capital assets. Economists would describe the Cartel of having matured into something akin to a ‘global matrix structure’, a shape that made it possible to optimise the strength of participating units, distributing the pressure of business more evenly, avoiding duplication of functions.


  Part true-crime book, part social history, part investigation, The Cartel lifted the lid on a crime group that spanned borders and turned the black economy into boom sector, employing thousands of criminals while generating billions in sales. Its economic power distorted businesses, neighbourhoods and even cities, as bad money pushed out the good. In Young Blood, the next generation gets their hands on the levers of power. New opportunities open up in places like Mexico and China. The big question is: will they succeed?


  PROLOGUE


  WRONG SIDE OF THE TRACKS


  1993


  The story of the Cartel between 2003 and 2013 really begins a decade earlier, in 1993. Within Britain’s biggest drug gang, the time between cause and effect was increasing.


  In 1993, Terence Riley was a typical 13-year-old north Liverpool scally. One freezing February morning, Terence and his brother, just a year older than himself, met up with two other mates to go out to play. Like many lads of their age from the local estates, they enjoyed hanging around the railway lines nearby. Terence was tough and liked to take risks: invaluable qualities that would come in handy later on in his life. The disused Walton and Anfield station was still dangerous – the lines remained live in places – but the sidings were one of the few areas where gangs of kids could run wild without being moved on by the police. Even in the days before antisocial behaviour orders (ASBOs), the sight of slow-moving gangs of teenagers being ushered away from shopping parades by community coppers was a familiar one on the streets. Long before curfew orders, Section 60 public-order controls and ultrasonic teen deterrents outside Booze Busters stores, many youths already felt that there were few urban spaces left open to them. It was easier just to get off the street altogether, to hide in one of the city’s many post-industrial wastelands. For mischievous boys with an overspill of energy, the railway lines were viewed as a sanctuary, an idyll of freedom in a cityscape wilderness and a place where the lines between safety and harm, boredom and excess, and, on occasion, good and evil blurred into oblivion.


  The bonus was that there were always plenty of things to mess around with on the wrong side of the tracks – and no adults to pass judgement. Piles of old fishplates and iron bolts lay next to abandoned dens. The charred remnants of bonfires that had burned black circles into 100-year-old sleepers were a sign of teenage wreckage. Track ballast littered the ground, providing plenty of stones to throw. Sewer water, moss and crackling electrified cables made for a natural adventure playground. Rats scurried around old Victorian tunnels whose scrofulous walls dripped with dirty water. But there was no better space for unfettered graffiti. The giant words ‘Liverpool FC’ and ‘Go Pink Floyd’ were scrawled on the walls in white paint, glistening in the darkness. All said, it was an urchins’ paradise.


  The four boys squeezed through a gap in a fence onto British Rail land. Later that year, in November, Prime Minister John Major’s government would pass legislation to pave the way for network privatisation. It was a decision that had come off the back of many state sell-offs during the 1980s. Few experts at the time linked these market reforms to a growth in organised crime, simply because little or no research had been done. But the relationship between the economy and the black market was becoming increasingly interlinked and extraordinarily complicated, mainly because of the effects of an economic doctrine called monetarism, which had been adopted by Margaret Thatcher in the ’80s and sought to contol inflation and the country’s money supply. However, the associated doctrines of rapacious free markets, large-scale privatisation and concentration of corporate power have been proven to widen the gap between the rich and the poor. Monetarism has also been criticised for relying on enforced unemployment, anti-union legislation, low-paid jobs, outsourcing and deindustrialisation, although supporters claim benefits include economic booms, wealth boosts, easy credit and advances in technology. In addition, similar complexities were emerging as a result of the new links between policing, social problems and poverty, such as the effect of rough public-order policing and riot tactics in poor areas, and the relationship between poor education and reoffending rates, which were only just coming to be understood by social scientists. Few officials were aware that whenever the economy was in trouble, drug supplies and sales boomed. The Cartel had prospered during the recent recession in the early 1990s, the industrial collapse of the early 1980s and the economic shocks of the decade before that, caused by oil shortages and decimalisation in the early 1970s. The evidence was manifest and undeniable; however, it was hard for the experts to get to grips with it, because they tended to study the crime statistics in isolation.


  The top of the embankment sloped gently onto the tracks below. There was no need for Terence and the lads to hide: as usual, no one was around. It was a Sunday and, moreover, Valentine’s Day made the neighbouring streets seem even quieter. Walton in winter wasn’t the most romantic of places, but no doubt there’d be plenty having a lie-in and a cup of tea in bed.


  The abandoned sidings were eerily hushed. Across the clearing and behind the boarded-up waiting rooms, there were train tracks that were conspicuously unrusted and they stood out alongside the tired tracks of the unused lines. They were still operational, but there were few trains running today. Slowly, Terence pushed his way through the dewy undergrowth towards the level ground below, darker and dryer than the scrub. The ground was stained black by a hundred years of coal dust, spillover from the steam trains and their hopper wagons fresh from the pit that had once powered the Second Port of Empire, as Liverpool was proudly known during the Industrial Revolution. However, such things were of little interest to a teenager with a penchant for practical jokes and minor acts of vandalism. The young Terence Riley wasn’t much of a student of history. In fact, he wasn’t much interested in anything at school, according to those who knew him. So much so that his family was getting increasingly worried that he preferred roaming the streets and getting up to no good than getting his head down. But Terence’s lack of attention to his lessons was about to become the least of his family’s concerns.


  What Terence would find at the bottom of the slope would change his life forever. According to Terence’s family, the effects were catastrophic, propelling the teenager on a downward spiral into a life of introversion and low self-esteem. His grandmother was convinced that those few seconds changed his personality completely. There was no going back, and he was beyond reach or repair. Gone, suddenly, was the wisecracking Scouse kid with a cheeky smile and an easy-going nature. In came the outsider who gravitated towards other outsiders, outlaws even: a darker, altogether more sinister individual who began to prefer the company of the same.


  The discovery was simultaneously obvious and horrifying. Terence stood glued to the spot, unable to comprehend the magnitude of the chilling sight that lay before him. The dead body of a two-year-old child, mutilated and cut in half, lay across the railway tracks. From that moment on, the victim’s name would become known the world over, and the murder of James Bulger would go down in the annals of crime as one of the most heinous killings since records began.


  Terence went to his local nick at Walton Road police station to tell the officers what he had discovered. A murder inquiry was set up. Terence’s actions in alerting the police led to a hunt for the killers. The investigation discovered that James Bulger had been killed two days earlier on the railway lines – not by an adult but by another couple of local boys. They were not much younger than Terence Riley and his mates. The two ten-year-old boys, Robert Thompson and Jon Venables, were eventually convicted of abducting the toddler, and torturing and murdering him. The details of the attack are hard to read. James Bulger’s head was weighed down with stones found on the railway track, so that his body would stay on the line while a train ran over it. The child killers had hoped that once the body had been hit by a passing train, suspicion of foul play would be deflected away from them. It didn’t work. CCTV footage of Thompson and Venables emerged, showing them leading James Bulger away from his mother at the New Strand Shopping Centre in nearby Bootle. Later, in court, the pair admitted that they had played truant from school on that fateful day, Friday, 12 February 1993, with the specific intention of abducting a child. No fewer than 38 witnesses saw the boys on their way to the railway lines where James Bulger was brutalised with a troll doll, a tin of Humbrol model paint and several batteries. Two adults had intervened on the boys’ journey, but none had thought to stop them, or report the incident to the police, even though the two-year-old was crying and injured on the street. Venables and Thompson had threatened to push him into oncoming traffic and into a canal.


  The strange sequence of events that took place as James walked to his death, the age of the murderers and the savagery of the killing were quickly held up as evidence of the breakdown of society. In general, two things seemed true. Adults were growing more fearful of young, violent children. In addition, some of the younger kids, especially the offspring of a new generation of heroin and crack addicts, did seem oddly desensitised to other humans: experts described the phenomenon as the children being ‘not properly socialised’. Once again, these were subtle changes that had occurred over a long period, perhaps the previous ten or twenty years. Once again, decisions had been made that had long-term consequences that couldn’t be foreseen at the time: these were ‘strategic’ changes that few professionals fully understood.


  Several important questions were raised. How much of this general malaise had been caused by the presence of Britain’s biggest drug gang within the community? To what extent had this breakdown been caused, both directly and indirectly, by the increased use of drugs in mainstream society? If it carried on, observers asked, what effect would this have on the next generation of children? People started to talk of ‘little monsters’ being created who were being bred for a life of crime. Much of the talk was dismissed as reactionary tabloid propaganda meant to demonise poor communities. But a few sharp observers noticed that within the rhetoric there was a poignant shred of shameful accuracy: some of it seemed true.


  Terence should have been proud of his contribution, which helped the police trigger one of the most high-profile murder investigations of modern times. But it wasn’t black and white, for his visit to Walton Road wasn’t the first time Terence had been inside a police station. Aged just 13, he already had a record for petty crimes. And even in the Bulger case, where public anger resulted in 500 protesters turning up outside the youth court where the accused first appeared, not everyone looked favourably on Terence’s actions. Some hardened criminals disapproved of any form of cooperation with the police, no matter how tragic the story was. A stultifying criminal culture was seeping into some of Liverpool’s youth. Any form of police contact was seen as ‘grassing’. Yet it was the subtle repercussions of what happened that day that became vital. The psychological effects of the horrific find upon the young Terence Riley would prove critically important to Britain’s biggest drug-dealing gang.


  By 1993, the Cartel was 20: just a few years older than Terence himself. It was started in the early 1970s by a former second-hand-car salesman known as Fred the Rat. The Rat had grown incredibly rich, first importing cannabis before moving into Class A drugs. A decade after it was formed, the Cartel went through a second growth phase during the economic recession of the early ’80s, mainly by supplying heroin to a mainstream youth market. Ravaged by unemployment, their pain was to be soothed by depressives and analgesics. Heroin was cleverly marketed by the Cartel as a non-addictive choice that was more powerful than cannabis but carried less risk of psychosis than LSD. The launch of heroin by the Cartel netted its drug lords hundreds of millions of pounds. However, the good fortune did not stop there. By 1993, ten years after heroin, the Cartel was experiencing an even more profitable windfall, a third growth phase driven by dance music and Ecstasy.


  At 13, Terence Riley was too young to notice acid house, never mind think about cashing in. He was also too young to go clubbing. Terence had missed the boat. But, like many young Liverpudlians, he’d heard the older lads talking about drug dealing. The Quadrant Park nightclub nearby had become infamous as a drug haven. It was a Cartel cash cow. Many of the local scallies made thousands of pounds on Friday and Saturday nights peddling E tablets in there. But there were also much grander role models for an ambitious young criminal to look up to.


  That same year, 1993, the richest criminal in British history, Curtis Warren, walked free from charges of importing 1,000 kilos of cocaine and went off to spend the £80 million he’d boasted of getting away with. But before that, Warren returned to his home city to a near ticker-tape parade welcome in his own Toxteth neighbourhood. The Cartel godfather was greeted like a hero. Prostitutes lined up to have sex with the city’s latest high-status villain. To celebrate, young mums named their babies ‘Curtis’. No surname was required whenever the Sunday Times Rich List member was referred to either by police or public. To impressionable young men like Terence Riley, this was the street currency that bought kudos. These were the important lessons that were being learned and discussed. Cartel drug dealers were so powerful, they were above the law. They were celebrated.


  In Terence’s own neighbourhood, Walton, another example of the Cartel’s power was quickly becoming legend. Two ‘top-five’ drug dealers had just walked away from eighteen-year sentences for mass heroin dealing. John Haase and Paul Bennett provided information that led to the seizure of firearms and were rewarded with a Royal Pardon each. It wasn’t discovered until years later that they had set up the weapons find in the first place: they had conned the highest powers in the land. The gangsters celebrated by walking through the local pubs like proud men. Many took what had happened to Haase and Bennett as proof that crime paid. To teenagers, talking about crime became as important as chatting about football and music. It was a rite of passage in a city that had developed a culture of organised drug crime like no other in the UK, to the point where many young men saw drug dealing as a career path in the same way that their grandfathers had looked upon apprenticeships and dock work. Criminality offered the possibilities of success and status that industrial career fulfilment had once given their ancestors. At 13, Terence hadn’t started dealing yet, but he was streetwise for his age and he showed promise.


  A decade later, in 2003, Terence was well on the way. By then, he was hard and cynical and determined not to miss out on the next Cartel growth phase. The Cartel’s number-one business priority was the penetration of cocaine into the mass market, with the specific aim to increase the drug’s prevalence in the underclass and in working-class communities. Terence started working for an up-and-coming Cartel gangster called David Hibbs-Turner. Hibbs-Turner was part of a new generation of Cartel leaders who had no respect for the old guard and who saw the police as a force to be destroyed. Hibbs-Turner was viewed as a good all-rounder by the Cartel: he was not only a contract killer and a protection racketeer, but also, best of all, a cocaine-dealing machine of renown.


  Hibbs-Turner soon took a shine to Terence. Like him, Terence was dark, and he kept himself to himself. Hibbs-Turner liked him so much that it wasn’t long before Terence was running the Dutch side of the gang’s massive cocaine operation. Terence developed a simple business model based on a modern British stereotype: the white-van man. The working-class symbol’s ubiquity was its simple stroke of genius. The plan was well organised and quickly generated massive profits. Hibbs-Turner’s gang bought a fleet of Vauxhall Combo vans, which were adapted to incorporate secret compartments. The inconspicuous vehicles were then driven to Holland and filled with Class A drugs supplied by the Cartel’s South American contacts. The vans were then driven back to Liverpool and distributed.


  By this time it was the mid-noughties. The New Labour dream hadn’t yet crashed. The banking crisis was no more than a distant cloud on the horizon. The property boom was in full swing. No longer were drug operations set up in disused warehouses and backstreet two-up, two-downs. Terence’s vans unloaded their multimillion-pound contraband at some of Liverpool’s plushest loft developments, including Beetham Tower, Cornwallis Court and City Tower. The raw cocaine was diluted with industrial-sized quantities of a cheap and semi-legal dental anaesthetic called benzocaine, which was especially imported from China in massive barrels by specially set-up Cartel subcontractors. Enforcers protected the safe house with sub-machine guns. During the first year of the operation, Terence acted as tenant at one of the drug-factory properties at Royal Quay. He’d been sucked in deep. He’d gone from being a fairly ordinary teenager to a powerful manager in one of the UK’s biggest crime groups. His family were adamant. They blamed it on the trauma brought on by finding James Bulger’s body.


  CHAPTER 1


  TEN YEARS LATER


  2003


  By 2003, underworld financier Yael Feeney was embroiled in gang wars on several fronts. Yael’s main dispute was with a gang of young upstarts led by an up-and-coming drug dealer called Kallas. The conflict was vicious, involving shoot-outs, torture, murders and bomb attacks, and it took place on an unprecedented scale. Kallas’s criminal record was so long you’d have thought the police’s printer had gone haywire, spewing out endless lists of violent incidents, drugs crimes and weapons offences. The 24-year-old pistolero eschewed the traditional trappings of underworld wealth. There were no golfing jumpers, suntans or forty-grand Rolexes bought from the lobby of a six-star hotel in Dubai. Kallas looked the part. He was King Rat in an environment where urban warfare thrived, surviving like vermin in the smoking rubble left after a nuclear holocaust. Pasty-faced and skinny, he looked like he’d been raised on a diet of Haribo sweets, cheap Chinese takeaways and bottles of Coke until he was old enough to snort cheap cocaine off his WAG’s false breasts. He embraced the technological age that had revolutionised the underworld, routinely using his mobile phone to film his molls performing sex acts. Some were humiliated; others were blackmailed. He had the pasty trademark complexion of the hundreds of street urchins who rarely climbed out their North Face jackets to see daylight. To blend in, Kallas sported state-of-the-art all-weather wear in just one colour: black. He looked like a cross between a black-bloc anarchist, a hiker and an urban terrorist-cum-superhoodie, and for many years there were no photographs of his face. Only a small, close-knit group of gang members knew what he looked like – and he looked just like them, looking down at the floor wearing an expression of boredom and disdain. Kallas was the new face of Britain’s underworld: and if you didn’t like it, you were going to have to kill him.


  According to the old underworld code, the war should have never happened. Yael Feeney was a big fish and Kallas a mere minnow in the established order. But instead of making them feel intimidated, Yael’s status had the opposite effect on the new kids on the block such as Kallas. The fact that Yael had a house worth one million pounds, a business with assets, new offices in London and Liverpool, a fleet of nice cars and a family with children made him weak. He was, in their words, a ‘victim’. They laughed at him. They were gang members known as ‘creatures’ and ‘rats’, and with no assets and no fixed abodes, they were almost impossible to exterminate. They only met their basic needs: a chippy meal every evening, a new set of Lowe Alpine all-weather shells every month and an armoury of state-of-the-art weapons, including SA80 army-issue assault rifles, Spider machine pistols and Tokarev hand guns. Similar kinds of weapons were being used in the wars unfolding in the outside world. In Iraq and Afghanistan, guerrilla fighters were rising up against the big powers, underworld-style, just as it was in Liverpool. The conflict between the old guard and the younger generation was asymmetrical.


  An arms race between Yael’s gang and his enemies ensued. Each side rushed to enlist back-up and hired guns. Kallas joined forces with a gang from a notorious area called the Grizedale estate in Everton, led by a drug dealer called Daniel Gee. Accordingly, and to counter the threat, Yael ripped a page out of Sun Tzu’s The Art of War. He agreed to sponsor the sworn enemies of Daniel Gee: a rival gang led by drug dealer Michael Wright. Yael knew the Wrights through the Cartel; he had underwritten big drug deals to which Michael Wright had been connected. The bond was strengthened because Wright also did business with a Toxteth dealer known as Bubbley Shalson, who was also at war with Kallas and Sidious. Kallas and Sidious had fallen out with Shalson, who they considered a rival up-and-coming drug dealer from the Liverpool 8 area of the city. Shalson was a mixed-race crack dealer with a string of drug dens in Liverpool and Manchester. Shalson had teamed up with a Somali gang to try to sell drugs in the North End of the city. Yael Feeney decided to back Shalson in his war with Kallas and Sidious by providing him with money and arms. Another nightclub-owning gang also declared war on Sidious and Kallas.


  The Wright family began to act as ‘agents’ for Yael’s outfit. Wright wasted no time in shooting at Kallas and flanking his gang members with machine-gun fire, in the hope of keeping them pinned down. The hope was that Yael could get on with his day job of running a money-laundering empire.


  But it was bigger business of a different nature that was causing concern: Cartel business. The problem was clear. Both the Wright gang and Gee gang were fully signed-up members of the Cartel, whose distribution networks were key to offloading huge amounts of Cartel drugs quickly. Their economies of scale and their closeness meant that the Cartel could quickly claw back money from freshly imported cocaine and use the cash to reimburse suppliers in Amsterdam and South America. The cash flow was then used to fund longer-term returns in Scotland and other parts of the UK. The internal squabble put the Cartel’s senior members into a quandary. They had previously learned that internal wars were bad for business. They wanted it stopped. But a strange thing happened, something previously unheard of: their pleas for peace were ignored. Neither the Wrights nor the Gees cared what the old guard thought. And although Yael worked for the old godfathers, he no longer cared either – the fighting had gone on too long. The godfathers were told to go back to their golf clubs and their villas in Marbella or they would be the next victims.


  As 2003 rolled on, the dispute between two rival factions of the Cartel deepened. The Gee family were now in all-out war with the Wright family. In days gone by, this dispute wouldn’t have had much significance: turf wars down the food chain came with the territory. But both the Wright family and the Gee clan signified an important change: they now represented the new face of Cartel power, and they knew it. No longer was the status and wealth of the Cartel concentrated in the hands of the old-guard drug lords at the top of the pyramid. The Wrights and the Gees were very much at the bottom of the hierarchy. But a new politics had emerged: street politics. Essentially they were street-level distributors. But that’s where the real money was being made now: power was trickling down from the importers at the apex to the salesmen who collected the cash at the bottom. Suddenly, the street dealers realised that they were in a strong bargaining position, because the whole business rested on their interface with consumers.


  The new crime groups essentially organised themselves like massive street gangs, employing hundreds of sellers and couriers who peddled drugs for fixed wages. The distribution cells were marshalled into cells or ‘rounds’. Each discrete patch was rather like a window cleaner’s round, and the local bosses were sometimes known as ‘roundsmen’. Each roundsman had a circle of punters who called him on a mobile phone to place orders for crack, powdered cocaine or heroin in the same way that they might buy pizza. The rocks, stones and wraps were then delivered by kids on bikes or served up at prearranged ‘points of sale’, such as a local park, or sometimes in an alleyway close to a local doctors’ surgery, a favourite pitch with ‘brown’ addicts who frequented clinics at specific times to pick up methadone ‘scripts’. A highly efficient dial-a-dealer service evolved. Consequently, the most important asset in the set-up was soon identified as the mobile phone number on which the orders were placed and the SIM card, for this was the number that the punters knew, often off by heart. Enterprising dealers could build up a ‘round’ that served up scores of drug users and generated a fixed income every day. The phone ‘operator’ and his runners were arranged so that there were two or sometimes three shift changeovers per day. When the dealer had made enough money, or was being watched by the police, or wanted to step up to the next level in the Cartel, then he could sell on the SIM card as a going concern to other up-and-coming dealers. SIM cards were soon changing hands for prices ranging from £10,000 to more than £100,000. An ex-dealer called Colin Borrows was offered a SIM card in Liverpool for £200,000. When he got out of prison following a 14-year sentence, a former Cartel heroin supplier called Suleyman Ergun was offered a London-based SIM card ‘round’ for £1 million. He revealed how a mobile ‘call centre’ had been established around this lucrative round. The call centre could be moved at a moment’s notice between different safe houses and was closely guarded by armed men. The call centre was based in and around Brixton in south London, but the sales were made to hundreds of punters each day in the Euston and King’s Cross areas in north London.


  Back in Kirkdale and Grizedale, SIM cards were bought and sold frequently. As long as the new managers continued to buy the drugs from the local wholesalers, either the Wright family or the Gee family, depending on the area of business, no one minded much who controlled the SIM card.


  As the two families expanded their respective territories, it was only a matter of time before they fought. But with each side being stoked by third parties – Kallas and his gang backing the Gee family, and Yael Feeney and Bubbley Shalson backing the Wright family – the disturbance became increasingly vicious. There were also wider consequences. As power shifted down the Cartel and young gangsters were turned into multimillionaires overnight, street-level gangsters decided that they wanted to be the new bosses of the Cartel. Like Kallas, they didn’t wait to be asked. David Hibbs-Turner was a next-generation street dealer and protection racketeer who wanted to start importing drugs as well as distributing them. In many ways, Hibbs-Turner was like Kallas, but he was a few years older and had already established a multimillion-pound network. In order to progress, Hibbs-Turner knew that he’d have to align himself with the new generation in a struggle for power with the old guard. Hibbs-Turner threw in his hat with Daniel Gee and Kallas in their war against Yael Feeney and Bubbley Shalson. It was a headache that Yael didn’t need, but he’d have to sort it.


  But the process wasn’t all plain sailing. With the help of intelligence-led policing and an increasingly sensitive network of sources, Merseyside Police picked up on Hibbs-Turner almost immediately. For the first time in a fight against the Cartel stretching back 30 years, the police were getting ahead of the curve and identifying future bosses on the way up the ladder. More accurately, they now had the capability to exploit their advantage to the max. The Analyst was Britain’s number-one anti-drugs cop: he dedicated his life to fighting the Cartel.


  The Analyst: ‘Within their respective areas, this gang war had a big impact. Kids started picking sides in the playground. But it wasn’t cowboys and Indians. It was who wanted to be the Wrights and the Gees. They were pretending to be criminals.


  ‘Amid this, then the police started picking up intelligence about a drug dealer. His name was Hibbs-Turner. He was not unusual in any sense: he had perceived criminality. But he was already considered to be Level 3 because his distribution network was wider than just Merseyside. For instance, he was selling drugs into Scotland.’ ‘Level 3’ was police jargon that referred to criminals involved in serious and organised crime who operated on a national or international scale. The classification was derived from a Home Office policy known as the National Intelligence Model. The hunt was on.


  The investigation wasn’t helped by all of the noise going on around the central targets. The gang war between Yael Feeney and Kallas was by now the number-one concern of Merseyside police. Senior members of Yael Feeney’s gang began picking off any of Kallas’s foot soldiers who had strayed too far from their bosses’ sphere of protection. Members of Yael’s gang were getting frustrated by the lack of action and, without his knowledge, began targeting a 24-year-old deputy within Kallas’s gang known as Sidious. Yael Feeney was also paying Bubbley Shalson and his gang to take potshots at the Gees and Hibbs-Turner in a bid to disrupt their drug empire. It was part of a strategy by the rogue members of Yael Feeney’s gang to keep the pressure up on their enemies. They had rightly guessed that Sidious was the weak link in the gang. Kallas was a well-camouflaged moving target and was hard to hit. By normal standards, there was little to prove that he even existed. He kept a very low profile. He had no fixed abode: he refused to live in a normal home, preferring to crash in one of several safe houses dotted around Liverpool council estates. He didn’t own a car and spent his time lying down on the back seats of high-powered vehicles, being driven at high speed from one meeting to another. He didn’t have credit cards. Yael’s ally Bubbley Shalson had a shrewd plan. He knew that if he could draw the Gees and Kallas out into the open, in an all-out war, then the police would move in on them. Effectively, the bait would be the Wright family, whom they would use to fight their battles. The trap would involve Sidious.


  CHAPTER 2


  INSIDE THE BELLY OF THE BEAST


  2003


  As the Cartel matured and the police started catching more kingpins, prison became a fact of life for the narcotics millionaires who’d once enjoyed a life of little work but lots of luxury.


  A drug dealer known as Dylan Porter was two years into a twenty-one-year stretch for managing one of the most successful heroin-importation cells the Cartel had ever known. Porter was the opposite of what many would believe a drug lord to look like. He was skinny and bespectacled, and he was quiet by nature. Humility and humour were more apparent than ruthlessness or aggression. Dylan claimed that he was sorry for all the misery he had heaped on his community by flooding the country with drugs, but he said that he’d known no better. He’d turned to selling drugs on a street corner when he was an unemployed youth during the recession in the 1980s and carried on because that was the only way he knew how to make a living. It may not have been much of a defence, but he was determined to do his time without complaint and, once he was out, turn his back on crime for ever.


  In the ‘jug’, as prison was known, Dylan missed out on seeing his kids grow up – and they never knew what his life was like. To make up for it, Dylan wrote a diary so that one day they might understand what their father went through. The account reveals that, alongside violence, drug dealing and homosexuality, prison life was an extraordinary and extreme mixture of camaraderie between senior villains and a hatred of the system and its screws.


  Dylan landed in Whitemoor Prison in 2001. In his diary, which he has titled The Belly of the Beast, he recalls, ‘The first thing that hit me was the noise. The wings in Whitemoor are open plan and consist of three landings. I was located on the second one. At the end of the landing there was a kitchen. In dispersal, you can cook your own food.’ A dispersal prison is a high-security jail equipped to accommodate the most dangerous inmates. Dispersal prisons are separate from local prisons, which tend to house general criminals close to their families. Hardened villains are ‘dispersed’ from the mainstream jails into separate facilities outside their geographical region of origin.


  Self-catering was an important part of life. Groups picked their fellow diners carefully based on both their friendliness and their status in the criminal hierarchy. Whether they were eating Jamaican rice ’n’ peas made by a Yardie or Irish stew made by an IRA terrorist, the process was as much about bonding as cooking.


  Dylan describes the surreal induction process into a new prison, during which he was asked how he thought jail was preparing him for release: ‘I’d just started a 21-year sentence, for fuck’s sake.’ The meeting was a ‘strange’ mixture of formality and threat. After inquiring about his prospects of rehabilitation, Dylan claims he was threatened by a notorious prison officer known as A-to-Z that if he stepped out of line he would be arrested and more years would be added to his sentence. But Dylan was still sore: ‘The soft cunt – I’d just got 21, I didn’t care about daft nickings.’


  Dylan was soon introduced to all the big gangsters, from cartels in Liverpool, London and elsewhere. He met the leader of the Dome diamond gang; a con who’d tried to blow his way out of jail using Semtex; the gang that tried to escape from Gartree in a helicopter; and a couple of IRA active service units. The elite cons had a word with a prison officer so that Dylan was moved over to their wing.


  Dylan’s cell was searched regularly, as he was suspected of flooding Whitemoor with drugs. He claimed that the authorities targeted anyone linked to the Cartel: ‘People told me that the screws were offering money to other inmates to set me up. They said me and my mate were the biggest drug dealers that had ever been in Whitemoor. Here we were surrounded by the IRA, Palestinian terrorists, major London villains, Turkish mafia, Russian mafia, Colombians and Americans, yet a feller from Bootle and one from Netherley were public enemies number one and two.’


  Shortly after he arrived on B wing, Dylan became friends with Jason Fitzgibbon, a Cartel drug dealer from a notorious south Liverpool crime family who was serving eight years for drugs. Dylan complained that Fitzgibbon was ‘given hell’ by the authorities. He’d been moved from Frankland Prison for attacking an IRA guy. The News of the World had described Fitzgibbon as Britain’s dumbest convict, but he boasted he’d become a multimillionaire without having ever done a day’s work in his life. Dylan described his fellow Cartel boss as ‘staunch’ and ‘far from a bully’, saying he was one of the most generous lads he had ever met. Outside, Dylan Porter had earned £30,000 a month from one single heroin-smuggling route. Inside, he earned £30 a week making coat hangers. Outside, too, his family suffered. Dylan had been one of the few Cartel bosses not to engage in money laundering. Ironically, he hadn’t trusted the methods to keep his money safe. Now he was paying the price. His fortune had disappeared: some was seized by the police, but much more was paid off in debts to the Cartel, which held him responsible for the heroin that had gone down in his bust. One day, Jason Fitzgibbon sent £200 to Dylan’s young daughter as a birthday present. But the prison guards were watching over the Cartel bosses’ every move. They misinterpreted the good deed as Fitzgibbon trying to extort money from Dylan. Fitzgibbon’s cell was raided by riot cops. Later, Fitzgibbon was shipped out of Whitemoor for knocking out a ‘dickhead’ football player for refusing to pass the ball. His mistake was to attack the man in front of the horrified governor during a VIP’s visit.


  Fights over football were common. In an unrelated incident, toilet brushes were sharpened to a point in a planned hit on a spectator who’d got in a fight over a goal. Another game led to two stabbings, a man being ‘swilled’ with boiling water and two prison transfers.


  Even violent drug dealers with big reputations found themselves cut down to size in the presence of the Cartel and their allies. One drug dealer called Brock tried to collect a drug debt from one of Dylan’s jail neighbours. Dylan said, ‘Brock was about 6 ft tall and about 17 st. He was dripping in gold and had a Rolex watch on his wrist. To complete the set, he even had gold teeth. He looked every inch the rap star.


  ‘Brock had a reputation for selling drugs in the system and the lad apparently owed him money from a previous jail. The lad was only small, but he didn’t seem intimidated. As Brock approached, the lad stabbed him in the face and then just walked off laughing. Brock stood there with a handkerchief trying to stem the blood flowing from his face.’


  Brock had become the latest victim in Britain’s increasingly violent jails. He stayed in his cell for three weeks. He’d gone from predator to victim, and was soon relieved of his Rolex, his Cartier chain and everything else – except his gold teeth. ‘Brock came to Whitemoor like Puff Daddy and left like Trevor Macdonald,’ recalled Dylan.


  Drugs were freely available in jail and one day Dylan was caught walking along with ‘a piece of cannabis between the cheeks of me arse wrapped in tissue’. When two guards asked him to strip and squat in his cell, the drugs fell to the floor. But instead of giving up the pot, Dylan brazenly snatched it and ran out of the cell. The officers were trapped in the cell by Dylan’s pals while he made his getaway. He threw it to a fellow inmate, knowing that if the prison officers didn’t have the evidence they couldn’t convict. Dylan was thrown into solitary confinement, known as the block, for three months. Dylan was cooped up for 23 hours a day. His cell was equipped with cardboard furniture. Meals were served only when the prisoner sat on his bed with his legs on top, hands on his knees. Later, for good behaviour, prisoners would be allowed to put their legs on the floor. The only way Dylan could get tobacco was when the other prisoners showed solidarity and made noise all night until the authorities relented.


  Back ‘on the wings’ in the main prison, Dylan claimed that one of the perks was ‘guards willing to bring cannabis in for a price’. Contraband was brought in and traded by prison officers. This trade was carried out using coded letters. So if a cannabis-using inmate ran up a £2,500 bill and the debt needed to
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