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Glasgow, 1989

It wasn’t the first time Detective Constable Brian Scott had been in Strathclyde Police’s Pitt Street HQ – not by any means. Usually he would push open the smoked-glass doors and trudge over the expensive carpeting to attend a training course, or, more frequently than he’d have liked, the Complaints and Discipline Office where he was becoming a familiar face.

He reflected on his last visit as he sat outside the office of one DCI Thomas Dines of the Serious Crime Squad. He’d been at the football with his father and Uncle Ronnie when things had taken a turn for the worse and they had found themselves at the heart of a bar brawl with their fellow supporters, which was unusual.

Despite his protestations that he was a colleague in the CID, Scott was huckled into the back of the van with the rest of the miscreants. He’d spent a miserable few hours in custody until someone had realised that he was a police officer and arranged his release.

That had been almost a month ago, and he’d hoped the official warning administered by an officious discipline inspector was the end of the matter. Now that he was sitting at the door of one of the Crime Squad bosses, he wasn’t so sure.

He heard a buzzer sound. The fragrant secretary he’d passed on his way in leaned her head round the corner.

‘DCI Dines is ready for you now, DC Scott. Just tap the door and go in,’ she said brightly, clearly without the same brick in her stomach he had in his. The Serious Crime Squad were well named – this really wasn’t funny. It was the last thing he needed.

He gave the door a rap with his knuckles and pushed it open, just as a voice called ‘come’ in an authoritarian fashion. This was the one aspect of policing with which Brian Scott was least comfortable. In short, he struggled with authority. He’d tried really hard to fit in with the protocols, but, somehow, calling a person he had little or no respect for ‘sir’, stuck in his throat – and that was just one of his issues.

‘DC Scott, A-Division CID, sir,’ he announced, doing his best to stand to attention.

‘Take a seat, Brian,’ said Dines pleasantly, from behind a huge, well-polished desk. He was a neat man with short dark hair, a well-ironed shirt and a pair of half-moon glasses, over which he appraised his visitor.

Scott noticed the expensive Swiss watch and a tan that pointed to the fact he’d holidayed abroad recently. Maybe he was getting better at this detective stuff, he thought to himself.

‘Give me a moment, will you?’ Dines returned his attention to a document he was reading, licking his thumb and forefinger before turning the page.

Scott tried to look as nonchalant as possible, but his stomach had decided to make loud gurgling noises – gurgles that seemed to grow in volume the longer he sat there.

‘IBS, Brian,’ said Dines, removing his glasses and fixing Scott with his steely green eyes.

‘Eh, sorry, sir,’ muttered Scott, trying desperately to remember which aspect of police procedure the acronym IBS represented. The bloody job was full of them, and, despite himself, he couldn’t bring this one to mind.

‘Have you suffered for long? My wife’s had trouble too, poor thing,’ continued Dines.

DC Scott decided to take a stab at it. ‘I didn’t know your missus was in the job, sir.’

‘Sorry?’

‘I didn’t know she was polis, so tae speak.’ Scott’s face was getting redder, and his stomach chose that very moment to let rip with an extraordinary noise.

‘She’s a dentist, actually. Whatever made you think that?’

‘Och, eh, just when you said she was having trouble wae they IBS boys. Must be a term dentists use and a’, then.’

‘Irritable Bowel Syndrome, man – IBS! That stomach of yours sounds as though it’s doing cartwheels. That’s probably why.’

‘Aye, right, right you are, sir,’ replied Scott, wishing the ground would swallow him up. ‘Just get a bit nervous here at HQ, sir, if you know what I mean.’

‘Considering your record I’m surprised you haven’t passed a stool by now, DC Scott.’

Scott desperately tried to remember if he’d passed any stools on the way in. He was about to reply in the negative – all he could remember were the low metal seats with the blue upholstery – when Dines interrupted his train of thought.

‘Anyway, I want you to know that you are of great interest to me . . . to the Squad, in fact.’

‘I am? Oh, right, sir,’ said Scott, waiting for the bit where he’d have to justify some buttock-clenching misdemeanour.

‘Yes. You must have wondered why your entry into CID has been so smooth. You’re sitting your Inspector’s exam for the third time, I hear.’

‘Aye, I’m getting better each time, mind. Right foxy, they bastards that set the questions.’

‘Well, never mind that. Let’s just say you have a very interesting background, don’t you, Brian? Grew up with some of the country’s most notorious gangsters, I believe – not least Frank MacDougall and the self-styled Godfather himself, James Machie.’

‘Aye, aye, I did. I don’t have nothing tae dae with them noo, sir, you understand,’ replied Scott hurriedly, realising the implications of such associations.

Dines paused and put his glasses back on. He lifted a green file from his desk and opened it, reading it in silence for a few moments.

‘Do you know, they tell me all these files we accumulate will soon be things of the past? What with this new computer system on the way, it’s all change. I’ll have a screen sitting on my desk here, where I can access anything I want at the touch of a button. All stored on a central database,’ he mused as he flicked through more pages, skimming the content.

‘I cannae see it myself, sir. You know machines – oor washing machine never works right. Flooded the whole flat the other day. Aye, and the guy doonstairs, he wasn’t too happy aboot it. Before you know it, the bloody things will be on the bum, and you’ll be left haulding yer ain co—’

Before Scott could further embarrass himself, Dines put down the file and spoke again. ‘We want you to reacquaint yourself with your old friends, Brian.’

‘Who, big Frank and JayMac? No chance, gaffer. They know I’m in the cops – won’t touch me wae a barge pole. Likely try and blow my heid aff.’

‘Oh, I don’t know. They’d come round if you gave them something.’

‘Sorry, sir, how d’you mean? Gie them what, exactly?’

‘Something that will help them, Brian. Information, perhaps.’

‘What kind o’ information?’

‘The Machie organisation has five saunas in the city centre, so I’m reliably informed, and your colleagues at A-Division have a squad dedicated to cleaning that up. They’ve been tolerated as legalised brothels for too long, so the Divisional Commander tells me.’

‘Aye, that’s true. I’m no’ on the squad, though.’

‘But your friend DC Daley is, I think I’m right in saying?’

‘Yes, sir, he is,’ replied Scott, beginning to get the gist of what was going on.

‘We want you to get information on these sauna raids – I don’t care how – and when you’ve done that, make contact with one of Machie’s gang. Who do you know best?’

‘Frank MacDougall was oor neighbour for years. Stayed in the same single end. But why don’t you just get this information from the Divisional Commander, sir?’

Dines pursed his lips. ‘We’ve got a rotten apple somewhere, Brian. Or, at least, we think we have. Some bugger is feeding information to the underworld, particularly Machie’s organisation. If this approach of yours looks less than authentic, with a suspicion that it’s come from me, your friends will find out from their source.’

Scott looked doubtful. ‘What if I don’t fancy this, sir? I mean, it’s a big ask.’

‘You don’t need to play ball, of course. But then again, neither do I.’

‘Meaning?’

‘Meaning whatever you think it might mean, Brian. Man with your record of indiscipline, well . . .’ Dines left the threat unsaid.

Scott sighed. ‘So they’ll know aboot these sauna raids already, then.’

‘No. That’s tuppeny-ha’penny stuff. Much more sensitive information is being leaked by a corrupt officer. We want you to ingratiate yourself with them, gain their trust, then find out who this bastard is.’

‘I’m telling you, sir. As long as I’m in the polis, they won’t trust me. They hate me because I joined up.’ Scott could vividly recall some of the threats made against him by the lads he had grown up with when he first donned the police uniform, though he preferred not to.

‘Oh, that won’t be a problem, Brian. You’re about to lose your job.’

‘I’m what?’

‘Oh, don’t worry, leave that bit to me. All part of the act, but only you and I will know that. The fewer people involved in this, the better. This is a deep cover operation, Brian. I’ve spent almost thirty years in this job and I’ll be damned if some dodgy bastard is going to make me – make us all – look like low-life crooks on the take. You have no idea how much I want this bastard.’

As Scott emerged into the noise of the city to walk the short distance back to Stewart Street, he felt as though his heart was in his boots. He’d never wanted to be like his peers growing up: never able to relax, always waiting for that knock at the door that would lead them to years of incarceration, or worse, oblivion at the hands of a gang rival.

Now here he was, about to be thrust back amongst them, and only he and Dines knew why. He could see the logic of it all. However, it needed a strong, clever man to do this. A stronger, cleverer man than him.

The return journey to his place of work became a miserable trudge.
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The CID room in Stewart Street Police Office was empty as Brian Scott slumped in the rickety swivel chair at his untidy desk.

He looked around. Everything was the way it always was: a girlie calendar on the wall; jackets and coats almost toppling a flimsy coat stand; the odd briefcase on the floor, belonging to those who didn’t take their sandwiches to work in a bread wrapper like him; a cork notice board, complete with various photos of criminals beside yellow Post-It notes; desks – some messy like his, others with everything in order. In short, nothing had changed; but, in his private world, everything had become different – darker, much darker.

He picked up a copy of the Daily Reporter. A large photograph of Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher was emblazoned across it, complete with the bold headline ‘NO TO POLL TAX SAY SCOTS!’

He put the paper down with a sigh. Politics was the last thing he wanted to read about, and he’d exhausted the sports pages earlier in an effort to take his mind off the predicament he found himself in.

He heard the door creak open, and was relieved to see the tall figure of his friend Jim Daley walk into the room.

‘How did you get on, Bri?’ asked Daley, his attention still focused on the folded newspaper he was reading as he sat down, Styrofoam cup of coffee in his other hand.

‘Och, you know, same old, same old. The usual grief.’ Scott wasn’t ready to spill the beans on what had just taken place – not even to Daley.

‘Oh well, not as though it’s something you’re not used to, eh?’

‘No, that’s true.’ Scott thought for a moment. ‘You fancy a couple o’ pints later, Jimmy? I’m right scunnered, could do wae a bevy or two.’

‘I suppose so. Liz is at her yoga tonight, so no rush to get home.’

‘Yoga? I thought he was a bear.’

‘Very funny, Brian. You know she likes to keep active.’

‘Aye, I can see that every morning you come in here wae they bags under your eyes, Jimmy.’

Before Daley could reply, the door swung open again, revealing the Bar Sergeant, his shirt sleeves rolled up neatly, the bottom of his tie tucked between the buttons of his shirt.

‘Is this all there is?’ he asked, scanning the room.

‘Aye, Bertie. What mair could you want?’ replied Scott.

‘Right, in that case, the pair o’ you can get down tae the multi-storey car park at Sauchiehall Street. Your gaffer’s just off the blower. He’ll be there as soon as he can. Been a body discovered in a car there. The forensic boys and the FMD are on their way from Pitt Street. Three shift have cordoned it off.’

With that, he headed off.

‘Come on, Brian,’ said Daley, shrugging on his jacket. ‘Better get down there before the boss.’

Clicking his tongue, Scott followed in his friend’s wake, and soon they were in an Austin Metro pool car, making their way down the hill towards Sauchiehall Street.

It was early October, but still warm, with a hazy dusk settling over the city. In a few weeks it would be pitch-black at this time of day, almost five o’clock in the afternoon.

Scott nodded to the old caretaker in his woolly Partick Thistle hat.

‘What’s up, Jackie?’

‘Your friends are all on the second floor,’ replied the caretaker in halting English. ‘A cleaner, she find the body earlier. Car has been there since this morning, but I guess everyone thought the poor guy was asleeping, you know.’

Jackie was an institution at the car park. He’d been a Free Polish fighter pilot during the Second World War – a decorated one, at that. Though he made little of his bravery, generations of cops had enjoyed his yarns as they sat out many a long, cold winter night in his cosy office, where the kettle was always on the boil and a packet of biscuits was regularly on hand.

‘Do we know him, Jackie?’ asked Scott, acknowledging the fact that the old caretaker was on good terms with many of the ne’er-do-wells the police spent their lives trying to keep in order.

‘There is something familiar, I think. But I cannot place him. Sorry, Brian.’

Daley and Scott took the stairs, and on reaching the landing on the second floor were met by a wan-looking cop, his hat tipped to the back of his head as he smoked a cigarette.

‘Davy Fraser,’ said Scott with a smile. ‘Imagine finding you hanging aboot a stairwell wae a fag when there’s real police work tae be done.’

‘Huh, what would you know about real police work? You and the boy there are just out the wrapper. Get in there and get this moving so we can get back on the beat.’

‘Back to that wee pub at the top o’ Wilson Street, you mean,’ replied Scott.

Fraser shook his head as he stubbed out his cigarette and let the two young detectives through the door and into the spacious floor of the car park.

Though it was full of vehicles, no civilians were to be seen, only a small group of police officers, some stationed by exits, making sure no members of the public accessed the second floor. Two cops were standing beside a beige saloon at the end of a long row of other vehicles. Water dripped from the floor above, forming puddles that reflected the neon lights. The echo of their footsteps accompanied them towards the car in which the body had been found.

‘What have we got, Denny?’ Daley asked of the young uniformed constable next to the Ford Granada.

‘Take a look for yourself, Jim. Guy sitting in the front seat, looks as though he’s fast asleep. It was the cleaner who saw the blood at his wrists, eventually.’

‘The big sleep,’ mused Scott, peering in through the driver’s window at the corpse. He turned to Daley. ‘I tell you something else, Jimmy. I know him, tae.’

‘Who is it?’ asked his colleague, craning his neck to see past Scott.

‘Ian Provan, that’s who it is. Ring any bells?’

‘You mean the Ian Provan, as in Machie’s accountant?’

‘Yup, I sure do. I’ve known him since I was a wean, and that’s Provan all right. Started off as a tally man, then got intae university. Always a smart bastard. No so smart noo, mind you.’ Scott shivered.

The Duty Force MD arrived with the forensic team. The doors of the car were opened carefully with gloved hands, ensuring any fingerprint evidence was preserved. The doctor, who neither Daley nor Scott knew, leaned into the vehicle and placed his fingers on the deceased’s neck, checking in vain for a pulse. He knelt down on his hands and knees to get closer to the corpse, then lifted one arm. There was a livid gash on the wrist. The doctor sniffed at the pool of congealed blood gathered in the footwell.

‘What do you think, doctor? Suicide?’ asked Daley.

The doctor stroked his neatly clipped salt-and-pepper beard, deep in thought, before he answered. ‘On first sight, that’s what you’d think. But, look at the wrists. Lots of bruising, and a distinct mark here.’ He flashed a small torch at the dead man’s wrist. ‘Some kind of restraint, I reckon.’

‘So you think someone has tied him up then cut his wrists?’

‘Yes, something along those lines. I’d bet money that the other wrist will bear the same marks. This type of bruising would only take place before he was in his death throes, so it’s murder, boys – pending further examination, of course.’

‘What’s that sticking out of his breast pocket?’ asked Scott, indicating a sliver of white on the front of the dark suit the victim was wearing. He beckoned to a Forensic Officer. ‘Gie me one o’ they rubber gloves, will you?’

Scott pulled the single glove onto his right hand, then, with thumb and forefinger, gently removed a little white card from the breast pocket. Something was written in rough capital letters on it.

‘It’s a bereavement card,’ noted Daley. ‘Like one that would be sent with flowers to a funeral. What does it say, Brian?’

‘Doc, shine your torch on here, buddy,’ directed Scott.

‘OFF-HIRED’. The message was plain and simple.

‘There you have it, gents,’ said Scott. ‘In his line of work you don’t get a P45 when you get fired.’

‘Or a leaving do,’ said Daley.

Despite the bustle in the car park, loud footsteps could now be heard in the cavernous cement structure. A middle-aged man of average height was walking purposefully in their direction.

‘Right, what’s this?’ he slurred.

‘Murder, sir,’ said Scott without hesitation.

‘You’ll not mind if I don’t take your word for that, DC Scott. I take it you’re the FMD?’ he said, turning to face the doctor.

‘Yes. And for what it’s worth, I agree with your detective. The blood’s been drained from this man while he was restrained in some way. I don’t think he died here – not enough of the red stuff. But I’m sure we’ll ascertain more at the post-mortem.’

‘Dae you recognise him, sir?’ asked Scott.

DCI Raymond Sanderson drew himself to his full height and sighed. ‘Aye, I recognise him all right. Ian Provan, the Magician. Could make your money disappear in the blink of an eye.’

‘Obviously made some disappear in the wrong direction,’ said Daley.

‘Maybe so, but try proving it.’ He looked at the funeral card in Scott’s hand. ‘This is no doubt the work of James Machie and his associates, but don’t think for a second we’ll be able to pin it on him.’ Though Sanderson had stopped speaking, his mouth remained agape – the reason for his unfortunate nickname, ‘Flycatcher’ .That, and the fact that he seemed to catch little else. He’d inherited the role as head of A-Division CID from his old boss, but was nowhere near him in terms of efficacy as a detective.

‘Surely we can get something on JayMac for this?’ asked Daley, the frustration clear in his voice.

‘You have no idea, son, do you?’ replied Sanderson wearily. ‘Machie is hidden behind a million alibis and a team of expensive lawyers. As slippery as an eel.’

‘What now, sir?’ asked Scott.

‘You boys stay here and get this thing tidied up. The mortuary ambulance is on its way, and Traffic will take the car to Helen Street for the once-over. But don’t expect miracles. This is what happens when you cross someone like James Machie. I need to be off. I’m having dinner with the ACC. I’ll want your preliminary reports to the duty officer in the next hour. The Serious Crime Squad will likely be head and ears into this by that time,’ he continued, addressing Daley and Scott. That said, he turned on his heel and stamped out of the car park.

‘We’ll never catch Machie and his like with people like him in charge of investigations, eh, Bri?’ said Daley under his breath.

Brian Scott just shook his head, imagining the agonies Ian Provan must have suffered before his life drained away. Then, with a sickening lurch, he remembered the meeting he’d had at Pitt Street earlier that day.

‘Right, everybody! Let’s get this mess cleared up so I can get away for a pint.’ Scott stalked off to join Davy Fraser for a cigarette on the landing, his face as dark as Daley had ever seen it.
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The Press Bar was the haunt, not just of its eponymous profession, but also of police officers. These very different occupations seemed to gravitate towards one another all over the world, with an illicit to and fro of information commonplace. Officers of the law and journalists, both of whom encountered the worst humanity had to offer on a daily basis, instinctively created an unholy fraternity.

A thick tier of grey-blue cigarette smoke hovered over one and all in the crowded bar, like a false ceiling. Signed football jerseys vied for wall space with blown-up photographs of sportsmen and celebrities, and mirrors bearing the name of the brewers who produced them. A stout barman, assisted by a slim watchful girl, kept things moving, as customers came and went, many of them wearing civvy jackets over their police uniforms.

Scott forced his way through the throng at the bar with two pints of Tartan Special. Daley was sitting at a corner table the pair had been lucky enough to grab when they arrived. For Scott, at least, this was a relief; he didn’t want his discussion with Daley being overheard – didn’t really want to hear it himself, if truth be told.

Just as the young detective placed the beer on the table, an argument broke out at the bar as to whether or not the flickering TV in the corner should be showing the horse racing or the golf. As Scott sat down, it was soon apparent that the aficionados of the sport of kings had prevailed, as Peter O’Sullivan’s voice rose frantically above the general hubbub, describing the dramatic end to a race.

‘What’s up with you, Bri?’ asked Daley, loosening his tie for the first time that day. ‘God, this bloody thing feels like a noose.’

‘Maybe cos you’re putting on a few pounds, amigo,’ replied Scott, patting his own stomach, but nodding at Daley’s. ‘Fair wee kite you’re getting, there.’

‘Good living. Married life’s suiting me.’ Daley smiled and took the first sip of his pint. ‘You still haven’t answered the question. Why are you looking like a wet weekend? And don’t tell me it’s because you’re depressed at Sanderson’s detection skills, we’ve known about them for a while. You’ve been moping about since you came back from Pitt Street.’

Scott rubbed his chin and contemplated his beer. ‘Och, it’s a sore yin, Jimmy. I’m in a right bind, to be honest.’

‘Spill the beans, Bri. You know it’ll go no further than me. I thought that carry-on with your uncle had been swept under the carpet?’

‘Aye, but the buggers up at the Evil Empire have me by the short an’ curlies, an’ no mistake,’ said Scott.

‘Go on. You know I’ll help if I can, mate.’

Scott sighed, fishing in his pocket for his cigarettes. ‘Turns oot, one o’ the gaffers – an’ I’m talkin’ big bosses here – likes a wee bit o’ R an’ R in some unusual places.’ He placed a fag between his lips, cupped his hands, and lit up. He inhaled deeply. ‘Here, sorry, do you want one, Jimmy?’

‘What do you mean, in some “unusual places”,’ replied Daley, shaking his head at the offer of a cigarette.

Scott leaned forward conspiratorially. ‘Need tae watch in here. Mair folk wae shorthand than in Mrs Pitman’s hoose.’ Scott lowered his voice further. ‘Turns oot, this gaffer – he’s a chief super in charge o’ car parks or some fuckin’ thing – anyway, turns oot he likes tae visit a sauna or two.’

‘What? Is he mad? You know that’s what I’m working on just now. The squad’s about to go active – in the next few days, in fact.’

‘Aye, tell me aboot it.’ Scott took a long draw of his pint. ‘Of course, since they cannae be seen tae ask for themselves, they want me tae get them some info on what’s being raided and when, so this bugger keeps his nose clean. Got the sword o’ bloody Danny Cleese o’er my heid, an’ no error, Jimmy.’

Daley decided to let the sword reference go. ‘So someone’s putting you under pressure to find this out, using that bar fight as leverage?’ He shook his head in disgust.

‘Och, come on, Jimmy. You know fine how things work. There’s mair crooks in uniform than oot on the streets. I just need tae find a way tae sort this, or I’ll be back on the beat in Royston Hill for the next twenty-five years. Aye, or worse.’

‘It’s going no further than this gaffer, whoever he is, right?’

‘Oh aye, they assured me aboot that. Said that if I find oot when the places he goes tae are going tae get the burn, they’ll tip him the wink. Problem solved – easy peasy.’

Daley sighed, swirled his beer around in the glass. ‘Do you know where he goes?’

‘Eh, wait the noo,’ said Scott, fishing around in his pocket. He brought out a crumpled piece of paper bearing a few lines of his untidy handwriting and handed it to Daley. ‘This is the five here, Jimmy.’

Daley read the list, then eyed his friend, who stared back expectantly. The pair sat in silence, sipping their pints.

‘There’s only two of these on the cards at the moment, but they’re both being raided on the first night of operations,’ said Daley eventually.

‘Which is?’

‘Monday night.’

‘Shit, I’ve nae time tae find oot aboot times or anything. This is Thursday. But it’s a good start, Jimmy. I owe you one, big man.’

‘They’re both at nine p.m. . . . These two, Bri,’ said Daley, pointing at two names on the list. ‘They have to be synchronised in case word spreads. We’re doing them in batches, between two and three weeks apart. The idea being, just as they think the danger is over and get back to business, we move in again.’

‘Very clever. Jimmy, I don’t know how to thank you for this.’

‘You can bring a decent bottle of malt over on Saturday night.’ Seeing Scott’s puzzled look, he grinned. ‘You’re coming to us for “a light supper and drinks”, as Liz calls it. Remember?’

‘Oh aye, aye. I’d forgot a’ aboot that. Don’t know aboot the supper, but I’m intae the drinks part. Ella’s agreed tae drive. She’s no’ much o’ a boozer.’

‘She wouldn’t need to be with you about.’

‘Aye, very funny. You can sink a few yourself, big man. That’s how you’re growing that belly. Here, I’ll get another in, least I can do.’ He stood, picking up the empty glasses from the table.

‘This is going to be okay, Brian, yeah?’ said Daley, fixing Scott with a serious stare.

‘Don’t worry, Jimmy. Just saved some fat auld gaffer fae making an arse o’ himsel’. Nae bother.’

Scott walked to the bar with a heavy heart. He hated having to lie to his friend, but everything came at a price. His worst nightmares were those where he’d lost his job and was left back on the mean streets of the East End, struggling to make ends meet, spiralling further and further down to the dark place from which he’d come. So, a couple of brothels would escape justice – so what. He was much more unsure about what was going to come next. He pushed the thought from his mind.

He was joined at the bar by a young man, long-haired and fresh-faced, apart from dark brown rings around his eyes. Dressed in a trendy, but cheap suit, his fingers were visibly stained with ink.

‘Are you Brian Scott?’

‘Who’s asking?’ replied Scott, recognising a reporter when he saw one.

‘Sorry. I’m Ronnie Wiley. I write for the Reporter. I’m new. Someone said you might be interested in passing on a few bits and pieces, you know what I mean.’ He winked knowingly and looked at Scott.

Scott returned his gaze. The kid was no more than five feet five in height, painfully thin, and he still bore the pimples of youth.

‘And just who was this someone?’

‘Come on, man. You know fine I can’t reveal a source.’

‘Aye, well, here’s a message for you and your source.’

‘What’s that?’

‘Fuck off!’

Scott shouted his order to the barman, who acknowledged it with a nod. When he looked back, Wiley was gone, engulfed by the throng of customers in the Press Bar.
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Scott said his goodbyes to Daley then watched him head for the train station and home. He’d made the excuse of staying on for a few more beers after he’d bought another packet of fags, but instead, once Daley had gone, he went quickly to Buchanan Street Bus Station.

It was a busy place, with late commuters scurrying to and from the many stances where buses in a variety of colourful liveries sat. Scott checked his watch and then made for a line of public telephones, each enveloped in a Perspex bubble, offering the user as much privacy as possible. As he’d been instructed, he waited for the third phone along to become available, then ducked into the bubble, taking an empty cigarette packet from his pocket as he did so.

He read the number, scrawled in his own handwriting across the back of the packet, took a deep breath, inserted a few coins, and listened. The call was answered. He sighed as his coins fell into the box.

‘Hello.’ The voice on the other end was distant, but still recognisable.

Scott hesitated before replying, screwing up his eyes and desperately trying to remember his instructions. ‘Aye, how ye doin’? Eh, dangleberry here. I have the information . . . Over,’ he added out of habit, then grimaced at his mistake.

‘Sloe, sloeberry!’ growled the voice, clearly irritated that Scott had forgotten his designated codename so quickly. ‘But you’ve done well – quick work. Now, all you have to do is communicate this to one of our friends, and you’re in.’

‘Aye, easy peasy. How dae you suggest I achieve that?’

‘Frank MacDougall is attending a function at the Western Winds pub on Sunday night – some post-Christening event. I don’t need to tell you what happens at such occasions with your friends from the East End.’

‘No, you don’t,’ replied Scott, remembering how much booze was sunk to wet every baby’s head. ‘So . . . I just go there and spill the beans? Sounds dead easy, but I guarantee that it won’t be, sir.’

‘Not sir – I’m the Grocer. Bugger me, don’t you take anything in, Br–. Sloeberry?’

‘Aye, aye, sorry aboot that. So what do you suggest?’

‘Just get in there and reacquaint yourself with an old mate. It can’t be that hard. Call me back on Monday from the same phone. You know the times to call, or have you forgotten that, too?’

‘Aye, okay, will do . . . Grocer. Hey, what if . . . Hello?’ All Scott heard in reply were a couple of bleeps and a long tone. ‘Bastard,’ he cursed under his breath, feeling more like a dangleberry than a sloeberry at that moment.

As they drove towards Bridge of Weir, Scott took in the scene: lush fields, trees, big houses, the odd farm, all framed by the hills beyond. Dusk was trying its best to become night as he looked at his wife Ella, her head thrust forward as she propelled their ancient Morris Marina along.

‘I don’t know how you can drive like that, Ella,’ he said with a shake of his head. ‘Your nose is near touching the windscreen. Who the hell taught you tae sit like that?’

‘My faither. Aye, an’ he’s twice the man – and driver – you are, so back off, ba’heid.’

‘Charming, I’m sure. Here, I hope you’re no’ going tae speak like that at Jimmy’s?’

‘Oh no,’ replied Ella. ‘It would never do for one tae make a fool of oneself wae her majesty aboot.’

‘Och, she’s no’ that bad. Oor Jimmy dotes on her, you know fine.’

‘She’s a bonnie lassie, I’ll gie her that, but she’s young. I bet her folks weren’t that keen when a cop turned up tae whisk away their pretty daughter.’

‘Seems she has her faither roon her little finger. Gets what she wants.’

‘Fae Jimmy, tae, Brian, fae what you tell me.’

‘That’s how marriage is meant tae be, Ella. You’re no’ meant tae scrab my eyes oot when I say I want tae watch the telly. No, nor turn your back on me when I’m after my congenial rights, neither.’

‘Conjugal, Brian, the word is conjugal. An’ I’m no’ obliged tae make hay wae you – this is no’ the Mayor o’ Casterbridge, you know. I mind it fae the school.’

‘It’s Bridge o’ Weir we’re after, no’ Casterbridge.’

The car soon swung into the village, and, recognising the pub in which he and Daley had enjoyed a few drinks when he’d helped the couple move in to their new home, Scott was able to direct Ella to the small, newly built private housing estate where Liz and Daley lived.

He tutted as Ella took her time parking the car and noticed a light go on in the window of the semi-detached house. The silhouette of Jim Daley was framed in the doorway.

Brian Scott had never eaten moussaka before. It was a bit like his mother’s mince and tatties with a white sauce, but not quite as tasty. However, he’d really enjoyed the fizzy wine that Liz had induced her new husband to pour, and had soon built up the requisite appetite.

He ignored Ella’s scowl as he reached over to the serving dish in the middle of the table and helped himself to another portion.

‘Here, leave some for me, Bri,’ said Daley with a smile.

‘No, you go right ahead, Brian,’ interjected Liz. ‘I swear Jim’s putting on weight, so he’s on reduced calories.’

‘Och, he’s a big lad,’ remarked Ella. ‘Just growing intae yourself, aren’t you, big man? Who wants tae be wed tae a skinnymalink?’

‘Who wants to be married to a guy with a big beer gut?’ retorted Liz. ‘Mind you, it’s fun helping him work it off.’ She giggled, nudging her young husband in the ribs.

‘Would yous cut that oot!’ joked Scott. ‘I’m trying tae eat this moose thing . . . bloody nice it is tae, dear,’ he mumbled, mouth full, grinning at his hostess.

‘Now, would you like a bit of dessert now, Ella, or would you like a tour? I think you’ll like what we’ve done with the bathroom.’

‘Aye, all right, dear. I’ll take a wee look wae you. Gie me ideas for oor ain hoose . . . when we get one, that is.’

‘I’m just waiting till I get my sergeant’s promotion behind me, Ella,’ said Scott. ‘That’ll gie us the security tae buy somewhere. I know renting’s no’ what you want, but I’m on it, woman!’

‘To be fair, if it hadn’t been for Liz’s folks, we would never have been able to afford a place like this. Well, certainly not here,’ said Daley, coming to his friend’s aid.

‘Your folks don’t live far away, do they?’ enquired Ella cordially.

‘No, just up on the hill. Nice to have them close by, especially when Jim’s on nights. It can get lonely, so I’m glad I can just nip up to mum and dad’s and get spoiled.’

‘Aye, I’m sure,’ replied Ella, glancing at her husband who was draining another glass of prosecco.

‘Come on, let’s do the tour, Ella,’ said Liz.

As the women climbed the stair, Daley looked at Scott. He was half cut, with dark shadows under his eyes, and he looked ragged somehow – in a way Daley hadn’t seen before.

‘Any mair o’ this fizzy wine, Jimmy? I’ve never been much o’ a wine fan, but this stuff is going doon a treat.’

‘You’re on form with the bevy tonight, right enough, Brian,’ replied Daley, refilling his glass. ‘Be careful though, that stuff can catch up on you. Think you’re fine, then the room starts to spin. Happened to me one of the first times I went to Liz’s parents. Her brother-in-law kept topping up my glass. I was gibbering before I knew it.’

‘That’s the accountant guy, Henderson, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, Mark. Bit of a prick. Still, you can’t choose your family.’

‘Oh, I widnae say you’re doing too bad, Jimmy. Nice lass like Liz tae keep you warm at nights, this hoose – fair beats anything me an’ Ella can manage.’

‘It’s not that easy, Brian, know what I mean?’ Daley sighed and turned to look at a photograph of Liz’s stern father on the mantelpiece.

‘Oh aye, I know all aboot stuff coming at a price, Jimmy.’ Scott’s face sank.

‘How are you getting on with . . . well, you know, what we talked about?’

‘Getting there, getting there. I’ll no’ forget what you did, mind. Fair pulled me oot a hole,’ said Scott, knowing that in reality the hole was still being dug.

‘What’s done’s done, Brian. I’ve been in the job long enough now to know how things work. It’s not ideal, but maybe it won’t stay that way. Always new blood like us coming through the ranks. Until then we’ll just have to be pragmatic.’

‘No’ all o’ it good, by the way. The new blood, I mean.’ Scott emptied his wine glass.

‘What do you mean?’

‘We’re getting a new DS, didn’t you hear?’

‘No.’

‘Bugger. I meant tae tell you yesterday. All this going on fair put it oot my mind.’

‘Who is it? You know him – or her?’

‘Oh aye, and you know him tae.’

Daley hesitated, then his expression changed. ‘You’re kidding, Brian.’

‘Nope, he starts wae us next week.’

‘But he got sent to Motherwell when he got out of uniform. What happened there?’

‘Back by special request, so they say. One o’ the bosses had got him marked oot for great things, apparently. Because o’ his special knowledge o’ the division.’

‘We are talking about the same man, aren’t we?’

‘Oh yes. DC James Daley, meet DS John Donald. It’ll just be like old times, eh, Jimmy?’

Daley felt his mood darken. Of all the cops in Strathclyde Police CID, the man he didn’t want as his sergeant was one John Donald.

‘Here, Jimmy, boy. Any chance o’ another yin? An’ dae me a favour, gie me a bigger tumbler, will you? These wee ones are gone before you know it.’ He hiccupped as Daley went off to find a larger glass.

Ella Scott peered into the darkness and switched on the windscreen wipers, as they negotiated a narrow country road near the motorway junction in Paisley.

Her passenger was swaying in his seat, humming an old Sinatra song.

‘Will you shut up and put on the wireless. I’m no’ listening tae that cats’ choir a’ the way hame.’

‘You cannae beat the King o’ the Board – Auld Blue Eyes. What’s wrong wae your coupon anyway? You’ve got a face like a long weekend.’

‘You mean, apart from the fact my husband’s a soak, and I’ve got tae go back tae my council flat, after getting a tour roon the palace? Aye, apart fae that, nothing at all, Brian.’

‘Aw, come on, darling. It might no’ be much, but it’s still hame.’ He stifled a hiccup.

‘The bog doesnae flush right, there’s a leak in the fridge, and damp in oor bedroom. Hame, sweet hame, right enough.’

‘You forgot aboot that smell in the lobby press.’

‘Go ahead, cheer me up, why don’t you? I’d kill for a dado like hers.’ Ella shook her head.

‘Really?’ Scott studied his wife carefully, one eye closed to help him focus. ‘I widnae thought she’d need something like that wae the big man aboot. You don’t need tae use anything wae batteries tae get satisfaction . . . no . . . no’ wae me on hand, Ella, and that’s a fact.’ He burped.

‘Dado, as in dado rail, Brian.’ She shook her head. ‘Though the state you’re in, I’ll no’ be troubled by any conjugal rights the night.’

Instead of a reply, her husband’s head slipped gently down the passenger window. DC Brain Scott was fast asleep.


5

The Western Winds was a forbidding-looking pub in the middle of a row of boarded-up shops. Empty shells, their windows were either smashed in or bore the distinctive graffiti tags of Glasgow’s street gangs.

The neighbourhood of the Gallowgate, doorway to the East End of the city, was run down. Many of the old tenements had been demolished, the scars left behind awaiting beautification by visionary town planners and architects. It reminded Scott of the old bombsites he used to play on as a child, decades after the war had ended.

Sure, Glasgow was changing for the better, but the tendrils of those changes had yet to wend their way to the environs of the Western Winds.

He lit a cigarette as he lingered across the road, eyeing the grimy pub. The sound of singing and laughter drifted into the street from its single window, a narrow barred affair set high up in the wall. Like many of the old pubs in the city, windows were frowned upon; the business of drinking – and whatever else went on under their roofs – was considered secret, not for prying eyes. The windows were there to help dispel the fug of cigarette smoke and allow just enough light in to enable the customers to, roughly, orient themselves as to the time of day.

Scott stubbed out his cigarette and took a deep breath. Reluctantly he crossed the street, hesitated for a second, then pushed open the heavy swing doors of the Western Winds.

The hot stench of booze and fags hit him like a baseball bat across the head. The hearty laughter of men and the more screeching variety that came from their womenfolk launched him straight back to his childhood and the many Christening knees-ups he’d attended. Despite the scene of conviviality and celebration, he felt as though he was caught in the undertow of a spring tide that might suck him back from all he’d become, back into the darkness of his past.

At a table at the very back of the bar, a large man tapped his companion on the shoulder and nodded towards the door. The seated man looked across the bar and slowly got to his feet.

Scott felt his mouth go dry. His heart was pumping in his chest as the pair made their way towards him. One man was well over six feet, with muscular shoulders and a bull neck; the other of average height like Scott himself, but with a coiled, wiry athletic quality. His dark hair was shorter on top than the back, where it hung down almost to the shoulders of his shiny blue suit. His eyes were pale blue, and pierced more and more through Scott the nearer he came.

When they were almost toe to toe, the smaller man stopped and held up his hand to halt the progress of his companion, a couple of paces behind. The music from the jukebox happened to fade away, and Scott felt as though he’d walked straight into the set of a bad Western. All eyes were now fixed on him. The gales of laughter and murmur of conversation had diminished to such a level that the chink of ice in a whisky glass sounded ear-splitting. Near him, a little girl, sensing tension in the air, began to cry before running towards the safety of her mother’s lap.

The man with the mullet haircut took a step nearer. They were almost exactly the same height, and his eyes bored straight into those of the detective, who, despite himself, felt his right leg begin to shake.

‘Well, well, looks like you chose the wrong pub tae slake your thirst, Scooty.’ Though his lips curled into a smile, the man’s eyes remained unflinching.

‘Frank, eh, how you doin’?’

‘Better than you’ll be in just two minutes when I let big Gerry here loose on you, ya pig bastard!’ Frank MacDougall’s final words left everyone in no doubt as to what Brian Scott did for a living. Lips pursed and heads shook as this information was assimilated by the rest of the company.

‘I need tae have a word wae you, Frank,’ croaked Scott.

MacDougall turned to his companion. ‘Take him through the back, Gerry.’ Then, to the barman, he said, ‘Gie us a bottle o’ Whyte an’ MacKay, Bobby. Least we can do for a last request.’

Scott felt powerful hands on his collar as he was dragged, stumbling, through the sea of hostile faces, along a short corridor and into a dark room, suddenly illuminated by a striplight that buzzed its way into life.

A long table sat in the middle of the room, with a few chairs around it. MacDougall took his seat at the head of the table as his companion Gerry pulled out a chair and pushed Scott onto it.

The nervous barman appeared at the door, bearing a tray on which sat one bottle of whisky and three small glasses.

MacDougall studied the detective for a moment or two, his face expressionless.

‘You’re a right lucky bastard, Brian. Right lucky and fucking stupid.’

‘I-I need tae speak tae you, Frank. Something’s . . . something’s come up, you know.’

‘See if big JayMac was here, you’d a’ready be floating doon the Clyde wae your bollocks for supper, know what I mean?’

‘It’s aboot your saunas in the toon centre,’ blurted Scott, desperately trying to avoid any more speculation as to what James Machie would do – or have done to him – if he happened to be in the vicinity.

MacDougall reached for the whisky bottle and poured out two glasses.

‘You’ve had enough, Gerry. Anyhow, away and take a look oot in the street, make sure nae mair o’ Scooty’s buddies have turned up tae help him pass on this message.’

Wordlessly, Gerry left, leaving the two old neighbours alone in the room, the only noise the restored hubbub of the bar down the corridor and the drone of the striplight.

For the first time MacDougall smiled warmly. ‘Why did you come tae see me this way, Brian? For fuck’s sake, it’s no’ as though the filth don’t know where I am. It’s good tae see you, buddy, even if you are a pig bastard.’ He slid a glass of whisky down the table in Scott’s direction. ‘Drink that. You definitely need it, man. I thought you were going tae pish yoursel’ oot there. Bad form turning up like this, Scooty, know what I mean?’

‘I’m no’ here, Frank, if you know what I mean. Things are no’ going well for me in the cops. Bunch o’ dodgy bastards,’ said Scott, more at ease now he had a glass in his hand, but still watchful. The man sitting at the table was his old friend, yes, but he was also the under boss of Glasgow’s most feared criminal gang, with a well-earned reputation for brutality and ruthlessness.

‘Have you just realised that? Bugger me, Brian, I knew you were a daft bastard, but I never thought you were stupid. The polis have always been dodgy bastards. I know for a fact – cos I pay some o’ them,’ he said grinning.

‘I just want oot. Och, they’re aboot tae gie me the order o’ the boot anyhow. Best I go before I’m pushed.’ He hesitated. ‘But I’ll still need tae pay the bills, Frank.’

MacDougall looked at him levelly. ‘So, you’ve just scored the winner for the ’Tic in the cup final, now you want tae put on a blue jersey – just like that. Aye, you’re some man, Brian.’

‘I can help yous oot. I know stuff. That’s how I can tell you aboot they saunas. It’s a peace offering, Frank.’

MacDougall took a gulp of his whisky, draining his glass, and poured himself another dram, topping up Scott’s glass once he’d finished. ‘Do you know what it felt like, man?’

‘What?’

‘My auld mate – the guy I grew up wae – joining the pigs. I felt like you’d kicked me in the bollocks, Scooty.’

‘Had tae dae something, didn’t I?’ Scott was desperate to say the right thing. He knew MacDougall wasn’t just all about beatings and extortion. In another world, he’d have been heading up the corporate ladder – one of these yuppies he kept hearing about with their flash cars, model wives and piles of cash. But then, Scott considered, MacDougall had all that anyway, just didn’t pay too much tax on it.

‘So you joined up, and then what?’

‘Bastards just used me. Knew I’d grown up wae you and JayMac. Thought I’d just rat yous oot. Which, you’ll note, I didnae.’

‘Well, at least that was one clever move, Scooty. We wouldn’t want your Ella in widow’s weeds now, would we?’ He took out a packet of expensive Russian cigarettes and handed one to Scott. ‘Ever tried these? Sobranie Black Russians. Slip doon a treat, man.’

Scott took the black cigarette with the gold tip and lit it tentatively. Sure enough, he couldn’t feel the smoke drag into his lungs, but the buzz was keen.

‘Tell you what, Scooty. You tell me aboot these saunas, then I’ll see what I can dae for you. I’m making nae promises, mind. You’ll know fine oor boy won’t be well disposed towards you. That’ll take some persuasion. But, let’s go wae what we’ve got just noo.’

‘Nae bother, Francis, man,’ said Scott. He knocked back his whisky in one gulp. ‘It’s good tae be back hame,’ he lied.

Ronnie Wiley was still half asleep. He’d spent the afternoon with his brother in the pub near his home in Shettleston and was still feeling the after-effects of the tonic wine he’d consumed.

The tip-off had come out of the blue, but from a reliable source. As a young journalist, he had to make his mark, or so he kept telling himself as he stood in the cold doorway of the boarded-up shop opposite the Western Winds.

He fiddled with the expensive camera and the heavy lens. This wasn’t his speciality, but he was adept enough to capture a decent enough photograph. In any case, he was too junior to warrant the services of a duty photographer. This, he thought, was an advantage, in a way. This scoop would be his, and his alone.

He stamped his feet to keep warm and banish the fug of booze from his head, and moved back into the shadows.
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Scott awoke in a strange room. Strange, not only because he didn’t recognise it, but because the walls, furniture and carpet were all black. Even the television was encased in black, not like the cheap wood effect he was used to.

He was lying on a large comfortable settee, still fully dressed, with a duvet flung over him. Shafts of light were peeping through a chink in the black curtains, so he got up and staggered towards the window.

He had little or no recollection of how he’d arrived in this black room. However, if his banging head and parched mouth were anything to go by, he at least had enjoyed himself the night before.

It was then that reality slowly dawned, and he remembered where he’d begun the evening.

He pulled back the curtains frantically and was mildly relieved to note the rear of a large Georgian mansion facing him across a well-tended garden. His presence in this obviously well-to-do neighbourhood puzzled him though, as he struggled to recall the events that had brought him here.

He looked at his watch: almost eight thirty. Shit, it was Monday morning, and wherever he was, he was going to be late for work.

It was then he heard movement from outside the room. The black door swung open to reveal a man in a red silk dressing gown, hair wet and slicked back, with a towel over his shoulders, fresh from his ablutions.

‘Scooty, man. Mair like Sleeping Beauty, eh?’ Frank MacDougall walked towards him across the thick pile of the black carpet. ‘Hey, what dae you think o’ my room? The wife says it’s shite, but what does she know? I’ve always wanted a black room, and now I’ve got one.’

‘Aye, Frank,’ replied Scott, as fragmented memories of the night before began to piece themselves together. ‘Original, very original.’

‘A bit different tae what me and you was used tae, eh? Nae fungus growing oot the walls here, and no’ sharing a toilet wae the rest o’ the close neither. Happy days, man, happy days.’

‘Glad tae see yours are much improved, bud. Dae you have anything tae drink? Coffee, I mean, I’m fair parched.’

MacDougall laughed and led Scott into a bright hallway. Red carpet and abstract paintings on the white walls. They reached an oak door which MacDougall pushed open to reveal an enormous kitchen: black tiled floor, pine fitted cabinets, an Aga and two Belfast sinks, deep enough to bath a toddler in.

He padded across the floor, filled a kettle and put it on to boil.

‘Tried tae get you up the stairs tae one o’ the bedrooms last night, but even big Gerry couldn’t move you. Deid tae the world you were.’

‘Big Gerry? Your mate, right?’

‘Gerry Dowie, the hardest man ever fae Paisley.’ MacDougall laughed. ‘Good man tae have on your side, if you know what I mean.’

‘Oh aye, I can imagine that, buddy.’

‘Never knew you was such a fan o’ the old Charlie, eh, Brian. You’re certainly no’ the average copper.’

In a flash of horror, Scott remembered being offered cocaine and, after much persuasion, snorting it, just to keep those in his company happy. No wonder he felt so terrible.

‘Listen, Frank, I need tae get moving, you know. Got tae get tae work.’

‘Why are you so bothered? No’ as though you’ve much o’ a future. Chill oot, man.’

‘No, no, I’ve got tae play the game fir now. You know what I mean? It’s no’ over till it’s over. I can be mair help tae you boys in the time I’ve left than sitting on my arse looking oot the window at hame,’ Scott said, pleased with this conceit.

‘Aye, right enough. Help yourself tae milk and sugar,’ MacDougall said, pointing to two green jars on the marble worktop. ‘I’ll get changed and gie you a lift. Here, where dae you stay now, by the way?’

‘Shettleston. Me and Ella have got a wee flat up in the scheme.’

‘Aye, good for you. You must be proud,’ MacDougall replied with a wink. ‘See if my car gets scratched by your neighbours, you’re for the bill. Cannae trust folk in they kind o’ neighbourhoods, know what I mean?’

Scott poured himself some coffee, stirred in three sugars, and sighed. He would have to make his excuses at work. He couldn’t phone Dines until the evening, as instructed.

Life was getting complicated.

Daley stopped in his tracks. Two figures were approaching Stewart Street Police Office from the opposite direction. Sanderson’s rolling gait was familiar, but so was that of his companion, who stalked along straight-backed at his side.

John Donald was transformed. He appeared to have lost weight, his unruly dark hair was slicked back, and he was tanned. Pristine white shirt cuffs emerged from the sleeves of an expensive black suit.

Daley waited for the pair to enter the office, then followed them slowly.

His worst nightmare had actually come true. He would be forced to work with this man who loathed him. Indeed, as his detective sergeant, Donald would be his immediate boss. The officer who had tried to stop him getting into the CID was now in charge of his career.

Daley made his way dejectedly to the ground-floor CID offices and sat at his desk. He began to organise his day, making sure that the follow-up to the initial report about Provan’s discovery was ready to go to the DCI. Without warning, the door to the general office almost swung off its hinges as Sanderson burst into the room, making Daley and the two other DCs jump.

‘DC Scott, where the fuck is he?’ shouted his superior, his mouth taking on its characteristic slack-jawed appearance once he’d asked the question. ‘Daley, you’ll know if anyone does. Why’s he not at his desk?’

‘Don’t know, sir. I’m just in. Getting the follow-up to the Provan report to you, sir.’

‘Well, you needn’t worry too much about that. The Serious Crime Squad took on the case, as I expected. Get it to me in the next hour.’

Daley wasn’t surprised by this information. He’d seen DCI Dines interviewed on TV at the weekend, so reasoned that A-Division CID had lost out again – not that the squad seemed to be having much more success in bringing the Machie family to book than they had. JayMac and his associates always seemed to be able to escape justice, no matter how obvious their involvement in one case or another appeared to be.

‘As soon as Brian Scott gets in, send him directly to me, got it?’ barked Sanderson.

As he turned to leave, Daley spotted a figure at his back. John Donald strolled into the CID office as his superior left. He was smiling broadly, holding a large manila envelope in his right hand.

He walked to Daley’s desk and loomed over the young DC.

‘Well, well. Hello, Jim,’ he said with an insincere smile. ‘Imagine me and you working together again. Just like old times.’

‘Yes, I’m sure, Sergeant,’ replied Daley, noting that not only had Donald gone through a physical transformation since his elevation to CID, his entire demeanour appeared different. Gone was the guttural Possil twang; replaced by the cultured tones of Glasgow’s exclusive West End. It was clear that John Donald was a work in progress, although the sarcastic tone remained.

‘Thought you might like a little look at these. Interesting how your buddy spends his weekends, eh?’

Donald removed four black-and-white images from the envelope and laid them on Daley’s desk.

The first showed Scott emerging from a seedy-looking pub with the Machie family’s second in command, Frank MacDougall. They were accompanied by another man – tall, heavily built – whose face Daley couldn’t put a name to.

The second photograph showed them getting into a large BMW. Scott’s head was flung back in laughter and he looked more than at home in the company of one of Glasgow’s most notorious gangsters.

In the third image, the venue had changed. The three men were at a corner table in a club with two pretty young girls draped over MacDougall, who was leaning forward, having his cigarette lit by Brian Scott.

The fourth photograph was the most disturbing. It looked to have been blown up, so the image was fuzzier than the others. However, despite the loss of detail, what it depicted was clear. DC Brian Scott was bent over the table, snorting a line of white powder through a rolled-up bank note. MacDougall and the other man were laughing uproariously, as were the girls, one of whom was trying to kiss Scott on the cheek.

‘I don’t get it. What is this?’ asked Daley in disbelief.

‘I’m glad to see you’ve lost none of your detection skills, Jim,’ said Donald with a sneer. ‘That is a picture of your new best friend snorting coke with two of the biggest scumbags in the city – Frank MacDougall and Gerald Dowie.’

‘I don’t understand . . . where did you get this?’

Donald gave Daley a sickly smile. ‘That’s the best bit. The Daily Reporter was good enough to give us fair warning about these little gems. They’re going in tomorrow’s paper, which, as you know, hits the streets . . . oh, let me see’ – he looked at his watch – ‘in approximately eight hours, for the early editions.’

Daley stared at the photographs, his mind whirling. Shock was giving way to anger, as he remembered Scott asking him for information about the sauna raids. Yet he couldn’t believe that the man he’d come to know so well would intentionally deceive him in such a way. But did he really know Brian Scott?

‘I see the implications of all this are beginning to dawn on you, Jim. One of the first on the scene when Machie’s accountant was discovered murdered, out for a bender on drink and drugs with his first lieutenant a couple of nights later.’ Donald scooped up the photographs and placed them back in the envelope. He leaned in towards Daley, almost whispering in his ear. ‘Poor bastard. Did you hear how they killed him?’

‘No, how? I haven’t seen the post-mortem yet. All we knew was that he’d lost a lot of blood.’

‘Death by a thousand cuts – an old chestnut, but no less horrific. He had literally dozens of small wounds all over his body – and I mean all over. Whoever killed him knew what they were doing.’

‘How so?’

‘Managed to keep him alive for hours, letting him suffer. Made sure not to administer the coup de grâce until the very end. Our man Provan died in agony. Torture of the worst kind.’ His face took on a look of mock regret. ‘And the best bit is, don’t think you’ll come out of this all shiny and new. Guilt by association!’ he spat into Daley’s ear. ‘They’ve known Machie had a source in the police for a long time. Looks like we’ve found him – well, the Daily Reporter has, at any rate.’

‘Nobody’s proved anything yet,’ said the young DC defiantly.

Donald stood up straight, sliding his hand through his oily hair as he did so. ‘The only way Scott will get off with this is if some inept bastard like you is left in charge of the investigation, and that’s not going to happen.’ He looked around the room. The other detectives were keeping their heads down, fully aware that trouble was brewing. ‘Just what you need on a Monday morning, eh? Turn up for your work and get arrested as an accessory to murder.’ Donald glared at Daley once more, turned on his heel and walked out of the door, whistling tunelessly.

Daley couldn’t believe it. It had taken his old nemesis no time at all to get back to normal, no matter how much he had changed superficially.

What the hell was Brian up to?

He got to his feet and, without a word to his colleagues, left the room.
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Daley walked out of Stewart Street Police Office, through a car park adjacent to the nearby flats, and along to Cowcaddens Underground Station.

He was pleasantly surprised to find that the public phone in the vandalised phone box was still working. He thrust a coin into the machine and waited for a reply. Sure enough, after a few rings, Ella Scott’s familiar voice sounded on the other end of the line.

‘Hello, Ella. It’s Jimmy. Is he there?’

He heard a quick intake of breath and then, ‘Aye, he’s here. Just here, mind you. Been oot a’ night. I don’t know what the hell’s got intae him.’ He heard her hand muffle the call as, none too politely, she called her husband to the phone.

‘Aye, Jimmy. Sorry, I’m having a wee bit o’ a domestic here . . .’

‘Never mind that, Brian. What on earth were you up to last night?’ Daley went on to tell his friend about the photographs, emphasising just what a serious predicament he was in. ‘They’re after you, Brian. Donald says that if you don’t turn up for work they’re going to issue a warrant for your arrest.’

‘Donald? Oh great, I’d forgot aboot him. What do you think I should dae? I tell you, Jimmy, there’s something no’ right here . . . Shit, this could be it. No’ just losing my job, but ending up in the big hoose!’

‘Tell me what you’ve really been doing, Brian. This is serious now, and I’m not buying the superintendent-in-charge-of-car-parks story. I never really did.’

As Scott relented and described his deal with Dines, Daley’s heart thudded faster in his chest.

‘You should never have agreed to that, Brian. No senior officer has the right to put you under that kind of pressure. We’ve got representation from the Federation, you know.’

‘Aye, and the wean’s got a toy monkey that shouts “hello, mama” when you pull its tail. They’re fuck all use, Jimmy, you know that. The only chance I’ve got is tae get a haud o’ Dines and get him tae sort this oot. Once he lets the gaffers know what I was up tae last night, we’ll be sorted.’

‘No. Hang fire, Brian. Don’t contact Dines.’

‘Eh? He’s the only bloke who knows what’s really going on. Why should I no’ gie him a bell tae get this fixed. I’m no’ wanting huckled away.’

‘They’re making a connection between you and Provan.’

‘What dae you mean?’

‘Well, you and I were the first cops on the scene. Two nights later, you’re out snorting coke with one of the prime suspects. What got into you, Brian?’

‘I was just playing the part, you know, getting their confidence. Just like Dines telt me tae dae.’

‘Well, you’ve played the part that well you’ve now got a starring role right across the front page of the Reporter.’ Daley bit his lip. ‘Listen, is there anywhere you can go? Somewhere they’ll not be able to find you, I mean.’

‘Who’ll not be able tae find me?’

‘The police – us!’

‘I could lie low at my wee mate’s hoose. He lives a few streets away. Good bloke, me and him go right back, but he’s no a great fan o’ the cops, so nobody knows aboot him. Likes the pigeons.’

‘Well, see if you can roost there,’ said Daley lamely. ‘What about Ella?’

‘I’ll get her tae go oot tae. It’s no’ as though she needs much persuasion normally.’

‘Well, probably best you’re both out the picture for a few hours. Another thing, phone in sick. It’ll go to the uniforms at the bar office. I don’t think this will have reached them yet. You can cover your back that way.’

‘Good thinking, Jimmy. What aboot you? I’ve left you in a right pile o’ the brown stuff. Sorry, mate.’

‘I’ve got an idea, but I’ll have to be quick. What’s your friend’s phone number? I’ll give you a call later and let you know how I’m doing.’

He heard Scott cursing as he tried to remember the number. Eventually this process seemed to help him bring it to mind, and Daley memorised the digits.

‘Get moving, Brian, and I’ll speak to you soon.’

‘Listen, buddy, I owe you . . . again. But don’t get yourself intae any bother. I appreciate your help, but this is my mess. If nothing can be done, nothing can be done, and I’ll have tae face the music and dae my best.’

Daley finished the call and jogged the short distance to Stewart Street, trying desperately to work out what was going on as he went. He didn’t quite know why he’d told Scott not to contact Dines – just instinct, he supposed. After all, the man was in charge of Strathclyde’s top investigation team. However, Daley had been in the police long enough to realise that, given the right circumstances, certain senior officers would happily sacrifice junior colleagues’ careers in order to save their own.

It seemed to the young DC that, whatever Dines had planned to do with Scott, thanks to the intervention of the newspaper and the death of Provan, things had gone spectacularly wrong. He would be under pressure, and who knew where that could lead.

He needed advice, badly. Thankfully, he knew just who to turn to.

Daley bounded back into the CID office just in time to bump into DCI Sanderson, who was leaving, his face puce.

‘Where have you been?’

‘Call of nature, sir.’

‘Still no sign of Scott?’

‘No, sir.’

‘Right, get a pool car and get out to his house.’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘And if necessary, arrest him. If you won’t, I’ll send the local uniforms to do the job. Got it?’

As Daley drove out of the car park he couldn’t believe his luck. Sanderson had given him the perfect excuse to get out of the office, as well as some precious time.

He knew he had to use this time well.

Instead of driving towards the east of the city, where Scott lived, he headed north. He hadn’t had time to make a call. As he sped along, he hoped beyond hope the man he was looking for was at home.

As Brian Scott trudged through the scheme, he marvelled at the way his wife could adapt to anything. Ella and her sisters were no strangers to the trials of life, much of which had consisted of making sure their father – normally a pleasant, hard-working man – couldn’t find them when he was on a particularly vicious bender. Ella had complained bitterly, of course, but Scott had managed to persuade her to make herself scarce, though his ears were still ringing from the process. He’d kept the full reason for this subterfuge quiet; he wasn’t sure if she was in any way reassured by him telling the partial truth that they were, temporarily, at least, in danger. He hadn’t told her from whom.

He turned the collar of his leather jacket up against the rain that was starting to fall heavily. He was only a few streets away from his friend’s house, so the weather was the least of his worries.

He shook his head, wondering why he’d been so stupid. A dark shadow of doubt crept in. Was he only in the police thanks to his background? Had something like this been on the cards from the start? Had his career to date merely been a preamble to bringing down the men he’d grown up with?

He resolved not to think about it; after all, for the time being, he could do nothing about it.

He was only a few houses away from his destination when he heard a car slow down behind him and then follow him at walking pace. He didn’t turn round, hoping that it was a coincidence. But the voice he heard calling from the vehicle stopped him in his tracks and froze his heart.

‘Brian Scott. Now, imagine bumping intae you here, eh?’

Scott looked over his shoulder. A large black Jaguar was at his back, a face leaning out from the passenger window. The man had short cropped hair, almost a skinhead. Though he was young – mid to late twenties – he could have passed for someone much older. His features were sharp, and the slant of his high cheekbones gave him an almost Nordic appearance. Indeed, the Viking had been his first nickname, and he’d done his best to live up to the wanton brutality with which it was associated. However, he was known by a different nickname now: JayMac.

With a hooked finger, James Machie beckoned Scott to the limousine. ‘Come here, son. Me and you have tae talk.’
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Daley drove through small villages, past country pubs and garden centres, and finally to the stunning hills and lochs of the Trossachs, before he came to the small Stirlingshire village that was his destination.

He drove up the steep incline that was the main street and looked around, returning the wave of a little girl with wavy brown hair who smiled at him. This place was much more like Bridge of Weir, his new home, than the place he was supposed to be visiting. Expensive cars lined the clean, well-kept streets, and there was no sign of the graffiti or deprivation he associated with the East End of Glasgow.

He’d been here a few times. The man he was coming to see had been his first mentor, the man who had given him his big chance out of uniform. Though he’d been retired for a few months now, he was still required to give evidence in the odd case or two left over from his last days in the job. On these occasions, Daley had been more than happy to act as his chauffeur.

At the far end of the village, Daley parked his car outside the neat sandstone home of Ian Burns, former DCI at Stewart Street CID.

As he unhinged the red wrought-iron garden gate and then headed up the little stone path to the front door, Daley prayed that his old boss was at home. If anyone could help him with Scott’s predicament, it was the man they’d known as Wyatt Earp. In his day, he’d been one of the country’s most respected detectives.

Amanda Burns beamed a toothy smile at him as she opened the door. ‘Jim, what a lovely surprise! How are you – and Liz? You’ll be looking for my husband, I take it.’

‘We’re fine, thanks,’ replied Daley. ‘Sorry to just drop by like this. I hope you don’t mind if I borrow your husband for a moment or two.’

‘Be my guest. He’ll be in his potting shed, as usual. His new hobby. Something had to replace the police, goodness knows.’

She invited Daley to follow her out to the garden. ‘You’ll find him just down there. See the trees? You can’t miss it. He’s even got a little stove in there now.’

Daley thanked Mrs Burns and made his way down the garden. Sure enough, under a large copper beech tree, already losing its leaves to autumn, sat a sizeable shed, not the tiny construction ‘potting shed’ had conjured up in his mind. A little chimney belched out smoke, and, through a window, Daley could see movement from within.

The door swung open and the thin, stooped figure of Ian Burns appeared. A smile spread across his face as he caught sight of his young protégé. ‘Jim Daley, how are you, son?’

‘I’m fine, sir. And yourself?’

Burns chatted away as he showed Daley into the shed. Two old leather chairs huddled around a small pot-bellied stove, within which crackled some logs. Between the chairs, on an old crate, sat a half-read newspaper and a leather-bound Roberts radio, emitting the low tones of a Brahms piece. A green tin ashtray bearing the name of a brewery held a pile of cigarette ends that revealed Burns’s penchant for smoking – heavily.

‘Sit down, sit down,’ he said, guiding Daley to one of the chairs. ‘If you were wondering what retirement was all about, well, this is it.’

Daley looked around the shed. Though there were plant pots, unopened bags of fertiliser and various gardening tools, everything looked new and in pristine condition.

‘She thinks I’ve caught the gardening bug,’ said Burns, following Daley’s eye line. ‘The truth is, it’s just an excuse to get out of the house. Buggered if I know what I’m going to tell her when there are no nice flowers or lettuces come the summer. But, never mind. Just can’t stand feeling as though I’m underfoot all the time. In nearly forty years of marriage, I never realised how much time she spent bloody hoovering.’

‘Sir,’ said Daley, anxious to get to the point, ‘I need some help. Brian and I both do.’

‘Anything to do with tomorrow’s Reporter, by any chance?’

‘Yes, it is. How did you—’

‘Still got some friends who keep me up to speed, Jim. And drop the “sir”. That was then, this is now . . . My name’s Ian. So, looks like Brian’s got himself into more bother. I’m buggered if I know why, but the boy’s got a real talent for it.’

Daley went on to explain the situation, withholding nothing from Burns, a man whom he had great respect, even fondness, for.

Burns sat back and lit a cigarette, belatedly offering Daley one, which he accepted.

‘Tommy Dines. Now there’s a man with ambition, Jim. Talented investigator, mind you, but ambition is his master, not detection.’

‘What do you mean, sir? Ian, sorry.’

‘I mean that I suspected that Tommy Dines had been sailing close to the wind for a long time. It’s one thing using criminals as sources, but there’s a fine line. I think, in an effort to reach the heights, your man Dines has acquired some pretty dodgy pals – the kind of friends it’s hard to say no to.’

‘I’ve been wondering. Do you think there’s a connection between Provan’s death and the trouble Brian’s in? It’s a bit of a coincidence, and—’

‘If I were a cynic, I’d say that Dines has got himself in too deep with Machie and his crew. Who better to take the fall than poor, hapless Brian, if the hunt is on for a bent cop? It would certainly cover Dines’s back. There’s clearly some kind of flux within Machie’s organisation, and flux is dangerous, as Provan discovered to his cost. I taught you not to believe in coincidences, Jim, but it all seems rather neat. What’s Sanderson saying to it all?’

‘As far as he’s concerned, Brian’s public enemy number one.’

‘Ridiculous. How that man ever got into the CID is a mystery. He’d make a lazy cop in the Court Branch blush.’

‘I don’t know what I can do to help Brian. It looks like he’s going to take the fall for Dines.’

Burns drew on his cigarette and exhaled sharply, blowing three neat smoke rings, one after the other. ‘Let me talk to some people. I know you told Brian to keep his head down, but it would be better if he reports back to Stewart Street. I’ll have managed to have a word in a few ears by then.’

‘Thank you, Ian. It’s really appreciated.’

‘Don’t thank me yet, Jim. I haven’t done anything, but fingers crossed, eh? And remember, the way things turn out in this job, more often than not, is a fair distance from the point you were aiming for – pragmatism is the word. It’s the most frustrating, disappointing word in the English language. But, as a cop, it’s the one word that will encapsulate your career like no other. Take it from one who knows,’ he said with a shake of his head.

‘I’ll remember that.’

‘Aye, see you do. In the meantime, get a hold of Brian and get him back to the ranch. He’s in for an uncomfortable few hours, but hopefully the outcome will be favourable.’

As Daley drove away from Burns’s house, he felt a glimmer of hope. He’d never known Burns promise something he didn’t think he’d have a chance of achieving. He knew his old boss would do his utmost to help Brian. Burns still had influence, favours were owed to him, and because of this – and years of friendship with many still in the upper echelons of the job – he could still make things happen.

He reflected on Burns’s lifestyle. There he was, whiling away the hours listening to the radio and doing the crossword, staying out of his wife’s way, while men like Sanderson tried to do his job. What a waste, Daley thought.

As he gunned the car along the country roads, he tried to picture himself in forty-odd years’ time. Was a shed in the garden all retirement had to offer?

The high-rise flats of Glasgow’s skyline were soon visible, and he pulled in beside a phone box. He had the number of Scott’s friend lodged in his memory. He dialled.

‘Where are you taking me?’

Scott was in the back of Machie’s limousine, squashed between the gangland boss’s two heavies. Gerry Dowie was driving, but of Frank MacDougall there was no sign. They’d been on a tour of the city, with Dowie ducking into various businesses and then returning with thick envelopes. Now, they were on the motorway.

‘We’re off tae see a friend o’ mine. We call him the Professor,’ replied Machie.

‘How so?

‘Cos he’s fucking clever!’ replied Machie, changing his tone and making Scott jump. ‘See you and Frankie had a good wee night out, last night, eh?’

‘Aye, great,’ said Scott, regret obvious in his voice.

They were heading into the city centre. A poster proclaiming Tears for Fears’ imminent concert flashed past.

‘I like that mob. Good sounds, man,’ said Machie, then went on to hum their latest hit maniacally.

They crossed the Clyde and turned right, into what had been the Glasgow Garden Festival site the year before. Despite promises that this place would be transformed into affordable housing – a new start for the city – it was already beginning to take on a neglected look. The firm who had bought acres of land beside the Clyde had hit financial trouble. Glasgow’s less optimistic citizens saw the end of yet another false dawn, in this city that had once been second only to London in the British Empire.

The Jaguar crunched onto an area of rough land where an old warehouse, a remnant from the days of Glasgow’s pre-eminence as a port, stood stark and black against the trees and gardens that had formed the festival setting.

At a nod from his boss, Dowie sounded the horn – three short blasts – and in a few moments the large double doors began to swing open.

It was dark inside, save for a patch of light at the far end of the warehouse. They drove towards it, past loops of white steel lying like stricken serpents on the concrete floor.

‘Know what they are, Brian?’ asked Machie.

‘Nope.’

‘That’s what’s left of the Coca-Cola Rollercoaster. Mind you had tae queue tae get on? No’ looking so exciting now, eh?’

‘Right. So, what’s it doing here?’

‘I’m just waiting tae find a buyer. I don’t sell many soft drinks, but I shift a mountain o’ coke. Ironic, eh, boys?’ He laughed heartily at his own joke, joined by the two men sitting on either side of Scott.

The car pulled up in front of a small office, no doubt once occupied by the overseer or Excise Officer when the building was used for its original function. A man in dark clothing was leaning against the wall, his arms folded across his chest.

Everyone followed Machie out of the vehicle.

‘This is my good friend, the Professor,’ announced Machie, patting the smaller man on the shoulder. He was probably in his mid-thirties, had a bulbous nose and a pockmarked face. His red hair was receding, and he’d grown it long so he could pull it back in a ponytail. He smiled at Scott, his eyes large and bulging.

‘Ugly bastard, eh?’ remarked Machie, wiping the smile from the Professor’s face. ‘But he’s a useful guy tae have aboot, let me tell you.’

‘Why the Professor?’ asked Scott.

‘Oh, your man here was destined for big things. Studied medicine, was all set tae become a surgeon—’

‘Before I discovered Charlie,’ interrupted the Professor with a giggle, finishing Machie’s sentence for him.

‘Aye, and no’ Charlie MacBride that used tae stay in your street, either, Brian,’ assured Machie. ‘But the NHS’s loss was my gain. The Prof here has turned his hand to other aspects o’ medicine.’ He paused, then turned to Scott. ‘You were the man who discovered that thieving bastard Provan, am I right?’

‘Well, I was there, aye. What’s that got tae dae with anything?’ The tremor in Scott’s voice was obvious.

‘You see, there’s nothing I hate mair than somebody who’s stealing from me. Well, apart fae the bastards trying tae put me away in the big hoose, that is.’

‘Don’t know what you mean,’ muttered Scott.

‘Boys, get Brian a seat. He looks tired. Keeping bad company and stayin’ up too late, that’s your problem.’ He squeezed Scott’s cheeks, as an adult would with a child.

From behind him, Scott could hear a squeaking noise, like badly oiled wheels turning. In the gloom, he could see Machie’s henchmen pushing something towards them on a trolley.

‘You know, I’ve always been o’ the opinion that everything you dae should mean something – you know, send a message,’ said Machie, leaning into Scott’s face. ‘You were oot last night wae your old neighbour, drinking and snorting, eh? Like old times, Scooty.’

‘Eh . . .’

‘Only, I know what you’re really up tae.’ Without warning, he grabbed Scott by the throat. ‘A wee birdy tells me you’re using that stupid bastard I trust as my right-hand man tae get information on me and my wee business. Know what I mean?’ His eyes flashed with hatred as his grip on Scott’s throat tightened. ‘Frankie boy runs the show now. I have the ideas, but he does the legwork. Suits me fine, normally, but he makes mistakes. Mistakes like you!’

Scott, beginning to panic, saw Dowie disappearing into the darkness. ‘It’s no’ like that, big man.’

Suddenly, Machie released his grip, letting Scott draw his breath with a harsh wheeze. ‘Anyway, nae point in me expending precious energy choking you. This is where the Prof comes in. Best thing is, me an’ the boys can get a bit o’ fun at the same time.’

Scott stared ahead, stomach churning. He felt himself being grabbed by both arms. What looked like a dentist’s chair was sitting in front of him – a dentist’s chair with arm and leg restraints.

‘I wonder how long you’ll last, eh? How many cuts did it take before that bastard Provan was offed?’

‘Oh, nearly seventy,’ said the Professor.

‘See what I mean? That’s oor man’s expertise. He knows where tae cut you, just enough to gie you agony, but no’ enough tae kill you. No’ straight away, anyway.’

‘The loss of blood kills you in the end, but by that time you’ll be happy that it did,’ said the Professor, a sickly smile plastered across his unappealing face. He was pulling on a green rubber apron, of the type Scott recognised from the City Mortuary.

‘Wait a minute!’ yelled Scott. ‘You’ve got this all wrong!’ He tried to struggle, but strong arms were pushing him towards the chair.

‘Aye, I get it wrong regular, like,’ replied Machie with a sanguine nod. ‘But, see if I am? Well, you have my sincere apologies in advance, Brian.’ He looked around. ‘Hey, where’s big Gerry?’

‘Gone for a piss,’ said one of the men manhandling Scott.

‘Listen, JayMac, honestly, you don’t want tae dae this. I—’

Without warning, Brian Scott’s world turned to black.
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Daley arrived back at his desk in Stewart Street, surprised to find the CID office empty. The concern he felt for his colleague and friend drove off any questions as to where everyone was, though. He’d phoned Brian’s friend at the house where he’d been supposed to be lying low. While the man on the other end of the line told him that Scott had indeed phoned to tell him he was on his way, he hadn’t arrived.

‘Likely in some pub somewhere, if I know Brian,’ he’d offered unhelpfully.

Daley knew just how mercurial Scott could be, but a little voice in his head – his instinct – told him things weren’t right. He paced the office, trying desperately to think of what to do next.

He heard voices, then the door to the CID office opened. DC Paul Gemmill was at the head of a knot of detectives who were talking animatedly amongst themselves.

‘Where the hell have you been, Jim? You’ve missed all the action.’

‘Sorry?’ replied Daley, his mind still on Scott’s predicament.

‘Your big mate Brian’s in major strife.’

‘What do you mean? He’s not the first cop who hasn’t shown up for work after a session.’

‘A session? Are you kidding? He’s all over the papers. We’ve just seen advance copies of the Reporter. We were in getting a briefing from that DCI Dines, you know, from the Serious Crime Squad.’

Daley was now fully engaged in the conversation. ‘What kind of briefing?’

‘Shit, you really don’t know, do you?’ Gemmill took a chair beside Daley. ‘Brian’s been at the madam – playing for the other side, apparently.’

‘Bollocks,’ said Daley, feeling his hackles rise. ‘Who’s come out with that shit?’

‘Dines himself. Apparently, information has been passed to Machie’s mob for ages. Stuff that could only come from a cop. Dines says Brian Scott’s the man.’

‘Come on, Paul. You know Brian as well as I do. Do you really think he’s on Machie’s payroll?’

‘You should see the paper. He’s snorting Charlie with Frank MacDougall. I’m sorry, Jim, but it’s looking pretty bad. Mind, he grew up with that team. He and Frank were best buddies when they were younger. They both lived in a single end, just a few streets away from Machie.’

‘I live along the road from the Celtic goalie, but do you see me standing between the sticks?’

‘DS Donald says he should never have been in the job in the first place. He’s in charge of arresting him. They’ve got a warrant.’

Doubts began to edge into Daley’s mind. What if he was wrong? What if his friend really was crooked? He thought about the information on the sauna raids Scott had managed to extract from him – the story about Dines.

Dines. He remembered Ian Burns’s expression when he’d mentioned the name. One thing was for sure, somebody wasn’t telling the truth.

‘What else did Dines say?’

‘Told us about the death of Provan, Machie’s accountant. Poor bastard was tortured to death. Over sixty stab wounds all over his body. Someone with medical knowledge, they reckon. Kept him alive to torment him. Sick bastards! He had to rush off before he could finish the briefing. He looked pretty harassed, actually. Got an emergency call. No doubt off to deal with more of Brian’s handiwork.’

Before Daley could reply, the phone on his desk rang. ‘DC Daley,’ he barked impatiently.

‘Jim, it’s someone asking for you . . . won’t give their name,’ said the cop on the front desk. ‘He’s on the line now. Sounds quite urgent.’

‘Put him through.’

The phone went dead for a few seconds, then he could hear noise in the background, loud music.

‘Hello, this is DC Daley. Can I help you?’

‘Listen, and listen good,’ said the gruff Glaswegian voice. ‘Get yourselves tae the old tobacco warehouse doon at the Garden Festival site.’

‘Who is this?’

‘Don’t ask questions, just dae what I say. If yous don’t – and I mean, right now – Brian Scott will be as dead as Provan, know what I mean?’

The line went dead.

He’d been tipped off, but why, and by whom? It didn’t matter. He had to act, and act quickly. Should he go to Sanderson and tell him about the call he’d just taken? He doubted that he’d be treated seriously, and even if he were, it would take Sanderson an age to do anything.

Daley jumped out of his chair and ran across Stewart Street’s vestibule and into the control room. Two cops sat in front of a desk, wearing headphones, a screen with a map emblazoned across it in front of them in the subdued light.

‘Two-one-two, two-one-two, attend a code twenty-six at number ten Kennedy Path. A Mr Johnstone, the reporter at the locus, over,’ said Divisional Controller Sergeant Philip Mason in his calm voice. He waited for the reply then turned to Daley.

‘Code twenty-one, Sergeant. Officer in need of assistance. The tobacco warehouse down on the old Garden Festival site. Know it?’

‘Yes,’ replied Mason. He turned back to the console in front of him, and with an urgency in his voice spoke into the microphone. ‘All stations, all stations. Code twenty-one, I repeat, code twenty-one. The Wills’ tobacco warehouse on the Garden Festival Site. Urgent assistance required.’

It was the call every police officer subconsciously listened out for as they went about their business. Two radio messages would stop you in your tracks: the one with your own shoulder number, and a code twenty-one. One of your own – a fellow officer – was in danger. Every cop in the division and beyond able to attend would now rush to the scene.

Daley could hear the first responses coming back loud and clear over the control-room speakers. Everything else would stop now, everyone focused on racing to the aid of a colleague.

Daley sprinted out to the backyard. Already, a handful of uniformed cops were piling into a van, some still pulling on their uniform jackets, disturbed from a rest break.

Daley clambered in behind them. Soon, with the siren wailing and blue lights flashing, they were making their way down Hope Street, dodging the Glasgow traffic.

Daley looked out of the rear window. Sure enough, a line of police vehicles, marked and unmarked, were behind them. He bit his lip and prayed they’d be there in time.
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Scott screamed in pain as the knife was inserted just below his right shoulder blade. Through his pain, he could hear Machie and his henchmen laughing at his plight.

He was naked, strapped to the improvised dentist’s chair, his vulnerable flesh exposed to the cruelties of the Professor’s knife. This was the third wound he’d suffered, but each stab had been the worst pain he’d ever felt.

‘See what I telt you!’ shouted Machie. ‘The man’s a genius. Knows how tae gie you the agony, man.’

His tormentor’s ugly red face appeared in front of Scott’s. ‘I’m making small incisions where muscles meet bone, Brian. Just tiny ones, mind you. Don’t worry, you’re not bleeding much right now. That’ll come.’

‘You’re one sick bastard,’ croaked Scott.

‘Now, time we had a wee look below the waist,’ the Professor said in a voice loud enough to send Machie into a paroxysm of laughter.

‘Oh, boys, wait tae yous see this. Your man’s going tae slice him where it hurts, noo!’

Scott was still reeling from the pain of the first cuts as he felt the Professor run his hand down his back, onto his buttocks. He drew in a deep breath, screwing up his eyes, waiting for the agony to begin all over again.

He never thought he’d pray to die, but now it seemed the only option.

Distantly, through the horror, he could hear something, something familiar.

The vehicle skidded on the dusty gravel outside the big warehouse. Daley could remember visiting the festival with Liz. When they had left the building it had stood as a reminder of Glasgow’s past, where tobacco in various forms was shipped in, then back out, transformed into cigars, cigarettes and a multitude of other products. It and whisky had made the city and some of its citizens rich.

Now, despite everyone’s best efforts, there seemed only to be decay.

He watched as two police officers battered in the big warehouse doors with a metal ram.

In seconds, still with their lights flashing, police vehicles poured into the warehouse.

When they stopped, Daley looked around, frantically. Uniformed police officers were pointing their torches into the gloom. For a second, Daley panicked. Did they have the wrong building?

Suddenly, from much further into the warehouse, came a shout: ‘He’s here! Quick!’

Daley rushed towards the voice, with a dozen other officers whose torches illuminated the scene.

There, strapped to the frame of a chair, was Detective Constable Brian Scott, his body smeared in blood, head bowed.

‘Brian!’ shouted Daley, rushing to his friend’s side.

The stricken man looked up, squinting into the torch light, and moved his lips.

‘Brian, what is it? What are you trying to say?’ urged Daley, fearing the worst. He leaned close into Scott’s face to try and hear what he was saying.

‘Have you got any fags on you, big man. I’m fair gasping here.’
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Daley, Scott and their guest, Ian Burns, were in the Press Bar. It was almost a week since Scott’s ordeal, and Daley was pleased to see him looking more and more like his old self. Certainly, he looked the part now, gulping down a pint, with a cigarette burning in the ashtray.

‘Aye, sir, so they heard the cavalry on the way – you know, the sirens and that – and got oot a wee door at the back o’ the warehouse, and off.’

‘But we think we’ve identified the torturer. Alan McDaid, failed medical student,’ added Daley. ‘He was studying at Glasgow Uni when he lost the plot with drugs.’

‘And fell into the clutches of James Machie,’ said Burns.

‘Yes, exactly. There’s a warrant out for his arrest, but no sign of him so far.’

‘I doubt you’ll see him again,’ said Burns. ‘You don’t think Machie will risk a guy like that exposing him. No, I think our Mr McDaid will be lying in some unmarked grave somewhere, in much the same way Machie himself will hide behind a multitude of alibis. He’ll have been miles away from the site when all this was going on, you’ll see.’

They were silent for a moment, contemplating Burns’s theory.

‘Serves that Professor bastard right,’ said Scott, breaking the spell. ‘Here, what’s this I hear aboot Dines?’

‘DCI Dines has resigned. Family problems, apparently,’ replied Burns, his face expressionless.

‘Must have been bad for him to have sacrificed his precious career,’ remarked Daley.

‘Apparently a ledger appeared at Pitt Street – just out of the blue. Former property of the Magician, Provan.’

‘Really?’ said Daley

‘Yes, so they say.’ Burns sounded mysterious. ‘Records of payments made to those in the thrall of James Machie. It made for very interesting reading, so I’m told.’

‘Ya beauty,’ exclaimed Scott. ‘So they’ve got Dines banged tae rights, sir?’

‘I wouldn’t quite say that, Brian.’ Burns smiled at Scott’s quizzical expression. ‘As I told Jim here, don’t ever look for neat conclusions in this job – you won’t get them. If you were the chief constable, would you really like it if the man you’d chosen personally to head up your elite investigative squad turned out to be a wrong ’un?’

Daley smiled wearily. ‘Wonder how that came to light?’

‘Oh, DC Daley, the world is a fascinating place.’ Burns tapped his nose. His smile said, I know, but you’ll never know.

‘I see, sir. But he still gets off with it.’

‘Oh, I wouldn’t say that. Big drop in his pension – the end of a potentially glittering career.’ Burns squinted at the bar. ‘Is that John Donald?’

‘Yes,’ said Daley. ‘DS Donald, now.’

‘As I said to you, Jim, there are three types of cop you can be. The useless buggers who just see it as a way of paying the bills and have no ambition and even less sense. Then there’s the good guys who see the whole thing as a calling – a service to keep people safe and keep the scum at bay.’

‘What aboot the third?’ asked Scott.

Burns stared absently at Donald, who was laughing obsequiously at the lame jokes of a DCI beside him at the bar.

‘Oh, they just see the job as a means to an end. Yes, they’ll work hard to get up the greasy pole, but not out of any desire to help anyone but themselves. Being in the police gets them where they want to go – nothing more.’

‘And what happens when they get to the top?’ asked Scott.

Burns returned Donald’s wave as Daley looked on thoughtfully. ‘Well, now, that’s when the problems start.’ He drained his glass and got to his feet. ‘Right, boys, it’s been a pleasure. But I’ve got to go now – off to book a holiday.’

‘Where you off tae, sir?’

‘Italy, next summer.’

‘For the World Cup, sir?’ asked Daley.

‘Shh,’ said Burns, holding his finger to his mouth. ‘Mrs Burns doesn’t know about that yet.’ He smiled. ‘And it’s Ian, not “sir”. How many times do I have to tell you?’

‘Thank you, Ian – for all you’ve done, I mean,’ said Daley sincerely.

The men said their goodbyes. Daley and Scott watched Burns leave the Press Bar, off to enjoy the rest of his retirement.

‘Watch oot,’ said Scott.

Daley looked up to see DS Donald making his way to their table.

‘Well, well, if it isn’t the Teflon team,’ said Donald, with an unctuous smile.

‘Meaning?’ asked Daley.

‘Meaning you’re one pair of lucky bastards.’ He tapped Scott on the shoulder. ‘I know you’re hand in glove with Machie and MacDougall. Don’t think that little stage show fooled me. All done for effect, nothing else.’

‘I tell you what,’ said Scott. ‘You’re off duty, right?’

‘Yes, and?’

‘Well, here’s what I’m saying. Why don’t me an’ you take a wee walk oot the back, while I kick you good-looking?’

Donald raised an eyebrow and turned to address Daley. ‘And you, the hero of the hour, eh? I have you marked, James Daley, had you down from the start. Don’t think for one minute you’ll get any further than a DC. I don’t care how much you suck up old Burns’s arse. He’s yesterday’s man. The future’s right here.’ He thumped his forefinger into his chest.

‘Aye, well, in that case, here’s tae the past,’ said Scott, raising his glass.

As they watched Donald thread his way back to the bar, Daley muttered under his breath: ‘Who do you think phoned me, Brian?’

‘Sorry?’

‘You know, the day you were under the knife. Who tipped us the wink?’

‘I’m buggered if I know,’ said Scott with a shrug.

Daley looked at him for a few moments. ‘It was Frank MacDougall, wasn’t it?’

‘How should I know? I’m just glad whoever it was did what they did, or I’d be like a teabag, the noo.’

Daley grinned at his friend. He supposed it was an answer he’d never get. He suspected the boys from the single end would always stick together when push came to shove. Pragmatism: there was that word again.

‘Here, you, away an’ get the pints in. I’ve got a right thirst.’

Whatever horror he’d faced in the warehouse, Daley was glad to see that Brian Scott was back to his normal self.

And here is a taster of Denzil Meyrick’s next D.C.I. Daley thriller, Well of the Winds (publication date 6 April 2017):


Kinloch, 1945

The spring evening had given way to a night illuminated by a full moon, intermittently obscured by dark scudding clouds. Elsewhere, a bright night like this was dreaded: cities, towns and villages picked out in the moonlight, prey to waves of enemy bombers, or worse still, the terrifying whine of the new super weapon: the doodlebug. Not so, here on Scotland’s distant west coast – here, there was a safe haven.

Out on the loch, the man could see a dozen grey warships looming, framed by the roofs and spires of Kinloch and the hills beyond that cocooned the town. Crouched behind a boulder down on the causeway, he watched the breeze tugging at the rough grass that gave way to the rocky shoreline and the sea hissing and sighing.

In the distance he heard the stuttering engine of a car making its way along the narrow coast road from Kinloch, which skirted the lochside before disappearing into the hills. The headlights cast a weak golden beam, sweeping across the field behind him. The engine stopped with a shudder and the lights flickered out as the vehicle came to a halt in the little lay-by beside the gate to the causeway. The man held his breath as a car door opened and then slammed shut.

It was time.

He’d always known this moment would come, but a sudden chill in his bones compelled him to draw tighter the scarf around his neck. He reached into the deep pocket of his gabardine raincoat, feeling the reassuring heft of the blade. He closed his fist over the wooden handle and waited, heart pounding.

He saw the beam of a torch flash across the waves and gasped as a creature – most likely a rat – scurried away from the light. He inhaled the cool air, tainted by the stench of rotting seaweed. The footsteps were getting closer now, scuffing across the rocks in his direction. He heard a man clear his throat.

‘Hello . . . are you there?’ The voice was deep and resonant with no hint of trepidation. For a heartbeat, he wondered how the end of existence could creep up so suddenly – unbidden and unannounced. Was there no primeval instinct at work, protecting frail flesh, bone and breath? How could the path of one’s life come to a sudden dead end without even the tiniest hint?

He stepped out from behind the boulder, shielding his eyes from the glare of the torch now directed straight into his face.

‘What in hell’s name are you doing here?’ Though the question was brusque, the voice was calm, almost uninterested. He watched as the man turned the beam of the torch back along the way he’d come and firmly pulled down his trilby when a gust of wind threatened to send it spinning into the waves.

Ignoring the remark, he rushed him from behind. He hooked his left arm around the man’s stout neck and snaked his right arm across the man’s waist. Up and twist, right under the ribcage, as he’d been taught – plunging into him again and again. There was only fleeting resistance as the long sharp blade did its job. The man had been completely unprepared for the attack – just as they’d said he would be. His victim tensed, then went limp. A gurgle – almost a plea – came from the depth of his throat, as his life drained away. Aided by his assailant, who took his weight, the dying man sank to the ground.

He dragged the body behind the boulder that had been his hiding place, almost losing his balance when a deep sigh – the last sign of life – issued from the victim’s gaping mouth. Leaving the corpse propped up behind the boulder, he stood up straight and took deep gulping breaths.

He waited, with only the thud of his heart in his ears and the restless surf for company.

It had been as easy as they’d predicted.

In what must have only been minutes, but seemed like hours, he heard another car making its way slowly along the narrow road towards him.

His job was done. The greater good had prevailed – the greater good must always prevail.

Gairsay, an island off the coast of Kintyre, the present day

Malcolm McAuley whistled along to the tune on the radio. It was his last delivery of the day. He collected the post off the first ferry at seven every morning in his guise as the island’s only postman. When he’d taken on the job, almost ten years ago, his task had been the delivery of letters, but now that his fellow islanders were taking advantage of online shopping, he delivered mainly parcels. With fewer than two hundred souls on Gairsay, an island just over five miles long and one and a half broad, his daily routine rarely took more than an hour.

It was how he liked it. McAuley had many other tasks to perform in the course of his day.

He turned the Royal Mail van onto the rough track that led to Achnamara, the farm belonging to the Bremners. He’d known the family all of his life, as he had most of the island’s residents. He always remembered old Mr Bremner with a smile. Though he rarely spoke about his past, the islanders speculated that he’d escaped the coming storm in Germany in 1940. The rumour was that, with his wife, he had made the hazardous journey across war-torn Europe, before reaching safety and a new home on this tiny island off the west coast of Scotland.

Though they made little of it, ornaments and other religious paraphernalia in their home made it obvious that the Bremners were Jewish. However, the family, keen to play their part in the community, had soon begun attending the kirk, like everybody else, treating the services as more of a local event than an act of religious devotion. They were good, kind people, who had quickly become part of the tight-knit island community.

Achnamara, like the rest of the farms, had once belonged to the company who owned the island. In the main, they were benign landlords, though through a series of tough factors they made sure that the land they owned yielded all it could. Back in the forties, when old Alex Grieve and his wife – childless and worn out by years of hard toil – had become unable to work the farm to its full potential, they’d been quietly retired and a place found for them in a small cottage in Gairsay’s main settlement, the village of Prien. The Bremner family had moved in to Achnamara, and had been there ever since, eventually buying the farm from the island’s proprietors in the sixties.

Though similar offers had been made to other tenant farmers, they’d been unable to find enough cash, so the six other farms on Gairsay remained in the hands of the company, until the island was bought by its population in 1999, a landmark purchase in Scotland that heralded similar transactions by remote communities across the country.

Old Mr Bremner had died in the late eighties, but his wife Jan was still alive and thriving in her old age. The work of the farm was now shared between her son, Randolph, and grandson William. Three generations occupied the main farmhouse and a bungalow nearby. Though farming was their main livelihood, they also fished for crab and lobster, using a small boat they kept tied up to a rickety pier by the shore.

The package McAuley was carrying today was addressed to Jan, so he looked forward to a chat with the old woman over a cup of tea and a slice of the delicious cake that always seemed to be in plentiful supply.

The main farmhouse was newly whitewashed and looked as pristine as ever. Unusually, there was no sign of life in the yard, though McAuley heard a cow lowing balefully in an outbuilding.

He collected the small parcel from the back of the van and rapped on the front door, which was painted bright red. As was his habit in almost every dwelling on the island when there was no reply, he turned the heavy brass knocker, engraved with the family name, and opened the door.

‘Hello! It’s the post. Is anybody about?’ he called, expecting to be greeted by a family member. All was quiet, so he called again.

He looked into the large bright lounge, where, because of the chill of the March morning, a fire blazed in the hearth. However, nobody was there.

Down the hallway, he was sure he’d find someone in the kitchen, but, worryingly, though two plates of bacon and eggs were sitting on the large wooden table, the room was empty. A pan of milk had boiled over, and black smoke was issuing from the range, filling the room with an acrid smell. Wrapping his hand in a tea towel, he removed the blackened pan from the stove, then placed it in the Belfast sink, sending clouds of steam into the air when he turned on the cold tap.

He almost tripped over a chair, pitched over on the far side of the table. He set it back upright and made his way out of the kitchen, calling again in the hope that someone would reply.

Nothing.

After climbing the stairs and checking the bedrooms, he thudded back to the ground floor and made his way to the back door of the farmhouse. He turned the old brass key in the lock and pushed the door open, scanning the fields beyond. The grass looked a dull green under the grey sky, with a few sheep dotted here and there on the pasture. An old mare whinnied at the sight of him and trotted expectantly to the fence.

It was as though the family had been in the house only minutes before his arrival, then vanished.

Across the fields was the bungalow where William and his wife and children lived. After patting the horse, McAuley set off quickly along the lane towards the dwelling, certain that the Bremners would be there.
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